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PREFACE.
We send forth this little boot to our young friends in the Sabbath School, by the fireside, and J3

elsewhere, in the hope that it -will suit their ta3te, instruct their minds, purify their hearts, and ^
strengthen them in every good purpose. The music which it contains has been selected with J
»pecial reference to their wants, and the words are all designed to minister to right thoughts, ££
badly, brotherly feeling, gouerous and noble actions, and to a true Christian life. The book has j-jS

been made small so that all can possess it
;
yet it contains a greater variety, both in style and in 2 is

aumber, than is to be found in books of much greater cost and pretensions. Many of the tunes *;£

are old standard tunes, inwrought into the affections of both young and old by a thousand pre- "3

cious memories, which will never grow old, and are favorites everywhere. These have in 6ome "'''S

sases been newly harmonized and arranged so as to produce better effect, and especially to ^S
enlist t':e interest of all. There are, also, a large number of new tunes which have been ex- -^'5

preBsly prepared for ("
'

part of successful juvc
a suggestive aud pleasing element to the existing _.

tunes have been arranged 60 that, if desired, they may be sung as duets and choruses—by whi>:h £&
1 more pleasing and dramatic effect can be produced, and a larger proportion of scholars be in- ~1
luoed to participate in einging. Choruses are proverbially contagious ; and many a lx>y and girl £ 5

who can hardly be persuaded to sing an entire tune, will join in the 6weep of a full chorus w itfa * j
z<?st aud advantage. Teachers who have not tried it, are scarcely aware of the enthusiasm and i:
fervor with which the recurrence of a stirring refrain will be caught up and echoed by an assem- = -j

bly, however unaccustomed to sing. Many of the hymns are specially fitted for seasons of 1 e- '~
.§

vival ; and we think the entire book will be found to accord with the highest religious aims «j|
of teachers or parents, and will contribute to the best spiritual good of those who use it. *j(5

It is the Publisher's design to follow this with other works of the kind, cheaply published, in o^
t;u.-.ibe' s, so as to meet the demands of taste, and the wants of the young, by a succession of new t*£

tUB33, which shall grow better and better as they proceed. The present work contains lil hymns ;=
g

and tunes. Thankful for the favor thus far extended to his humble labors, he adds his fervent praver g
that these Uttle songs may promote the joy and peace of the young both here and hereafter. 5

°

Enlarged Edition of the Bell.—The unprecedented favor with which the Sabbath School Ken g
has been received by the public, (200,000 copies having, been issued during the first 16 months of its «j

publication,) has induced the publisher to add 30 new tunes and hymns to the bound book, without a
wictra charge—while to the common edition, in paper covers, only $2 per hundred has been added to »*

th8 former price. The original Bell with paper covers at $8 per hundrrvd. is still published
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, LET US SIMG.

1. Oh come let us sing! Our youthful hearts now swelling, To God above, a God of love: Oh come, let us Bin

2. The full notes prolong ; Our le-<tal celebrating, We hail the day vrith cheerful lav, And full notes prolong
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Oarjoyful spirits glad and free, With high emotions rise (o thee, In heavenly nn te^3
llloth olieefful youth and silvery ago, And childhood pure, the gay, the sage, Tiiese thrillin
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-Oh come, let US sing !

seeiltcS engage, Full notes
r ro prolong.

^ "j-r-r -*-*-?-hg-g-g^-pF-r-r-^-Fr-r^-^-F --^^--^-^^-^,^1
^--

f

3. Ob swell, swell the song,

His praises oft repeating :

His Son he gave our souls to save

—

Oh swell, swell the song,

The humble heart's devotion bring,

Whence gusbing streams of love do sprins

And make the welkin ring

With sweet-swelling song.

4. We"ll chant, chant his praise

—

Our lofty strnius now blending :

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

Our Saviour, Prince, was crucified,

" "lis finished," then he meekly cried,

And bowed his head and died

—

Then chant, chant his praise !

5. All full chorus join,

To Jesus condescending.

To bless our race with heavenly grace,

All full chorus join

!

To God, whose mercy on ns smiled,

And Holy Spirit, reconciled

By Christ, the meek and mild,

All full chorus jejm !



WE'RE GOIHG HOME TO DIE NO MOEE.
Arranged by S. J. AxbHtsoK.

M™•-

1. Wo go the way that leads to God, Tho way that saints have cv - er trod

;

Cho. We're go - ing home, we're go - irjg home, We'ro go - ing homo to dio no mora

;
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The ways of God are w'iys of bliss, And all his paths are hap - pi - ness,
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let us leave this

die no more, to

tin - ful shore, For realms where we shall dio no more,
die no more, We're (jo - ing home t-> die no more.
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Then, wea- ry souls, your sighs give o'er, We're go - ing home to die no more.
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3. There is a land beyond tho sky
Where happy spirits never, sigh,

Then, erring 6ouls, your 6i'ns deplore,

And sing of where we'll die no more,

4. Come, sinners, come, 0, come along,

And join our happy pilgrim throng

;

Farewell, vain world, and all your store,

We're going home, to die no more.



-V-;-- -i-

j j To day, if you -will hear his voice, Now is the time to make your choice ; )

•

(
Say, will you to Mount Zi- on go I Say will you have this Christ, or no ? j We are

:=t=M 3qijz=zj—tefcri

passing away, "W e are passing away, We are passing away To the great Judgment Day.
j> *

2. Ye wandering souls, who find no rest,

Say, will you be forever blest ?

Will you be saved from sin and hell ?

Will you with'Christ in glory dwell ?

We are passing away, &c.

3. Come now, dear youth, for ruin bound,
Obey the gospel's joyful sound

;

Come, go with us. and you shall prove
The joy of Christ's redeeming love.
We are passing away, <fcc.

4. Leave all your sports and glittering toys,
Come, 6hare with us eternal joys

;

Or, must we leave you bound to hell?
Then, dear young friends, a long farewell.
We are passing away, &c.

5. Once more we ask yon, in his name,
For yet his love remains the same,
Say, will you to Mount Zion go ?

Say, will you have this Christ, or no ?

We are pa:
, .L:-.



I HAVE A FATHER IN THE PROMISED LAND.

T§-*"

C3 Z-4L-

1

.

I have a Father in the promised land, I have
2. I have a Saviour in tlie promised land, I liavo

ii. I have a crown in the promised land, I have
•*•

* U
r "

Father in the promised land, My Father calls me,
Saviour in the promised land, My Saviour calls me,
crown in the promised land, "When Jesus calls me,

rtzrv
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CHORUS.
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I must go To meet Him in the promised land. I'll a- way, I'll a - way to the promised laud, I '11 a -

I must go To meet Him in the promised land. I'll a- way, 1 Ml a - way to the. promised land, I '11 a -

I must go To wear it in the promised land. I '11 a- way, I'll a - way to the promised land, I '11 a -
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way, I '11 away to the promised land, My Father calls me, I must
way, I'll away to the promised land, My Saviour calls me, I must
way, I'll away to the promised land, When Jesus calls me, I must

' *-
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g. "
go To meet Him in the promised land,

go To meet Him in the promised land.

go To meet Him in the promised land.

4. I hope to meet you in the promised land, I hope, &c. At Jesus' feet,

-promised land. We'll away, we'll away, &c.
a joyous hand ; We'll praise Him in the

[By Peemission of G. S. Scofield.



LET US BE HAPPY, AND LET

.j— »L_J^_|.

US BE £AY. ' 5
Words by I. P. WitilAliB,

Com?, let U9 Bing praise to our Kin
•*• -e- ' -#- •&

2. Let us be thankful while we. are gay,
On this our holiday :

Let us be peaceful and gentle as May,
On this our festal day.

In thanks and praise our voices raise,

Lift the heart, join the song,
Our grateful notes prolong.
Let us be happy, &c.

3. Let us be humble while we are gay,
On this our holiday ;

Let us be lowly, though cheerful as May,
On this our festal day.

Jesus was meek. Him we will seek,

With the heart, with the voice,

Our early, heartfelt choice.

Let as be happy, &c.

Lift the heart, lift the voice, In ho - ly songs re- joice.

4. Let us be holy, though we are gay,
On this our holiday ;

Let us be prayerful and lovely as May,
On this our festal day.

God reigns above, his throne is love,

Bow the heart, bend the knee
Before his majesty.
Let us be happy, &c.

5. While we are happy, and while we are gay
On this our holiday

;

Le us remember, while yet we may,
The snlemn judgment day.

O, let us strive, while yet we live,

With the heart, with the voice,

To make a heavenly choice.

Then we'll be happy, where joys ne'er decrease.

Through an eternal day.



Word* by Sibth. GOD IS THERE.
PIB8T VOICE. WTT'T EXPBE39ION'.

Music by J. E. Gould.

SECOND VOICE.

1. When o'er earth is break . ing Ro- sy light, and fair

,
,2. When the storm is howl - ing Thro' the midnight uir,

Morn a - far pro - claim - eth,

Fearful - \j its thun - der

-#4—i-1 m -&—. =E
F^:

zj:

d=h =±rf

Sweetly. "God is then
Tells us,"Godia there,"

—I

Sweetly,
Tells us,

'God is there."

'God is there."
When the spring is wreathing Flowers, rich and
All the wida world's treasures. Rich, orgrand, or

^pf I
si/ \i; -a-

S-5 a- -e l. -
.
"* -*—i—*—!—*—*—S-L©

rare,

fair,

On each leaf is writ • ten, " Nature's God is there,"
In each feature bear - eth, graven, " God is there,"

Nature's God is there."
God is there."graven,

8. In the Sabbath school-room,
As we join in prayer,

Every falling accent
Tells us " God is there."

Kindly, teachers, point us,

With regard and care,

To the heavenly mansion,
Saying, " God is tlwre,"

-i- -»-

4. Let us learn those lessons,

Taught U3 every where

;

And if sin assail us,

Think that " God is there."

Then, at last, with angels,

Ever bright and fair,

Singing glorious anthems,
We'll see, " God is there."



WHAT'S THE NEWS? Re* if. W, ti^nvn. 1
The spsci&l interest of these Hues arises from the circumstance that the author, a yoar.g man, since dead, was insane on

evary point except that of religion, on which he Continued to the last -thoroughly sound an 1 intelligent.
Allkokbtto. h.

:qr- f

Where'er we meet, yon always say, What 's the news ? what's the news?
Pray, what's the order of the day ? What's the news ? what's the news ?

The Lamb was slain on Calvary ! That's
0!

[tell

!

I have got good news to
t's the news! that's the news !

}
[was shed.

To set a world of sinners free, That 's the news ! that 's the news ! \ 'Twas thers his precious blood
His work 's reviving all around, That 's the news ! that 's the news !

j
[caught the flame.

And many have redemption found, That's the news! that's the news! ) And since their souls have

& . .*- & &-'£•

P h,
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My Saviour hath done all things well, And triumphed over death and hell, That's the news ! that's, &c.
'Twas there he bowed his sacred head. But. now he's risen from the dead. That's the news ! that's, &c.
They shout hosanna to his name, And all around they spread his fame, That 's the news ! that 's, &c.

&•£- /T\
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1

mrr
4. The Lord has pardoned ail my sin

—

That 's the news ! That's the news !

I feel the witness now within

—

That 's the news ! That 's the news !

And since he took my sins away,
And taught me how to watch and pray,
I'm happy now from day to day

—

That 's the news ! That 's the newA
5. And Christ the Lord can ^tve you now

—

That's the news! Tiiat's the news !

Your sinful heart ha can renew

—

That 'a th« news ! That'* the news '.

Sr^t

This moment, if for sins you grieve

ps
This moment, if you do believe,
A full acquittal you '11 receive

—

That's the news! That's the news 1

And now, if any one should say,
What 's the news? What 's the news I

O tell them you 've begun to pray

—

That's the news! That's the news!
That you have joined the conquering band,
And now, with joy, at God's command,
You're marching to the better land

—

That '3 th;j news! That's tho newel



A HOME m GLOEY. Arr. by II. "Waters.

1. A
And when

little longer here below, And Ave '11 go home to glory, Where joy supreme we all shall know, In
laid beneath the ground With Christ, who nigns in glory, We all shall rise when the trump shall sound, To

a-' «- &- »- •*--*-
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yon bright world of glory. O glory ! O glory ! There 's room enough in Paradise, Tor all a home in glory.

sit with him in glo- ry. O glory ! O glory ! There 's room enough in Paradise, for ail a home in glory.

r
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3.

"We hope lo meet our brethren there,

In heaven, our home of glory,

Who oft have joined with ti3 in prayer,

And praise of God, in glory.

Chorus.—O glory, &o.

Come, fellow-sinuers, nee for life,

There 's room for you iu glory

;

Forsake your sins, aud come to Christ,

And find a home in glory.

Chorus.— glory, <fcc.



DUET.
KNOW THOU ART GONE. Arr. by H. Waters. 9

1. 1 know thou art gone to the home of thy rest ; Then why shoulil my soul be so sad,

2. In thy far- a- way home, wher-ev- er it be, I know thou hast visions of mine;
3. In the hush of the night, on the waste of the sea, Or a-lone with the breezo on the hill,

i J

—
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know thou art gone where the wea - ry
heart hath re - veal - ings of thine and
ev - er a presence that whispers

CHORUS.
ii N _S

i

And my
I have

_X_

are blest, And the mourner looks up and is glad.

of thee, In ma - ny a to-ken and sigh,

of thee, And my spi - nt lies down and is still.

wis

a

I

ne-ver look up with a wish to the sky, But a light like thy beauty is there; And I
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mur-mur like thine



Allegro.
'TIS AXTJTIVERSATLY DAY.

:;:^z::]

Arranged by II. Water*.

\. «• -o- -*-£ -0- m -«

I. With joy we meet, "With smiles we greet Our schoolmate? bright and gay
2 Re - it - gious sound Now rings a- round, And bright-ens cv - ery ray
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CHORUS.
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dry each tear Of sor- row here, "Tis

ban - ner floats 'Mid hap - py notes, On

«^±*z
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111 - versary
versary

day.
day.

•Tis
On

ni - versary
ni - versary
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*
tear Of sor - row here,
floats 'Mid hap - py notes,

^F=

1

3. "We children sing,
And echoes ring

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

One anniversary day.
Ononis. o.\c anniversary, &c.

4. Oh, who from home
Would fail to come

And join our happy lay,

When praise we bring
To Goj our Kin?,

On anniversary day.
Chorus. On anniversary, <fce..

<-0 -S—m '—I-
-0- -* -** * -*•,

'Tis an - ni - ver-sary day.
On an - ni - ver-sary day.

5. Come, children, come,
For there are some

Who have been wont to stray
Come, take our hands,
And join our bands,

This anniversary day.
Chorus. This anniversary, &c.
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WE COME WITH SONG TO GEEET YOU. 11

Words by I. P. Williams. _ Arr. by I. P. Williams.

3riEp^&:±J± ^-ir:=g=»--gz=g-j{:
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1. A year again Las passed away ! Time swiftly speeds along ; We come a-gain to
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praise and pray, And sing our greeting song.
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Repeat. ,f KEPEAT.u

we come, wo
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come with song to greet you, We come, we come,
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we come with song a- gam.
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2. We come the Saviour's name to praise,

To sing the wondrous love
OfHim who guards us all our days,
And guides to Ileaven above.

8. We'll sing of mercies daily given,
Through every passing year,

We'll sing the promises of Heaven
With voices loud and clear.

4.

«
We 11 sing of many a happy hour
We've passed in Sunday school,

Where truth, like summer's genial shower*,
Extends its gracious rule.

o. Our youthful hearts will gladly raise,

Our voices sweetly sing
A general 6ong of grateful praise,

To Heaven's eternal King.



12
Words by Db. Oeton.

fc£'

DO GOOD! DO GOOD!
DUET, TRIO AND CHORUS.

-ft-r-ftr-4-V--fY
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Music by Woodbttet.

Arranged by A. C.
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1. Do good ! do good ! there's ever a way, A way where there's ever a will, Don't
' 2 If you've only old clothes, an old bonnet or hut, A kind word, or a smile true and soft, In the

wait till to-morrow, but do it to-day, And to-day, when the morrow comes, still,

name of a brother, con - fer it, and that Shall be counted as gold up a - loft.

u i/t TRIO.

^=A-

9:

If you've money, you're armed, and can find work enough, In every street, al- ley, and
God careth for all, and his glo - ri - ous sun bhines alike on the rich and the
BASE. t . _ _

H-f-fi—_, T f* ~y~TV^ ft ft ,

s £fT-p~z—*

—

ir~l q_:

lane ; If you've bread, cast it off, and the waters, tho' rough, Will be sure and return it again,

poor ; Be thou like Him, and bless every one, And thou'lt be reward- ed sure.



Chorus. DO GOOD! DO GOOD! Concluded. 13

Then do good ! do good ! tlieru 's ever a "way, A way there 's a ever a "will, a "will ; Don't

,, 11 S N I -4— +— +— -t— 4— +— 4~- +— +— 4— *«; |'f- 4-
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wait till to - morrow, but do ifc. to - day, And to-day, when to-morrow comes, still.
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DO GOOD—FOR THE

1. Do good ! do good ! we are never too young
To be useful in many a way ;

For all have a heart, and a hand, and a tongue,
To l'eel, and to labor, and pray.

Let us think, when crowds of poor children we
meet,

All thronging their pathways of gloom,
That in every damp alley, in every dark street,
There's a passage that leads to the tomb.

Chorus.—Then do good, &c.

2. We '11 i»eek in that passacre that wandering throng,
And take them in love by the hand ;

With kindness receive them, with music and song,

And guide to the heavenly land.

SABBATH SCHOOL, Rev. c. w. Denison.

If we have but a moment, that moment employ,
To pluck the young brands from the flame ; fjoy,

We may change their deep guilt to a Christian's full

And save them for ever from shame.
Chorus.—Then do good, &c.

. What joy, what joy will the least of us know,
When called to our Father's abode.

To find that beside us in glory there stands
Some whom we first placed on the road t

Then seek in the highways and byways of earth,

And bring in the lowly to feast

:

Remember, in heaven The greatest may be
The one who on earih was the least.

Chorus.—Then do good, <Jsc.



14 I AM BOUND FOE THE LAND OF CANAAN.
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, j Together let us sweetly live, I ;im hound for llie land of Ca - naan
;

J

( Together let us sweetly die, 1 am bound for the land of Ca - naan. j O Canaan, bright Canaan, I am

7 -0~-& 0-0- ~i 1 P-p-

tZZittziu r~ t —r

bound far the land of Canaan ; O Canaan, it is my happy home, I am bound for the land of Ca - naan

—
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2. If you get there before I do,

I am bound for the land of Canaan

;

Then praise the Lord, I 'm coming too,

I am bound for the land of Canaan.
Canaan, &c.

S. Part of my friends the prize have won,
I am bound for the land of Canaan;

And I 'in resolved to travel on,

I am bound for the land of Canaan.

O Canaan, &a.

4. Then come 'with me, beloved friend,

I am bound for the land of Canaan

;

The joys of heaven shall never end,

I am bound for the land of Canaan.
Canaan, &c.

5. Our songs of praise shall fill the skies,

I am bound for the land of Canaan ;

While higher still our joys they rise,

I am bound for the land of Canaan.

Canaan, &c.



TEE FAMILY BIBLE. 15
Words by G. P. M«sbi9. Music 07- Riokabd. Arranged by J. E. Oould.

, Andante. j - , *S ' _|
I

1. This book is all that's left mo now, Tears will un- bid -den start; With falt'ring lip and
2. Ah! -well do I remember thsse, Whose names those roeords bear: Who round the hearthstonci
3. My fa- ther read this ho - ly book To brothers, sis - t;'rS di;ar; How calm was my poor
4. Thou tru - est friend man ev - er knew, Thy con - stancy I'vo tried ; When all were false I've

•0- * -^>- •&- "&~
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throbbing brow, I press it to my heart. For ma - ny gen - e - ra - tions past Here
nsed to close, Af - ter tho eva - ning prayer, And speak of what these pa - ges said, In
mother's look, Who learned God's word to hoar. Her an - gel face— I see it yet!—What
found thee true, lly coun - sel - or and guide. The mines of earth no treasure give That

I is, I I ;£ * £ jh £•

•zzd^rrfaf—fat
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is onrfami-ly tree: Mv mother's hands this Bi - ble clasped: She, dy-ing, gave it me.
tones my heart would thrill ! Tho' they are with the si - lent dead, Hpre ara they Hv - ing still,

thronging memories come! A- gain that lit- He group is met With - in the halls of home.
couli this vol- mm; buy : In teaching me the way to live, It taught me how to die.
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WOULD YOU BE AS ANGELS AEE.

7 (Would you be as angels are, Sing,sing,sicg his praise ;\
'

IWould you banish every care, Sing,sing,sin.ghis praise ;f Like the lark upon the wing,Like the warbling bird of
d. c. Like the crystal spheres that ring,Sing,sing,sing his praise. [spring,

'-4-: E±
—0-0-0-9-

bzr£=±tzrt=t:EE5S=fetFFF pnp
2. If the world upon you frown, Sing, &c.

If you're left to sing alone, Sing, &e.

If sad trials come to you,

As to every one they do,

For that they are blessings too, Sing, &e.

3. For his wondrous, dying love. Sing, &c.
That he intercedes above, Sing, <fcc.

Thus, whene'er you come to die,

You shall soar beyond the sky,
And, with angel choirs on high. Sing, &c.

fe^se«^-'=F^
VEEY LITTLE THINGS ABE WEUSS

1. Ve - ry lit - tie things are we, O how mild we all should bo.

2. Nev- or quarrel, nev- er fight, That would boa shocking sight.

S. Just like pret-ty lit - tie lambs, Softly skipping by their dams.

KH^il^^Sii

"We will love onr teachers too,

And be always kind and true.

5.

We'll be gentle all the day,
Love to learn, and cease to play.

And attend to every rule,

Of our much-loved Sabbath School.

THE CHILD'S MORNING PRAYER,

1. Jesus, Lord, to thee I pray

:

Guide and guard me through 1hi3 day.

2. As the shepherd tends his sheep,

Lord, mc safe from evil keep.

3. Keep my fefet from every snare,

Keep me with thy watchful care.

4. All my little wants supply,

If I live, or if I die.

5. And when life, O Lord, is past,

Take me to thyself at last.



Alltcoketto. HAPPY GREETING TO ALL. Arr. by Watees. 17

iil^lgiii|p|i||lgliiii^E
1. Come, children, and join in our festival song, And hail the sweet joys which this day brings a- long,

2. Our Father in Heaven, wo lift up to thee, Our voice of thanks- giving, our glad ju - bi - lee;

!S:^a_I___g._lE*_^

We'll join our glad voices in one hymn of praise To God, who has kept us, and lengthened our days,

Oh, bless us, and guide us, dear Saviour we pray, That from thy blest precepts we never may stray.

:E
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CHORUS.
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to all ! Happy greetin to all ! Happy greeting, happy greeting, happy greeting to all!
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toHappy greeting

S. And if, ere this glad year lias drawn to a close,

Some loved one among us in death shall repose,

Grant, Lord, that, the spirit in heaven may dwell,
In the bosom of Jesus, where all shall be 'well.

4. Kind teachers, we children would thank you this day
That faithfully, kindly, you've taught us "the way,
How we may escape from the world's sinful charms,
And find a safe refuge in the Saviour's loved arms.

all ! Happy greeting, &c.

5. Dear Pastor, we ask thee, as lambs of thy fold,

To teach us that wisdom more precious than gold.

Our footsteps to guide in the pathway of truth,

To "love our Creator in the days of our youth."

G. And now, as we part, let us bid you good cheer,
We pray for a blessing on your labors here

:

May many "bright jewels" be your blest reward,
Anil "crowns of rejoicing, in the day of the Lord.'

In general anniversaries, omit the last two verses.



THAT BEAUTIFUL WOULD.

3fffg^^HS=^fa
Arr. by W. R. BowtoJ.
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J We're go - ing home, we've bad visions bright, Of that bo - ly land, that world of light,

\Wh ere the long, dark night of timo is past, And the morn of e-ter- ni- ty dawns at last;
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j Where the wea
I Where the brow with sparkling
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ry saint no more shall roam, But dwell in a hap -

6 that beau - ti
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ful world I

2. We're going home, we soon shall be
Where the sky is clear, and all are free;
Where the victor's song floats o'er the plains,

And the seraph's anthems blend with its strains

;

Where the sun rolls down its brilliant flood,

And beams on a world that is fair and good

;

Where stars, once dimmed at nature's doom,
Will ever shine o'er the new earth bloom.
O, that beautiful world 1 O, that beautiful world

!

3. 'Mid the ransomed throng, 'mid the sea of biiss,

'Mid the holy city's gorgeousness;
'Mid the verdant plains, 'mid angels' cheer,

'Mid the saints that round the throne appear;
Where the conqueror's song as it sounds afar,

Is wafted on the ambrosial air

;

Through endless years we then shall prove.
.The death of a Saviour's matchless love.

O, that beautiful world! O, that beautiful world I



JFST AS I AM-WITHOUT ONE PLEA.*
" Hun that comeih to me, I xvill m no wise cast out."

19
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1. Just a9

2. Just as

I am—without one

I am ; and wait - ing

.<5__j£*_rf?-_f2-_^t^E^afe;
-X-

plea, But that thy blood was shed for me,
not To rid my soul of ono dark blot-

-P-

:zt-

And that thou bid'st me come to thee,

To Thee, whose blood can cleanse each spot, O
-&

-|0-

Lamb of God,-

Lamb of God,
come, I come,

come, I come.

» J J

3. Just as I am, though tossed about

With many a conflict, many a doubt,

With fears within, aud foes 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,

Lamb of God, I come, I come.

5. Just as I am, thou wilt receive,

Wilt welcome, pardon, cleanse, relieve,

Because thy promise I believe

—

Lamb of God, I come, I come.

6. Just as I am—thy love unknown,
Has broken every barrier down

:

Now to be thine, yea, thine alone,

Lamb of God, I come, I come.

From a Gregorian Chant, by Dr. L. Mason.



WE AHE HAPPY HOW, DEAE MOTHER.
CiTnmrcT.T.Y. r AND CHORUS. By I. B. Wooduuby. Arr. by A. Crat.

1. Oh. we are happy now, dear mother,Our home's amid the flowers. And zephyrs from the throno of God Are
8. We bask in glorious sunlight,mothev,Of a brighter world than thine,And the soft perfume ofthe angel's voice Is

3] Your world is verj fair,dear mother,With its sunny hill s and dales; But ours is fair-er, fair-er far ; Its

.gJJU
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born in frarrant shower...Would we come hick, dear mother, And leave our glorious home? Oh, tho' we lore you dearly,From
"borne" upon the wiufl. WmiM we come back, dear mother. And leave our glorious home? Oh, tho' we love you dearly,From
beauty novcr pales Then why, oh, why, dear mother, Should wo leave our glorious home ? Oh, tho' wo love you dearly, From

r> > I
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heaven we would not roam. No ! No ! No ! For tho' wc love you dearly, From heaven wo would not roam.
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The above verses were composed under some holy influence, to comfort a disconsolate mother, who had

parteU with both her children.



THE ANCHOR. 21
DUET. ALLEGRETTO.
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1. Days, and weeks, and months, returning, Bear us gently down life's way ; Still their lesson we are learning,With each anni-
[versary day.

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

I, _ _ [power.

IX £ CHORUS.

We'll stand the storm, it won' t be long, We'll anchor by-and-by ; We'll stand the storm, it won't be long,We'll anchor by-and-by.

aife?w ,i

—

li-\—^J_!—Jjq—^_

3. 4. 5.

Glad for classmates and for teachers, Yet tlio' glad, we'll still remember 1 Let us not forget the meaning,
Guiding us with gentle rule;

Glad for all the gifts that reach us
Thro' our own loved Sunday School.

Moderately Fast.

What the moments always say; Days like thee for ever wear ;

Life must have its cold December, One more field has had its gleaning.

Just as surely as its May.
|

One more sheafour arms should bear.

LITTLE THINGS.
j_J_^_-_v44_
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Little drops of water, Little grains of sand,
And the lit- tie moments, Humble tho' they he,

So our lit- tie errors Lead the soul a - way
Little deeds of kiudtiess, Lit-tle words of love,

Slake the mighty ocean, And the beauteous land.

Make the mighty a- ges. Of e - ter - ni - ty.

Prom the paths of virtue Oft in tin to stray.

Make our earth an Eden Like the heaven above.
Litile seeds of mercy, Sown by youthful hands, Grow to bless the nations, Far in heathen lands.



22 HERE WE THRONG TO PRAISE THE LORD.
"Words by Miss Caeoline O. Lauson.
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1. Here we throng to praise the Lord ; Listen now,listen novr,Hcre we throng to praise the Lord,With our infant lays.

-W.(ezszgziZTCezr^zisz
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who once lay in a manger,Now enthroned,our blest Redeemer,With a father's love has said,Ue'd accept our praise
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2. " Let young children come to me,"

Jesus said, Jesus said;
'" Let young children come to me,

And forbid them not

—

For of such," the Saviour told them,
" Is composed my heavenly kingdom.

:

What a rapturous thought it is,

Christ forgets us not

!

3. Let us love, and now adore
;

Love him now, love him now
Let us love, and now adore,

In our youthful strength.

- Let us never grieve our Saviour,

"Who hath died to win us favor

—

Ah ! this thought should melt our hearts-

Children's hearts can melt.

4. But we'll have a joyous song,

Joyous song, joyous song

;

But we'll have a joyous song
For our jubilee.

Jesus lives and reigns for ever
;

This will make us joyous ever.

Saviour, hear this praise to thee,

Who remembered me.



WHERE DO CHILDREN LOVE TO GO. 23
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1. Where do chil - dren lovo to

2. When the spring re - decks the

3. Where do chil - dren lovo to

4. When the Au - tumn blast3 bo

m&S=h
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go, when the win - try breez- es

trees, And a warmth conies with the

be, When the sum - mer birds wo
chill, Ev - ery flower of earth must
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blow ? What is it at - tracts them so ?

breeze, Chil - dreu can thank God for these,

see, Warbling praise on ev - ery tree

!

kill, Where do chil - dren gath - er still ?

Tis

In

In

In
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the Sun - day school,

the Sun - day school,

the Sun - day school,

the Sun - day school.

Where arc they so kindly taught

Who should rule in every thought,

What the blood of Christ has bought ?

In the Sunday school.

May we love this holy day,

Love to sing, and read, and pray,-

Find salvation's narrow way !

In the Suu'U'.; '.-••ool.



KIND WORDS CAN NEVER DIE,
Music by Sisteb Abby, of the IIctchinsok Family. Arr. by II. Wateks.
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die, Cherished and blest, God knows how deep they lie Stored in the breast;

past, Float o'er the mem-o - ry, Bright to the last.

In wintry hours.

Kind -words can neve
Child- hood can never die—Wrecks of th

Sweet tho'ts can never die, Tho' like the flowers There brightest hues may fly,

Our souls can never die, Though in the tomb We may all have to
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Wrapt in its gloom.

BALL. TEMPO.
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Like Childhood's simple rhymes, Said o'er a thousand times, Go thro' all years and climes The heart to cheer,

Ma- ny a hap- py thing, Ma - ny a dai - sy spring Float o'er time's ceaseless wing, Far, far away.
But when the gentle dew Gives them their charms anew, With many an added hue, They bloom again.

What tho 1 the flesh decay, Souls pass in peace a- way, Live thro' o - ter-nal day With Christ above,

[
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Music by II. Waters.
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Kind words can never die,
Childhood can nev- or die,
Sweet tho' ts can never die,

Our souls can never die,

never
never
never
never

die,

die,

die,

die,

„
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never die, Kind words can never die,

never die, Childhood cars nev- or die,

never die, Sweet tho'ts can never die,

never die, Our souls can never die.

/
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Sprightly.
THE SABBATH SCHOOL- 25

Music by "Wir. B. Bkatibuet.

1. The Sabbath school's a place of prayer, I love to meet my teachers there, I lovo to meet

y teach me there that every one May find, in heaven, a happy home. May find, in heaven, a happy home.

-*-
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I love to go, I love to go, I love

^4 : rjA-ii—«—H-»--0-0— §fes%p^ii
In God's own book we're taught to read Jn Sabbath school we Ring and pray, l And when our days on earth are o'er,

How Christ for sinners groaned and bled:,And learn to love the Sabbath day ; We'll meet in heaven to part no more;
That precious blood a ransom gave
For sinful man, his soul to save.

I love to go, I love to go,

I love to go to Sabbath school.

That,when on earth our Sabbaths end,iOnr teacherskind we there shall greet

A .glorious rest in heaven we'll spend. And oh! what joy 'twill be to meet
I love to go, I love to go,

|

In heaven above, in heaven above,
T ' - *•- — ' ~ " * 'tiaI.

I In heaven above, to part no more.



26 I'M A PILGRIM, AND I'M A STRANGER.
Arranged by H. Watebs.
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1. I 'm a pilgrim, and I 'm a stranger ; I can tar-ry, I can tarry but a night.
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flowing.Do not de- tain me, For I am go - ins

2. There the glory is ever shining I

O, my longing heart, my longiug heart is

there.

Here iu this country so dark and dreary,

I long have wandered forlorn and weary

;

I'm a pilgrim, and I 'in a stranger, <fec.

3. There 's the city to which I journey

;

My Redeemer, my Redeemer is its light!

There is no sorrow, nor any sighing,

Nor any tears there, nor any dying

;

I 'm a pilgrim, and I 'm a stranger, &c.

4. Father, mother, and sister, brother !

If you will not journey with me I must go I

Now since your vain hopes you will thus cherish,

Should I, too, linger, and with you perish?

I 'm a pilgrim, arid 1 'm a stranger, <fcc.

5. Farewell, dreary earth, by sin so blighted,

In immortal beauty soon you'll bo arrayed!
lie who has formed thee will soon restore thee

!

And then thy dread curse shall never more be

:

I 'm a pilgrim, and I 'm a stranger,

Till thy rest shall end the weary pilgrim's night.



THE EDEN ABOVE. Arranged by Eev. J. W. Dadmtjn. 27
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- J We're bound for the land of the pure and the holy, The home of the happy, the kingdom of love,^.

i Ye wanderers from God in the broad road of folly, O say, will yon go to the E - don a-bovc?f
r, J In that blessed land, neither sighing nor anguish Can breatho in the fields where the glorified rove :f

I Ye heart-burdened ones who in misery languish, O say, will you go to the E - don a-bovc?f
„ J Nor fraud, nor deceit, nor the baud of oppression, Can in- jure the dwellers in that ho-ly grove ;f

~[ No wickedness there, not a shade of transgression ; O say, will you go to the E - den a-bove*rf
. J Nor poverty there—No, the saints are all wealthy, The heirs of his glo- ry whose nature is love ;\

'

l Nor sickness can reach them—that country is healthy; O say, will you go to the E - den a- bovd'i

i ~ftTi i i " n ~
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Will you go, Will you go* Will you go, Will you go, O say, will you go to the E -_den a- bove ?

5. Each saint has a mansion prepared and all furnished, I

Ere from this clay house he is summoned to move ;

Its gates and its towers with glory are burnished :

O say, will you go to the Eden above ?

Will you go, Will you go,

O say, will you go to the Eden above ?

6. March on, happy pilgrims ! that land is before you,
And soon its ten thousand delights we will provs.-

:

Yes, soon we shall walk o'er the hills of bright glory,

And drink the pure joys of the Eden above.
Will you go, Will you go ?

O yes, we will go to the Edea above.

. And yet, guilty sinner, we would not forsake thee,

Wo halt yet a moment as onward we move;
O come to thy Lord—in his arms hu will take thee,

And bear thee along to the Eden above.
Will you go, Will you go,

O say, will you go to the Eden above ?

. Methinks then art now in thy wretchedness saying,

O, who can this guilt from my conscience remove?
No other but Jesus ; then come to him praying,

Prepare me, O Lord, for the Eden above.
Will you go, Will you go,

At last, will you go to the Eden above ?



THE TEACHER'S PRAYER.
"Western Melody.

9—i^^—r^3—r^
my

2. Thy word is, " "Work and pray,
Toil on, 'mid hopes and fears

:

The sowing brings the reaping days,
The harvest follows tears."

3. Oh ! let me strive to be
The laborer thou wilt bless

;

And hourly offer unto Thee
The works of righteousness.

4. Yet, when my best is done,

'Tis sin and folly still

;

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

5. Then hear me while I ask,
" Save all mv children, Lord

;

While I, in faith/fulfill my task,

Do thou fulfill thy word.



Lively THE SUNDAY SCHOOL ARMY. Arr. by H. Wai
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C Jesus is
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do not be discouraged, Tor Jesus is your friend; O, do not be dis-couraged, For Jesus is ^cur
!
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friend. lie will give you grace to conquer, He will give you gtace to conquer, And keep you to the end.
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m in this army, Ye

Rejicat from j£ to JTCne.

*£hm
I am glad I'm in this army, Yes, I'm glad I'm in this army, Yes, I'm glad I'm in this army, And I'll battle for the

[school.

V-^-fct-L

Fight on, ye little soldiers.

The battle you shall win,
Fight on, ye little soldiers,

The battle you shall win
;

For the Saviour is your Captain,
For the Savjour is your Captain,
And he hath vanquished sin.

3. And when the conflict 's over,
Before him you shall stand ;

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

;

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



WE LOVE TO SING TOGETHEll.
.Vords by Eev. E. S. Poktek.

Oirls. Boys and Girls.

Vi—V-
W. B. BRADBTTRY.

Girls.
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l.We love to sing together,We love to singtogether.Our hearts and voices one ;To praise our heav'nlyFathcr,To

Boys and Girls ffirfs.
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piaise our heavenly Father, And his e - ter - nal Son. We love, we love, we love, we love, we

.Ff7X£ CHORUS.

, we love, we love, we love to sing to - ge-ther.
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love to sing to - ge-ther; We love, we love, we love, we love, we love to sin
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"We love to pray together
To Jesus on his throne,

And ask thai he will ever
Accept us as his own.
We love, we love, <S*c.

3. We love to read together
The Word of saving truth,

Whose light is shining ever
To guide our early youth.
We love, we love, &c.

4. We love to be together
Upon the Sabbath day,

And strive to help each other
Along the heavenly way.
We love, we love, &c.



COME TO THE SABBATH SCHOOL. 31
"Words by Kev. C. \V. Denikon. IIinpostan Am.

1. Come to the Sabbath School, All children come ; Cheerful its pi -our, rule, PI' lasant as home.
2. Come, where our teachers meet, Faithful and true ; Come, learn the lessons svy Det, Ready for you.
3. Oh ! there's a school on high, Where angels praise : Joy beams in every eye, Sweet strains they raise,

s s
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Leave rude and naughty plays, Live,and keep the holy days.Come.learn to pray and praise In Sabbalh School.
Come, school will not be long ; Come, join our happy throng ; Come, sing our pretty song In Sabbath School.
There seraph children sing Anthems to our glorious King, And crowns to Jesus bring, Blest Sabbath School.
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There is a happy land,

Far, far away,
Where saints in glory stand,

Bright, bright as day

;

Oh, how they sweetly sing,

Worthy is the Saviour King,
Loud let his praises ring,

Praise, praise for aye

!

THE HAPPY LAND.
o

Come to that happy land,

Come, come away;
Why will ye doubting stand,

Why still delay ?

Oh, we shall happy be,

When from sin aud sorrow free,

Lord, we shall live with thee,

Blest, blest for aye.

Bright, in that happy land,

Beams every eye

;

Kept by a Father's hand,

Love cannot die.

Oh, then, to glory run,

Be a crown and kingdom won,
And, bright above the sun

We r«ign for aye.



32 I WANT TO BE AN ANGEL.
Melody by E. L. White.

I !
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1
I I want to be an angel, And with the angels stand,

[
'

( A crown upon my forehead, A harp within my hand
; J

There, right before my Saviour, So
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glo rious and so bright, I'd wake the sweetest mu - sic, And praise him day and night
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I never would be weary,
Nor ever shed a tear,

Nor ever know a sorrow,

Nor ever feel a fear

;

But blessed, pure, and holy,

I'd dwell in Jesus' 6ight,

Andwith tenthousand thousands
Praise him both day and night.

I know I'm weak and sinful,

But Jesus will forgive,

For many little children

Have gone to heaven to live,

Dear Saviour, when I languish,

And lay me down to die,

! seud a shining angel,

And bear me to the skies.

Oh, there I'll be an angel,

And with the angels 6tand,

A crown upon my forehead,

A harp within my hand

;

And there, before my Saviour,

So glorious and so bright,

I'll join the heavenly music,

And praise him day and night



LORD, TEACH A LITTLE CHILD TO PRAY. 33
Plymouth Collection.
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tie child to pray ; Thy grace be- times im - part ; And
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ea crea - turo I

1. Lord, teach a

•was born, And from my birth I stray'd

;
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grant thy Ho- ly Spirit may Renew my sinful

must be wretched and forlorn Without thy mercy's aid.
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heart.
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But Christ can all my sins forgive,

Ar.d wash away their stain

;

Can fit my soul with him to live;

And in his kingdom reign.

4.

To him let little children come,
For he hath said they may;

Hi? bosom then shall he their home,
Their tears hell wipe away.

5.

For al! who early seek his face

Shall surely taste his love ;

11 guid them by his grace,

i i:iui above.



34
Spirited.

SAFE IN THE PROMISED LAND.

Where, O
By and

2. Where, O
Cho. By and

Cho.
where are the Ha -

by we'll go homo
where is the good
by, &c.

brew chil - dren, Where, O where are
to meet them, By and by we'll
E - li - jah—Where, O where is

the Ho -

f,o home
:he good

brew chil

to meet
E - li -

dren,
them,
jah,

Who were cast in tho fur - nace of fire? Safe now
By and by we'll go home to meet them, "Way o'er

Who went np in a char - iot of fire? Safe now

-0 i>——I—

—

in the promised lrrad.

in the promised land.
in the promised land.
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3.

Where, -where is the prophet Daniel,

Where, O where is the prophet Daniel,

Who was cast in the den of lions ?

Safe now in the promised land.

Cho.—By and by, &c.

4.

Where, O where is the weeping Mary,
Where, where is the weeping Mary,
Who was first at the tomb of Jesus ?

Safe now in the promised land.

Cho.—By and by, &&

Where, where is the martyred Stephen,

Where, O where is the martyred Stephen,

Who was stoned for the love of Jesus ?

Safe now in the promised land.

Cho.—By and by, &c.

6.

Where, O where is the blessed Jesus,

Where, where is the blessed Jesus,

Who was pierced on the mount of Calv'ry ?

Safe now in the promised land.

Cho.—By and by, &c.



WHO SHALL SING IF NOT THE CHILDREN. 35

su5 die( Who shall sing, if not the chil- dren ? Did not Je

( May they not, 'with oth - er jew- els, Sparkle in

Why, un - less the song of hear- en They be - gin
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fop them ? )

his di - a - dem?
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to prac- ticc heref
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There's a choir of infant songsters,

White-robed, round the Saviour's throne

Angels cease, and waiting, listen 1

Oh ! 'tis sweeter than their own !

Faith can hear the rapturous choral,

When her ear is upward turned

;

Is not this the same, perfected,

Which upon the earth they learned ?

Jesus, when on earth sojourning,

Loved them with a wondrous love

;

And will he, to heaven returning,

Faithless to his blessing prove ?

Oh ! they caunot sing too early

;

Fathers, stand not, in their way

!

Birds do sing while day is br< .iking

—

Tell me, then, why should tot they 1



THE REALMS OF THE BLEST.
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1. We speak of the realms of the West, Of that country so bright and so fair. And oft are its glories confessed:
2. We speak of its pathways of gold. Of its walls dsck'd with jswels so rare,Of its wonders and pleasures untold

:
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"We speak of its.freedom fiom sin,

From sorrow, temptation, and care,

—

From trials without and within :

But what must it be to be there ?

4,

We speak of its service of love,

—

Of the robes which the glorified wear,-

Of the church of the first-born above

:

But what must it be to be there ?

Do thou, Lord, midst gladness or woe,
Still for heaven our spirits prepare

And shortly we also 6hall know,
And feel, what it is to be there.

6.

Then anthems of praise we will sing, .

"When safe in that heavenly rest,

To Jesus, our Saviour and King,

Who reigns in those realms of the blast



words by TEE VOICE PROM HEAVEH. 37
C. Hatch Smith, A.M. Music arranged f.om " Gloria,"

Moderato. First Ditisio/i of the S:hoot. By A. Cull.
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1. Hark ! a voice ! a heavenly voice ! Floating lightly, lightly by 1
" Come to Jesus and re-joice;

2. Hark ! a voice ! a heavenly voice ! Singing sweetly, sweetly now ; '"Tis the hour to make thy choice,

j^:^-*zz^*—1~ |Vr^g^
FINE. Second Division.
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Live with Him on high ! Yes, wo come ! to Jesus come ! For our Saviour Saviour dear,

Come 1 to Je - sus bow ; Jc-sus' love—worth more than gold Dug from out the richest mine3,
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(Repeat First Part in Full Chorus.) D. C. al Fine.
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Soon will call us to His home, Free from every fear.

Jesus' love, like wealth untold, Round the heart entwines.

—#-*-^ br-La—o—g--*-
Free from, <fcc.

Round the, &c.

First Division.

3. Hark! a voice! a heavenly voice:
Hear it ! sounding through the land,

" Souls on earth make heaven rejoice,
Who for Jesus stand.

Seco?id Division.

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

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

. {Repeat First Division in Chorus.)



WILL YOU COME TO OUR SUNDAY SCHOOL?
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, J AVill you come to our Sunday School ? I really wish you would, O. come and join our Bible-class, And
( We learn to sing, we learn "to pray In our sweet Sunday School, And here we learn of Jesus too, Who

„ j We know when Jesus was on earth, He loved each little child, And taught us how we could become So
\ He gave the golden rule, and then lie said that he should know If ws loved him, for if we did, We

^E^E&EEE^^EMr_tS

. N S—.-1 J | fcr S P, V *v l-i— -—^—-N—Nl—

I

i V V "I N S—Pr

learn hovv to be good.l
gave the golden rule. J Will you, will you, will you, will you Join our Sunday School? Will you, will you, Ac

loving, pood, and mild.}
should love all below,j Will you, will you, will you, will you Join our Sunday School ? Will you, will you, Ac.
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Learn this golden rule ?

-JHWZX.S*E!£E*EEEfi

To do to others as I would
That they should do to me,

Will make me honest, kind, and good,
As children ought to be.

I know I should not steal, nor use
The smallest thing I see.

Which f should never like to lose,

If it belonged to me.
Chorus.—Will you, &c.

4.

And this plain rule forbids me quite,

To strike an angry blow,
Because I should nut think it right

If others served me so.

But any kindness they may need
I'll do. whate'er it be ;

As I am very glad, indeed,
When they are kind to me,

Choriw.—Will you, cfeo.



Semi-Chorus ok Duet.
HOLY BIBLE, WELL I LOVE THEE! Words and Music by 89' L. Wilder.
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Chorus.
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1. Ho- ly Bi - ble, well I love thee I Thou didst shine upon my way, Like the glorious
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sun a - bove me, Turn-ing darkness in - to day. Just as the sun rolls back the night,
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Breaking forth with moraine ray, So does the Bible's spreading light Chase the shades of sin away.

m

2. Holy Bible, mines of treasure
In thy precious folds I see

;

Earthly good would know no measure,
If this world were ruled by thee.

Cho. Just as the sun, from morn till noon,

Stately climbs the eastern sky,
So over all the earth shall soon
Beam the Pay-spring from on high.

3. Holv Bible, thou wilt cheer me,

"When I lay me down to die
;

Christ has promised to be near me,

Can I fear when He is nigh ?

Cho. Just as the sun descends at eve

Soon with fresher beams to rise,

So shall the dyiug saint receive

Life eternal in the skies.



40
Moderate).

THERE 'II BE NO FARTING THERE.
Arrange! by H. E. Mathews.

1. Here we meet to part a - gain, Here we
2. Here we meet to part a - gain, Here we

meet to part agaiu, But when we meet on
meet to part again, But when a seat in

'-—ft—p_I-e-±:
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Canaan's plain, There'll be no parting there,

heaven we gain, There'll be no parting there,

la that bright world a - hove.

In that bright, &a.
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that bright world a - bove : Shout i shout

3. Here we meet to part again,

But there we shall with Jesus reign,

There'll be no parting there,

In that bright world above.

Cho. Shout 1 shout the victory, <fec.

4. Here we meet to part again,

But when we join the heavenly train,

There'll be no parting there,

la that bright world above.

Cho. Shout 1 shout the victory, &o.



HAPPY DAY, HAPPY DAY. Arr. by H. WxfBRs. 41
jC Chorus.
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. ( Preservod by thine A Inflight/ jfower, O Loid, our Maker, Saviour, King, |

j And brought to see this happy hour, We come/thy praises here to sing, f Happy day, happy
u d. c. Happy day, happy
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„ t We praise thee for thy constant care. For life preserved, for mercies given, )

'
\ Oh, may we still those mercies share, And taste the joys of sins for-given. f Happy day, happy

d. c. Happy , day, happy

End. i?«d iw'to 2ri strain. j£

day, Here in thy courts we'll gladly stay. And at thy footstool humbly pray, That thou wouldst take our sins
day, When Christ shall wash our sins away. [away.
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day, Here in thy courts we'll gladly stay. And at thy footstool humbly pray, That thou wouldst take our sins
day, When Christ shall wash our sins away. [away.
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We praise thee for the joyful news.
Of pardon through our Saviour's blood :

O Lord, incline our hearts to choose
The road to happiness and God.

Chorus.—Happy day, &c.

4. And when on earth our days are done,
Grant, Lord, that we at length may join

Teachers and scholars round thy throne,
The song of Moses and the Lamb,

Clwrus.—Happy day, &c.



42 „ r ™?,rds by n n GOME, LET US SING OF JESUS.
Rev. C. W. Bethune.D.D. * Music by G. F. Root.

sus, Whilo hearts and accents blend. Come, let us sing of——.—
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Je - sus, The sinner's on
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ly Friend ; His ho - ly soul re joie - cs, A-mid the choirs a-

, To hear our youth - ful voic - es. Ex - ult - ing in his love.
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2. We love to sing of Jesus,
Who wept our path along,

We love to sing of Jesus,
The tempted'and the strong ;

None who besought ins healing,
He passed unheeded by :

And still retains his feeling
For us above the sky.

?. We love to sing of Jesus,
Who died our souls to save

;

We love to sing of Jesus,
Triumphant o'er the grave

;

And in our hour of danger,
We'Jl trust his love alone.

Who once slept in a manger.
And now sits on the throne.

4. Then let us sing of Jesus, „
While yet on earth we stay.

And hope to sing of Jesus
Throughout eternal day,

For those who here confess hirn,

He will in heaven confess ;

And faithful hearts that bless him
He will for ever bless.



HEAVEN IS MY HOME. 43
Arranged by A. Cuil.
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1. I'm but a tra - veler here, Heaven is iny home, Earth is

2. What though the tem-pest rage, Heaven is my home, Short i3
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a des - ert drear,

my pil - grim-age,
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Heaven i3 » my home ; Dan • ger and eor - row stand Round me on
Heaven is my home; Time's cold and win - try blast Soon will be
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Dan-ger and
Time's cold and
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er - past;
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Heaven is my Fa - ther-land, Heaven is my home.

I shall reach home at last, Heaven is. my home.
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Round mo on
Soon will be

There at my Saviour's side,

Heaven is my home,
I shall be glorified,

Heaven is my home

;

There are the good and blest,

Those I love most-and best,

There, too, I soon shall rest,

Heaven is my home.



AROUND THE THRONE OF GOD IN HEAVEN. \
Allegretto. Arranged by H. E. Mathews.
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Around the throne of God in heaven, Thousands of children stand ; Children, -whose sios are all

[forgiven ; A
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ho - ly, happy band, Singing glo - iy, glo - ry,
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glo - ry be to God on high.
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In flowing robes of spotless 'white,

See every one arrayed

:

Dwelling in everlasting light,

And joys that never fade.

Singing glory, <fcc.

What brought them to that world above ?

That heaven so bright and fair,

Where' all is peace, and joy, and love;

—

How came those children there ?

Singing glory, &c.

4. Because the Saviour shed his blood,

To wash away their sin
;

Bathed in that pure and precious flood,

Behold them White and clean 1

Singing glory, &c.

5. On earth they sought the Saviour's grace,

On earth they loved his name
;

So now they see his blessed face,

And stand before the Lamb,
Singing glory, 4c



CHILDREN CALLED TO CHRIST.
Eev. R. M. M'Chktni
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. } Like mist on the mountain, Like ships on the sea,
\

'

} So swift-ly the years Of cur pit- grim-age flee; ) In the grave of our

« j How sweet are the flow'rets In A - pril and May

!
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But eft - en the frost makes Them with-er a - way. f Like flowers you may
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How soon we shall lie ! Dear ehil-dren, to-day To the Sa - viour fly.

fade ; Are you rea - dy to die ? While " yet there is room" To the Sa - viour fly.
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"When Samuel was young,
He first knew the Lord;

He slept in his smile,

And rejoiced in his word

;

So most of God's children

Are early brought nigh;
Oh. seek him in youth

—

To a Saviour fly.

Do you ask me for pleasure ?

Then lean on his breast,

For t&ere the sin-laden

And weary find rest.

In the valley of death
You will triumphing cry,

" If this be called dyiug,

'Tia pleasant to die."



I THINK WHEN I StEAD TEAT SWEET STORY.
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1. I think, when I read that sweet story of old. When Je - sus was here among men, How ho

pzsgxqz^rzhT-^z;^;;^

2. I wish that his hands had been placed on my head, That hia arm had been thrown around me, And that

^^m
called lit- tie chil-dren as lambs to his fold, I should like to have been with them then.
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^^
might have seen his hind look when he saii, " Let the lit - lie ones come un - to me."
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3. Yet still to his footstool in prayer I may go,
And ask for n snare in his love:

And if I thus earnestly seek him below,
I shall sea him and hear him above ;

4. In that beautiful place he is pone to prepare.
Fi>r all who are w ashed anil forgiven :

A:i 1 many ile-./r children are gathering there,
" For of such is the kingdom of heaven."'



WE'RE TRAVELING H03IE TO HEAVED. 47
FOR SABBATH SCHOOLS AXD EEVIVAE1 MEETINGS.

2 5>— -A—
i« 1-r—'— hj- P

(We're trav-eling homo to Heaven a - bove—Will you go? Will you go?)
| To sing the Sa- viom's dy - ing love—Will you go ? Will you go ? f

d. c. And mil - lions now are on the road—Will you go ? Will you go ?

-p:
Mil - lions have reached this blest a - bode, A - noint - ed kiDgs and priests to God;

CVil— 1«— I—«——P

2.

^=f=*=F XI

We're going to see the bleeding Lamb.—Will you go'
In rapturous strains to praise his name,—Will you go?

The crown of lifo we there shall wear.
The conqueror's palms our hands shall bear,

And all the joys of heaven we'll share,—Will you go?
3.

We're going to join the Heavenly Choir,—Will yon go?
To raise our voice and tune the lyre,—Will you go?

The saints and ancrels gladly sing,
Hosanna to then- God and King,

An J make the heavenly arches ring,—Will you go?
4.

Ve weary, heavy-laden, come.—Will von go?
In the blest house there still is room,—Will you go ?

The Lord is waiting to receive,
If thou wilt on him now believe, [lievc.

Ilc*U give thy troubled conscience ease,—Como be-

5.

The way to Heaven is free*for all,—Will you go?
For Jews and Gentiles, great and small,—Will you go ?

Make up your mind, give God your heart,
With every sin and idol part.

And now for glory make a start,—Come away.

6.

Theway to heaven is straight, and plain ?—Will you go?
Repent, believe, be born again,— will you go ?

The Saviour cries aloud to thee,
'•Take up thy cross and follow me."

And thou shalt my salvation see.—Come to mel
7.

Oh. could I hear some sinner say,—I willgo !

I'll start this moment, clear the way.—I.e) me go

!

My old companions, fire you well,
I will not co with you to hell ! [vou well.

I mean with Jesus Christ to dwell.—Let me go ! Fare



48 STAND UP
Bradbury's Musical Tract, No. 1.

a'—3— 9

By permission.

±z±-
'

1. Stand up for Jesus ! All who lead ids host ! Crowned with the splendors of the Holy Ghost 1

2. Stand up for Jo - sua 1 Ye of every name 1 All one in prayer and all with praise afi.ime I

o. Stand up for Jesus ! Lo ! at God's right hand Jo - sus himself for us delights to stand I

o - !s—g
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Shrink from no foe, to no temptations yield. Urge on the triumphs of this glorious field

—

For- get the sad estrangement of the past, With one consent in love and peace at last

—

Let saints and sinners wonder at his grace : Let Jews and Gentiles blend, and all our race

—

' _a (B_±_ir_«—„_r_^_T- f- &.

Dying charge of Rev. Dudley A. Tyng.



MAKE YOUR MARK.
Words by a Calitobnia Faemee.

49
Music by A. Cull.

1. In the quarries should you toil.Mako your mart .Make your mark,Do you delve upon Ihe soil? Make your mark, >'nko your
2. Life is fleeting as a shade,Maie your mark,Make your mark,Marks of some kind must be made, Make your mark,Make your

__ri-i_* C ftp.*, *51,| 0-IL.L, jfS-tfg-fljL^-—*
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mark. In what-ever path you go, In what-cver place you stand, Moving swift or moving slow,Wi<h the heart or with the
mark. Make it while the aim is strong, lathe golden hours of youth, Never,nevermake it wrong ; Make it with the stamp of

GEOJiUS—Scholars.

f?-i—
t^-y-fr-j-r . N - ft ._*_V _J_J.

—H*-* £=£=£5?-^e^ ~-t-h-h-#~-i~a—•——?:^-f~
hand,Make your mark.Make vonr mark.We will make our mark,We will make our mark,We will make,we will make our mark.
truth.Make your mark,Make your rnar.k.W* will make our mark,We will make our mark,Wc will make,we will make our mark.

TeacJi'rs.
f*> [^ |
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Waka yourmark, Make your mark,Make your mark .Makeyour mark.

PEpg-TZZzz: p^izpzz pfc p-

~



HARK! THE SABBATH BELLS ARE RINGING.

ring - ing ! Children, baste •with- out de - lay

;

wing- ing Up to heaven their si - lent way.

meet- ing Chil- dren meet for praise and prayer;
fleet- ing, Let us then be ear - ly there.

D. o. Let us all u • nite in sing • ing, All u - nite in sol- emn prayer.

sis

Hark ! the Sab - bath bells are

Prayers of thousands now are

'Tis an hour of hap - py
But the hour- is short and

]+t-4- 3E£ -0
'&—'

CHORUS to each verse. D. C.
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Come, childreu, come ! the bells are ring - ing, To the school with haste re - pair,
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8. Do not keep our teachers waiting,

While you tarry by the way

;

Nor disturb the school reciting,

'Tis the holy Sabbath day.

Cho.—Come, children, come ! &c.

4. Children, haste ! the bells are ringing,

And the morning's bright and fair,

Thousands now unite iu singing,

Thousands, too, in solemn prayer.

Cho.—Conio, children, come ? etc.



JOYFULLY, JOYFULLY. Arr. by H. Watebs. 51

{ Joyful- ly, joy - ful- ly, onward we move, Bound to the land of bright spirits above ; )

-t*-+Hf—

I

) Je-sus, our Saviour, in mercy, says, Come, Jo™- ful- ly, joy-fully, baste to your home

il-r-tg-^-Rr—fa—n>.- <l
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Soon will our pil- grimage end here be - low, Soon to the presence of God we shall go,

i
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Then, if to Je

a— s^-

sus our hearts havlTbecn given, Joyful-ly, joy- ful- ly rest we in heaven.

-0

2. Teachers and scholars have passed on before

;

Waiting, th"y watch us. approaching the shore;
Singing to cheer us, while passing along,

Joyfully, joyfully haste to your home.
Sounds 01 sweet music there ravish the ear.

Harps of the Messed, yonr strains we shall hear,

Fillincr with harmony heaven's high dome,
Joyfully, joyfully, Jesus, we come.

-9—9-
zpzx:

3. Dnath rrith his arrow may soon lay us low,

Safe in our Saviour, we fear not the blow

;

Jesus hath broken the bars of the tomb,

Joyfully, joyfully we will go home.

Bright will the morn of eternity dawn,
Death shall be conquered, his Koeptre be gone

;

Over the plain.-; of sweet Canaan we'll roam,

Joyfully, joyfully, safely at homo.

I
en.

m



I'LL AWAY THE SABBATH SCHOOL. Arr. by fl. Wat=».

-m—r --V-V

When the morning light drives a - way the night, With the sun
And it draws its line near the hour of Li;ie, I'll a - way

"I

Bo bright and full,

to the Sabbath school
, [For 'tis- w

^-g---4-tf-^-»-F tf—*

—

* 0-j-a-Y s—
I

v— v-\- /—*— pq.g . 7-;p-^-^-p

?—*—e—% *— i* -—*-F»—=

—

c 3

—

9—*—0-fS—«—-»—o—f—#—"+^=rf^=t=£p£=*—|^&=fc^33E?Efr=^
there we
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a - gree, All with hap - vy
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hearts and_ tf fG _
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free, And I lov3 to ear- ly be At the
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KSe
Sab- bath schoolhool : I '11 a - way ! a -way! I'll a -way! a - way! I '11 a -way to Sabbath school!
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2. On the frosty dawn of a winter's morn,
When the earth is wrapped in snow,

Or the summer?l>reezo plays ronnd the trees,

To the Sabbath school I go.
When the holy day has come,
And the Sabbath breakers roam,

. ,

I delight to leave lay home,
For the Sabbath school : I '11 away, &c.

3. In the class I meet with the friends I greet,

At- the time of morning prayer

;

And our hearts we raise in a hymn of praise
For ' tis always pleasant there

:

In the Book of holy truth,

Full of counsel and reproof,

We behold the guide of 3-outh,

At the Sabbath school : I '11 away, &c
4. May the dews of grace fill the hallow' d place,

And the sunshine never fail.

While each blooming rose which in memory jjrowa
Shall a sweet perfume exhale

;

When we mingle here no more,
But have met on Jordan's shore,

We will talk of moments o'er.

At the Sabbath school ; I '11 away, Ac.



Words by QH ! WE LOVE TO COME. Music by Prof. T. Wood, of Albany, 53
Miss Sarah Hamilton. Arranged by A Cull.
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love lo come to our Sab-baih home, An I learn cf our teach-ers
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I. Oh! we
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Who point us. with love, to our home a • bove, And the crown that a-waits us
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And the crown that a-waits
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there, And the crown that, a - waits

Oh ! we love to come to our Sabbath home,
When the six days' toil is o'er.

And read and sing'of our heavenly King,
And learn to love Him more.

Oh ! we love to come to our Sabbath home,
But we would not come alone ;

"We would each bring in, from the depths of sin,

Some wretched, wandering one

;

^ *—$-f

there
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Whose feet now strav in the broad, broad way,
Who know not of God or heaven

;

And would bid them taste of the blessed feast,
Which our Father's love hath given.

Then tod we on till the race is won.
And the pearly sntes unfold,

And we find our rest on the Saviour's breast,
At home in the city of gold,



54 COME WHERE BIBLE TRUTHS ARE SPOKEN.
Words by A. D. Munson. Music adapted from Mttller, by I. B. W.

1. Come where Bible truths are sjpok '- en,Where the blessed gospel's taught. Promises of God ne*er
2. Christ, in all his in - vi - ta - - tions. Made on earth, to children gave Special care, and all the
3. Hark, the Sabbath bells are ring - ing—Clnldren.listen to the sound—Gather where,sweet anthems
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broken, Rest with holy influence fraught, Children may partake the blessine. Freely offered, freely
nations Trusted in his power to save. " Suffer them to come unto me," Were the words said every-

iinging, Followers of " the Lamb" arc found.Ilaste away, the morn is smiling—To the Sabbath school re-
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given, Thro' the Sabbath school are pres.-ung Many to the gates of Heaven, Many to the gates of Heaven.
- w here," God shall hear and answer thro' me, All that coma with praise and prayer."All that come. &c.
- - pair. Let no worldly tho't beguiling, Keep you from your duty there.Keep you from your duty there.
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WHO'S LIKE Arranged by A, Ctjll 56

2d. | CHORUS.

sus, my all, to heaven is gone: He whom I fix mv hopes up - on
"11 pursue The narrow way, till him I view. Oh! who's liko

The way the ho - ly prophets went.The road that leads from banishment

;

TheKing'shighwayofho-li-ness I'll go, for all his paths are peace. Oh! who's liko

Edt
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Jesus who died on the tree ? He died for you, he died for me, He died to set poor sinners free, Oh! who's like'

TOP IV-Sqzzi/EEE7
*»

Jesus who died on the tree T

3. 5.

This is the way 1 long have sought, Lo! glad I come,andP
And mourned because I found it not; Shalt take me to tb'

My grief and burden long has been, Nothing but sin lu-

Because I was not saved from sin. Nothing but love
Clio. Oh! who's like Jesus, &c. Cfio. Oh! who'

4.

The more I strove against its power, Then will I f
. I felt its weight and guilt the more ; What a dear.
Till late I heard my Saviour say : I'll point to

"

'

" Come hither, soul, I am the way." And* sav. " I

Olio. Oh! who's like Jesus, &u. Clio. Oh!



Dukt or Trio,
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THE SUNDAY SCHOOL.

^«p^zpfp
Arr. by Augustus Cull.

1. The Sunday-school, that blessed place, Oh ! I would rather stay With - in its walls, a

2. 'Tis there I learn that Je - sus died For sinners such as I ; Oh ! what has all the

3. Then let our grateful tribute rise, And songs of praise be given To Him who dwells a-

4. And welcome then the Sunday-school, We'll read, and sing, and pray That we may keep tho—&—o g>-
T ar-r-S

—
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child of grace, Than spend my hours in play

—

world be-side, That I should prize so high

—

-bove the skies, For such a bless-ing given

—

gold -en rule, And nev - er from it stray

—

i
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CHORUS.
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The Sunday-school, the Sunday-school, Ohl
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I love, For there I learn the gold-en rule Which leads to joys a - bove.
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IET US, WITH A JOYFUL MIND.
Arranged from Mozaht. By A. Cull.

[ 3_ rf «, ^ tf
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Let us, with a joy - ful mind, Praise the Lord, for he is kind ,•

For his mer-cies shall en-dure, Ev - er faith -ful,

He, with all - com - manding might. Filled the new - made world with light

;

For his mer-cies shall en - dure, Ev - er faith - ful,

67
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Hal - le - lu - jah! Hal - le - lu - jah ! Hal - le - lu - jah

!

S. All things living he doth feed,

His full hand supplies their need

;

For his mercies shall endure,
Ever faithful, ever sure.

Hallelujah ! Amen.

4. He his chosen race did bless,

In the wasteful wilderness;

For his mercies shall endure,

Ever faithful, ever sure.

Hallelujah 1 Amen.

m :f-

5. He hath, with a piteous eye,

Looked upon our misery

;

.For his mercies shall endure,

Ever faithful, ever sure.

Hallelujah ! Amen.

6. Let us, then, with joyful mind,
Praise the Lord, for he is kind;
For his mercies shall endure,

Ever faithful, ever sure.

Hallelujah ! Am«n.



HAEK! THE ANGELS SINGING;
Duet. Composed by

k
A. Cull.

. Hark the angels singing, Wake the liappy morn. Jovful tidings bringing, "Christ, the Lord is born!
!. Sisters clear, and brotliers, Sing, sing a -way! This of all the others, Is the Children's day.
i. Where's a chorus meeter For his advent here ? Where a ca- rol sweeter To his gen -tie earl

composea Dy a

i —^_£_S k_£

In a low-ly manger (This shall be the sign) See the new-born stranger, Hail the Babe divine!"

Hear the blessed story, " Once as young as we, Christ, the Prince of Glory, Slept on Mary's knee.
None can come sonearlum, The Holy, Undented, None so love and fear him, As a Christian child.

:Etz£

CHOR US. Arr. by A. Cull.
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Gio-vy! Glo-ry! Glo-ry! la the highest sing I Glo - ry ! Glo-ry I
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OE, CHRISTMAS CAROL.

To our God and King 1

9 Ttf-i—O T_fi S
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Glo - ry ! Glo • ry ! Glo - ry I
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Peaco to earth a - gain! Glo- ry! Glo-ry! Glo-ryl
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And good -will to men

!
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4. In the highest regions,

Now upon bis throne,

All the blood-bought legions

Claim him Lord alone

;

But of all wh' adore him,
With triumphant song,

Children stand before him
la the greatest throng.

Oho. Glory, &c.

5. Let us then pursue him
To bis throne of grace;

Let us pray unto him,

Lookiog in his face

:

"Once in childhood's weakness,
Christ, like us, wert thou

;

In love, truth, and meekness,

Make us like thee now."
Ch». Glory, &o.

This, of all the others.

Is the Children's day,

Sisters dear, and brothers,

Sing, sing away.
Bless Him for its story:

" Once as young as we,

Jesus, Lord of glory,

Slept on Mary's knae,"

Cho. Glory, &o.



LET US WALK IN THE LIGHT-
Arr. by A. Cull.

r r it ,i f~ *^.^.
( 'Tis religion that can give—In the light, in the light: Sweetest pleasure whilewe live—In the light, of Uod. )

( 'T.s religion must supply—in the light, in the light: Solid comfort when we die—In the light of God.
j

1 After ileatn itsjoys shall he— In the light, itithe light : Lasting as e - ter-ni-;y— In the light of God. /

\ Be the living GoJ'inyFriend—In the lignt, in the light. Tnen my bliss shall never end—In the light of God
j

gCHORUS i

Let us walk in the light, Walk in the light: Let us walk in the light, In the light of God.

p=J-p-p^zz^riarp~ S
i.

Pleasant is the Sabbath bell-
In the light, in the light-

Seeming much of iov to tell

—

In the light of God.
But a music sweeter far

—

In th j light, in the light:

Breathes where aneel-spirits are—
In the light of God.

Cho. Le' i»s walk in the light

—

Walk in the hunt

:

Let us walk in the light-
In the nght of God.

Shall we ever rise to dwell
Where immortal praises swell

*

And can children ever go
Where eternal Sabbaths glow 1

Cho. Let us walk, &c.

3.

Yes, that bliss our own may be ;

All the good shall Jesus see
For the good a rest remains.
Where the glorious Saviour reigns,

Cho. Let us walk, <fcc.



COME, TAKE MY HAND, GIVE YOURS TO ME. 61
Wm 13. B?.adklry. Ey permission.

1. Let us all, both old and young, Every day grow better

:

Happy let us go

CIIOR US to each verse.

L 1—x^-—• g—\-«L v ^—1_» or ^— I— —L» » j_L.

Thro' our path be-low. Come, take my hand, give youvs to me, And faith -ful we wi—,^^ *-r~: V S-i— Kr-i Ik—
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Come, take my band, giveyouvs to me, And faith -ful we will
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try to be, And then we'll all re - joice, re -joice, And then we'll all re-joicc.

We will love our parents dear,
j
Let us one and all engage, Let us ne'er do willful wrong,

Serve, obey, and honor

;

That like friends and brothers I Howsoever tempted,

Ne'er will them deceive, We in peace will live, But in deed aid word
Nor their bosoms grieve. And our foes forgive. Love and serve the Lord.

Glut.—Come, take, <L& ! Cho.—Come, take, dec. Clio.—Come, take, <Ssc.



Arranged by Mrs. L. E. L.
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THE PROMISED LAHD-

1. We're mavchin; the promised land,

2. ^S£

From the Christian Melodist.
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youth-frti band, And seek the plains of

1
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light
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come and join ouryouth-ful band, Our
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songs and tri-uraphs share

gas
-it

We soon shall reach the promised land, And rest for ev - er there.

r^ <(<-

The Saviour feeds his little flock

His grace is freely given :

The living waters from the roc!;,

And daily bread from heaven.

In that bright land no sin is found,
But all arc happy there ,

A.ri'1 joyful voices there shall join
With the angelic choir.

!
Our Teachers kind do point the way.

\
And guide our feet aright

To those bright realms of endless day
|

Where Jesus is the light.



CHANT.—" From the recesses of a lowly spirit." 63

From the recesses of a lowly spirit,

Our humble prayer ascends, | Father,
j
hear it

[

Borne on the trembling wings of
|
fear and

|
meekness

For-
|

give its
|
weakness.

We know, we feel how mean, and how unworthy
The lowly sacrifice we

|

pour be-
|
fore thee

:

What can we offer thee, | Thou most
|
Holy I

But
|
sin and

|
folly.

We see thy hand, it leads us, it supports us

:

We hear thy voice, it
|
counsels, . .and it

|
courts us:

And then we turn away ! yet
|
still thy

|
kindness

For-
|

gives our
|
blindness.

Who can resist thy gentle call, appealing
To every generous thought and

|

grateful ] feeling ; j

Oh ! who can hear the accents
|
of tby

|
mercy,

And
|
never

|
love thee.

Kind Benefactor ! plant within this bosom
The

|
seeds of

|
holiness, | and let them blossom

In fragrance, and in beauty | bright and
|
vernal,

And
|
spring e-

|
ternal.

Then place them in those everlasting gardens
Where angels walk, and

|
seraphs, .are the

|
wardens;

Where every flower, brought safe through
|
death's dark

|
portal,

Be- I comes im- I mortal.



HOMEWAKD BOUND.
Allx«eo.

Arr. by Rev. J. W. Daemon.

FINE.
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( Out on an ocean all boundless we ride, We 're homeward bound, homeward bound,
*"

j Tossed on the waves of a rough, restless tide, We 're, &o.

Prom-ise of which on us each he bestowed, We 're, c&c.
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Far from the safe, qui-et har-bor we 've rode, Seeking our Father's celestial abode,
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2. Wildly the storm sweeps us on as it roars,

We 're homeward bound

;

Look ! yonder lie the bright heavenly shores,

We 're homeward bound

;

Steady, pilot ! stand firm at the wheel,

Steady! we soon shall outweather the gale,

how we fly 'neath the loud creaking sail,

We 're homeward bound.

3. We '11 tell the world as we journey along,

We 're homeward bound

;

Try to persuade them to enter our throng,

We 're homeward bound;

Come, trembling sinner, forlorn and oppressed,

Join in our number, O come and be blest

;

Journey with us to the mansions of rest,

We 're homeward bound.

1. Into the harbor of heaven now we glide,

We're homo at last;

Softly we drift o'er its bright silver tide.

We're home at last;

Glory to God ! all our dangers are o'er,

~\Ye stand secure on the glorified shore,

Glory to God ! we will shout evermore.

We 're home at last



THE
DlSTOTCTT.Y, AND MODEB.lTEI,? Qrjici^
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j On a hill stands a beau - ti -

I And its shades and its treas-ures
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."B1E OF IIFE. 63
MtiBlo snA TTorda by L. Wcldeh.
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Its fruit is all gold -en and fair,

For all vrho may thith - cr ro - pair;
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2. Though thousands by night nr>d by day
Have feasted and gathered in store,

Have borne its rich bounties away,
Its fullness remains evermore;

Oh what is i
u
s narnv-. ? who can tell?

And the hill—where, oh where cm it be?
By thy side T wili haste ms to dwell,

O wonderful—beautiful tree.

i Zion'a fair mount you behold
Its form in bright grandeur arise,

There glitter ; '"> green and i's gold,

There lifts i v tall head to the skies;

'Tu-ri; plante I hy Infi iitc love,

From I '. ! camei
T?-7Tii Et£:.x.ii, they c ill i

But Biiii-i:. o.i earth, is.i • net



SABBATH SCHOOLS MUST HAVE THEIR CONCERT
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1. Sabbath, schools must have their concert When th' appointed time comes rounil ; Surely, 'tis a precious
'

J i
Children love their own dear
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*st
meeting, For the children there are found. 'Tis not safe to pass it over, For the rain or for the snow ;

meeting ; Parents, why not let them go ? i J |
.
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2. There, they sing of him who never
Thrust aside their precious claims •

But took children to his bosom,
As a shepherd doth his lambs.

Some tihere were who tried to keep them
Waiting, till some other day

;

Yet the Lord, their zeal rebuking,
Told them of a better way.

3. There, their hearts go up to heaven,
On the fragrant breath of prayer

;

Who shall say it is too early

For the children to be there?

d-, <2— T-B-T&-- -0
1 1 r

Jesus says, Why should they linger,

(Speaking from his throne above,)
Till they are a little older,

Since they're old enough to love?

4. O, then, let them have their concert,

Be the weather foul or fair

:

So that when the Saviour calis them,
They may answer, " Here we are."

Tell them they can't come too early,

To their Friend who reigns above

;

For, ere they can lisp his praises,

They are old enough to love.



WE ALL LOVE ONE ANOTHER. 67
From " Lmden Harp." By permission.
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all love one an - oth
ways love our pa

ove our lit - tie sis

love the Ho - ly Bi
try to love liie Sa
hope to get to liea •

CHORUS.

~r
- er,

rents,

lers,

bic,

viour,
ven,

We
We
Wo
We
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all love one
al - ways love
love our lit -

love the Ho
try to love
hope to get

an - oth - er, And keep the gold - en rule.

our pa - rents, As chil - dren ought to do.
tie sis - ters, We love our bro - thers too.

ly Bi - ^ble, Which tells us what to do.
the Sa - viour, Who shed for us his blood,
to hea - ven, And sing the songs of love.

Sing on, love on,
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on, a lit - tl*\ hap - pv baring ones : Sine on, love on,
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CHANTS.—"Come to me."
W. B. Bkadbukt,

"The Lord is my Shepherd."
PUKCELL.
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1. With tearful eyes I look around,

Life seems a dark and
|
stormy

j
sea

;

Yet 'midst the gloom I hear a sound,

A heavenly
|
whisper,

|

" Come to
|
me."

2. It tells me of a place of rest

—

It tells me "where my
|
soul may

|
flee

;

Oh ! to the weary, faint, oppressed,

How sweet the
|
bidding,

j
"'Come to |

mo

3. When nature shudders, loth to part

From all I love, en-
|

joy, and
|
sec;

When a faint chill steals o'er my heart,

A sweet voice
|
utters,

|
" Come to

|
nie.

: '

4. Come, for all else must fail and die,

Earth is no resting-
|

place for
|
thee

;

Heavenward direct thy weeping eye,

I am thy
|

portion,
|

u Come to | me."

5. voice of mercy l voice of love 1

In conflict, grief, and
|
a 50-

|
ny,

Support me, cheer me from above !

And gently
|
whisper,

J

" Come to
|
me."

1. The Lord
|
is my [ Shepherd ;

I
I
shall—

I

not—
|
want.

2. Ho maketh me to lie down
|
in green

|

pa*
tures

:

He leadeth me be-
|
side the

[
still—

|
waters.

3. Pie re-
|
storeth my

|
seal

:

He leadeth me in the paths of righteousness
|

for his
I

name'*—
|
sake.

4. Yea, though I walk through the valley of the

shadow of de:>tu, I will
|
fear

|
no evil

:

For thou art with me : thy rod and thy
|
staff

they
j
comfort

|
mc.

5. Thou preparest a table before mo in the pres-

ence
I

of mine
|
enemies.

Thou anoiatest my head with oil : my
|

cup—
I

runneth
|
over.

C. Surely goodness ,aa:l merer shall follow me
all the

I

days of my
|
life :

And I will dwell in. the
|
house of the

|
Lord

for I ever.



THE AffGELS
V/onls by Hev. Sidney Dye

T0L3 ME SD. Duet and Chorus,
Music by UonA.cn Waterb.

63
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1. Tho1 they may lay beneath the r/rorndThe form of Alio ileur, I know his spirit hovers round, And
2. His form re-posed upon the bier, In sweet, che-ru-bie rest, Wu-n others came to shed a tear, And
3. And as ho gazed his eyes grew bright, And joy o'erspread his brow, While he exclaims in rapt delight, "Oh,
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mingles with us here, His home maybe inheaven above, Yet oft to us below, 11° will return to breathe his love, Tho
ease his aching breast. But Willie felt no throbbing pain, As he repeats, •*! know Dear Alle will come back again, Tha

there is Alle no-.":" i knew ho would return to see Those he so loved below, And be a brother si 111 to me, The
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CHORUS. Repeat p.
'
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[for Chorits repeat last line of each verse.']

fe±

angels toid me
|

|_ _j^le_£ s -

told
I
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so. The angels toid me so, He will return to breathe his love, Tho artels told me so.
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NoT3.—This son<; wn written by Ibo isr :'« 8"T~::tal from the fn.l >-:;:•; mm five :

—" A beautiful incident occurred in a
family near the ciiy of New York a r In t time tines. A son, soma eight or i-.i-ie years of age, lai i very ill, and had beer, so for

some days, when a little brother, some six or seven years old, came into the Bouse, and s-aid to his mother, ' Alle Che sick
brother,) is going away whore we can't see him. Ho is going; to heaven ; two little ante's e.amo nn I toll me he was going, but ha
would come back and see me af.er he we.it away.' In a day or two Alle's spirit too'i'its departure. Hi3 Iktle brother supposed
he had departed bodily. Previous to the funeral, the father took the child into ths room to see the body, and explain to him his

Buscaio. Entering tho room, he exclaimed, ' Ob, there's Alle : the little angels told ma ha would coma back and see ma.' "



LITTLE CHILDREN, LOVE THE SAVIOUH
$.

Little children, love the Saviour, Turn your wayward hearts to him, He will guide you, ho will lead you
I). C. He'll protect, and love, and bless you,

Far away from mortal vision Lies a land celestial bright, Where a band of white-robed seraphs
D. C. For God shields his precious children
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Thro' life's pathway, dark and dim ; Lean on him when you are weary, He'll support you with fond care ;

For like you his an - gels are.

Chase a-way the shades of night ; Where ne'er comes a thought of evil To disturb the ho - ly calm ;

From all fear of troubling harm.

Jesus died for you, dear children,

Died that you might happy be

;

That you might from sin and anguish
Be at last for ever free.

Can you, will you slight his goodness,
Walk in sinful pleasure's ways?

And forget your daily duties,

Offeriug him your prayers and praise.

Oh! there's joy in rightly doing,
Never found in vice or sin

;

Then obey the risen Saviour,
If a home in heaven you 'd win.

Read the Bible : it will point you
To bright scenes of bliss on high,

Where there's rest for all the weary,
And our loved ones never die.



SING TO THE LORD THE CHILDREK'S HYMN. e. r, white. 71
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1. Sing to the Lord the children's hymn, His gentle love de - clare, Who bends a- mid the
d. s. He learn'd the first small

Jp. #- -fi- 4— £"»• _ _ . _ » » #5*1

Cherubim, To hear the children's prayer. Ho at a mother's breast wasfed, Tho' God's own son was He,
words He said At a meek mother's knee. ft

He held us to his mighty breast,

The children of the earth

;

He lifted up His hands and blessed

The babes of human birth.

So shall He be to us, our God,

Our gracious Saviour, too

:

The scenes -we tread his footsteps trod,

The paths of youth he knew.

Lo, from the stars His face will turn
On us with glances mild

;

The angels of his presence yearn
To bless the little child.

Sing to the Lord the children's hymn,
His gentle love declare,

Who bends amid the Seraphim,
To hear the children's prayer.
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Come, ye children, and a-dore liirn, Lord of all, he reigns abov;> ; )

i EB3. \ Come, and worship now he-lore him, He hath call' d you by his love,
J He will grant you ev'ry
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)le hearts, expres;

e
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blessin
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C\" his ell-abounaing grace: Come, with humble hearts, expressing All your gratitude and praise.
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CniLDBEN.

On this holy day of gladnes»,
We will join In praises meet;

Every bosom free from sadness-
All wi* h happiness replete.

Oh to feel the love of Jesus!
Oh to know that from above,

Still our heavenly Father sees us
With an eye of tender lovs I

TEACHE23.

Dearest children, now adore him j

Swell aloud the joyful strain:

Let the nations bow before him

—

Echo back the notes again.

While be will accept the praises,

E'en from evary heart aud tongue,
Those to him an infant raises,

Still are sweetest of the song.

CniLBEEX.

Lord of all, our heart's oblation
Now ascends to thee alone

;

We would come, with all the nation,
Now to worship at the throne.

Teachers I will you join the chorus?
Join in hymning forth thy praise,

Who, for our redemption, shows us
£11 the riches of his grace.

TEACIIEES AND CniLDEEN.
Praise to thee, O Lord, for ever!
Gladly now we all unite

;

Praise to thee. O Lord, the giver,
Blessed Lord, of life and light I

Ransomed nation, spread the story;
Resued people, ne'er give o'er,

All his grace and all his glory,

Oh proclaim for evermore.



DEAB, FATHEE, EEE WE PAET.
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^ j
Dear Fa - ther, ere we part, Now let lliy prccc descend, )

j And fill our youthful heart With peace from Christ our Friend.
J
May show'rs of blessing from a-bove Da-

-An£ _ _ . _H> _p a,

9 I
Miy we, in nf - ter years, With gral-i - tiide r

"1 The Ger - vice of this day, Tho work wo now p

p

E

view,
pur-sue

;
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j" And speed our way to worlds nbove,WiUi

EEFE
»

scend and fill our hearts with love, Do - scend

v v w y
Descend c i ill

and fill

rrr
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our hearts with love.

hearts all fired with ho - ly love, With hearts nil fired

With hearb all fired

with ho - ly love.

»— » =qgzjz^:r!=£r^==^z===5^—^^.ffpztt
3. We know that soon 011 earth

The fondest ties must end,

—

Our own most cherished hopes
To death's colcl hand must bend.

The fairest flowers in all their bloom,
Musi soon lie wi&ared ia the tomb.

'

4. Then, when our spirits letiro

These tenements of day,
May they to God who g^vo,
Ascend, in endless day.

And sing with parents, teachers, friends,

That saiheia 6ws>i4 whicii n*v«r as£s.



74 VITAL SPARK OF HEAVENLY FLAME.
Poetry by Alexander Pope. A FUNERAL HYMN. Music by Hoeace Waters.

1. Vit - al spark of heavenly flame, Quit, oh quit this mortal frame, Trembling, hoping, lingering, fiy-ing
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Oh, the pain, the bliss of dy-ing ! Cease, fond nature, cease thy strife, And let mc languish in-to life.
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Hark ! they -whisper ; angels say,

" Sister spirit, come away ;"

What is mis absorbs mc quite ?

Steals my senses, shuts my sight,

Drowns my spirit, draws my breath

Tell mc, my soul, can tins be death ?

The world recedes : it disappears !

Heaven opens on my eyes > my ears

With sounds, with sounds seraphic ring:

Lend, lend your wings ! I mount ! I fly !

O grave! where is thy victory?

O death ! O death ! where is thy sting ?



PISGAH. 8s,
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Once was heard the song of cliil - dren,

Joy - ful ia the 6a - cred tern - pic,

Palms of vie - tory strewn a - round him,
Pro - phct of the Lord they crowned him,
God o'er all, in hea - ven reign - ing,

Not with palms thy path- way strew - ing,—
Oh, though hum - hlc is our of - fering,

These from cliil - dren once i>ro - cccd - ing,

#-#o—* -- *—r
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By the Sa - viour, when on
Shouts of youth-ftil praise had
Garments spread hs - neath his

In fair Sa - lem's crowd - ed
We this day thy glo - ry
We would lot - tier ti'ib - uto
Lord, ac - cept our grate - fnl

Thou didst deem " per- i'oct - ed

^, ^ *'* * il-0-i—tf—
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earth

;

birth

;

feet,

street,

sing,

bring,

lays,

praise.

75
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And ho - san
While ho - san
Glad ho - Ban
Now ho - nan

-d-^-a—L#-

nas, And ho - san - nas,
nas, While ho - san - nas,

nas, Glad ho - san - nas,

nas, Now ho - Ban - nas,

—0—i-a—l-e——E—« d—
Loud to Da - vid's Son break
Fiom the lips of chil - dren
To our Pro - phot, Priest, and
Sa - viour, Lord, to thee we

&
forth,

greet.

King,
raise.

&
1. O'er the gloomy hills of darkness,

Look, my soul—be still and gaze ;

See the promises advancing
To a glorious day of grace t

Blessed jubilee!
Let thy glorious morning dawn !

'-'. Let the dark, benighted pagan,
Let the rude barbarian, see

That divine and glorious conquest

—O-i- —r0-'—0

Once obtained on Calvary,
Let the gospel

Loud resound from pole to pole.

3. Fly abroad, thou mighty gospel

;

Win and conquer—r-ncvei
May thy lis; ing, wide dominions

Multiply, and still increase;
Sway the sceptre,

Savionr, all the world around I



<N VU
EEAsrsa
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fete

A - -wake our
A - wake and
liut they lor

The might- y
And firm en - dures,
While such as trust

Oa wings of leva

Double Ari-jm*od by IlAaTrxas.
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it.

souls, "a- way our fears, Let ev - ery trembling thought be gono;
run the heavenly race, And put a cheerful courago on.
get the might- y God, That feeds the strength of cv - ery saint:

God, whose matchless power Is ev - er new and ev - er young,
while end - less years Tneir ev - er - last - ing cir - cles run.
their na - tive strength Shall inelt a - way, and droop, and die.

our souls shall fly, Nor tire a - mid the heavenly road.
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TH3 OBJECT
1. Why have we lips if not to sing

The praises of our heavenly King ?

Why have we hearts, if not to fove
O^r Father and our Friend above ?

2. Why were our curious bodies made,
And every part in order laid ?

Whv, hut that each of us might stand
A living wonder from his hand ?

3. Why have we souls, if not to know
The God from whom our mercies flow?
Sure this oan never be our lot,

like s»nscless bnires, to know him not

and thorn- y road And mor - tal spir
ver - flow- ing spring, Our souls shall drink
gle cuts the air We'll mount a - loft

„ rja-ej—tr "tr it—, e
:je—&—*.. .{.fii'.—nzzz^—h_

tire and faint;
fresh sup - ply,

thiao a"- bode;

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

5. Why did the Savidar leave the sky,

Hang on a cross, ?nd bleed, and die?
And why Are kind persuasions sent

To call and win us to repent ?—

G. Surely it is—that rr>be'd in whits,

And made well-pleasing in his sight,

Oar souls may ,'oin the happy throng,
And a!ng the everlasting so j.3.
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Tunc, Duane Street. L. M.

1. A poor, wayfaring man of grief
Hath often crowed me on my way,

Who sued so humbly for relief,

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

2. Once, when my scanty meal was spread,

He entered ;' not a word he spake ;

Just perishing for want of bread,

I gave him all : lie blessed it, brake,

And ate, but gave rue part again.

Mine was an angel's portion then;
And while 1 fed with eager haste,

The crust was manna to my taste.

8. I spied him where a fountain burst
Clear from the rock : his strength was gone

The heedless water mocked his thirst,

He heard it, sawNt hurrying on.

I ran and raised the sufferer tip
;

Thrice from the stream lie drained my cup,

Dipped, and returned it running o'er,

I drank, and never thirsted more.

4. 'Twas night ; the floods were out ; it blew
A wintry hurricane aloof;

I heard his voice abroad, and flew

To bid him welcome to my roof.

I warmed, I clothed, I cheered my guest

;

Laid him on mine own couch to rest

;

Then made the earth my bed, and seemed
In Eden's garden while I dreamed.

6. Stripped, wounded, beaten nigh to death.

I found him by the highway side;

I roused his pul-e, brought back his breath,

Revived his spirit, and supplied

Wine, oil. refreshment, he was healed.

I had, lnvseli' a wound concealed :

But, from that hour, forgot the smart,

And peaoe bound up my broken heart.

0. In prison I saw him ncy.t, condemned
To meet a traitor's doom at morn

;

The tide of lying tongues 1 stemmed,
And honored him 'mid shame and scorn.

My friendship's utmost zeal to try,

He asked it 1 for him would die ;

The flesh was weak, my blood ran chill,

But the free spirit cried, " I will."

7. Then, in a moment, to my view
The stranger started from disguise;

The tokens in his hands I knew ;

My Saviour stood before my eyes

!

He s
rpake, and my poor name he named;

" Of me thou hast not been ashamed ;

These deeds shall thy memorial be :

Faar not ; thou did'st it unto me."

Tune, "Windham. L. M.

1. Jesus, and shall it ever be,

A mortal man ashamed of thee

!

Ashamed of thee whom angels praise.

Whose glories shine thro' endless days.

2. Ashamed of Jesus ! sooner far

Let evening blush to own a star:

He sheds the beam of light divine

O'er this benighted souL of mine.

3. Ashamed of Jesus 1 that dear Friend

On whom my hopes of heaven depend!

No! when i blush, be this my shame,
That I no more reveie his name.

4. Ashamed of Jesus! ves, I may
When 1 've no guilt to wipe away;
No tear to wipe, no good to crave

;

No fear to quell, no soul to save.

5. Till then—nor is mv boasting vain-

Till then I boast, a Saviour slain 1

And oh! may this my glory be,

That Chr;st is not ashamed of me.
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Tune, Rest. L. M.

1. Asleep in Jesu^! Mossed sleep!
From which none ever wake to weep;
A calm and undisturbed repose,
Unbroken by the last of foes.

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

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

4. Asleep in Jesus! O for me
May such a blissful refuge be ;

Securely shall my ashes lie,
Waiting the summons from on high.

5. Asleep in Jesus ! far from thee
Thy kindred and their graves may be ;

But there is still a blessed sleep,
From which none ever wake to weep.

Time, Ward. L. M.
1. Behold a stranger at the door

;He gently knocks— has knocked before,
Has waited long—is waiting still—
You treat no other friend so ill.

2. Oh! lovely attitude—He stands
With melting heart and loaded hands;
Oh! matchless kindness—and He shows
Tins matchless kindness to His foes.

3. But will He prove a friend indeed ?

He will—the very Friend you need:
The Friend of sinners—yes, 'tis He,
With garments dyed on "Calvary.

4. Rise, touched with gratitude divine,
Turn out His eueinv and thine ;

That soul-destroying monster, sin,—
And let the heavenly Stranger in.

5. Adinil hiro, ere his anger burn—
His feet, departed, ne'er return

;

Admit Slim, or the hour's at hand
You'll at his door rejected stand.

Tune, Ward. L. M.
1. Sat, sinner I hath a voice within

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

2. Sinner! it was a heavenly voice,

—

It was the Spirit's gracious call

;

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

3. Spurn not the call to life and light

;

Regard, in time, the warning kind ;

That call thou niay'st not always slight,
And yet the gate of mercy find.

4. God's Spirit, will not always strive
With hardened, self-destroying man;

Ye who persist His love to grieve.
May not hear his voice again.

5. Sinner ! perhaps, this very day,
Thy last accepted time may be : .

Oh ! should'st thou grieve Him now away,
Then hope may never beam on thee.

Tune, Old Hundred. L. M.
1. FitOM all that dwell below the skies,

Let the Creator's praise arise ;

Let the Redeemer's praise be sung,
Thro' every land, by every tongue.

2. Eternal are thy mercies, Lord,
Eternal truth attends thv word ;

Thy name shall sound from shore lo shore,
Till suns shall rise and set no more.

3. In every laud begin the song ;

In every land the strains belong :

In cheerful sounds all voices raise,
And fill the world with loudest praise.
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.tVith EmpJmsis, in exact time
D. S. B. Bennet.
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When I can read my title clear

To mansions in the skies,

I '11 bid farewell to every fear,

And wipe my weeping eyes.

2.

Should earth against my sonl engage,
And fiery darts be hurled,

Then I can smile at Satan's rage,

And face a frowning' world.

Let cares like a wild deluge come,
And storms of sorrows fall

;

May 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.
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Tune, AKTI03IT. C. JL

, Jot to tho world ! tho Lord is comet
Lot earth receive her King ;

Let every heart prepara him room,
And heaven and nature si:ig,

Joy to tho world ! th9 Saviour reigns!

Let men their songs employ

:

While fields and Hoods, rocks, kills, and plains,

Repeat tho sounding joy.

8. yo more let sin and sorrow grow,
Nor thorns infest the ground ;

He comes to make his blessings flow

Far as ths curso is found.

4. He rules the world with truth and gracs,

And makes the nations prove

Th9 glories of his righteousneGS,

And wonders of his love.

Tune, Tot/stain. C. M. .

L Tnr.33 is a fountain filled with blood,

Drawn from Immanuel's veins

;

And sinners plunged beneath that flood,

Lose all their guilty stains.

2. Thi dying thief rejoiced to see

That fountain in his day,

And there would I, though vile as lie,

Wash all my sins away.

C. Dear, dying Lamb ! thy precious blood
Shall never lose its power.

Till all the ransomed church of God
Be saved, to sin no more.

4 E'er since by faith I saw the stream
Thy flowing wounds supply

;

Redeeming love has been my theme,
And shall be till I die.

6. The.!', in a nobler, sweeter song,

I '11 sing thy power to save

;

When this poor, lispln.':. stammering tongno
Lies silent in tho grave.

Tune, Cono^ATTox. O. M.

1. Atx hail the power of Jesus' uama!
Let angels prostrate fall;

Bring forth the royal diadem,
And crown bim Lord of all.

2. Ye chosen seed of Israel's race.,

Yc ransomed from the fall

;

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

8. Sinners, whose love can ne'er forget
The wormwood and the gall

;

Go, spread your tiiumphs at his feet,

And crown him Lord of all.

4. Let every kindred, every trib»

On this terrestrial ball,

To him all majesty ascribe,

And crown him Lord of all.

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

;

We'll join the everlasting song,

And crown him Lord of all.

Tune, Naomi. C. 31.

1. Turns is a dear and hallowed Bpot

Oft present to my eye

—

By saints it ne'er can be forgot

—

That place is Calvary.

% Oh, what a scene was there displayed

Of love and agony.
When our Redeemer bowed his head,

And died on Calvary I

8. When fainting under guilt's dread load.

Unto the cross I fly ;

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

4. Whene'er I feel temptation's power,

On Jesus I'll rely

;

And. in the sharp, "conflicting hour,

Bcpair to Calvary. »
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Tune, TlATnLis. C. M.

1. See the kind Shepherd. Jesus, stands
With all-engaging charms

;

Hark ! how he calls the tender lambs,
And folds them In his arms.

2. Permit them to approach, he cries,

Nor scorn their humble name ;

For 'twas to bless such souls as these,

The Lord of argels came.

5. He '11 lead us to the heavenly streams
Where living waters flow;

And gui<lo U3 to the fruitful fields

Whare trees of knowledge grow.

4. The feeblest lamb amidst the flock

Shall he its Shepherd's care ;

While folded in the Saviour's arms
We 'ro safe from every saaro.

Tune, Woodstock. C. M.

1, I love to steal awhile away
From every cumbering care.

And spend the hours of setting day
In humble, grateful prayer.

2. I love in solitude to shed
The penitential tear

;

And all his promises to plead
When none but God is near.

8. I love to think on mercies past,

And future good implore;

And all my cares and sorrows cast

On him whom I adore.

4. I love by faith to take a view
Of brighter scenes in heaven;

The prosnect does my strength renew
While here by tempests driven.

6. Thus when life's toilsome day is o'er,

May its departing ray

Be calm as this impressive hour,

And lead to endless day.

Tun?, Ha2vtlie. C. M.
1. TrrrffiE'c not a tint that paints the rose,

Or decks the lily fair ;

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

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

Where heav.aily skill is not displayed,
And heavenly wisdom seen.

3. There's not a star v/hose twinkling light
Shines on the distant earth.

And cheers the silent gloom of night,
But Heaven gave it birth.

4. There's not a place on earth's vast round,
In ocean's deep, or air,

Where skill and wisdom are not fonnd,
For God is every where.

5. Around, beneath, below, above,
Wherever space extends.

There God disp'ays his boundless lova,
And power with mercy blends.

Tunc, Avon. C. H.
I. How swe-t 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 for the weary, rest.

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

Satan accuses me in vain,

And I am owned a child.

4. Jesus, my Shepherd, Guardian, Friend,
My Prophet, Priest, and King, .

My Lord, my Life, my Way, m^ End,
Accept the praise I bring.

'
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Within these walls be peace
Lore through our borders found

;

In all our little palaces
Prosperity abound.

God scorns not humble things

;

Here, though the proud despise,
The children of the King of Icings

Are training for the skies.
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Tune, Laban. S. M.

Awake, and sing the song
Of Moses and the Lamb

;

Wake, every heart and every tonguo
To praise the Saviour's name.

2. Sing of his dying love
;

Sing of his rising power

;

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

3. Sing on your heavenly way,
Ye ransomed sinners, sing

;

Sing on, rejoicing every day
In Christ the exalted King.

4. Soon we shall hear him say,
'• Ye blessed children, come ;"

Soon will he call us hence away,
And take his wanderers home.

5. Soon shall our raptured tongue
His endless praise proclaim ;

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

Tune, Boylston. S. M.
1. Blest be the tie that binds

Our hearts in Christian love

;

The fellowship of kindred minds
Is like to that above.

2. Before our Father's throne
We pour our ardent prayers :

Our fears, our hopes, our aims are one,
Our comforts and our cares.

3. We share our mutual woes

;

Our mutnal burdens bear

;

And often for each other flows
The sympathizing tear.

4. When we asunder part
It gives us inward pain,

But we shall still be joined in heart,
And hope to meet again.

5. This glorious hope revives
Our courage by the way

;

While each in expectation lives,

And longs to see the day.

6. From sorrow, toil, and pain,
And sin we shall be free ;

And perfect love and friendship reign
Through all eternity.

Tune. Lenox. H. M.
1. Again we meet, O Lord,

Again we fill this place,
To hear thy holy word,
To ask thy promised grace:

To thank thee for the gifts we share,
The children of thy love and care.

2. Grant us the listening ear,
The understanding heart,

The mind and will sincere,
To choose the better part.

To take the learner's lowly seat,

And gather wisdom at thy feet.

3. Through this, and every day,
Teach us thy paths to tread

;

Nor let our feet astray
By Satan's wiles be led ;

But keep us in the narrow road,
The road to glory and to God.

Tune, Greenville. 8s & 7s.

1. Lord, dismiss us with thy blessing
Fill our hearts with love and peace,

Let us each, thy love possessing,
Triumph in redeeming grace.

Oh! refresh us, oh! refresh us.
Traveling thro1 this wilderness.

2. Thanks we give, and adoration.
For the gospel's joyful sound,

May the fruit of thy salvation
In our hearts and lives abound ;

May thy presence, may thy presence
With us evermore be found.

*
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Tune, Lebanon. S. M. Double.
1. I was a wandering sheep,

I did not love the fold :

I dia not love my Father's voioo,
I would not be controlled,

I was a wayward child,

I did not love my home,
I did not love my Shepherd's voice,

I loved afar to ro.tm.

2. The Shepherd sousjht his sheep,
The Father sought. hi„ child ;

They followed me" o'er vale and hill,

O'er deserts waste and wild
;

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

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

3. Jesus, mv Shepherd is,

Tvvas he that loved my soul,

'Twas he that washed me in his blood,
'Twas he that made me whole.

'Tvvas he that sought the lost,

That found the wandering sheep,
Tvvas he that brought me to the fold,

'Tis he that fctiil doth keep.

4. No more a wandering sheep,
I love to be controlled :

1 love my tender Shepherd's voice,
T. love the peaceful fold ;

No more a wayward child,
I seek no more to roam,

I love my heavenly Father's voice,
I love, I love his home. «

Tune, Let anon. S M Doublo.
1. How beauteous a re their feet,

Who stand on Zio-i's hill!

Who bring salvation on their tongues,
And words of peace reveal.

How c.h.arm;nsr is their voice !

How sweet their tidings,arel
"Zion, behold thy Saviour Kins,
Us reigns and Triumphs here."

2. How happy are our ears,
That hear the joyful sound,

"Which kings and prophets waited 101,
And sought, but never found.

How blessed are our eyes.
Tout see this heavenly light!

Prophets and lungs desired it long,
ButidieJ without the sight.

2. The watchmen join their voice.
And rimuf'ii notes employ

;

Jerusalem breads forth in fongs,
And deserts learn the joy I

O God, make bare Thine arm
Through all the earth abroad ;

Let every nation now behold
Taeir Saviour and then- God.

Tunc, Lesanox. S. M. Double.

1. I want a heart to pray.
To pray and nevpr cease :

Never to murmur at Thy stay,

Or wish my sufTenngs less.

This blessing, above all,

—

Always to pray— 1 want

;

Out of the deep on Thee to call,

And never, never faint.

2. I want a true regard,
A single, steady aim,

—

Unmoved by threat'ning or reward,
To Tnee and Thy great name!

A jealous, just concern,
For Thine immortal praise,

A pure des.re 'hut all may learn
And glorify T ly grace.

3. I rest upon Thv word,
The promise is for me ,

Mv succor and salvation. Lord,
Shall surely come from Taee,

But let me still ab;0.e.

No • from rnv hope remove.
Till T.iou my patient spirit guide
Into Thy perfect love.



AMERICA. 6s & 4s.

=»=3
~-* •* *
My country
My native
Let mu-sic
Our fathers'

,1 >»T 'ofthfifi. Sweet land of lib - er-ty, Of thee f sing; Land where my.
! 'lis

coun
swell
God!

Land where my
I love thy

Let mortal
Long may our

-%—9-

of thee, Sweet land of lib - er-ty, Of thee I sing ;

-trv' thee, Land of the no - ble free, Thy name I love ;

the breeze. And sing from all the trees Sweet freedom s song

;

to theet Author of Li - ber-tyl To thee we sing;

v i t „„,i *.t th P Pilgrims' nride Fromev-'ery mountainside Let freedom ring.

WSw^twSSiSSSlS^&- detect us

-tr..
m
-fL a- &••£-&-&-'€>- •0- &- £-- & J.

1. Olohy to God on high I

Let heaven and earth reply,
" Praise ye his name I"

Angels his love adore.

Who all our sorrows bore ;

Saints, sing for evermore,
"Worthy the Lamb!"'

2. Join, all the ransomed race,

Our Lord and God to bless,

Praise yc his name.

In him wo will rejoice,

Making a cheerful noise,

Shouting, with heart and voice,
" Worthy the Lainb !"

Soon must we change our place,

Yet will we never cease
Praising his name ;

Still will we tribute bring;

Had him our gracious King;
And. through ill

" Worthy the Lamb ;: '



Solemnly, with Feeling.
THE PRODIGAL SON.

Arr. by II. C. Watson.

1. Af -flictionstho' they seem severe, In iner-ey oft are seat, They stopped I he prodigal's career, And
j

My lather's house tuitli large supplies, And
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caused him to repent. I'll not die here for bread I'll not die here for bread he cries,Nor starve in foreign lands,

bounteous are bis hands
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2. What have I gained by sin. lie said,

But hunger, shame, and fear:
My father's house abounds in bread,
While 1 am starving here.

I'll not die here, <fcc.

3. I'll go and tell him all I've done,
Fall down before his face,

Unworthy to be called his son,
I'll seek a servant's place.

I'll not die here, <Sre.

4. His father saw him coming back.
He saw, he ran, he smiled .

And threw Ins arms arou.'id ihe neck
Of his rebellious child

I'll die re, Ac.

I'uhli.shtil /»</ IIoitAOg WATT5BS

5. O father, I have sinned, forgive

—

Enough, the fat hot said i

Rejoice, my house, my son's alive,

For whom 1 mourned as dead.
I'll die no more, <fcc.

6. Now let the fatted calf be slain,

And spread the news around !

Mi' son was dead, and lives again,
Was lost bul now is found.

I'll die no inure. ,Vc.

Tis thus i he Lord his lore reveals,

To i-.di pool sinners home-.
More Mian a father's love he feels,

And Web (>ni me
'

I'll d

333 Broatiuwu, N V
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, Safely through another week
God has bro"ght us on our way;

Let \is now a blessing; seek,

Waiting in his courts to day,—
Day of all the week the best,

Emblem of eternal rest.

, 'While we seek supplies of grace,
Through the dear Redeemer's name,

B'uow thy reconciling face,

Take away our sin and shame

;

From our worldly cares set free,

May we trust, this day, in thee.
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1. Hark, my soul!
2. " Mine be an
3. " Thou shalt see
4. L^rd ! it is
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J. Fim. Ey permission. §9

'Tis thy Sa -

High - cr than
When the work
That my love.

I

viouv ; hear his word;
the heights a - bove,
of grace Is done,
is cold and faint;
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ner, lov'st thou mc?
ful, sirong as death

rier, lov'st thou me ?

to love thee more!
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Soon will set the Sabbath sun,
Soon the sacred day be gone ;

Bat a sweeter rest remains,
Where the glorious Saviour reigns.

Pleasant is the Sabbath bell,

Seeming much of joy to tell

;

Kind our teachers are to-day,

In the school we love to stay.

But a music, sweeter far,

Breathes where angel spirits are

;

Iliijher far than earthly strains,

Where the rest of God remains.

Shall we ever viso to dwell
Where immortal praises swelH
And can children ever go
Where eternal Sabbaths glow!

Yes :—that rest our own may be,

All the good shall Jesus see
;

For the good a rest remains,
Where the glorious Saviour reigns.



90 WATCHMAN, TELL US OF THE NIGHT. 7s. Double.
Larghetto, Dr. Lowell Mason.

USOLO ALTO. SOLO TENOR.
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1. Watchman, tell us of the night, What its signs of prom-ise are, Traveler, o'er yon mountain's
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height, See that glo - ry beam-ing star! Watchman, does its beauteous ray Aught of
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hope or joy foretell 1 Traveller yes ; it brings the

Chorns for 1st and 2d verses.
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: Promised day of Is - ra - el

Chorns for 3d verse.
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2. Traveller, a - ges are its own ; See, it bursts o'er all the earth!
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2. Watchman, tell us of the night,

Higher yet that star ascends ;

Traveler/blessedness and light,

Peace and truth its course portends
Watchman, will its beams alone
Gild the spot that gave them birth ?

Traveler, ages are i:s own :

See, it bursts o'er all the earth!

3. Watchman, tell us of the night.

For the darkness seems to dawn,
Traveler, darkness takes its flight,

Doubt and terror are withdrawn.
Watchman, let thy wanderings cease ;

Hie thee to thy quiet home :

—

Traveler, lo 1 the Prince of Peace,
Lo ! the Son of God is come '

Tune, Seymour. 7s.

1 Holt Bible ! book divine !

Precious treasure 1 thou art mine I

Mine, to tell me whence I came :

Mine, to teach me what I am.

2. Mine, to chide me when I rove :

Mine, to show a Saviour's love ;

Mine, art thou to guide my feet,

Mine, to judge, condemn, acquit.

3. Mine, to comfort in distress,

If the Holy Spirit bless
;

Mine, to show, by living faith,

Man can triumph over death.

4. Mine, to tell of joys to come,
And the rebel sinner's doom ;

Oil, thou precious book divine.

Priceless treasure ! thou art mine I

Tune, Seymour. 7s.

1. Softly fades the twilight ray
Of the holy Sabbath day ;

Gently as life's setting sun,
When the Christian's course is run.

1. Night her solemn mantle spreads
O'er the earth as daylight fades ;

All things tell of calm repose
At the holy Sabbath's close.

3. Peace is on the world abroad ,

'Tis the holy peace of God

—

Symbol of the peace within,
When the Spirit rests from sin.

4. Still the Spirit lingers near,
Where the evening worshiper,
Seeks communion with the skies,
Pressing onward to the prize.

5. Saviour, may our Sabbaths be
Days of peace and joy in Thee,
Till in heaven our soiils repose,
Where the Sabbaths ne'er shall close.

Tune, Onitia. 7s.

1 Saviour, may a little child
Through thy grace be reconciled,
Who can feel indeed within
Much of evil, much of sin ?

2. Yes, thou said'st, and that 's my plea,
" Suffer such to come to me ;

Turn no little child away,
Heaven is fill'd with such as they."

3. Saviour I to thine arms I fly,

Ere my childhood passes by ;

In thy fear my years be past,
Whether first, or midst, or last.

Tune, Wilmot. 7s.

1. All yo nations, praise the Lord !

All ye lands, your voices raise

;

Heaven and earth, with loud accord,
Praise the Lord—forever praise !

2. For his truth and mercy stand,
Past, and present, and to be,

Like the years of his right hand,
Like his own eternity.
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stream - let,
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Songs of
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. JesD3, high in glory,
Lend a listening oar

;

When we bow before thee,
Infant praises hear.

. Though thou art so holy,
Heaven's almighty King,

Thon wilt sioop to listen

Wbea thy praise wo sing.

S. Save us. Lord, from sinning,

Watch us day by day

;

Help us now to lore thee,

Take our sins away.

4. Then, when Jesus calls us
To our heavenly home,

We would gladly answer,
" Saviour, Lord ! we coma 1"



COME AUX) WELCOME. S3
2d T3XULC DUET. Words by Rev. H. B. Govrr.-R, and used by laia porraission.

1. O com?, children, come to the Saviour ti - day ; Conic, for all thins 7
, are ready, O haste ye a-way

:

2. He invites you to come, to his words now attend ; He calls yet in love—He's i ':; best Friend:
3. He died that the souls of the children might live—He lives now in glory 1 \s to receive ;

4. The Spirit says, " Come," his gentle voice hear ; To-day pray for pardon whil-i Ja-sus is near:
1st T.T'II'.E. v .

THPf-*.~~i~i—rrrT"^^"
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By permission of Bussell & Toliaaa.



BEAUTIFUL ZXON.
From the " Musical Pioneer," by permission.
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1. Beau - ti - ful Zi - on built a - bove. Beau - ti - ful ci - ty that t love,

2. Beau - ti - ful heaven, where all is light, Beau - ti - ful an - gels clothed in white,
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Beautifnl crowns on every brow,
Beautiful palms the conquerors show ;

Beautiful robes the ransomed wear,
Beautiful all who enter there;
Thither I press with eager feet,

There shall my rest be long and sweet.

O - pens those pearl - y
Wor-sbip-ing at the

-is—9—a fi ?

Beautiful throne of Christ our King,
Beautiful songs the angels sing.
Beautiful rest, all wanderings cease.
Beautiful home of perfect peace.
There shall my eyes the Saviour see,
Haste to this heavenly homo with me.



CHANT. — " Nearer, my God, to thee."

2. Though, like the wand'rer,
The |

sun gone
| down,

Darkness be over me,
My

|
rest a

|
stone.

Yet in my
|
dreams I'd

| bo
Nearer, my | God, to

|
theo,-

Nearer to
|
Thee 1

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 I Thee !

4. Then, with my waking thoughts,

|
Blight with thy

|
praise,

Out of my stony griefs,

J Bethel I'll | raise ;

So by my
|
woes to | be

Nearer, my
|
God, to

| thee,

Nearer to
|
Thee 1

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 I God, to j thee,
Nearer to Thee

!
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1. Oh, when shall I ses Je - sns, And reign with him a. - bove,

2. Through grace, I am de - ter - mined To con - quer, though I die,

3 And if you meet with trou - hies And tri - als oa your way,

And from that flow - ing
And then a - way to
Then cast your care oa
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Gird on the heavenly
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this vain world of sin, And wi>h my bless- ed Je - bus Drink end - less plea-sures in?
hid you all a - dien ; And. O my Mends, prove faithful. And on your way pur - sue.

faith, and hope, and love ; Then, when tha corn-bat 's cad - ed, He'il car - ry you a - hove.



SELECTED fiYIKS 97

Tun*. Wkbii. Tr & 6a. Donble.

L Now he the gosnel banner
In every land unfurled ;

And he the shout, llosannal
Re-echoed through tliejvorld:

Till every i*Ie and nation,
Till every tribe and tongue

Receive the great salvation,
And joiu the happy throng.

2. What though the embattled legions
Of earth and bell combine?

Ilia arm throughout their regions,
Shall soon resplendent shine;

Ride on. Lord, victorious;
Innuannel, Prince of I'eace,

Thy triumph shall he glorious;
Thy empire shall increase.

\ Yes. ttaon shalt reign forever,
O Jesus, King of kings;

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

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

The hills and valleys greeting,
The, song responsive raise.

Tune, Missionary Hymn. 7s & 6s. Double
1. To Thee, my God and Saviour,

My heart exulting springs,
Rejoicing in thy favor,

Almighty King of khigH;
I'll celebrate t.!iy glory,
With itl) the saints ahore.

And Veil the wondrous story
Of thy redeeming love.

- Boon as tho morn with rose*
Bedecks the dovry east,

and when the sun reposes
tJpon the ocean's breast*

My voice in supplication,
Jehovah, thou shalt hear.

Oh 1 errant me thy salvation,
And to my soul draw near.

3. By thee, through life supported.
I pass the dangerous road.

With heavenly hosts escorted
Dp to their "bright abode:

There cast my crown before thee.
My toils and conflicts o'er,

And day and night adore thee

—

What can an angel more ?

Tune, Wrcim. Ts & 6s. Double.

1. Go when the morning shiueth,
Go when the moon is bright,

Go when the eve declineth,
(Jo in the hush of night ;

Go with pure mind and feeling,
Drive earthly thoughts away.

And, in thy closet kueellug,
Do thou iu secret pray.

2. Remember alt who love thee,
All who ai<! loved by thee;

Pray, too, for those who hate thee,
If .any such there be;

Then, for thyself, in ineakness,
A blessing h'jvubly claim,

And blend v/i'h each petition
Thy gi'ea*i Hedeemer'a name.

3. Or if 'ti« a"er denied thee
In sol. Hide to pray,

Should holy thoughts come o'er tl>«
When friends are rouujt thy «r»r

E'en then the silent brer . alng,
Thy spirit raised alw r,

Will reach bis throne', filory,
Where dwells etenwt lire.



98 SELECTED HYMNS.
Tune, Missionaky Hiilr. 7s & 6s. Peculiar.

1. From Greenland's icj mountains,
From India's coral strand.

Where Afric's sunny fonntams
Roll down their golden sand

:

From many an ancient river,

From many a palmy plain,

They call us to deliver

Their land from error's chain.

2. What thongh the spicy breezes
Blow soft o'er Ceylon's isle -

Thongh every prospect pleases,

And only man is vile :

In vain with lavish kindness
The gifts of God are strewn

:

The heathen, in his blindness.

Bows down to wood and stone.

3. Shall we, whose souls are lighted

With wisdom from on high,

Shall we to men benighted,
The'lamp of life deny ?

Salvation 1 O salvation I

The joyful sound proclaim.
Till earth's remotest nation

lias learned Messiah's nameJ

4. Waft, waft ye winds, his story,

And you, ya waters, roll,

Till, like a sett of glory,

It spreads from pole to pole

:

Till, o'er our ransomed nature,

The Lamb, for sinners slain,

Redeemer, King, Creator,

In bliss returns to reiga.

Tune, Anna. C. P. M.

I. When thou, my righteous Judge, shall come,

To take thy ransomed people home,
Shall I among them stand T

Sliall such a worthless worm as I,

\ybr> a/vmutiroe* am afraid to die.

2. Blest Saviour, grant it, by thy grace*
Be thou my only hiding-place,

In this, the accepted day

;

£
Thy pardoning voice, oh, let me bear,
To still my unbelieving fear

;

. Nor let me fall, I pray.

3. And when the archangel's trump shall sound,
Let me among thy saints be found,
To see thy smiling face

;

Then, in triumphant strains I'll sing,

While heaven's resounding mansions ring
With shouts of sovereign grace.

Tune, Spaebtlins ahd Bbigitt. P. M.

1. Gushing so bright in the morning light,

Gleams the water in yon fountain

;

As purely, too, as the early dew
That gems the distant mountain.

Then drink your fill of the grateful rill,

And leave the cup of sorrow

;

Though it shine to-night in its gleaming llgjj;
1 T will sting thee on the morrow.

2. Quietly glide in their silvery tide,

The brooks from rocks to valley

;

And the flashing streams, in the broad sunbeams,
Like a bannered army rally.

Then drink, etc.

3. Touch not the wine, thongh brightly it shine,

When nature to man has given,

A gift so sweet, his wants to meet,

A bev'rage that flows from heaven.
Then drink, etc

4. Not <mly here of the water dear
Is God the lavish giver

;

But when we rise to yender skies

We '11 drink of life's bright river,

Then drink, etc



words by Rev. H. B. Go-whs.

4t*
THE HAPPY CHANGE.

Music arr. by A. Cttli,.

1. I w:is vaiu and mer - ry heart- ed,

2. I was wea - ry, hea - vy lad - en,

3. Now I'm pardoned, peaceful, hap - py,
4. Sin - uer, lingering, sad and wea - ry,
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Pol - ly's tnaz - es trod:
Peace I sought in vain:

Je - sur brings me nigh,
Hast en to Him now:

Earth- ly pleasure
All my cherished
And the Spir - it

If with all thy
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lured and chained me,
joys for - sook roe,

whispers sweet- ly,

heart thou seek Him,

s-1
fe-i

1=—•——(S-
1 L—

'

* H-1 LB_i f *_ •_!.

Led me far from God.
Pleasure turned to pain.

' Thou sbalt live on high."
He his face will show.

Some rejoiced In sins for - giv
I had Binned a - gainst my Path - er,

When I Bought Him, then I found Him,
Hear Him pleading at the par - tal,

T-J-
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ONE VOICE.

While from guilt

Hiin I could not

From my fears I'm
" Op - en un - to

free, They cherished blissful hopes in neavon ; Hut 'twas not so with me.
see; My friends were happy in his love, But 'twas not so with me
free: . Onco oth - est praised Him all the day, And now 'tis so with me.
me!" His word obeyed, how sweet our joyl O, 'twill be so with thee I

m
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9. If God wonld speak to me,
And say he was my friend,

How happy would I bel
O, how would I attend I

The smallest sin I then should fear.

If God Almighty were so near.

3. And does he never speak J

O yes ! for in his word
He bids me come and seek
The God whom Samuel heard;

In almost every page I see,

The God of Samuel calls to me.

4. And I, beneath his care,

May safely rest my head;
I know that God is there.

To guard my humble bed ;

And every Hin I well may fear,

Since God Almighty is so near.

8. Like Samuel, let me say.

Whene'er I read his word,
" Speak, Lord, I would obey
The voice that Samuel heard j"

And when I in thy house appear.
Speak, for thy servant waits to hear.

Tune, Pisqah. 8s, 7s & 4a.

1. Cnn.r>BEK, hear the melting story
Of the Lamb that ouce was slain,-

'Tis the Lord of life and glory;
Shall he plead with you in vain?

Oh receive him,
And salvation now obtain.

2. Yield no more to sin and folly

—

So displeasing in his sight;

Jesus loves the pure and holy,

—

They alone are his delight:
Seek his favor,

And vour hearts to him m

3. All yonr sins to Him confessing,

Who is ready to forgive ;

Seek the Saviour's richest blessing

On his precious name believe

:

Is wailing;
Will you not bis grace receive T

Tune, Pisgajl 8s, Ts & 4s.

1. In the vineyard of our Father,
Daily work we find to do

;

Scattered gleanings we may gather.
Though we are but young and few

Little clusters

Help to fill the garners, too.

2. Toiling early In the morning,
Catching moments through the day,

Nothing small or lowly scorning, •

So along our path we stray

;

Gathering gladly

Free-will offerings by the way.

8. Not for selfish praise or glory,

Not for objects nothing worth

—

But to send the blessed story,

Of the gospel, o'er the earth

—

Telling mortals
Of our Lord and Saviour's birth.

4. Up and ever at onr calling,

Till in death our lips are dumb*
Or till—sin's dominion fulling—
Christ shall, in '.;is kingdom, come,

Arid his children
bleach their everlasting home.

\ Steadfast then, In onr endeavor,

. Heavenly Father, may we be;
Aid, forever and iorever,

We will <ive the praise to thee
Hallelujah!

Sinking, ail eternity.
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Je - bus, lov - er

the billows

of my soul Let me to thy ho- som fly, T

near me roll, While the tempest still is high ;
j" Hide me O, my Saviour, hide,
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2. Other refuge have I none ; 1

Hangfl 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
W»- the shadow of Lhy wing.

3. Thon, O Christ, art all I want;

More than all in thee I find

;

Raise the fallen, cheer the faint,

HmJ the sick, and lead the bllniL

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 ts cover all my sin

;

Let the healing streams abound

;

Make and keep me pure withia.

Thou of life the fountain art;

Freely let me take of thee

:

Spring thou up within my heart

Rise to all eternity.
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2'tuw, WisLEf. 7s. 8 lines.

;. Children of the heavenly Kong,
As ye journey, sweetly sing ;

Sing your Saviour's worthy praise,

Glorious in his works mid ways.

Ye are traveling home to God,
In the way the fathers trod

;

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

t> Shont, ye little flock, and, blest,

Von near Jesus' throne s-liall rest;

There your seats are now prepared,

There your kingdom and reward-
Lord ! submissive make us go,

G ladly leaving all below,
Only thou our Leader be.

And we still will follow thee.

Tune, Ives. 7s. 8 lines. ,

f. Palms of glory, raiment bright,

Crowns that never fade away,
Gird and deck the saints in light.

Priests and kings and conquerors they.

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

And proclaim, in joyful psalms,
Victory through his cross alone.

3. Kings for harps their crowns resign,
Crying as they strike the chords,

• Take the kingdom—it is thine,
King of kings, and Lord of lords!"

4. Who are these ?—on earth they dwelt.
Sinners once of Adam's race;

Guilt and fear and suffering felt,

But were saved by sovereign grace.

6. They were mortal too, like us

;

Ah 1 when we, like them, shall die.

May our souls, translated thus,

Triumph, reign, and shinp in high 1

Tune, Bbhbtrnto. 7s. 8 lines.

1. While, with ceaseless course, the sud
Hasted through the former year,

Many souls their race have run,

Never more to meet us here.

Fixed in their eternal state,

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

;

But how little, none can know.

2. As the winged arrow flies,

Speedily the mark to find

;

As the lightning fro*a the skies

Darts, and leaves no trace behind ;

—

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

Upward, Lord, our spirits raise

;

All below is but a dream.

3. Thanks for mercies past, receive.

Pardon of our sins renew

;

Teach us henceforth how to live

With eternity in view.

Bless thy word to young and old.
Fill ns with a Savionr's love

;

And, when life' s short tale is toM,
May we Sjcell with thee above.

Tune, Maetyn. 7s. 8 lines.

1. Maey to the Saviour's tomb,
Hasted at the early dawn ;

Spice she brought, and sweet perfume
But the Lord she loved had gone

:

For awhile she lingering stood,

Filled with sorrow and surprise ;

Trembling, while a crystal flood

Issued from her weeping eyes.

2. But her sorrows qnickly fled,

When she heard his welcome voic# •

Christ had risen from the dead

;

Now he bK?8 her heart rejoice

:

What a charge his word can make.
Turning darkness into dayl

Ye who weep for Jesus' sake,

He will wipe your tears awar.



THE SHINI2JG SHORE. a. P. Boot. By permission.
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1. My days are glid - ing swiftly by. And I, a pilgrim stranger, Would not de - tain them
2. Our ab-8ent king the watchword gave, "Let eve- ry lump l>*> burning;" We lo<>k h - fur, a •

3. Should coming days be dark and cold, Wo will not yield to Bor - row, For nope will sing, with
4. Let storms of woe in whirlwinds rise. Each cord on earth to sev - er, There bright and joy ou*

r 4 -1—h»—s-»— t—b±=*z
1

! , 7

CHORUS.
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For
For
For
For

as they fly,—Those hours of toil and dan- ger;
- cross the w;ive, Our <I«s - taut home ilis - cern - ing

courage bold, "There's glo - ry on the mor - row
in the skies—There is our home for- ev - er:
M. *. *. £. *.

: f.
+. +^7*~ #__r~__«» j

now we stand on Jor - dan's strand, Our
now we stand, &c.
new wk stand, «tc
now we staud., &c

2:=*=£=[£:
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friends are pass- ing - ver; And, just be- fore, the shining shore We may al- most dis - co - rer.

• Prom tha "Sabbath Hymn and Tt»— »• •



0. HOW HAPPY AUE THEY!

P=tr^l

1. Oh ! how happy are they, Who their Saviour obej', And have laid up their treasure al

2. That sweet com'ort was mine
"When the fa7or divine

I first found ia the blood of the Lamb

;

When toy heart it believed,

Wliat a joy it received,

77hat a heaven in Jesus' name.

8. Twas a heaven below
Sly Redeemer to know,

And the angels could do nothing more
Than bo fall at his feet,

And the story repeat,

And the lover of sinners adore.

4. Jesus, all the day long,

Was my joy aud my song

;

Oh I that all his salvation might see

;

He hath loved me, I cried,

He hath Buffered and died,

To redeem such a rebel as me.

5. Oh I the rapturous height

Of that holy delight

Which 1 fell In the life-giving blood!

Of my Saviour possessed,

I wan perfectly blest,

As if filled with the goodness of Qod



SICILY. 8s & 7s.

1. Giobioub things of thee are spoken,

Zion, city of our God

;

He whose word cap ne'er he hroken,

Chose thee for his own ahode.

8. On the Rock of Ages founded,

Who can shake her sure repose?

With salvation's wall surrounded,

She can smile at all her foes.

8. S,ee the streams of living waters,

Springing front eternal love,

Well supply her sons and daughters

And the fear of want remove

;

4. Who can faint while such a river

Onward flows, her thirst t' assuage

—

Grace, which, like the Lord—the giver.

Never fails from age to age.

5. Round each habitation hov'ring,

See the cloud and fire appear,

For a glory and a covering,

Showing that the Lord is near.



NOW THE SAVIOUR'S STANDING, PLEADING-
Arr. by G.

10
Fine.

.. ( Now
"

\ Now in

D.O. Once he

7 v
Sa - viour's standing, pleading, At the sin ner's bolt - ed heart

heaven he's in - ter - ceding, Un - der - tak - ing sin - ner's part

died for your be - haviour, Now he calls you to his arms,

!

2—i-a- 3=g I$=f

D. C.

3in - ner con you hate the Saviour ? Will you thrust him from your arms 1

mtTVpZ-
Jesus stands, Oh, how amazing,

Stands and knocks at every door

,

In his hands ten thousand blessings,

Proffered to the wretched poor, &c.

S.

See him bleeding, dying, rising,

To prepare you heavenly rest;

Listen, while he kindly calls you,

Bear, and be forever blest, &o.

4.

Now he has not come to judgment,
To condemn your wretched race

;

But to ransom ruined sinners,

And dwnlay unbounded grace, <to.

6.

Will you plunge in endless darkness,

There to bear eternal pain;

Or to realms of glorious brightness

Rise, and with him ever reign, Ac.



PBEBERICK lis. Kdjgslkt.

-& -& -a- \zj i
' v -*• -o- •« i

1. I would not live alway 1 I

2. I would not live ahvay, thus
3. I would not live alway 1 no,

4. Who, who would live alway, a
6. Where the saints of all a - ges

1FSEF*-

*•-*-•*•

ask not to stay Where storm after storm rig - es dark o'er the way
fettered by sin! Temptation without and corruption with •in!
welcome the tomb I Since Jesus hath lain there I dread not its gloom-
way from his God—A - way from yon heav • en, that blissful a - bode,
in harmony meet, Their Saviour and brethren transported to greet,

l^teEJQ

*• }-*••*-. -O- •&- •& „•*•?•*-» - -r*
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0- -* -*• -*• ~ ' \. i
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The few In - rid mornings that dRvm on us here Are enongh for life's woes—full enough for its cheer.

K'en the rapture of par- don is mingled with fears, And the cup of thanksgiving with pen - itent tears.

There sweet be my rest till he bid me a- rise, To hall him in tri - umph de- scending the skies.

Where the rivers of pleasuse flow o'er the bright plains, And the noontide of glo - ry e - ter - nally reigns:

While the anthems of rapture unceasingly roll, And the smile of the Lord is the feast of the soull

1. The Lord is cuy Shepherd, no want shall I know;
I feed in green pastures, safe folded I rest

;

He leadeth my uoul where the Still waters Mow,
Restores me when wandering, redeems when oppressed.

3. Thro' the valley and shadow of death tlio' I istray,

Siuce thou art my Guardian, nu evil i fear •

Thy rod shall defend me, thy staff be my stay,

No harm nan befall with my Comforter near.

3. In the midst of affliction my table is spread

;

With blessings unmeasured my cup runneth o'er;
With perfume and oil thou anointest my head;

O, what shall I ask of thy providence more?
•1. Let goodness and mercy, my bountiful God,

Still follow my steps till I meet thee above;
I seek, by the path which my forefathers trod,

Thro' the land of their sojourn, thy kingdom of love.



vra wojtt give up the bible
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Ait. by A Cult. 109
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1. We -won't give upthe Bible. God's holy book of truth. The blesscil staffofhoary age, The guide of early youth,
2. We won't give up the Bible, For it alone can tell The way to save our ruined souls From being sent to hell.
3. We won't give up the Bible. But if ye force away VVhat is as our own life-blood dear.We still with joy could say:
4. We won't give up the Bible, We'll shout it far and wide, Until the echo shall be heard Beyond the rolling tide;

1
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The lamp which sheds a glorious light O'er every dreary road, The voice which speaks a Saviour's love,
[Ancf leads us home to God.

And it alone can tell us how We can have hopes of heaven, That thro' the Saviour's precious blood Our sins
[may be forgiven.

"The words that we have learned while young Shall follow all our days ; For they're engraven oh our
[hearts, And still shall guide our ways."

Till all shall know that we, tho' young, Withstand each treach'rous art; And that from God's own sacred
[word We'll never, never part.

1—tf-^-*-1-^—*-*-

(
We won't give up the Bible,God's holy book of truth,The blessed staffof hoary age, I!: The guide of early youth. fl;
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PASTING HYMN.

-h-±zd!5=zis

From ' Linden Hakp."

S5
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< How pleasant thus to dwell be - low In fel - low- ship of

\ And tiny we part, 't is bliss to know The good will meet a

Ii'es,
happy thought ! When we are free From earthly grief and pain, ')

In heaven we shall each o - ther see, And nev - er part a - gain, j

The children who have loved the Lord, Shall hail their teachers there
; )

And teachers gain the rich re - ward Of all their toil and care : J

j Then let us each, in strength divine, Still walk in wis-dom's ways : I

\ That we, with those we love, may join In nev - er end - ing praise ! )

=5C

JZ-H—

>

a d—a—m-

bovV- [
The 6ood Bha11 meet a

And nev - er part a

Of all their toll and

In nev - er end - lng

D. C. To meet to part no

cEbt
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FINE.

bove, The good shall meet a-bove ; And tho1 we part, 'tis bliss to know, The good shall meet above
gain, And never part a - gain ; In heaven we shall each other see, And never part a - gain,

care, Of all their toil and care ; And teachers gam the rich reward Of all their toil and care.

praise ! In nev-er ending praise ! That we, with those we love may join In never-ending praise !

more, On Canaan's happy shore, And sing the ev-er-last-ing song With those wtio 've gone before.

CHOR US to eacn. verse.

iJN=SI
p^gs
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O that will be joy-ful, joy - ful, joy ful, O ; to part no more :



Moderate
8EMI-0HORUS.

CHARITY.
Music by S. Gloves! Arr. by A. CtjlH. 11)

1. Meek and lowly, pure and holy, Chief among the " blessed three ;" Turning sadness into

2. Hoping ev-er, fail - ing never, Tho' deceived, believing still ; Long a - biding, all-con -

=15=1?

fcb?
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W=K f±
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Ratt. A tempo. „ duet.r FINE.
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gladness, Heav'n-born art thou, charity.

fi - ding, To thy heavenly Father's -will.

-*-=—#-
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Pi - ty reigneth in thy bosom, Kindness

Never weary of well-doing, Never
INSTRUMENTAL.

mEE ^^ £±
D C. al Fine, with

Rail. fuii Chorus.

g-w-g-^-g+g •^j—-«

b
reigneth o'er thy heart, Gentle thoughts alone can sway thee, Judgment hath in Ikee no part.

fearful of the end, Claiming all mankind as brother?, Thoa dost all manfciud befriend.

Ores. ^

3fe :£±

x
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ON THE CROSS. Arranged by A. Oitlu
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1. Bo - hold ! behold ! the Lamb of
For

God, On tne cross, on tho cross. ) ( Now hear his
you ho shed his pro - cious blood. On tho cross, on the cross,

J j "E - loi la-

s# ./TV
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all - lm-port - ant cry,

ma 6a - bao - tha - ni ;" Draw near and see your Saviour die, On the cross, On the cross.

BitizEE^
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Where'er I go, I '11 tell the story,

Of the cross, of the cross,

In nothing else my soul shall glory,

Save the cross, 6ave the cross.

Yes, this ray constant theme shall be,

Through time and iu eternity,

That Jesus suffered death for m«,
On the cross, on the eroaa.

B
jP^4V—£—-p-

4— *- »
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Let every mourner come and cling,

To the cross, to the cross,

Let every Christian come and sing,

Round the cross, round the cross.

Here let the preacher take his stand.

And with the Bible in his hand,

Proclaim the triumphs of the Lamb,
On tho cross, on iho crosa.



Mop***™. GOD BLESS THE STTODAY SCHOOL. Music by a. coll. 113
(Words written for the anniversary of the Brooklyn Sunday-schools in May, 1859, by G. W. Bi.ebcekb.)

DUET. K i ,,\ SIS

1. Dear friends, with joy we meet you here, On this, our festive day, To bless God for the

2. 'Tis there we learn how Jesus died, To save our ruined race ; How he was mocked and

tegg3E^3E r :2_zj*i=3: S:
f Boys.

^f-f

Girls, p Both, f

Sun - day school : join our sim-ple The Sunday school, the Sunday school, God

s
cru - ci - fied, That we might share his grace, The Sunday school, <tc.

x:
ffl=

u5_ fcz: E|b=g=fcE

fc=d= A-P5-A,
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Chorus. f

/? ^=5 4 ^t-

pd=t

bless the Sunday school. The Sunday school, the Sunday school, God bless the Sundav schooL

S 4- 4-

fl^ESz=$ ±z± & EE3

Whils teachers look to God in prayer,
His Spirit to impart,

O may the lessons taught us there
Be graven on each heart.

—

Ciutrui

When spring with verdure clothes the scene,
When summer breezes Mow.

'Mid winter's snows and tempests keen,
To Sunday school we'll go.— C!u>nu



H£ AxLKORKTTO.

Duett, Gently.
STAR OF THE EVENING.* WMaB aaA Music by Jami* Sawjcb

Arr. by A. Cut.1-

Beauti - ful star in heaven bo' bright, Soft - ly f

^s
Soft-ly falls thy silvery light, As thou n invest from

earth a - far, Star of the evening, beau-ti - ful star,

-=s±jSj£=M

Star of the evening, beau-tl - ful star.

Chorus.____- ^\
>5-i—i——==i-44—
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T
Star, citar the

S3
eve - mng, evening.

2. In Fancy's eye thou seem'st to say.

Follow in", come from earth away
Upward thy Spirit's pinions try,

To realms of love heyond the sk>.

S. Shine on, oh star of love divine,

And may our souls' affections twine
Around thee as thou movest afar,

Star of the twilight, beautiful star

Bg permitmUm of J. H Uidley, miblUher.



Words by IIodseb Rkkd, Esq. SISTER AND I. Masio by S. B. Bali. 115

Duett. -M**

We love to

Our Teacher

-I a 1

—

i *

—

go to Sab - bath school, fMs - ter and I,

we do dear - ly love— Sis - ter and I,

&^E ±=3z

—0—l# a j—^5

—
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And, bo the weather foul

comes and takes us by
or fair, We pur - pose to be al - ways there,

the hand, And points us to the bet - ter land,

-*

—

h

^-4^- ^
To lis - ten to the opening pray'r, Sis - ter and I,

And tries to make us nn derstand— Sis - ter and I,

-d h
sis • ter and I.

sis - ter and I.

EfeE
3 Our father—mother too, we love

—

4 We ought to love the Saviour meet—
Sister and I, sister and I

;

Sister and I, sister and I

;

While many boys and girls there are, For if we love and Berve him best,
Whose parents for them do not care, In his own bosom we shall rest,
TVe of the good things richly share

—

And be in heav'n forever blest-
Sister and I, sister and I. Sister and I, sister and I,

From " Songs for the Sabbath School and Vestry," by permission of Hentby Hott, tnblishas,



116 Words by Hod«eb Ruin.

Duett.

THE CHILD'S PKAYSX Music by J. Osgood.

m u Jjueit.

L*-T '—

»

Lo

—
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1. la - to her chara-ber, -went A lit - tie cliild one day, And by her chair she

2. I pray thee. Lord, she 6aid, That thou wilt condescend To stay with-in my

mm
Chorus— Children.

knelt, And thus be - gau to pray ; Je - sus, my eyes are closed, Thy
heart, And ev • er be my friend ; The path of life looks dark— I

V—St

form I can - not see

—

would not go a - stray

;

*—•--«?—«- -#

—

L0-v—»—*
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—

e—s

If thou art near me, Lord, "Wilt thou not speak to me ?

Oh, let me have thy hand To lead me in the way.

• From " Songs /or the Sabbath School and Vegtrg," by pennisskm of Hwst Hoyt, pcbiisUfr.



ANSWER TO THE CHILD'S PRAYER. 117

TO
Answer oy the Teachers Last verse by the whole school

A still, 6mall voice she heard with

'Fear not, thou shalt not run the. .

.

H=m EE
:___-

.E_iffi__T____:

soul,

lone

_2__±

3_ZZ=

-t^
« What is it, child ? I hear thee, tell

She thought she felt a soft hand press

me
her

all."

II—o~

8. They tell me, Lord, that all

The living pass away

;

The aged soon must die,

And even children may

;

Oh, let my parents live,

Till I a woman grow

;

For if they die what can

A little orphan do?

Fear not, my child: whatever Jills may
f
come,

I'll not forsakfl thee, till I (bring thee]home,"

4. Her little prayer was said,

And from her chamber, now,

She passed forth with the light

Of heaven upon her brow.
" Mother, I 've seen the Lord

;

His hand in mine I felt

;

And oh, I heard him say,

As by my chair I knelt,

Fear not, my child; whatever) ills may I come,

I'll not forsake thee, till Ijbring thee)home."



118 THE DEAEEST SPOT.

[Moderate: 1st time Semi-Chorus.
Mnsic by WEiGmnrEB.

Arranged by A. Crru.

The dear - est spot of earth to mo Is Home,
I've taught iny heart the way to prize My Home,

sweet home ! The fai - ry land I
sweet home, I've learned to look with

long to see Is Home, sweet home

!

lev - er's eyes On Home, sweet home I

Is (omit.)

\£/

Home, sweet home! There how charm'd the
Home, sweet home I There where vows are
Home, sweet home! finb.

^ #
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-pti-
sense of hearing! There, where love is so endearing All the world is not so cheering! As Home, sweet home!
truly plighted 1 There, where hearts are so united ! All the world besides I've slighted For Home, sweet home I

3ime^^i^ipiiirial



I OUGHT TO LOVE MY MOTHER. 119
Music Arr. by H. Wathbs.

-~t*T3hj4a HE
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1 I ought to love my mother ;— She lov'd me long a -go: There is on earth no oth-er That
2 When in my era-die ly - ing, Or on her lov-ing breast, She gent-ly hushed my crying, And

$0

3 "What sight Is that which, near me,
Makes home a happy place,

And has such power to cheer me ?

—

It is my mother's face.

What sound is that which ever
Makes my young heart rejoice

With tones that tire me never T

It is my mother's voice.

4 When she is ill, to tend her
My daily care shall be

;

Such help as I can render
Will all be joy to me.

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

I will honor and obey her,

While God our lives shall spue.



120 SELECTED HYII8.
ONLY BE SUKE OF HEAVEN.

Tuns on the. \1lt.i page

1. What thongh « slumber with the dead.
An hundred years to come?

What though for us no tears are shed,
An ii uid red fears to come?

Our Saviour .slept

In Joseph's tomb, -

And shall we fear

Its shadowy gloom ?

Ah, not triumphant faith shall sing
That death lias lost its venom' d sting,

sSince Christ our Lord has come.

8. Our Father, thou that hearest prayer,
Imploring now we come.

O may thy grace each one prepare
For death, our certain doom.

Then doubt nor fear
Shall dim that hoar.

When we shall feel

The tyrant's power;
But joyful shall our spirits rise,

To greet thy coming in the skiea,
To bring thy children home.

3. All, all who shall in Jesus sleep,
An hundred years to come,

Not one will ever wake to weep,
An hundred years to come.

They oniy die
To live again

In worlds of light,

With Christ to reign.
ITscn hail, all hail 1 each passing year
¥o>ir rapid night shall bring us near
, To our eternal Dome.

4. Tis well to die, if this shall be.
An hundred years to come, -

If in that laud safe . vellers we.
An hundred years to corae,--

Whe-re sin comes not,

With dark alloy,
Nor .iearh. to mar
Our rising joy ;

Whore God away shall wipe all tears,
And life shall measure endless years

In heaven, our blissful home. 3. B. OSdOOD

THE TEMPERANCE COMPACT.
Tune, "Say, Bboth rats, will you mjirt ds."

Girls, i. Say, brothers, will you join us?
Say, brothers, will you join us ?

Say, brothers, will yon join us?
Trie drunkard's child* to save?

Boys. In the Saviour's name we'll join you,
In the Saviour's name we'll join yon,
In^the Saviour's uamo we'll Join you,
The druukard's child to save.

Boys. 2. Say, sisters, will you join us I

The drunkard's life to save?
[.repeat tvric*.

Oirls. In the Saviour's name we'll join you, [.repeat.
The drunkard's life to save.

Boys and Girls.

3. Fathers, mothers, teachers, join us, [repeat
The drunkard's home to save?

Adults. In the Saviour's name we'll join yon, [repeat.
The drunkard's home to save.

Boys and Girls.

4. Neighbors, friends, and strangers, join us, [repeat.
The drunkard's soul to save;

AIL Yes! we'll swell the blissful chorus, [repeat.
Wh«n Christ the lost Bhall sava



Words by W C. Beown. A KtT&DllED YEARS TO COME. Music by J. R Osgood. 121
Pia. Gliding movptuent. \
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"sirds that sing, A hundred years to come ? The Rowers that now in
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Where I where will be the birds that sing, A hundred years to come ?
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beauty spring, A hundred years to come ? The ro-sy lips, the lofty brow, The heart that
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So gay - ly now, j O where will be love's beaming eye, T

I Joy's pleasant smile, and sorrow's sigh J A hundred years to como.

±B5E5^
2 Who'll press for gold this crowded street.

A hundred years to come f

Who'll trend yon church with willing feet,

A hundred years to come ?

Pale, trembling age, and fiery yonth,
And childhood with its heirt of truth.
The rich, the poor, on land and sea,

Where will the mighty millions be
4 hundred years to comaf

3 We all within onr graves shall sleep

A hundred years to come;
No living soul for us will weep
A hundred years to come ;

But other men our lauds will till.

And others then our streets will fill,

While other birds will sing as gayj
And bright the sun shine aa U*'°

'

. Sred yeara *---
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With Spirit.

BEST FOR THE WEAEY.
Arr. by A. Cull. Newly harmonized.
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In the Christian's home in glory, There remains a land of rest, There my Saviour's gone be •

He is fit - ting up my mansion, Which eternally shall stand, For my stay 6hall not be
Pain and sickness ne'er shall enter, Grief nor woe my lot shall 6hare, But in that celes - tial

Sing, O sing, ye heirs of glory ; Shout your triumphs as you go ; Zion's gates 'will open

ms ±
1 v»v v»>
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Ep^
I f
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CHORUS.
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fore me, To ful - fil my soul's request

;

There is rest for the weary, There is rest for tb/'

transient, In that ho - ly, happy land, There ia rest, <fec.

cen - tre, I a crown of life shall wear

;

There is rest, <fec.

for you, You shall find an entrance thro'. There is rest, <fec.

i^i. L_S C-Lff.-^—tf—j-J g)—-(2 \-Qr- i—g—g_Ltf_^—«. - Zfi-

wea - ry, There is rest for the wea-ry, There is rest for you— On the other siae o
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KEST FOR THE WEAKY. Concluded.
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Jordan, In the sweet fields of Eden, "Where the tree of life is blooming, There is rest for you.
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I LOVE THEE.

Arranged by Rev. J. W. Dadmun
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1. I love thee, I love thee, I love thee, my Lord ; I love thee, my Saviour, 1 love thee, my Gou ,

2. O Je - sus, my Saviour, with thee I am blest ! My life and sal-va-tion, my joy and my rest

3. O, who 's like my Saviour 1 He's Salem's bright King ; He smiles, and he loves me, and learns me to sing
,

*- -ft- #.
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I

I love thee, I love thee, and that thou dost know, But how much I love thee I nev - er can show.
Thy name be my theme, and thy love be my song, Thy grace shall inspire botn my heart and my tongue.
I '11 praise him, I'll praise him. with notes loud and shrill, While rivers of pleasure myspirit doth fill.
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124 SELECTED HYMNS.
TIIE LIVING REDEEMER,

Tune, " Kind Wobds."

1. Jrstts forever lives,

PiaiRe we his name;
His blood salvation gives,

His love proclaim.

Once He with pitying eye.

Looked on bur misery,
Saw us condemned to die:

For us He died.

Chorus.—Jesus forever lives.

Ever lives, ever Uvea,
Jesus forever lives,

Yes, ever lives.

2. Jesus forever reigns.

Crown we our King:
His glory wak>-s the Etrains;

faints, angels sine.

Though He a haw became,
Dwelt in a mortal frame,
Bore for us grief and shame,

—

Now Kiug He reigns.

Chorut.—Jesus forever reigns, dse.

3. Jesus forever loves

;

Precious His grace 1

Those whom He once approves,
Live to His praise.

No change of worldly state,

Ne scorn of vile or great,

Can his regard abate,

Faithful His love 1

Chorus.—Jesus forever loves, &c.

4. Jesus forever saves
Those whom He loves

Over sorrow's wildest waves
His power Hn Droves,

Wnen night Is long and drear,

When grief is most severe.

He bids us never fear :

He lives to save.

Chorus.—Jesus forever lives, &o.
BEV. H. B. QOtVSB.

THE BIBLE AND LIBERTY.

For Fourth of July. Tune, Weuu
L Once more with hallowed feeling,

We join the blest employ.
Our nation's praises pealing

In songs of festive joy ;

And back the loud hosanna
Shall roll from sea to sea,

Till mountain and savanna
Re-echo—" We are free 1"

1. We love the Book which lighted

The glow of patriot fires.

When Freedom was benighted.
In the bosom of our sires.

They shed their blood to save UB,

And gained our liberty ;

But the greatest boon they gave n»—
The Bible was made free 1

3. Our land is Virtue's dwelling,

Here Science builds her shrine.

And happy hearts are swelling
With joys almost divine

:

And we, in emulation,
Here pledge ourselves to be

The guardians of the Nation

—

We '11 keep the Bible free

!

4. Then come, with hallowed fueling.

Join in the blest employ,
Our nation's praises pealing

In songs of festive joy,

Till back the loud hosanna
Shall roll from sea to sea,

From mountain and savanna,

—

We'll keep the Bible free I—Rkv. 8. Dyjeb.



OH! SEED EOSTH THE BIBLE. 125
Mnsio by Mozaki. An. by A. Coll.

1. Ob I send forth tbe Bible, more precious than gold ; Let no one presume the blest gift to with-

2. It points us to heav'n.where tbe righteous will go ; It warns us to shun the dark regions of

0- -& -0- -0- & *- £- -& m _ . &• -0- -0- •{* -0- •& &

liisS^s & -
i r— i— -<&-*—Y-e- -o

—

o—»
^zzS±Ez=Effiz=£z±

-/"-r-

hold ; It speaks to all nations, in language so plain,That be who will read it, true wisdom may gaf

woe; ItBhows us the e - vil and danger of sin, And o-pens a fountain of cleansing witliia

*£> -0- -0- &
&— —
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8.

It tells us of One who is mighty to save,

Who died on the cross, and arose from the

grave

;

Who dwelleth on high, in that holy abode,

Interceding for man, with a pardoning God.

Oh 1 who would neglect such a volume as this,

That warns us of danger, invites us to bliss ?

Send forth the blest Bible, earth's regions a-

round,

Wherever the footsteps of man may be found.



126 tHE CHRISTIAN HERO.'
"Fight the good fight of faith."—1 Tim. vi. 12.

Words and Music by Rev. Edwin H. Nevin.

1. Live on the field of battle

!

2. Watch on the field of battle 1

Arr. Dy E. R. Russell. Esq.

Be earnest in the fight; Stand forth with manly

The foe is everywhere ; His fiery darts fly

5g^B
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And straggle for the right ! Live I live ! live 1 live ! On the field of battle I

Like lightning thro' the air. "Watch 1 watch ! watch ! watch ! On the, <fcc.

Hi^llll^E^feiill^g
Pray on the field of battle 1

God works with those who pray

;

His mighty arm can nerve ua,

And make us win the day.

Pray ! pray ! pray 1 pray 1

On the field of battle.

Die on the field of battle 1

Tis noble thus to die
;

God smiles on valiant soldiera-

Their record is on high.

Die ! die ! die ! die I

On the field of battle

• From " Union Hymns arui Mrme,n by permission of Rev. H. C Goww



HERE WE COME WITH CHEERFUL VOICES. *» 127
Words and Music by G. H. Ai.la.n.

Hero we come with cheerful voic - es,

Eve - ry youth - fnl heart re - joic - cb,

iH^H^H!^
Loud to sins; our Saviour's praise

; |_

'(wii) -J While to
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Him our song we raise, Heavenly mansions bright are shining With nis glory and His

iif±t jrf-^fc

lore

;

Children in His arms re - clin - ing, For of such is heaven a - bove.

F ^B
3. Waving palms are cast before Him,

Garlands bright perfume the ail

;

Thousands now in love adore Htm,
As He comes triumphant there.

" Glory in the highest, glory,"
Swells again the joyful strain

;

" Blessed is the King," whoea story
Fill* the hearen* *««» • »J> -ir

4. Let ns then, with cheerful voices,

Glad the cheerful theme prolong

;

Echo back till heaven rejoices,

Praise in never-ending «ong

;

Loving Him above all othei
Friends whom dearly row we loye

j

Son of God, our Elder Brother,
Haviour, King, He r "-as »bOT8 1



KEJOICE, or MILLENNIUM.

-*H v PI -frt

Arr. Dy R. Waters.
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1. Re - joic6, lie -joice, the promised time is com - ing,
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Re -joice, Re -joice, the

h Pi r*

3ty= i

^ fine. Solo, Duett, or Semi- Chorus of Boys. .
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wfl der-ness shall bloom, And Zion's children then Bhall sing, The deserts all are
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Chorus.
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Re joice, re -joice, the promised time is coming, Re -joice,
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REJOICE, or MILLENNIUM Conci
.. -, Duett or- Semi- Chomu

ata-
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joioe, the wilderness shall bloom. The Gospel banner, wide unfurl'd, Shall wave in triumph

S-L«J 1

—

0-i U-l i-

3
o'er the world; And every ereatnre, bond and free, Shall hail the glorious j« - bileo.
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2. Rejoice, rejoice, the promised tune is coining.

Rejoice, rejoice, Jerusalem shall sing

;

From Zion shall the law go forth,

And all shall hear from south to north:
Rejoice, rejoice, the promised time is coming,
Rejoice, rejoice, Jerusalem shall sing ,

And truth shall sit on every hill,

And blessings flow in every rill,

And praise shall every heart employ,
And every voice shall shout witlljoy:

Rejoice, rejoice, the promised lime is coming,
Reji sing

3. Rejoice, rejoice, the promised time is col

Rejoice, rejoice, the Prince of Peace shall

And lamDs shall with the leopard play,

For naught shall harm in Zion's way :

Rejoice, rejoice, the promised time Is coming,
Rejoice, rejoice, the Prince of Tear:

The sword and spear, of needless w i

Shall prune the tree and plow the eai

And peace shall smile from shore to e

And nations learn to war no more :

Rejoice, rejoice, the promised lime is coinin;

Rejoice rejoice, the Pr



SELECTED
1 MORNING.

Fl.OWTEB."

b „. , g, beautiful and bright,

Joyfuuy wo - dden light

;

All the gloomy shauow chasing far away,
Bringing us the pleasant day.

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

' ie Sabbath morning ! beautiful and bright,
Glad \re hail its golden light.

2. All the days of labor ended one by one,
Glad are we the six days' work is done ;

Glad to hare a day of sweet and holy rest,

'Tls the day that God has blest.

Day calm and holy, &c.

8. Let us spend the moments of this holy day.
So that when they all have passed away.

Sweet 'twill be to think—the quiet Sabbath ev'a
Brings us one day nearer beav'n.

Day calm and holy, &c.

Tune, Kubkmbvso.

1. 1 am young, but I must die.

In my grave I soon shall lie

;

Am I ready now to go,

If the will of God be so ?

3. Lord, prepare me for my end,
To my heart thy Spirit send.
Help me, Jesus, thee to love,

Take my soul to heaven above.

3. Then I shall with Jesus be,

Then I shall my Saviour see ;

Never more to suffer pain,

-Sever more to sin aijain.

HYMNS.
dABBATl) FESTIVAI*

Tune, " •). , 7.IXO.

"

1. How blest, I

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

Of joy full and free

;

And join to sing, in joyful lays,

Our hymn of gratitude and praise,

To Him who crowns our days

—

How blest, blest are we.

2. While years rush along,

May wo be ever hastening
To worlds above of light and love,

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

While years rash along.

3. Oar life glides away,
Like silent waters flowing

;

And ere we think we reach the brtci
Where all launch away

;

Then, while its moments wing their iiJ*ti4,

We '11 spend e.ich one in doing rig! 1

Working with all our might.
While life glides away.

4 Oh, Saviour above !

Our humbler prayer accepting,

Grant us the grace to spend our days
In joy, peace, and love

;

And when the Scenes of life are o'er,

Then take us to you heavenly Bhora,

Safely, forevermore,
To dwell in thy love I anwrv

I
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SEES

GATHER THEM Ik. 13i
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el thbin iu from the lanes and streets ; Gather them in from their dark retreats, From haunts of lolly, and
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Chorus., Lively.
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Gladly I gladly 1 gladly we 11 hear and ©hey

;
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Hear and oh :A obey the Savior'
0~0-0-£>- **A+.jp.
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rule And gather them all to BchooV,

i

r them in, in tho cumbers vast,
' iT.ich common arithmetic scarce can cant;
Gather them in from tho countless throng

l in heaven shall rose the endless song.
Gladly I Gladly 1 &c

' ather them in from the drunkard's enp,
Drying the sources of vigor up

;

Q atbei ihem in from the scenes of strife

;

them in to the way of life.

&e

4 Gather them in from tho blow and enrso
Making, by oaes worse

;

Gather them in to i ho ge«tlo rule
Of the > Iu Utah and the Sabbat n-achoei

Gladly I Gladly 1 &c
5 Gather them Iu with a burning zeaS

;

Gather them iafoi- 'i-jj nation's weal

;

Gather them in fcr &j garner above,
Where faith and hope shall he lost in 1

Gladly) Gladly I &c



132 OH! I'LL BE A GOOD CHILD- Music by m.
Words I17 Rfv. C. W. Dknison. As sung by little Martha Davies. Ait. by II. Watebo.

Solo or Unet. -
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1 Oh 1 Til be a good child as ev - er I can be, Til mind what my teacher says to uie
i When wick - ed children tempt me to play, I'll ask my Saviour to send them away

;

I'll

And

-T-r—*I

•0 * ^_5 * -* & -»-§-# -0-0-0-
ear - ly come to the

go to the Lord with my
Sab-bath school,

lit - tie song.

, On vhe holy Sabbath day I love,
T '11 raise my song to the God above;
My childish feet shall tread the court
WUere happy Chri»'ian flocks resort

oh 1 t°o; oh 1 >**, &c

— #— -m «-.

—
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4. When all my journey on earth is done,
I'll quick to the arms of my Shepherd ruo
He'll fold me close to his gentle breast

There safe for ever wiU I rest.

Oh ! y« • oh 1 yes, £-0.



irojn " The Jewels of the Lord.'

Not too fast.

MY SHEPHERD,* Music uy R. B. Lookwood. 133

1. Great Shepherd of the sheep, Who all thy flock doth keep, Leading by wafers calm,

2. I fear I may be torn By many a sharp set thorn, As far from Thee I stray,

—
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Do thou my footsteps guide, To fol - low by thy side, Make me thy lit - tie lamb.

My -weary feet may bleed, For rough are paths -which lead Out of thy pleasant way.

f £± ISuSZ

3. But when the road is long,

Thy tender arm, and strong,

The weary enc will bear

;

And thou wilt wash me clean,

And lead to pastures green,

Where all the flowers are fair.

4. Till, from the soil of sin,

Cleansed and made pure within,

Dear Saviour, whose I am.

Thou bringest me in love,

To thy sweet fold above,

A little enow-white lamb

• As sung by the children at the Five Points House of Industry



SWEETLY SIBTGIUG.134^o^r^
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M'iaioby Rev. GoaEET Lowbv,

4-

1. I know 'tis Je - bob loves my soul, And makes the wounded sinner whole; My
'Cfwriis, Staccato. —Sweetly, sweetly, sweetly singing, Let ns praise him, praise him, praise him, bringing, Happy

mJM-n^
Repeat Chorus, soft.fe^i^^^fei^BP
p-pr

ca - ture is by sin de - filed, Yet Je - bus lores a lit - tie cuiM.

voices, voices, voices, ring • ing, Like the songs of an - gels a - round the throno.

&$343433M£g=M -ft-^
How kind U Jesus, how good I

'T was for my soul he shed his blood

:

For children's sake he was reviled.

For Jesus loves a little child.

Sweetly singing, Ac.

When I offend by thought or tongue,

Omit the right, or do tb^ -vrong.

If I repent, he 'a reconciled,

For Jesus loves a little child.

Sweetly singing, &c.

4. To me may Jesus now impart,

Although bo young, a gracious heart

Alas, I 'ra oft by eiti defiled,

Yet Jesus Iotcs a little ehii i.

..-



MOEN AMID THE MOUNTAINS. Music by Bev. r. uow«. 13fc

fflTOi^

Boys.
Rcpekt tort

Girls. Oh
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Mur - mur " God is £ood Mur - mur, mur - mur, murmur. " God is

Bays. Girls. GJiorus.

s^sfesiiii*
Mur - mur, mur - mur, mur - mur God

l 1st time. 2d time.

is srood. <rood."
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2. Hoy:, the glad sun, breaking,
Vows a golden flood ;

Dec i-cst vales awaking.
Echo, "Good is good."

fccl^o, echo, ecLo " God is gi

3. Hypins of praise are ringing
Through the leafy wood

:

Songsters sweetly singing
Warble " God is good."

Warble, warble, warble, &c~

1. Wake, and join the chorus,
Child, with soul endued

;

God, whose smile is o'er na,

Evermore is good.
Kver, ever, evermore Is gv>od.



136 SELECTED HYM2JS.
THANKS FOR THE PAST AND RESOLVES FOR

THE FUTURE.
Time, " Happt Dat."

1. Thb year has flown, and we again
In festive joys together meet:
And O we sing a sweeter strain

Than e'er before, onr friends to greet;
Blessed year, blessed year,

To many hearts now gathered here,

For they have bathed in Mercy's pool,

Led thither by the Sabbath School

;

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

2. God's holy Word has been our guide,
Enlighten'd by tho Spirit's ray;
Wo thus wero taught how Jesns died
To wash our guilt and sins away.

Biassed hour, hlossed hour,
When lirst we felt the Saviour's power:
And from that Fountain ever full,

Graca overflowed our Sabbath School:
essed hour, blessed honr,

When fir9t we felt the Saviour's power.

o. As in (he clear and quiet skies,

The clustering stars of evening shine.

The light of truth upon our eyes
nas shone with beams of grace divine;

Blessed light, blessed light,

Which led our feet from error's night.

And brought us to the heavenly 6tream
Where " living waters" ever gleam ,

Blessed light, blessed light,

Still guide us to its waters bright.

•t Now let us all resolve anew,
riiHt love and zeal shall ne'er grow cool,

Bui strive henceforth what each can do,
To make a better Sabbath School;

Blest employ, blest employ

;

On earth there is no sweeter joy,

Than, tested in the Sabbath School,

To train the young for Jesus rule.

Blest employ, bkst employ.
We all ca:i share this heavenly joy. S. I >

.

NO SORROW THERE.
Tunc, "No Sorbow tukhh."

.. Gome sing to me of heaven,
When I'm about to die.

Sing songs of holy ecstacy,

To waft my soul on high 1

Chorus, There'll be no sorrow there,

There'll be no sorrow there.

In heaven above, where all is love,

There'll be no sorrow there.

2. When cold and sluggish drops
Roll off my marble brow,

Break forth in songs of joyfulness,

Let heaven begin below.
There'll, &c.

3. When the last moments come,
O watch my dying face,

To catch the bright seraphic glow,
Which in each feature plays.

There'll, &c.

i. Then to my raptured ear.

Let one swe sweet song he given;
Let music charm me last on earth.

And greet me first in heaven,
There'll, &c,

5. Then close my sightless eyes,

And lay me down to rest,

And clasp my cold and icy hands,
Upon my lifeless breast.

There'll, &c.

6. When round my senseless cluy,

Assemble those I love

—

Then sing of heaven, delightful heaven,
My glorious home above.

There' U, &c.

The tune " No sorrow there," for sale by the pntblxsher

of this book—Prioe, 3 onnts.



THE SOUG OF THE WITHERED LEAVES. MrawbyAB-Osoooi*. -37

1. On - ly a few short months a - go, And we were fresh and green, And swinging from the
2. But now we've changed our pretty dress For dark and rus • set brown ; And at the Autumn's
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topmost boughs, The merriest leaves e'er seen,
chilling wind We're whistling, rustling down;

W I 1/1 1/

The sweet birds built their tiny nests

The sweet birds all have flown a - way,
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ncath our pleas -ant shade. And sung a-way so cheer - ful - ly When their prettyhomes were mads,
flowers have drooped their heads; Soon all that's bright and beautiftfi Will be among the dead.
»• * «- F*».
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3. Ah, little children, learn of us

That life must pass away.
That all the lovely things of earth
Must perish and decay.

I.earn from us not to love too well
Earth or earth's fairest things,

Bat seek, and ever strive to gain
Th' riches that have no wiugs.

4. Such riches, children, you will find

In love, in faith, and prayer,

In looking toward your heavenly home,
Placing your treasure there.

In deeds of charity fr> RM.

You have the power ii bless:
These, when all earthly jpowers &£L,

Will hring yof ^i..."'-. -
•



L38 THEEE'S SORROW ON THE DEEP,*
Slow. With expression. Music by J. M. Hewes. Arr. by H. Wateb»^ _ fe J Ji_. ,____; >, h.&m 3=£: ih^ppsa&d
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1. A wail comes o'er the wave, And speaks of sighing there; It moans where bil - lows

2 A - round the dy - ing cot, Where raging fe - Vers glow, "With burst - ing hearts fond

IS^e £ 0 • v
Seese ££p=^bJ==^fe=kJ_l!-ij*ip

nev - er sleep, " There 's sorrow on the deep, There 'a sorrow on the deep."

shipmates weep, " There 'a sorrow on the deep, There 's sorrow on the deep."

8. \~V Ik*i threatening clouds appear

And winds and waves arise
;

When o'er the main, wild tempests eweep,-

" There 's sorrow on the deep"

4. Great God of earth and skies

In mercy deign to hear

;

In danger's hour the sailor keep.-

When " sorrow 's on the deep
"

* By permission of O. Oitbon, Boston
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THE BUND BOY. Music aj A. Cms, 13D

1. It was a blessed summer's day, The flow'ret3 bloom'd, the air was mild, The little birds poured
2. In pleasant thought I wandered on, Be-neath the deep wood's ample shade, Till sud - den-lv I

hse. ^ Chorus. Repeatfrom J£ to i^/te.

-ffcgSiiiilSF:
forth their lav, And eve-ry thing la . na-ture etniled, And eve - ry thing, And ev-ery-thing, And
came up-o:i Two children that had hith-er strayed. Two children that, Two children that, Two

-T=-#- •~,-}-t-$-»-~
£ £ +.mmm^m^mmm^mmt

•-'. .Tiioi at an aged birch-tree's foot,
A little girl and boy reclined,

His hand in hers she kindly put,
And then I saw the boy was blind J

* .
" Dear Mary," said the poor blind boy,
" That little bird sings very long j

Say, do yon see him in his joy,
And is he pretty as his song?'

6. "Yes, Edward, yes," replied the maid,
1' see the bird on yonder tree ;"

The poor boy sighed, and gently said,—
" Sister, I wish that I could see !"

e flowers, you say, are very fair,
Ami bright green leaves fire on the trees,

And pretty birds are singing there-
How beautifnl for one who sees !

7- " Yet I the fragTant flower can smell,
And can feel the green leaf's shade.

And I can hear the notes that swell
From those dear birds that God has matin

8. "So, sister, G-od to nie is kind,
Though sight, alas ! tie has not given ;

But tell me, are there any blind
Among the children up in heavenV

ft. " Wo, dearest Edward, there all see !

But wherefore ask a thing so cd<1 T*
'* O Mary, he's so k<K' A to me,

I thought I'd tike to look at Ct-aA. •'



WE ARE ON OUR JOURNEY HOME.
Words selected.

fs N Ey

Music by M. W. WiuptM.

We are on our journey home, Where Christ our Lord is gone ; "We shall meet around the throne "Where he
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makeB his people one In the new Jerusalem, Je-rn-sa-lem, Je-ru-sa-lem, In the new Je - ru - sa-lem.

•2. We can see that distant home,
Though clouds rise dark between ;

Faith views the radiant dome,
And a lustro flashes keen

From the new Jerusalem.
Jerusalem, &c.

3. O ohou glory, eliining far

From the never-setting sun I

thou trembling morning star 1

Soon our jonrney will be d»ne
To the new Jerusalem.

Jerusalem, &r.

4. O thou holy, heavenly home 1

O sweet rest, eternal there 1

When shall all the exiles come,
Where they cease from earthly care.

In the new Jerusalem ?

Jerusalem, &c

6. O I our hearts are breaking now
Heavenly mansions, fair to see ;

Blessed Lord I thy heavens bow,
Raise, Oh raise us up to thee,

To the new Jerusalem.
Jerusalem. &c.
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NEVER GRIEVE THE SAVIOUR.* 141
Words and Music by James Shkaema.v

1. A year has flown, what joys we're seen, How bright with mercies has it been— We'll cber-isb

2. He is our Cap - tain and our Shield, Armed with his truth we '11 never yield, But fight and
3. In times of sor - row and dis- tress Our God shall ev - ery tri - al bless; Thus will we

I t
—

'U i
i

Our grateful hearts shall ceaseless praise To Je - sus give, through all om
In Je - sus' strength we '11 onward move, His prom-ise dai - ly, hour - ly

trust him ev - er. In sick - ness, pain, and death, his love Shall send us com - fort from a -

it for - ev - er.

con - quer ev - er.

0-i-
* mmm

And nev-er grisce him, nev-er, And nev-er grieve him, nev - er,

I'll nev-er leave thee, nev-er, I'll r.ev-er leave thee, nev - er,

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

him nev - er.

thee nev - er.

him nev - er.

Written tor tan Anniversary ot the Chi!iti',r"«t=
'

VUr
?-=>**>etings, Plymouth Sabbath School



'NDEX TO "PIKST LINES AND MUSIC.
' ad in Sfi-eet form, prli

*tA Home in Glory
i A Hundred Tears to Corao ..,-'-.

! Answer to the Child's Prayer.

c 25 eta. each. Thosemarked 1 [»/« ai eompanii i

I a Throne of God In Heaven
•or, Wayfaring Man of Oj_ -'Grief....

'Awake, our Souls, Away our Fears.
I 1 Jesus I Blessed Sleep 1

All Hail the Tower of Jeans' Name!.
A 11 yo K ations, Praise tho Lord. .....

ind Sing tbo Song
o meet, O Lord
tho Tie that Binds .........

' Sehold a Si -auger at the Poor.
t Beaut Iful Zion

a ."..*.*.. Ill
o the Baobal h School .'.

ICome, lot as sing of Jesus .

1
1
called to Ch

Lowly Spirit.

J Christ...
1 dome where Bible Truths are Spoken
! Jhristmaa Carol WL . .

I
( 'ome, tf he my nand, Give yours "to ine

lOliant From the Recesses of a Lowly £
t. Come to Me

The Lord is my Shepherd
| '3 Children and Adore Him.

i Chant Nearer tny God to Thee.

.

vjid Welcome
Children of tho Heavenly King.".

'.

'.

n, hear tho melting Story. . .

.

. tPpot ;
* [Do Good, Do Good
Mio Good for tho Sabbath School! . .

,

fDear Father, ere we part.
Viom all that dwoll below the Skies

83
83
SO

78
94

I I

196
SI

49

69
61

63
68

63
72

b'rom Greenland's ley Mountains.
''.i.7:or tbem in.

93
mi
101
118
12
13
73
78
$3

131

Gushing so Bright, in the Morning Light..
tGod Bless tho Sunday School §.
•tQod is There ."

Go when the Morning Shineth
Glory to God on high".

tGlorious things of Thee are spoken
tHappy Greeting to All
tHere we come with cheerful Voices
tHere wo Throng to Praise the Lord .

tHoly Bible, Well I Love Thee
tHappy Day, Happy Day
1Heaven is my Home
tHarl; I the Sabbath Bells are Hinging. ...
tHark ! the Angels Singin g
tHark 1 my soiu, it is tho Lord
How sv qJs
tnoinew.v J Bo and
How beauteous are their Feet
tHoly Bibb, B
tHuaiblo praises, holy Jei us
I em Young, but I must Die,
tl have a Father in tho Promised Land . .

.

*H know thou art gone
tl am Bound for tho Land of Canaan
tl"in a Pilgrim, and I'm a fcitr&nger
tl ought to Lovo my Mother
tl Love Thee, '.

tl want to be an Angel
I want a Heart to Pray
tl Think when I Read that Sweet. Story..
tl'll away to the Sabbath Suhool
I lovo to steal awhile away
tl would Dot live Alway
I was a Wandering Sheep
In the Vineyard of our Father
tJnst as I am, without one Plea
tJoyfuUy! Joyfully)

98
US

<*,

97

127

41

C8

<•;

;>)



I N D C X TO FIRS T 1*1 N SO S A N 1) MUSIC.
• IVorMI the Lord is como.

1 It a .it be?
' ;h In Glory

...esus, Lcrd, to Thee i Pray
.'over of my Soul

fKind Words can Never Dio .

SO

:::::::: i
16

103
s

Sard, Dismiss us with Thy Blessing gy
Let us be Happy and let ns be Gay 5
(Let us with a Joyful Mind 57
l-Let us w.".;k in the Light CO
rLiUle Children, l.ivo the Saviour 70

I'.edeemer 124
rl ord. Teach a Little Child to Prav 83
rLlttle Drop3 of Water " 21
fMy Countrv, 'tis ofThee 86
j-Make your"Mirk 49

o the Saviour's Tomb 103
;>herd 183

Horn & mid the Mountains, 135
tiie Gospel Banner 97

Bow th€ t'Lviour's standing Pleading .... 107
lever grieve the Saviour 141
No Sorrow there 136
Once was Heard the -Song of Children . ... 75
lOhl Come let us Sing v ... 1
it)! That Beautiful World!.. .'.'.'.'.'.'.' 18
tO Come, Children, come 93
rOh! how happy are they 105
tOli

! we Love to Come to our Sabbath Home 53
tOhl Whore shall Best be found ? 82
tOh ! WLea shall I see Jesus f

'

96
tOh ! Who's Like Jesus ? 55
tOh! Send forth tho Bible

""
125

Oh! 'lho Sabbath Morning 130
•ton! I'll be a good Child 132

1 Jross 11-3
tOVr the Gloomy Hills of Darkness '..!.'.'.! 75
Ouly be Sure of Heaven 120
tl'elm s of Glory, Raiment Bright "

103
Hymn .. i-j.)

:

'.'.'.
'.'. .... 00

luium l-2> !

...."' [•"<;
'

1 •] _>

tStand Up for Jesus
Sabbath School Festival ......

.".*." 1™
tSabbath Schools must have their Concerts'

'

'

or.tSmg to the Lord the Children's Hymn 7?
•tSisterandl '

. '

tSafe in the Prondsed Land, . oi
Eay Sinner! Hatha Voice Within? 7a
Soon will set the Sabbath Suu. .

.

tSee the Shining Dew-drops
"

'

See tho Kind Shepherd, Jesus stands ^i
Softly Fades the Twilight Eay, .

Saviour, May a Little Child ? ..."
tSafely through another Week . . " .0
tSong of the Withered Leaves.

.

•tStar of the Evening
tSweet is the Tiine of Spring "" •'

tSweetly Singing. '.'.'.'.
1

;

'

Temperance Compact, n
t'Tis Anniversary Day,

!j

Thanks for tho Past and Resolves for'the Fu'tore ISfiThe Bible and Liberty " 1..
tThe Child's Prayer... '. ,

,

•tThe Family Bible
'

,",

tThe Anchor ''..'.'.'.'.'.''.'.'.'.'..'.'.['."
21

tThe Eden Above
fThe Teacher's Prayer. .

..'. '.'.'.'.'.."'.

tThe Sunday School Annv
"

<>«

tThe Shining Shore .'. inj
tThe Realms of the Elest ...

.

tThe Blind Bov .".'

The Happy Land
tThe Voice from Heaven
tThe Sunday School that blessed Placo '.

r><';

tThe Promised Land
ftte Tree of Life '...'.'. '.'.'.'.'.'.'.'.'.'".'"

,;',

tThe Happy Change ' '" 99
"tThe Angels told me so ,Vt

There's not a Tint that Paints the Rose ........
tThore 's Sorrow en tho Deep

'

Pilled with Blood! .........
." %

and Hallowed Spot 5(1

v.h affrayer



INDEX TO PI EST LINES AND MUSIC.

I Fiiere'll be no Parting There
To Thee My God and Saviour
The Lord is' My Shepherd, no Want will 1 Know.
*tThe Prodigal Son
tVital Spark of Heavenly Flame

are We
Home to Die no More

tWe are Passing Away
3 the News?

FWe Co: Como wish Song to Greet You.
you be as Angels are ?

;

i 'Ye are Happy now, Dear Mother.
Jo Children love to Go ?

tWe Love to Since Together

40
97
109
87
7-1

16

tWho shall Sing if not the Children r,:
:

,

t Will you come to our Sunday School ? ($S

tWe 're Traveling Home to Heaven 47
tWe all Love one Another <;-

tWhen I can Head my Title Clear 71)

tWhy have we Lips if not to Sing? ;c
tWatchman, tell us of the Night 90
When Thou my Righteous Judge shalt come :

-

While with ceaseless course the Sua
tWe won't give up the Bible 109
We are on our Journey Home 14;i

tWhen Little Samuel woke 100
+Within tiiese AValls be Peace B!

SABBATH-SCHOOL AND REVIVAL BOOKS,
PUBLISHED 33Y THIS iXOTJSE.

E3 ANNIVERSARY AND SUNDAY-SCHOOL MUSIC BOOK, No. 1, contains

32 tunes and hymns. Price o cents each, $2 per hundred, 1 cent each postage.

ANNIVERSARY AND SUNDAY-SCHOOL MUSIC BOOK, No. 2, contains
: and hymns. Price G cents, $2 per hundred.

ANNIVERSARY AND SUNDAY-SCHOOL MUSIC BOOK, No.
• and hymns. Price 4 cent?. $3 per hundred.

ANNIVERSARY AND SUNDAY-SCHOOL MUSIC BOOK. No.
36 tunes and hymns. Price 3 cents, $2 per hundred.

ANNIVERSARY AND SUNDAY-SCHOOL MUSIC BOOK, No.
and bvmns Price 5 cents, ;*3 per hundred.

ANNIVERSARY AND SUNDAY-SCHOOL MUSIC BOOK, combining

3,

e,

contains

contains

Nos.
ith several additional pieces, contains 70 tunes and hymns. Price S cents, $0 per hundred.
DVTVAL MUSIC BOOKS, Nos. 1 and 2. No. 1 contains IS tunes and hymn?. Price

. No. 2 contains 36 tunes and hymns. Price 8 cents, $2 per hundred.
REVIVAL MUSIC BOOK, combining Nos. 1 and 2, with twenty additional pieces, contains

1 and hymns. Price S cents each. $5 per hundred.
THE SABBATH-SCHOOL BELL^ contains nearly 200 tunes and hj mns, and is one of the

bost collections ever issued. Price 12 cents, $10 per hundred, postage 2 cents. Pound 20 cents, $15'per
hundred. Postage S cents. Elegantly bound in cloth, embossed gilt, 26 -cents, $20 per hundred, ditto in

cloth and turkey morocoo, embossed gilt, gilt edge, &c. Prices 40 cents to $1.
Nearlv 6Q0,000 of these books have been issued the past two years, and the demand is increasing

.

PRIZE TRACT ON CONGREGATIONAL SINGING. Price 2 cents, y! !5per
cent.
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A NEW MONTHLY SEKIES

S A

\* .J to render it as attractive and instructive as possible to

A\ TEEMS FOR THE BABBATU-S0IIO0L VISITOR.
UJ MONTHLY SI '. WITH PREPAID POSTAGE

/| a single copy i to one address...$ i

in ieslo one address 50 copies to one address.. . ^00
pi, iddresf 4 50 For 100 copies to one addre*... 1! <'"
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KVOLENT SCHEME, i ' >K USE IN SABBATH-SCHOOLS.
rith a very simple and comprehensive scheme marked out upon it.

• the Church in habits of g< nerous, Intelligent, and systematic giv-

!ie cards. 2i> cents per dozen.net. One card answers for a whole

qj> TIFDLLX-EMBELLISHED CERTIFICATE,

X Sabbath-School Library—24=6 Volumes- J
Si Presbyterian Board of Pdbwcation, April, 18G0.

(J5
P. ENGLE8, PuBLisuniG Agest, No. S21 C et, Pjiii.uu.uiiia.

2> Babbal • By Catalogue, $51.00 For Cash,
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B BATH-SCHOO L V IS I T C R . A
A STRICTLY RELIGIOUS PAPER, ILLUSTRATED WITH ENGRAVINGS,

Commenced hj the first day of May, A.D. 1S00. it will appear as an enlarged sheet, upon fine and
( J

-ith /!;«-, large, and clear type; and embellished in every number with new and beautiful '

I i^»„ior it 'is »ttractive and instructive as possible to \0

,'U -.thbath-School scholar \vho tally carries #

a systematic offering to the four Hoards H
Suitable for framing tike certificates of Life Mem- Q
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