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SUPERIOR
m

Voluntary Testim onials.

1 They possess, in the highest degree, all the essentials of a Perfect Piano Forte."—Wm. Mason.

Bradbury's New Scale Piano Fortes I have examined with great care.

" I admire them in the highest
degree."—Geo. W. Morgan.

" Bradbury's Pianos were used
at the 'Convent of the Sacred
Heart,' in company with ten others.

Their superior excellence was
fully proven."—W. Berge.

" They are the best Square
Piano Fortes I have ever played
upon."

—

Harry Sanderson.

"After many trials, I find them,
superior to all others."—Chas."
Fradel.

PI I

They are very superior instruments."—
GrOTTSCHALK.

Kobert Bonner, Esq., of the
N". Y. Ledger, thus writes to the
Ledger of January 13th, 1866:
" We bought one of Bradbury's
instruments last spring, and after
using it for several months, and
hearing the opinions of some of
the best judges in this city—per-

sons who have tried it—we are
confident that no better Piano
could be made."

"As an accompaniment to the

voice, I have rarely met theib
equal.

''—Bassini.

I In every particular, as to tone, touch and power, they are perfect."—Robert Heller.

I I consider them equal to any I have seen."—John N. Pattison.

WILLIAM B. BBA&BTTItY,
427 Broome Street, N. Y.



DESCRIPTION OF STYLES
OP

. i

No. 1.

No. 2.

No. 4.

No. 4*

No. 5.

No. 6.

No. 7.

7 Octave, French round corners, plain.

7 Octave, Large Scale, front large round corners, moulding on plinth, carved lyre and scroll desk.

7 Octave, Labgb Scale, front large round corners, mouldings on rim and plinth, carved lyre and

scroll desk.

7 Octave, Lakgb Scale, front large round corners, lakgb mouldings on rim, mouldings on plinth,

beveled top, carved lyre and scroll desk.

7 Octave, Lakgb Scale, front large round corners, beveled top, mouldings on rim and serpentine

mouldings on plinth, Gothic or fluted legs, carved lyre and desk.

7 Octave, Same style as No. 5, with addition of carved legs.

7 Octave, Four large round corners, finished all round, mouldings on plinth, fluted or Gothic legs,

fancy lyre and desk, Large Scale.

No 8. 7 Octave, Four large round corners, finished all round, mouldings on plinth, carved legs and

lyre, Large Scale.

No. 9. 7 Octave, Four large kound corners, finished all round, serpentine mouldings on plinth, carved

tegs and lyre, Large Scale.

No. 10. 7 Octave, Four large round corners, finished all round, mouldings on rim, serpentine mouldings on

plinth, extra carved legs and lyre.

No. 10$. 7 Octave, Four large round corners, finished all round, extra mouldings on rim, large serpentine

mouldings on plinth, elegantly carved legs, lyre, and desk.

No. 11. 71 Octave, Four large lound corners, finished all round, mouldings on rim. large serpentine

m mouldings on plinth, elegantly oarved legs, lyre, and desk.

No. llf 7 Octave, same as No. 10$, with extra mouldings. A very rich case.

No. 12. 7i Octave, Four large round corners, elegantly carved case, legs, and lyre, elegant mouldings.

No. 18. 7J Octave, Agrasse ; extra carving on case, legs, and lyre. An elegant instrument in all respects.

No. 14 Qranda, according to style of case.

Extra. School Piano, 7 Octave, rich black walnut case, a superior instrument for Schools, made to order.

All the above Instruments are made with Bradbury's New Scale, full iron frame, overstrung lass, .

and French Grand Action. Every Instrument fully warranted.
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THE NEW GOLDEN SHOWER.

m • m- * »

The " New Shower," differs from the " Chain," " Shower," and " Censer ;" 1st, In the large

number of pieces calculated to become useful in the Social Meeting as well as in the Sunday
School, thus bringing the Sunday School and social religious meeting into closer sympathy
and preparing the children for the more public worship of the sanctuary ; 2nd, It contains a
larger and more choice variety of compositions designed for Missionary and Temperance Meet-
ings, Sunday School Concerts and Anniversaries.

A number of pieces in the Shower, which were found to be of comparative little value, have
been left out, and in the "New" Shower, new material has been substituted.

Some of the Hymns have also been changed somewhat in phraseology, but not in sentiment.
Tenors have been added to most of the pieces previously written in three parts.

Some sixty choice, new pieces, and twenty hymns have been added, making the " NEW
SHOWER," really a new book.

The Author tenders his acknowledgments for the unprecedented favor with which his
" GOLDEN SERIES" of SUNDAY SCHOOL BOOKS have been received by the Sunday
Schools of this country, and the many encouraging letters received from the active Christian

men and women engaged in the Sunday School cause.

With the earnest hope, that under God, the " NEW" SHOWER may be even more useful

than any of its predecessors, the author submits it to the public.

Entered according to Act of Congress, in the year 1866, by

WILLIAM B. BRADBURY.
fn the Clerk's Office of the District Court of the United States for the Southern District of New York.

WARREN, Music Stereotype*. 43 Centre-st. NewYork



EF°C0PY-RIOHT NOTICE.^ 3
The MUSIC and POETRY of nearly every piece in this work is copy-right property, and " Entered according

to Act of Congress." No person, therefore, has a right to print in any form, or for any purpose whatever, either

words or music, without first obtaining permission from the author. If hymns or tunes are desired for Sunday
School Anniversaries, or for any other purpose, such permission must first be obtained, otherwise the person using
them trespasses against the laws of copy-right, makes himself liable, and will be held accountable.

LO! THE FIELDS ARE WHITE TO HARVEST.
Words by JOSEPHINE POLLARD. MISSIONARY.

1st. 2d.

WM. B. BRADBURY.

mm
. / Lo ! the fields are white to har- vest ; Who will thrust the sickle

VWho will reap the gold - en glo - ry, [Omit

=S3

ISilSE^feB
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Sa - tan ev - er strives to win !

Prone to evil men will follow Paths their father's long have known ; In their blindness, still they worship Gods of iron, wood,
[and ston«.

h ^ ». . . -m- » . N f* - . - - —

-

- -«- --- - —._..'!

2 There are many, many children,

Growing up to sin and shame
;

And their little lips are never
Taught to speak a Saviour's name

Though the sun is shining o'er them,
Bathing all in glorious light,

Yet their hearts are full of shadows,
Darker than the darkest night.
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3 Lo, the master looks imploring;
Lo, the myriad heathen stand,

Waiting for the gospel message
To arouse the slumb'ring land

!

Who will bear the blessed tidings?
Spread the knowledge far and wide ?

Telling heathen, wretched heathen,
'Twas for them a Saviour died

!



THE BEST DAY OF ALL THE WEEK. #
Woida by KATE CAMERON.
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Semi-chcfO what beauties adorn the bright Sabbath morn, The best day of all the week. VMumbly
iSe.mi-cho.\And how gladly we start with a light happy heart,As the house of the Lord we seek./\P>'&ving

let us enter i

to be free

:r ia, \
from sin,/

Pure without, and pure within,On this Sabbath day. Let us keep, well keep this blessed Sabbath day, This holy Sabbath day,

This ho - ly Sabbath day, Let us keep, well keep this holy Sabbath day, 'Tis the best day of all the week.

I* P» I -m- - I I ! »- * *- & -m- -m- „ -*- -£-'£.*-> _ --g.
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4 And when we go back
To our week-day track

Our lessons, and work, and play

;

Let us hold ever dear
The counsels we hear,

On the holy Sabbath day.

And remember that God's eye
Ever watches from on high,

And each day he is as nigh,

As the Sabbath day. Oho,

2 Be it ever our care
In that place of prayer,

Our spirits above to raise.

Let us try to drive out
Each vain worldly thought,

From God's holy courts of praise;

Let no folly there intrude,

Naught to mar our tranquil mood,
Naught but what is true and good,

On this Sabbath day. Cho.

And our joy is full

When the dear Sabbath School
Throws open its friendly door;

For we're sure there to find

Our teachers so kind
With riches of sacred lore.

As our voices all we raise

In sweet songs of love and praise

May we tread in wisdom's ways,
On this Sabbath day. Cho.
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GOD IS LOVE. WM. B. BRADBURY,

::^=g: mm j=$3H
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And now from earth I hear the song rebound - ing, God is

love!

love

!

Yes, while a - dor - ing hosts proclaim Lov<

<&z

—1 !

_
izi
_i_ m mm

his na - ture, love

I- . |—frr-

name, My soul

-N-

in rap

:==•= .=»

tun cries the same, (jJod Is Love

pHHS—
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2 This song repeat, repeat, ye saints in glory,

God is love

!

And saints on earth shout hack the pleasing story,

God is love

!

In this let heaven and earth agree,

To sound his love both full and free, ,

And let the theme forever be,

God is love

!

Creation speaks with thousand tongues proclaiming,
God is love

!

And providence unites her voice, exclaiming,
God is love

!

But let the burden'd sinner hear
The Gospel sounding loud and clear,

To every soul both far and near,
God is love

!

1 r-

4 This heavenly love all round is sweetly flowing,

God is love

!

And in my heart the sacred fire is glowing.

God is love

!

That God is love I know full well

;

And had I power his love to tell,

With loudest notes my song should swell,

God is love

!

5 The love of God is now my greatest pleasure,

God is love

!

And while I live I'll ask no greater treasure,

God is love

!

This theme shall be my song below
;

And when to glory I shall go,

This strain eternally shall flow,

God is love

!
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ON A SUNDAY MORNING. *
*=*:

ES3EIE sesep
:J*-.A_ij-a:
zg-g-g^g-lig-^-^.
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Teachers. Children, can you truly tell, Do you know the story well, Every girl and every boy, W% the angels sing for joy.
Scholars,.Yes, we know the story well. Listen now, and hear us tell, Every girl and every boy, Why the angels sing for joy!

m-* m- M- M -m- js- * -*- «- h r^ i ** * e. .&- & M _
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CHORUS.—Ln;eZy.
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On a Sunday

Jt ^B. Jt JL

c r
morning,

5 k •
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On a Sunday morning, On a Sunday

>. .*- .fK- JL
rr i- r r

morning, The an- gels sing for joy.
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3 Angels rolled the rock away,
Death gave up his mighty prey,

Jesus triumphed o'er the tomb.
Rising with immortal bloom,

On a Sunday morning.
All.

Lift ye saints, lift up your, eyes,

Now to glory see him rise

;

Hosts of angels on the road,

Hail and sing tlv incarnate God,
On a Sunday morning.

5 Vain the stone, the watch, the seal,

Jesus burst the gates of hell

;

Death in vain forbids his rise,

Jesus opened Paradise
On a Sunday morning.
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6 "Peace "our every heart shall fill,

" Peace on earth, to men good will
;'

We will join the angel's song,
And the pleasant notes prolong

On a Sunday morning.

On a Christmas morning. 2d hymn.

1 Children can you truly tell,

Do you know the story well,
Every girl and every boy,
Why the angels sing for joy,

On the Christmas morning ?

2 Yes, we know the story well,

Listen, now, and hear us tell

Every girl and every boy,
Why the angels sing for joy

On the Christmas morning.



ON A SUNDAY MORNING. Concluded,

3 Shepherds sat t
the ground,

Fleecy flocks ^
scattered round,

When the brie?*3 filled the *ky>
And a song w

Jeard on high,

On the Ctmas morning.

4 "Joy and pe

'

tfte angels san£>
Far the plea :' echoes rang,

" Peace on earth, to men good will,

Hark ! the angels sing it still,

On the Christmas morning.

5 " Peace" our every heart shall fill,

" Peace on earth, to men good will,

Hear us sing the angel's song,
And the pleasant notes prolong

On the Christmas morning.

THE SCHOOL GATHERING. WM. B. BRADBURY,

§=&-
$iM̂ =g:

1 We come ! tCome ! with loud acclaim To singthe praise ofJesns' name ; And make the vaulted temples ringWith
D.C. And lowly^nd, to offer there, From youthful lips our humble prayer—To him who slept on Mary's knee A

,s
i
VI >

set

:=K ^=t:
it=i 4=zz]vzH:iHBlSS^ —r-i IV

^D.C.

E=3S*E*=
loud B-sannas to our King. With joy- ful heart and smiling face, We gather round the throne of
gen - 1 child, as young as we.

wgmmm ^£=£

2 Wi come ! we come ! the song to swell,

Ofhim who loved the world so well

;

Tlat stooping from his Father's throne,

Mi died to claim us as his own.

Vith joy we haste the aisles to fill,

L I
l
g"

r h I"

N
I .m- -m. -&- .«-

S3!
grace,

m
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Yet youthfnl bands are gathering still.

Oh, thus may we, in heaven above,
Unite in praises and in love

;

And still the angels fill their home
With joyful cry, " They come ! they come !'



THE LAND OF PLEASURE

9 9 9 9—9 —9 9 W
a land of pleasure, Where streams ofjoy forev-er roll, \

I have my treasure, And [Omit ] there I hope to landmy soul. / Long
I'm on my way to Canaan, Still guided by my Saviour's hand, \

Oh, come a - long, poor sinner, And [Omit ] see ImmanueFs happy land! / To

, /There is
x'\ 'Tis there

gfEg

darkness dwelt a -round me, With scarcely once a cheering ray, But since my Saviour found me
all that stay be - hind me, I bid a - long, a last fare-well! But come, dear friends, gowith me,

A
And

m*?=Z*1 ztfrL ?EEE :g:

#=* m- m ? 3^
t-—

r
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?=$ m i
ligbthasshonea-lougmy way,
with the ransomed ev - er dwell,

g=^j: J:

But since my Saviour found me, A light has shone a - long my
But come, dear friends, go with me, And with the ransomed cv-er

iil *=t :£:
£» s_

1 ¥—*—*—

*

4 Soon, soon th'archangel's trumpet
Shall shake the globe from pole to poll,

And all the wheels of nature
Shall in a moment cease to roll

:

Then shall I see my Saviour,
With shining ranks of angels come,

To execute his vengeance,
And take his ransomed people home.

Death's waves shall not affright me,
Although they're deeper than the grave,

If Jesus will stand by me,
I'll calmly ride on Jordan's wave.

His word hath calmed the ocean,
His lamp hath cheered the gloomy vale ;

Oh, may this friend be with me,
When thro' the gates of death I sail

!
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Wor^s by [V.]

GO BEAR THE JOYFUL TIDINGS.
MlSSIONABY.

9
T. F. SEWARD.

iiiii^^l^lii^^^^^^^li^i
1 . Go bear thejoyful tidings, The first on Judan's plain , awoke the wandering Shepherds, To praise Messiah's name,

P»-i 1 r» •sa—i
• ><—V, R-i 1 R-i l-=—01 ^—i 1 R-i /~S \

Exalt the King of glo - ry, Who lefthis throne onhigh, And came on earth aransom, For guilty-man to die.

CHORUS.
h—i INI N I

Go sound the gospel trumpet, Beyond the rolling sea, From chains ofsin and darkness, To set the captive free.

-m- -»- „ ,—

s

_ _ -<#- -m- N •—

s
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2 Go in your master's vine-yard,
And labor heart and hand,

The word of life Eternal,
Proclaim to every land,

The sweet and precious promise,
To all who will believe.

Free grace and full salvation,

For all who will receive.

Cho.—Go sound the, &c.

r—I

—
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3 Go tell the broken spirit,

That vainly sighs for rest,

There is a home in glory,

A home forever blest,

Go bring the lost to Jesus,
His tender love to share,

Go forth to every nation,

Immortal souls are there.

Cho.—Go sound the, &c.
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4 Haste on your work of mercy,
The heavenly call obey,

Go in the strength of Jesus,

The true and living way,
Go like the old disciples,

And tread the path they trod,

Your duty lies before you,

Go—leave the rest to God.
Cho.—Go sound the, &c.



10 THE MERCY-SEAT. L. M. witlrChorus.

q—I-

SI=al§
i i

I 1. From ev'ry stormy wind that blows, From ev'ry swelling tide of

r , m _ - '^ »>£ "i " i-

1

:^=S:

-1—t-

:;s?:

~S-*H

! I I

.There is a calm a sure retreat, 'Tis found

CHORUS. I .
Is*.

4-i-p-i-^-

beneath the Mercy-seat. The Mercy-seat, the Mercy-seat, the blessed Mercy-seat, The blessed Mercy seat.

P@SEfc*'^« 1—

T
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2 There is a place where Jesus sheds
The oil of gladness on our heads

;

A place than all beside more sweet,
It is tlie blood-bought Mercy seat.

Cho.—The Mercy-seat, &c.

3 There is a scene where spirits blend,
Where friend holds fellowship with friendj

Tho' sundered far, by faith they meet
Around one common Mercy-seat.
Cho.—The Mercy-seat, &c.

4 There—there on eagle wings we soar,

And sin and sense molest no more,
And heaven comes down our souls to greet,
And glory crowns the Mercy-seat,
Cno.—The Mercy-seat, &c.

The Wanderer invited.—Tune. Oberlin.

1 Wanderer from God, return, return,
And seek an injured Father's face

;

Those warm desires, that in thee burn,
Were kindled by reclaiming grace.

2 Wanderer from God return, return
;

Thy Father hears that deep-felt sigh

;

He sees thy softened spirit mourn

,

And mercy's voice invites thee nigh.

3 Wanderer from God, return, return

;

Renounce thy fears : thy Saviour lives
;

Go to his bleeding cross, and learn
How freely, fully he forgives.
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Words by Mrs GODFEEY THINK OF JESUS.

.£:

T.F.SEWARD. 11

, / Doth sorrow's shadow ho-ver o'er thee, Think, think of Je-sus,
l \ Is toil, and care, and pain before thee, Think, think of

.PL. j*. jOL h«l jat. 4m. jtm.

Je-sus, Think of him on earth descending

'Neath thy sins sorrows bending, With thy griefs his bosom ending, Tliink,

-m-

think of Je

2 If morning's light to joy awaken,
Think, think of Jesus,

Should evening find thee lone, forsaken,
Tliink, think of Jesus,

Should Time's hands of friends bereave thee,
And thy brightest hopes deceive thee,
Think of one who will not leave thee,

Think, think of Jesus.

—i—i— i—r r—£ r—

r

3 When stormy passions rise within thee,

Think, think of Jesus,
When earthly pleasure lures to win thee,

Think, think of Jesus,
Though the cup of anguish draining,
Cease thy wearied soul's complaining
See the Lamb in glory reigning,

Think, think of Jesus.

OBERLIN. L. M

1. Jesus, full of truth and grace, all-atoning Lamb of God! I wait to see thy glorious face, I

2 Thou art the anchor of my hope
;

Thy faithful promise I receive
;

Surely thy death shall raise me up,
For thou hast died that I might live

139

i I i
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k redemption in thy blood.

Iff

lfiii
3 Satan, with all his arts, no more,

Me from the gospel hope can move :

I shall receive the gracious power.
And find the pearl of perfect love,



12 OUR OWN LOVED SABBATH SCHOOL. *
JUM—l*-ame hV-J.

3§?=£=!i?il H=P=—sz-^-t —"—%-§$—<*-

1. The days for play are past, The Sabbath conie at last, We've met a happy hand in our own loved Sabbath school,
2.When thought recalls the pastAnd sins are on us cast, Weknow they quickly feel what our aching hearts would say,

I With cheerful smiles we're seen, To greet with joyful mien, Our teachers at our own dear Sabbath school. Teachers true and
I Although we may not speak, We'll ever, ever seek, The guidance of such friends so true as they. [faithful

__ jS.r g m (ft—m m-j—K-> I
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we are sure to find, Eeady here to greet us with looks and words so kind, How can Ave re-pay them

-l^—N—k— k r-N—^—; ~\ k—sr H* IV rg=d

for their work of love, Surely we'll obey them. Our grati-tude to prove.

m-
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3 Teachers we call our own
May vaDish one by one,

The loved ones and the dear ones, they soon
must pass away,

But if we Jesus love,

We'll meet them soon above,
And join with them in songs of endless day,
Cho,—Teachers true, &c.



WOODWORTH. LM. 13
WM. B. BRADBURY.

Sp^ss^ipp^^^teiilgiJi
1 The God of love will sure indulge The flowing tear, the heaving sigh,When his own children fall around. When tender

[friends and kindred die.

2 Yet not one anxious murm'ring thought Should with our mourning passions blend, Nor should our bleeding hearts forge*

[Th'al mighty ever living friend.

FFfg
t-i*

3 Beneath a numerous train of ills,

Our feeble flesh and heart may fail ;

Yet shall our hope in thee, our God,
O'er every gloomy fear prevail.

4 Our Father God ! to thee we look.

Our Rock, our Portion and our Friend
And on thy covenant love and truth,

Our sinking souls shall still depend,

2d Hymn

—

Just as thou art.

1 Just as thou art, without one trace

Of love, or joy, or inward grace,

Or meetness for the heavenly place,

guilty sinner come, O come.

2 Come leave thy burden at the cross.

Count all thy gains but empty dross,
His grace repays all earthly loss,

Then needy sinner ! come, come.

DEATH OF A CHILD.

-t-t
\-*- r^;

3 Come hither, bring thy boding fears.

Thy aching heart, thy bursting tears ;

'Tis mercy's voice salutes thine ears,

Then trembling sinner come, come.

4 " The spirit and the bride say. come,
Rejoicing saints re-echo, come.
Who faints, who thirsts, who will, may

come,
Thy Saviour calls thee—Come, come.

#
*=& i m^—^Z

1. Saviour, now re - ceive Mm To thy bosom mild; For with thee we leave him, Blessed, blessed child

!

2. Tho' his eye hath brightened Oft our weary way, And his clear laugh lightened Half our heart's dismay.
4Z2. 0L 4*- *- II

W4:

V-t- -t—

r
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3 Now let thought behold him
In his angel rest,

Where those arms enfold him
To a Saviour's breast

4 Yield we, what was given,

At thy holy call

:

The beautiful to heaven,
Thou who givest all.
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5 Still, 'mid heavy mourning,
Look thee now to God

!

There, thy spirit turning,

Kneel beside the sod



14
Words by Mrs FANNY CROSBY.

THE WINE CUP.
Melody by S. C. FOSTER, by permission of WM. A. POND & Co.

EiE5S^3^ m
, ( Oh ! be warned ofyour clanger, nor slight the day of grace, The wine cup leads to sin and woe;

( 'Tis the Sa - viour that calls you, O fly to his embrace, What joy his mer-cy can bestow.
D. c. For the world and its pleasures are fleeting as a dream, O, come, and be for - ev - er blest

-m—m-
Efa£=£EE£=£=S=fefe«E

CHORUS.
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See the fount of sal - va - tion be - fore you, Drink, oh, drink, and find a peace - ful rest

_ 1 :£: jg iff: £: £: £: ^ iff: v' g :& qg: p p p
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Shall your homes still be lonely, and pity strive in vain,

To wake one feeling in your heart ?

"Will you doom those who love you, to sorrow, grief and
pain ?

Oh ! come, and choose the better part. Cho.

3
.Break the chain that would bind you, that sparkles to de

ceive,

Be warned while yet you may return

;

If the spirit now striving too often you should grieve,

The lamp of life may cease to burn. Cho.

Our loved ones gone before.

1

Oh ! how sweet when we mingle with kindred spirits here,
And tell of Jesus and his love

;

When by faith we can see him, and feel his presence near,
It lifts our longing souls above

Cho We shall meet on the banks of the river,

Happy, happy, there forever more.
We shall dwell with the angels and join their choral

song,

Our loved ones, loved ones gone before.
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OUR LOVED ONES GONE BEFORE. Concluded. 15
2 Hark ! the words of our Master, be faithful, watch and

pray,

Press on where joys eternal flow ;

Let us journey together along the shining way,
And sing rejoicing as we go. Clio.

3 We are pilgrims to Zion, though trials we must bear,

Will count them blessings in disguise

;

Though the cross may be heavy, the crown we .^oon

shall wear,
In heaven, where pleasure never dies. Cho.

When we walk thro' the valley and shadow of the tomb,
Dear Saviour thou wilt be our guide ;

Thy smile like a sunbeam shall light beyond the gloom
And keep the ransomed at thy side. Cho. (VI

THERE'S A CROWN FOR YOU AND HE.
WM. B. BRADBURY.

N 7~-^j- I

1st.
|

2nd.
|

|^|fil^^p^ii|liii^l^ipii^g|?3i
, / There's a crown for you and me,When we meet beyond the river ;\ "^
1 I nu.„..,. *....„, ,..,;., ..„^ o«,.>.^m f..aa \V a. S3 h o 1 1 r Hmi-f /dwell in bliss forev\ There from pain and sorrow free, We shall iOmit

.
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/Here alas ' the parting: word
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; VThere ita tones are never
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;\ /Weary pilgrims of a day, Strangers on the earth we roam, \ home.
Ties no more are [Omit. . /broken :\Every hour that glides a - - /way, Will bring us nearer

our tears is spoken

2 There's a harp for you and me,
When we meet beyond the river,

There from pain and sorrow free,

We shall strike its chords forever;

Where tbe angel hosts above
Wake their joyful chorus,

Welcomed by the friends we love,

Dear onee gone before us

;

Pilgrims on a troubled tide,

Where the surges darkly rise,

Jesus, thou wilt safely guide,

To mansions in the skies.

3 There's a home for you and me,
When we meet beyond the river,

There from pain and sorrow free,

We shall dwell with Christ forever;
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In that sunny region bright,

We shall find our treasure,

Faith be sweetly lost in sight,

Hope in endless pleasure

;

Pilgrims on the earth no more,
We shall pass the troubled deep

WT
here the billows cease to roar,

And storms are lulled to sleep. (V)



I OUGHT TO LOVE MY SAVIOUR.

93 =fc
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1. I ought to love my Saviour ! No earthly friend can be One half so kind and faithful, As he has been to me.
2. He left his home in glo ry, To save my soul from death,And now in all life's dangers, He still sustains my breath.

y lips could utter His sweet and precious name, Until the present moment, His love has been the same.
lay me down and slumber All thro' the hours of night ; And wake again i the morning light.

m
(^1 V*

I ought to love my Saviour, My precious, precious Saviour, I ought to love my Saviour, He loves me well I know.
I ought, &c.

-M-m --&=$*- :fc:r|»ir*:£:
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3 It is but very little

For him that I can do

:

Then let me seek to serve him,
My earthly journey through

;

And without sigh or murmur,
To do his holy will

:

And in my daily duties,

His wise commands fulfil.
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4 And when I reach the mansion
He has prepared for me,

'Twill be my grateful pleasure

My Saviour's face to see.

And 'mid the angel's music,
Which then will greet my ear,

How eagerly I'll listen

My Saviour's voice to hear.



THE CHILDREN'S JUBILEE.
(ANNIVERSARY HYMN.)

f f*

1. Ho - san - na, ho - san - na, ho - san hrist I

17
WM. B. BRADBURY.

na ! Ho - san - na be the children's song, To Christ the children's King, Hia
-*'-«'-• -r_r ,,?»-. r-r -r--g--:g--r g:

i^e
—a-

:^~

ipraise to whom our souls belong, Let all the children sing. /Hosanna then our songs shall be, Hosan - na to our King, \
\This is the children's ju -bilee, Let all [Omit /
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. _ .FULL CHORUS.
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FULL CHORUS. *,

the children sing. This is the children's jubilee, Jubilee, Jubilee, This is the children's jubilee, Let all the children sing.
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—
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2 Hosanna, hosanna, hosanna

!

Hosanna here in joyful bands,
Teachers, and taught, proclaim,

Arid hail with voices, hearts, and hands,
Our loving Saviour's name. Cho. Hosanna, &c.

3 Hosanna, hosanna, hosanna

!

Hosanna on the wings of light,

O'er earth and ocean flow,
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Till morn to eve, imd noon to night,

And heaven to earth reply. Cho. Hosanna, &c.

4 Hosanna, hosanna, hosanna!
Hosanna, sound from church and hall,

Let every voice ascend.
And this our watchword, one and all,

Hosanna, praise the Lord. Cho. Hosanna, &c



18

iBEgL

THE CROSS.
WM. B, BRADBURY.

,
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ij 1. Lo! the Sunday School army is out on re -view, And each school is a reg-iment, valiant and true,
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Tiio' we meet in di -vis-ions, in church or in hall, Yet the banner of Je - sus floats o - ver us all, Yet the
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banner of Je - sus floats o - ver us all. /For the Cross is the banner that gathers our band/To
\An
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d beneath it we march to the [Omitf /heavenly land.
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For the Cross is the banner that gathers our band, And beneath it we march to the heaven - ly land
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THE CROSS. Concluded. 19
*2 In the May-days of old there were oft to he seen,

Where the wreath covered May-pole arose on the green,

Merry children assembled in many a throng,

To encircle their May-tree with dance and with song,

To encircle tbeir May-tree with dance and with song,

But the Crovss is our May -tree, and round it we sing,

To the praise of our glorified Saviour and King.
For the Cross is our banner, that gathers our band,
And beneath it we march to the heavenly land.

3 Lo ! our Sunday School army is gathered to-day,
In the house of our Father to praise him and pray,
While a chorus of rapture united we sing,

Hallelujah to Jesus our Saviour and King,
Hallelujah to Jesus our Saviour and King,
But the Cross is the word to whose music sublime,
The steps of the Sunday-school army keep time.
But the Cross is the word, to whose music sublime,
The steps of the Sunday-school army keep time.

NAOMI. C M, Dr. L. MASON, by permission.

mm
1 . Father, whate'er of earthly bliss Thy sovereign will denies, Accepted at thy throne of grace, Let this petition viae :

—

2. Give me a calm, a thankful heart, From every murmur free. The blessings of Thy grace impart, And make me live to Thee.
3. Let the sweet hope that thou art mine My life and death attend ; Thy presence thro' my journey shine, And crown my jour-

|
m.. m. J"*!

tne
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s eud '

"Words by Rev. ¥M, HUNTER. THE SHEPHERD OF SOULS. WM. B. BRADBURY.
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I
/ The Shepherd of souls, In his life-book unrolls The names of all the lambs of his flock \
*\ The juvenile bands are engraved on his hands, As if they wevelOmit ] /enThe juvenile bands are engraved on his hands. As

fcti :—rp:

>-|is-p" 1 1 F
2 He looks in his love
From his watch-tower above,

The flocks he bought with blood to survey
And points with his rod
To the pastures of God

And guards them there from going astray.

H-t=^.

if they wevelOmit

ff-«=fcrfT*

I
*-\

3 The little ones share
In his tenderest care

;

The lambs are his peculiar delight

,

At noon they are laid

In the cool of the shade,
, And nestle in his bosom at night.

147

-jo—w—Fg^*^

graved on the rock.
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4 Great Shepherd, be near,
To deliver from fear,

And shelter from the heat and the cold,

That, safe from alarms,
We may rest in thine arms.

And never more depart from thy fold,



20 A LAND WITHOUT A STORM.
DIALOGUE AND CHORUS. WM. B. BRADBURY.

CHORUS.

:g=i=£=fc£E
-*-

:g=£= :£—ff:

Boys. -, /Traveler whither art thou go - ing, Heedless of the clouds that form ? \

Girls. \Nought to me the winds rough blowing,Mine's a land without a storm. / And

H*=£
•f-*—r=g:

I'm go - ing, yes, I'm

i=S: 3=* :^:

go - ing To the land that has no storms, And I'm going, yes, I'm go - ing To that land that has no storms.

I .«. jm. m. .(2.
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Girls. No ! I pee a beckoning finger,

Guiding to a far off shore. Clio.

Boys. 4 Traveler, yonder narrow portal

Opens to receive thy form.

Girls. Yes ! but I shall be immortal
In that land without a storm

0:

Boys.

Girls.

Boys.

2 Traveler, art thou here a stranger,

Not to fear the tempests power 1

I have not a thought of danger,
Tho' the sky more darkly lower.

3 Traveler, now a moment linger,

Soon the darkness will be o'er.

Cho.

ONE DAY NEARER HOME.

Cho.

From J. M. EVANS.
CHORUS.

1 A crown of glory bright, By faith's clear eyes I see, In yonder realms of light Prepared for me, I'm nearer my home.

148
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ONE DAY NEARER HOME. Concluded. 21

jy home, nearer my home to day
;

-«- -^8- -*- -*- -0
Yes ! nearer my home in heaven to day, Than ever I've been be-

2 may I faithful prove,

And keep the crown in view,

And through the storms of life

My way pursue.

3 Jesus, he thou my guide,

And all my steps attend,

O keep me near thy side,

Be thou my friend.

4 Be thou my shield and sun,

My Saviour and my guard,
And when my work is done,
My great reward.

MY FATHER'S HOUSE. C. M. Double.

/There is a place of sacred rest, Far, far beyond the skies, [mansions" stand,
\Where beauty smiles eternally, And pleasure [Omit /never dies , My Father's house,my heavenly home,Where "many

D.C. Prepared, by hands divine, for all Who seek the better land.

u\ #*£ -^- ^J i
i pfi*S^-l^ ?Hrr€fe:^

ttt 1 L_
2 When tossed upon the waves of life,

With fear on every side,

—

When fiercely howls the gathering storm,
And foams the angry tide,

—

Beyond the storm, beyond the gloom,
Breaks forth the light of mom,

Bright beaming from my Father's house,
To cheer the soul forlorn.

3 Yes. even at that fearful hour,
When death shall seize its prey,

And from the place that knows us now,
Shall hurry us away,

—

149

The vision of that heavenly home
Shall cheer the parting soul,

And o'er it mounting to the skies,

A tide of rapture roll.

In that pure home of tearless joy
Earth's parted friends shall meet,

With smiles of love that never fade,

And blessedness complete

:

There, there adieus are sounds unknown

;

Death frowns not on that scene,

But life, and glorious beauty, shine,

Untroubled and serene.



THE CHRISTIAN S'ilDIER.

1 Oh ! ( when will be ended, our warfare with sin ? The
foe that as -sails us without and with-in : Tho' fierce be the struggle, still let us en-

i w, *

fc ' T, •h1£^
j
£-tT

1-:

w* fc

I
.-ft. -fi. .(5- ..|

sgg-r I i

F*^*
CHORUS.
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dure, Forwhen it is o - ver, the conquest is sure. Then gird on your ar mor, Gird on your ar - mor,
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Follow your Leader and the battle you shall win, Foryour Captain's gone before you,And he'll lead you on to victory,
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1
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1

Fol - low your Leader, Fol - low your Leader,
1. > 6 d

Fol low your Leader, And the battle you shall win.

1
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THE CHRISTIAN SOLDIER. Conclnded. 23

2 Our leader is Jesus, our Captain and King
;

Who will all his army to victory bring,
Though now he is absent we know not how near
May be the glad moment when he shall appear.

Then gird, &c.

3 "We look for his coming, and think night and day
Of his parting order, to watch and to pray,
The sword and the spirit we'll grasp in our hand,

And like valiant soldiers, make desperate stand.
Then gird, &c.

4 He daily watches our souls to ensnare
;

No weapon will daunt him but Faith, Truth, and Prayer:
With these we may conquer each foe that we meet,

And lay down the trophies at our leader's feet.

Then gird, &c.

ANOTHER YEAR. (Anniversary Hymn.)
Or, the Golden Rule.

-J rv-fi-r-l U-! M^-'-fr
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Anoth - er year, another year, By God's grace has been given
That we may tread with hearts sincere,The path that leads

-£=&
L.

heaven, Our dearest guide, the golden
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rule, Has been the precious Sabbath School,The Sabbath School, the Sabbath School, The blessed, blessed Sabbath
(School.
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Another year, another year,
We've hailed with happy greeting,

Our teachers and our schoolmates dear,
In this loved place of meeting.

Cho. Oar dearest guide, &c.

We know not but another year
These precious ties may sever;

And friends who to our hearts are near,
May then be gone forever.
Cho. Our dearest guide, &c.

1.51

Oh ! let us wisely spend each year,
Which is, at best, so fleeting,

So that at last wo &U may hear
With joy the angel'a greeting.

Cho. Our dearest guide, &c.



24 HEAVEMLY SOKE.
I OR THET THAT SAY SUCH THINGS DECLARE PLAINLY THAT THEY SEEK A COUNTRY." Hel). 11. 14.

*
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teachers. There's a country,dear children of endless delight,Unclouded by sorrow, ne'er shaded in night,Where the spirits in
scholars. And may all the children unite with that throng? Shall they to the choir ce- lestial belong? Oh! say, may our

4_L_U4^

glo - ry u - uite in the psalm, Ascribing all honor to God and the Lamb. Will you go ? will you go, To join them
voices with seraphim chime, And join the redeemed in that music sublime? May we go, may we go, And join the
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praise un - to God and the Lamb ? Will you go? will you go, To join them in praise unto God and the Lamb?
deemed in that mu - sic sub -lime? May we go, May we go, And join the redeemed in that music sub -lime?

r^=pfc 5-*,£zz£: fe&ij -frj-d-,_^_a!_^_ pg^-g-rgl
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3. TEACHERS.
Yes, come with your young hearts to Jesus, and pray
That early he'll help you to find the good way

!

Oh ! he'll meet you, dear ones, with his own smile of love
And appoint you a place in the mansions above.

You may come,
He'll give you a place in the mansions above.
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4. ALL.
O Heaven ! with joy from this world of distress,

Where sin is a burden, and trials oppress

—

From the wilderness drear, where uncertain we roam
We look to that land where the soul has a home,

We will go,

Will go to that land where the soul has a home.



BEAUTIFUL RIVER. 25
" And he shewed me a pure River op "Water of Life, clear as crystal, proceeding out of the Throne of God and of

Cheerful.
the Lamb."—Rev. xxii. 1. By permission of the author, Rev. R. LOWRY.

er Flowing by the throne of
er, All the hap - py, gold - en

God
day.

Yes, we'll gath - er at the riv - er, The
Yes, we'll gath - er, &c.
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beauti - ful, the beauti - ful riv - er—Gather with the saints at the riv - er That flows bv the throne of God.
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3 On the bosom of the river,

Where the Saviour-king we own,
We shall meet, and sorrow never

'Neath the glory of the throne.

—

Cho.

4 Ere we reach the shining river,

Lay we every burden down
;

Grace our spirits will deliver,

And provide a robe and crown.

—

Cho.

£=t T"

-m-m-
:t=t:

-a-r

153

5 At the smiling of the river,

Rippling with the Saviour's face,

Saints, whom death will never sever,

Lift their songs of saving grace.

—

Cho.

6 Soon we'll reach the shining river,

Soon our pilgrimage will cease

;

Soon our happy hearts will quiver

With the melody of peace.



26
Gently— Softly.

A SAVIOUR EVER NEAR.
WM. B. BRADBURY.

ii^^iiS^^i^^piiliSiiii^liii
1. Hush'd bemymurmurings, let cares depart, Je - sus is near me to cheer my heart ; He's near to help me
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whilst life's hours remain, He speaks to cheerme in toil and in pain, He speaks to cheer me in toil and in pain.
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CHORUS. | Forte.
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Gen -tie angels near me glide, )

Hopes of glo-ry'roundme'bide. ) And there lingers by my side, A Saviour, a Saviour, a Saviour ev - er

ifarrfcs: —i*
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near, A Saviour, a Saviour, a Saviour ever near.

*XJB=|Kr

^-^ 2 "Why should I languish— why should I fear ?

I^ITSZTZXP In sorrow and anguish He's ever near
;

"io*~'w~ fn Sleeping or waking—in pleasure or pain,—'—j— Roaming or resting. He'll near ine remain.
Cho.—Gentle angels, &c.

3 Scenes that will vanish, smile on me now,
Joys of a moment play round my brow.
But soon in heaven He'll meet nie again,

There'll end my sorrow, and there'll end my pain.

154 Cho.—Gentle angels, &c.
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BEAUTIFUL LAND ON HIGH. 27
QUARTETTE. W. U. BUTCHER, by permission.

'#* '*? » ~Z2~<

1. There's a beau -ti- ful land on high, To its glories I fain would fly, When by sorrows press'd down I
2. There' s a beau -ti-ful laud on high, Ishallen-ter it by and by, There with friends baud in hand, I shall

long for my crown In thatbeau - ti - ful land on
walk on the strand, In that beau -ti - ful land on high.

In that beau -ti-ful land I'll be, From

earth and its cares set free

:F#^P=rt^-tr-r

MyJe-sus is there, He's gone to prepare A place in that land for me

* -l | f—

T

3 There's a beautiful land on high,
Then why should I fear to die,

When death is the way, to the realms of day,
In that beautiful land on high.

—

Oho.

4 There's a beautiful land on high,
And my kindred its bliss enjoy

;

And methiuks I now see them waiting for me,
In that beautiful land on high.

—

Oho.

£
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5 There's a beautiful land on high,

Where I never shall weep or sigh

;

For my Father hath said no tear shall be shed
In that beautiful land on high.

—

Oho.

6 There's a beautiful land on high,

Where we never shall say " good-bye ;

"

Where the righteous will sing, and their chorus will ring

In that beautiful land on high.

—

Oho.
155



,28 TEMPERANCE RALLYING SONG.
Words by Mrs. VAX ALSTYNE.

:^^EE^. i£^f^^Rgr=tf^=S

GEO. F. ROOT, by permission.
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Friends of Temperance, quick to arms,We must struggle for the right

;

_^_a ,—

^

: m-±—0—rg-^—jg_m-± * *
Aud our noble cause with vigor we'll de -

fend, See the foe is gain - ing ground,We must
(
meethim in the fight, And be faith -ful and cour -

D. C. ty - rant shall be slave, To our ar - my bold and brave ! We shall gain a glorious

2 Like the fatal wind that sweeps
O'er the the deserts burning plain ;

Is the deep aud deadly poison of Ins breath*
While the aged and the young :

He is binding with a chain.
That will lead thern on by thousands down to death.CAo

'3 Throw our banner to the breeze,
Let the wings that claim redress,

Be our signal and our watchword as we go
;

156

Like the reterans of the past,

We will never, never rest,

Till our weapons deal destruction to the foe. Cho.

4 Friends of Temperance, quick to arms,
We must struggle for the right

;

And our nob'e cause with vigor we'll defend :

See the foe is gaining ground,
We must meet him in the fight,

—

And be faithful and courageous to the end. Cho.



THE NARROW WAY. 29
Words by Mrs. Van ALSTYNE. WM. B. BRADBURY.

1 iPfl # '-Jar~ ^~~

^

—
H

—

mr JT2 J^'^T—r«~ ~«~—d*—P~_j_i*. vir-fc.
4* -> -> ,
a* B| sa i

1. Will you walk with us the nar - row way That looks heyond the

—»—

3S

;

tomh?

2 3-

That

—
ta—ta»

—

-

—0* g ' g J

pens wide the

h H f*

F "F F "

1 EtS-^-^-J*-£=*-*- g, g C'Jg 1—S-E- k-r:rb~ "#- U* b* -V W

CHORUS.

-rim 9g:=^^^"-v+-art 1 =**F= P-"# ^—pI -*-*-r
-fv=£=sfc=±P*-TI

S53=*:

gate
-«-

r

of day ,Where flow'rs immortal hloom? Where the pool•in spirit rest From their sorrow

—[-—! a»——3>—L—i
1

—

-w—arf- g.:

r toil and care;

$ _V_4,_Lk_=SF*E-fcr- -J-t—
p» &• -fee

t£=
to^*= £-!S= -KJ»—^F-«

*Agg^^^^ 1st. 2d.

And the pure in heart their God shall see, And praisehim ev - er there, praise him ev - er there

W&£4
tan see, Ana praisemm ev - ertnere, p

flE-ML

2 Will you come with us and join the throng,
That march to Cannan's shore ?

Will you come with us and learn the song,
Where friends have gone before ?

Cho. Where the poor, &c.

3 Will you come with us o'er Jordan's stream,
Where God will safely guide ?

His rod and staff our comfort still

Will bear us o'er the tide.

Cho. Hallelujah God is love,

Hallelujah God is love,

When a few more storms have passed away,
We'll meet in the realms above.
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30 WE'RE NEARER HOfflL
Words by KATE CAMEROtf

.

WM. B. BRADBURY.

3=JU=J:
-V_ft_]i_|*.

g^^SBgg
Kt-N-4--^ ft fr N-r-N-^1

-±^—J—*,—^—tj—

:

zS-J-pg^

1 We know not what's before us, What trials are to oome : Each day that passes o'er us, Still brings us nearer home,

N N S IN N _ _ M. M. .0.. A M. . |S fS ft
S

ft ^ ...A^.jfL. #

-01 h^ 1

|N_

We're nearer, nearer home, Our blessed, happy home, Where grief and sin can never come, We're nearer, nearer home

I* N N > JM J m. m- -*~ m- (*-- - -£ & ml *~ -« -m- -*- -a- m m *- -»- si

m £=S=t=t:

REFRAIN
-0 1

-*»—ofl #^p
Repeat pp^ a, ^ , . N /in w Repeat pp

a>—
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—

k-i—r k —

i

P i
—?» W—a? »—i k—"—ls-i—i

—

~m

>

—

"I Tt f r_ r ~w-- & P" I

' ' ' ^—^~

Nearer home, Nearer home, Nearer to our hap - py home, Nearer home, Nearer home, Our blessed, happy home,

\-r&
ft£t Km. 1m.

JEfe-^ fn^r-

2 Though dark our path, and lonely,

And clouds our sky o'ercast,

O let us each remember,
The storm will soon be past,

We're nearer, nearer home. &c.

*=£=F

3 Whate'er of gloom or anguish
Life to our hearts may bring,

In doubt we will not languish,

But cheerfully we'll sing,

We're nearer, nearer home. &c.
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OUR MISSION FIELD AT HOME. 31
Words by (C.)

J: =££
Fine

T. F. SEWARD.

RM-:

i

1. How many in onr favored land, This ho - ly day pro - fane; Neglect the Saviour's gracious call, And
D C. May each and all re - member still, Our mission field at home.

1 1—3=1—t,—I—i—[_
i—

r

take his name in vain ; Then while we pray for heathen clinies,Far o'er the crystal foam, O let us

mfcfclazzjHj
ft j*. -^. *»- jffl. • h«. .«. .*». .«.

:C=t
3==t i

fBL JSt.

t h*-t--

CHORUS.

1 1-
-I—I—

r

D. C.

9 ^ - pw--- «a»i i .<*. I
-&- ^

bear in mind, Our mission field at home. Our mission field at home, Our mission field at home
.^. • jr. _*. .jej .^. .^t JL .0. j_ ._?. .«>- ._> • .«. •

SE?—»--—g—

g

—

p

i=t
— I

1^,—t r .

2 '.' Go feed my Lambs," our Saviour said,

And bring them to my fold,

For us the same command is given,

As then to him of old

;

While others toil for dying soula,

Far o'er the ocean's foam,
Be ours to wave its noble cause,

Our mission field at home.
Clio. Our mission, &c.

^—-gL^-^-r* ,,',1*-- igi^gii^p-_rg_i_j-_l
-r- -r—-e • M .

.,a—r_c y-v-i—i—£-n — *>—
i
— i

—

C8-c=1
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3 How many a poor neglected child

With pleading eyes we meet,
A gentle word might hither guide

Its little wandering feet,

A precious lamb, that God may bless,

Beneath this hallowed dome,
Then let us ever bear in mind,
Our mission field at home.

Cho. Our mission, &c.



LOOKING HOME." WM. B. BRADBURY.

KFP

—^_ap_^_c^=:a,_^T_cSJ(
,

c »._c=_^_
fl,_s__Cg_5|_^1

_t5_-L-j.—^_t«_^_p^U

Father's

ill be ex

*--—£»« ; - . ,
-

,

1. All ! this heart is void and chill, 'Mid earth's noisy throngings ; Formy Father s mansions still Earnestly islonging,
2. Soon the glorious day will dawn, Heav'nly pleasures bringing ; Night will be exchanged for morn, Signs give place

I SI K I n m . „ -*- -<*. *L *. •^ *. JL - _& i *» - - [tojinging.

:fc«OT-

Refrain

Lookinghome, Looking home, Towards the heav'nly mansion Jesus hath prepared forme, In his Father's kingdom.

3 Oh ! to be at home again,

All for which we're sighing,

From all earthly want and pain
To be swiftly"flying.

—

Clio.

4 With this load of sin and care,

Then no longer bending,
But with waiting angels there

On our soul attending.

—

Cho.

5 Blessed home, oh ! blessed home,
All for which we're sighing,

Soon our Lord will bid us come
To our Father's kingdom.

BRADBURY.

1. Jesus ' thou art the sinner's friend, As such I look to thee ; Now, in the fullness ofthy love, O Lord ! rememberme.
jk_ -ft &. jt. m .p.

| S |s is I J -(«- -«-• -i«- 4*- - a »- *>-. I

2 Remember thy pure word of grace-
Remember Calvary;

Remember all thy dying groans,
And, then, remember me.

3 Lord ! I am guilty—1 am vile,

But thy salvation's free;

Then, in thine all-abounding grace,

Dear Lord ! remember me.
160

f> ^ p-

4 And when I close my eyes in death,

When creature helps all flee,

Then, O my dear Redeemer-God!
I pray, remember me.



PRAYERFUL YOUTH.-^™ h™™. 33
1 God of truth to thee I cry,

Be thou my guide, my friend

;

Send thy good Spirit from on high,

My footsteps to attend.

2 In mercy listen to my prayer,

And in my early days
May I thy precious blessing share,

Thy smile on all my ways.

THE WELCOME HOME.

3 For happy is that prayerful youth
Whose guide thou, Saviour, art,

Whose mind is steadfast in thy truth.

Who yields to thee his heart.

WM. B. BRADBURY.

I
2.

,
,

lanri i I
be the welcome home, When this short life is o'er, When
sor - row, care and grief. Shall [Omit ] dwell with us

bright and heav'nly land With spir - it eyes shall see, And
ho - ly an - gel band, In [Omit ] praise, dear Lord, ofthee:)

£# irrr:r:-p=2=
l=t

t--

I

FULL CHORUS.
-—4—

I

J-r-4

i md %
--?-=%=?- z=.-g—

The welcome home, the welcomehome, The Christian's welcome home,
Welcome home. The Christian's welcome home.

EP=P=t *ez3e *=*:
i—i—

r

2 Lord, grant my frail and wayward bark
May anchor sure and fast,

Beside the shining gates of pearl,

Where I may rest at last

!

When once within, my soul shall know
No hunger, thirst or pain,

No sickness, sorrow, care or death
Shall visit me again!---Oho.

t=t i—

r

101

In the last stanza the chorus may be repeated pp t

3 Oh may I live while here below,
In view of that blest day,

When God's bright angels shall come down
To bear my soul away

!

When I shall walk the golden streets,

In garments white and pure

;

And sing an endless song to him,
Who made my soul secure \-Cho,



THE ANGELS SING. S. M, With chorus. *
q=T

-Jr:

raf-jgSfebg:

f^-r-J—I—!—I—r--—j—

n

rrrn—N—^-r~;—1—'—'—rd —1—H-r—r-r»

T—fi— i ^—u_^._Lw_w_jB(
—

ja?
-«-L&_s—ff

|_ji_r
i
^___^__

3 j__«_!:
f

_i.a

irone.1 Come ye who love the Lord,And let your jovsbe known. Join in the song

" #^*
m =3=1=

th sweet accord,And thus su

fit «/2l J:$=£:

ound the throne.

CHORU3

The aDgclasingin their happy home, The angels sing in their happy home,The angels sing in their happy home,Am! we will

join them here,

at
I I I ML- ™iCL. .«. js. e. .&.

t=t

2 Let those refuse to sing

Who never knew our God,
But children of the Heavenly King,
May speak their joys abroad.

—

Cho.

3 The hill of Zion yields

A thousand sacred sweets,

Before we reach the Heavenly fields,

Or walk the golden streets.—Cho.

4 Then let our songs abound,
And every tear be dry,

We're marching through Immamxel's ground
To fairer worlds on high.—Cho.

HEAR GRACIOUS GOD. *
o nnm

j&imm=
:EiSrz=.

i—

r

1 Hear, gracious God ! my humble moan,
To thee I

|
breathe my

|
sighs;

||

When will the mournful night be gone,

||
.- And when my

|

joys a- | rise 1 :||

162

2 My God ! oh, could I make the claim—
My Father,

|
and my

|
Friend—

And call thee mine, by every name,
|| : On which thy

|
saints de-

|

pend—
:|J



HEAR GRACIOUS GOD. Concluded. 35

3 By every name of power and love,

I would thy
|

grace en-
|
treat

;

Nor should my humble hopes remove,

||
: Nor leave thy

|
mercy

|
seat. :||

4 Yet, though my soul in darkness mourns,
Thy word is

|
all my

|
stay

;

Here I would rest till light returns

—

||
: Thy presence |

makes my
|
day. :||

5 Speak, Lord, and bid celestial peace
Relieve my

|
aching

|
heart

;

smile, and bid my sorrows cease,

II
: And all the

|

gloom de-
|

part. :||

6 Then shall my drooping spirit rise,

And bless the
|
healing

|
rays,

And change these deep, complaining
)|:To songs of

|
sacred

J

praise. :||

THE HEAVENLY CHORUS.
For Sunday School Concerts.

#

jj^gH
1

Small
3

We lift our voices, In a strain of gladness, And the songs upon our tongues, Banish all our sadness.

Lreams that murmur,Bouud eachhunible dwelling,While they flow so still and slow,Keep the tide-waves swelling,

we with patience Bun the race be - fore us, Soon our King will bid us sing In the heavenly chorus.If

q*=fi:
.|B»_i_

ii
d-JU

:&»=p:
!—&z=i\a>=fc:

s^ien

-&, «—V m*
1—!*-J-

«j—«-
--S-4-

3=SE »-^. iifei

gg

Children and parents, Cordial -ly in - vit- ed, Praise the Lord with one accord, Voices all u - nit - ed.

Thus we to - gether, With our small oblations, All u - nite, to send the light, To the darkened nations.

Let us with meekness Seek his face and fa - vor, And at last, when life is past, Meet the blessed Saviour.

I ,
! • m '—! ^— r._i_<-_i_^tf

—

fa—m—m—^m—m—«l»^.« *—

I

fe_._J 1-

-fto-t-m—03— -&---<&- n—^=^z -.£=&: 1
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36
Words bj LtJC'Uk inAaT Esq.

m*—*—iJ—»

—

*—'

l

-

GOOD TIDINGS
MISSIONARY. WM. B. BRADBURY.

==fc

1 Shout the tidings of sal-va-tion, To the a - ged and the young ; Till the precious in - vi - ta - tion
2 Shout the tidings of sal-va-tion, O'er the prairies of the West; Till each gath'ring congre - ga - tion

i r* i* p* h _ .(2-

wmf CHORUS.

Jfi^k

Wa - ken ev - ery heart and tongue.

With the gos - pel sound is hlest.

-£=^ *=*:

Send the sound the earth around, From the ris - ing to the
Send the sound, &c.

t—r
i :& —n_:gi_gi—m

1—

r

^t -*- #.

M—&L

-±—t±# :£=£: :£± =diiii\—

r

-i—

r

set - ting of the sun, Till each gath'ring crowd, Shall proclaim aloud, The glo - rious work is done.

^^ * m m &- -0- m m m S" -W- ^. .-f*- #- .* ' & <0L

3 Shout the tidings of salvation,

Mingling with the ocean's roar;

Till the ships of every nation,

Bear the news from shore to shore.

CAo.—Send the sound, &c.
164

4 Shout the tidings of salvation,

O'er the islands of the sea:

Till, in humble adoration,

All to Christ shall bow the knee.
Cho.—Send the sound. &c.



WE COME WITH SONG TO GREET YOU. w*. b. bradbury. 37

KJ—b

1 Another week has passed away, Time swiftly speeds along ; We come again to praise and pray,And sing our greeting song.

_ .m .m~ .0. .0. -0/. ^-v .«. .0.- -«- <M. .*L .a. .-. .0. .0. .0e-/e.

sipiii^i^igl
J-^Sfci^lp^^lpgilpg^i

Repeat softly.

we come,.... we come we come with song to greet you,We come ... we come,— we come with song again.

wecome,wecome,wecome,wecome, We come, we come, we come,we come,

.«. .«. ML je. .*. .*. _ .0. .0- .0... r**- J*- -*• -«- -^- *- _ £ - « a J r*

-I l-Mi---t»—«— l-i i-t—

I

t-=—Uko—»—Ml—ffl—h hg—|

—

{fg=faz-br-t-
'zffzrff:—!•—*-

*-i—

I

2 We come, the Saviour's name to praise,

To sing the wondrous love,

Of him who guards us all our days,

And guides to heaven above.

^zzfezz^zqa:

:ra» +,p^jmT ji-^p

_e= tF-v-t-
i > i

3 We'll sing of mercies daily given, 4 0, let us live that we may share
Through every passing year,

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

9—q*7jgs

Unfading joys above,
How sweet through endless happy years
To sing redeeming love.

*3E
4-4—

±

STEADFAST. L. M.

issiliiipgi
4—1—1-

#
=f t=r- mms=s-~

1 Now I resolve, with all my heart, With all my powers, to serve the Lord ; Nor from h

3=t -®-^-^-

i^^iiil^iil

precepts e'er depart Whose service is a
[rich reward.

:g:

;2 Oh ! be his service all my joy !

Around let my ex;imple shine,

Till others love the blest employ,
And join in labors so divine.

3 Be this the purpose of my soul,

My solemn, my determined choice,
To yield to his supreme control,

And in his kind commands, rejoice.

165

t-T

-W=?s.

T=g±
i Oh, may I never faint nor tire,

Nor wandering leave his sacred ways;
Great God ! accept my soul's desire,

And give me strength to live thy praise.



CANAAN'S HAPPY LAND. #
=Jte*=

-&
<w~--im

^Ei
V w

1. We are bound for Canaan's hap - py land, We are bound for Canaan's hap - py land, We are

Cho. Singing glo - ry, hal - le - lu - jah, Singing glo - ry, hal - le - lu - jah, Singing
2. Say, comrades, will you go with us, Say, comrades, will you go with us, Say

55 b J* I
s

,

1

-•—

&>
L
-S- . 'f

bound for Canaan's happy land, Oh, will youmeet us there ?

glo - ry. hal - le - [Omit ] lu -jah, We're boundfor Canaan'sland.
comrades, willyou go with us, To Canaan's happy land?

:£=£:
ta—k~y—SdE Bi

:z£=:

To our Sunday School we'll all repair,

To our Sunday School we'll all repair,

And we'll sing with one accord while there

Of Canaan's happy land

!

Cho. Singing glory, &c.

Our Saviour he will lead us on,

Our Saviour he will lead us on,

Our Saviour he will lead us on,

To Canaan's happy iand

!

Cho. Singing glory, &c.

Let us meet dear parents in that land,

Let us meet dear teachers in that land,

Let us meet dear schoolmates in that land,

On Canaan's happy shore !

Cho. Singing glory, &c.

WE LOVE TO SING TOGETHER.
Girls. Boys and Girls.

|
• |

1.

-jr--

WM. B, BRADBURY.

I
2. , | , ,

-, /We love to sing togeth - er, We love to sing togeth-er, Our hearts and voices one; \
' \ To praise oui heavenly Father, To praise our, &c. And \Omit / his e - ter-nal Son.

ISil^E^llilii zff=:£±zS

And [Omit. ms^^M
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WE LOVE TO SING TOGETHER. Concluded, 39
Girls

J> 1*1

^

-i
si S , *-

, k | 1. Repeat FULL CHORUS. |

f
We love, we love, we love, we love, we love to sing to - gether

;

:ai=p:

&=£=*I :r=-

M=P- :S=J=J^J:
*= 93:

We love to sing

:a.=i:

to - gether.

2 We love to pray together
To Jesus on his throne,

And ask that he will ever
Accept us as his own.
We love, we love, &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.

REST. L.

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.

WM. B. BRADBURY.

1

1. Asleep in Jesus ! blessed sleep, From whichnone ever wakes to weep ;A calm and undisturbed repose, Unbroken by
[the last of foes

I I i I ! J I i J )

I— t— '—

|

Asleep in Jesus ! O how sweet
To be for such a slumber meet

;

With holy conlidence to sing,
That death hath lost its venomed sting.

Asleep in Jesus
j
peaceful rest

;

Whose waking is supremely blest

;

No fear, no woe, shall dim that hour,
Which manifests the Saviour's power,

Asleep in Jesus ! oh, for me
May such a blissful refuge be !

Securely shall my ashes lie,

And wait the summons from on high.

1 G7

The Resurrection.

1 Awhile they rest within the tomb
In sweet repose, till morning come !

Then rise with joy to meet their God,
And ever dwell in his abode.

2 Celestial dawn ! triumphant hour

!

How glorious that awakening power,

Which bids the sleeping dust arise.

And join the anthems of the skies !

3 This weary life will soon be past,

The ling'ring morn will come at last,

And gloomy mists will roll away
Before that" bright, unfading day.



40
Words by LUCY LARCOM,

-I 1-

IF I WERE A SUNBEAM.
¥M. B. BRADBURY

4 h^d^Jr

j^E^^^^^j^^^BI
, /If I were a sunbeam, I know what I'd do; \

\ I would seek white li- lies, Eoamingwoodlands thro'./

-fcr-T

:£U?^l»i
:i L_

I would steal among them, Softest light I'd shed

;

—
i : H 5 ( y-Fr,—jE

fe«^]

—

i*_j*i_k -I P 1— Kiit*-.

Un - til every li ly Raised its drooping head

-I *_-»-

:£^: £
!—

N

:3Lrz£=:£

*=a*z=3—a^z-r^g

ly Raised its drooping head.

_, 1
* -
m—m - - \
t-J-J lu

If I were a sunbeam. I know where I'd go ;

Into lowliest hovels, Dark with want and woe,
Till sad hearts look'd upward, I would shine and shine,

Then they'd think of heav'n, Their sweet home and mine.

m
Art thou not a sunbeam, Child, whose life is glad,

With an inner radiance Sunshine never had?
Oh, as God hath blessed thee, Scatter rays divine

!

For there is no sunbeam But must die or shine.

Sprightly.

A BRIGHT SABBATH MORN.
Arransed from ROSSINI,

End.

1. Forthwe go on abright Sabbath morn, While the dew is on the lawn, List to thejoyful notes that flow, On we go, we go.

-a: 1 Lu^

—

l*—L*—krffr»—

y

1 ,» w
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A BRIGHT SABBATH MORN. Concluded.

1st Semi-chorus. .

^± -*- :S- -& -m-

Come, follow, follow

2d Semi-chorus.

3ST
2d Semi-chorus.

3-2-
* ** *•

We'll gladly follow thee,

1st Semi-chorus.

—
'p.

From sinful thought set free, We'll follow, fol-low thee.

41
B.C.Ml OJSMI-UHUKUS. w if. I/.

-S r p 5* S*

2 We will leave all worldly care.

And tiiis hour we'll spend in pray'r,

Hark, how the heav'nly anthems flow,

On they go, they go.

Come follow, &c.

Words by Miss JANE HAMILTON.

3 Blessed art thou, Sabbath joys,

Free from toil and care and noise
;

Well we love in thy courts to stay,

Happy day, happy day.
Come follow, &c.

A FAITHFUL FRIEND.
I ,1. I

2. |

zzfez

4 Let our songs of praise ascend,
And with angel music blend,
Until God in love shall say

—

Come away, away !

Come foliow, &c

WM. B. BRADBURY.«
. /'Tis a blessed thought to know. When our follies grieve us, \
*\ And the sins of all the past, Rise and will not [Omit.. .] leave us,/That before the Father's throne Pleading in our favor,

- £|||pj
if

Aiakingallour cause his own, Stands our precious Saviour /Jesus is a faithful friend, He'll forsake us never. \
\ Jesus is a faithful fiend, Love and serve him[Ora^.]ev-er. /

\ &y.0. .- .m . m . j£ -&--J-. m IS —

.

r-

jezs.

=3SEt m
2 Jesus owns our worthless names

At the court of heaven,
Stands nv.d pleads that for his sake
We may be forgiven,

Pleads by that lone night of woe,
Spent in sad Gethsemane,

And the precious blood be shed,
On the Cross of Calvary.— Cho.

3 Though we long have turned aside

From his gentle warning,
16 9

Treated all his love with pride,

And his words with scorning;
Still his love abides the same,

Faithful, true and tender
Still he stands at God's rii?ht hand,
Ever our Defender,— Clio.



42 THE HAPPY SONG.
Words by Mrs. LYDIA BAXTER. WM. B. BRADBURY.
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1 We are now in youth's bright morning, Cherri- ly we're passing on ; Joys around us
2 If the charms of earth are" fleet- ing, And should quickly pass away ; Still the Ho- ly
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sweetly dawning,
Spir - it's greeting,
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REFRAIN.
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Tell us joys may yet be won.
Shall not with those charms decay.
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We are young, and we are hap - py, We are hap - py,
We are young, &c.
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hap - py in our sonj
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We are young, and we are hap - py, py, hap - py in our song,
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For the last stanza, this refrain may be repeated pp.

3 Wisdom's cheering voice invites us,

To the feast of Jesus' love,

And a foretaste here delights us,

On our way to realms above. Cho.
170

4 When we cross the shining Portal
On the banks of yonder shore,

And are clothed in robes immortal
We'll be happy ever more. Cho.



PRAISE THE LORD. 8s & 7s. Double. » 43
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1st.

SNS
=*:

/Praise the Lord, when blushingmorning W akes tne blossoms iresn witn dew ;\ [when
\Praise him, when revived ere - a - tion Beams with beauty [Omit / fair and new. Praise the Lord,
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early breezes Come so fragrant from the flowers :Praise,thouwillowby the brookside,Praise,ye birds among the bowers.
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2 Praise the Lord, and may his blessing

Guide us in the way of truth

;

Keep our feet from paths of error,

Make us holy in our youth.

Praise the Lord, ye hosts of heaven,
Angels, sing your sweetest lays,

All things utter forth his glory

;

Sound aloud Jehovah's praise.

MANOAH. L. M.
PRAYER.

/7\

#
-U—I-

1 Come, Holy Spirit ! calm my mind, And fit me to approach my God ; Remove each vain, each worldly thought, And lead me
to thy blest abode.

2 Hast thou imparted to my soul

A living spark of holy fire 1

Oh ! kindle now the sacred flame

;

Make me to burn with pure desire.
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3 A brighter faith and hope impart,
And let me now my Saviour see

;

Oh ! soothe and cheer my burdened heart
]

And bid my spirit rest in thee.



44 THE GOLDEN CITY. *
1st.

| 2d.
| CHORUS.—Joyfully

* / We seek the golden ci

\ And as we journey thith-er, We joy
ty, The ci - ty of our King, \

[Omit / ful -ly willsin<
[friends, to-

Come, friends, come,
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gether let us

1st,
. | 2<i.

sing, / Of the Golden Ci - ty, The heauti-ful Golden Ci - ty, \
*'

\ Of the Golden Ci - ty, The Ci- [Omit ) ty

Lr^f m •Jt£^t+

of our King.
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2 Its walls are huilt of jasper,

Its streets are paved with gold,

And countless are the glories,

Which we shall there behold. Cho.

3 The pearly gates stand open,
For there they have no night;

Nor sun, nor moon, nor candle,

The Lamb—He is their light. Cho.

4 And there is no more sorrow,

Nor pain, nor death, nor sin;

172

For nought that worketh evil,

Shall ever enter in. Cho.

5 And there Life's crystal river,

Eternally shall flow

;

While leaves to heal the nations
Beside its waters grow. Cho.

6 But through the Golden City,

Our loudest praise shall ring,

When we behold our Saviour^
Our Prophet, Priest and King CAa



HAPPY GREETING. Arranged. 4r5

1. Come let us be joy-ful and mingle our strain, With those who are gathered to meet us a-
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With pastor, and teachers, and pa-rents we join, To bless our Cre - a - tor and Saviour di
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, a CHORUS, —i-H—i*-*H—i—rR 3^* feci^usiilpii
Happy greeting to all ! Happy greeting to all ! Happy greeting, Happv greeting, Happy greeting to all!

Happy greeting, &c.

2 A *year has departed, how rapid its flight,

We welcome another, as joyous and bright

;

How kindly our Father has kept us from ill,

He gives us his spirit to watch o'er us still. Cho.

3 Our Sunday school banner is waving to-day,

Our number's increasing, with rapture can say
j

* Month, or week. 173

We'll stand by that banner and fight for the Lord.
We'll hope in*his mercy, and trust in his word. Cho.

3 Our Father in heaven, we render to thee,

Our voice of thanksgiving, our glad jubilee ;

Protect us and keep us, dear Saviour we pray,

That from thy blest precepts we never may stray, Cho.



46 THE SOUND OF SALVATION. (Missionary i

=d3
Words and Music by THOS. HASTINGS, Mus. Doe
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forth ye glad heralds with tid - ings of
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joy, A
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- viour is given for our

* - -_ei_g:*

VH---'-

g|

race ; O
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bid all the heathen their i - dols de - stroy, And trust in his ful - ness of grace.
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CHORUS.
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Let the sound of sal
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va - tion be
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echoed abroad, Till the world shall acknowledge her Saviour and God.
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2 O tell of his wisdom, his power and his love,

How he labored and languished and bled,

How he rose from the tomb and ascended above,
Eich blessings around us to shed.

Clio. Let the sound, &c.

3 Bid the heathen repent of their sin and believe,

And trust in Immanuel's word

;

O tell them his promise can never deceive,
• For righteousness dwells with the Lord.

Cho. Let the sound, &c.
174

I

O tell of his purity, gentleness, grace,

His holiness, kindness and care

;

And bid them his offers of pardon embrace,

And unite in thanksgiving and prayer.

Cho. Let the sound, &c.

Go forth ye glad heralds, and publish afar

That sinners may now be forgiven

;

Go, show them the brightness of Bethlehem's Star,

To lead in the pathway to heaven.

Cho. Let the sound, &c.



Words by Mrs. E. M. SANGSTER
THE CROWN OF GLORY.

-II! UA-M.

K 47

ll. Go forth! young soldier of the Cross, The battle hour is nigh,And ye have bound the armor on,And sworn to do or die,

^•*^E£:adLfeEi±zB— i— i—H±z=
-i<aj—^—
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CHORUS.

There's a crown of glory for me, There's a crown for you, There's a crown for me, Far away in the promised land.

nJ^«!
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2.

Be watchful ! army of the Cross,
The foe is. lurking nigh,

A soul must be the mighty loss,
If but one soldier die.

"Whene'er you dare the hostile ranks,
Forget not that within

There hides a most terrific foe.

The wily " inbred sin." Cho.

On guard, young soldier of the Cross,
Thro' all the weary night,

With praise and pray'iyelieve your care,

And keep your armor bright.

Your Jesus once " without the camp,"
Bought liberty for you :

Then bravely fight for truth and right,

And keep your crown in view, Cho.

175

4.

Rejoice ! young soldier of the Cross,
The victory is sure,

[The harp, the palm, are waiting all
Who to the end endure.

Your weary feet shall walk the street,
All paved with gold on high,

And he who wore a crown of thorns,
Will crown you in the sky. Cho.



48 TAKE THE CROSS.
Moderately quick.
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Music by fit B. BRADBURY.

ESSIES
g=g:

1 " Take thy cross and fol - low me,'* Thus the Master speaks to thee : Though in sin thou dost a - bide,
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FULL CHORUS.
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sus calls thee to his side ; Trust no mer-it of thine own, Look to Him, and Him alone. Take the cross the
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dly gain as loss, Anprecious cross ! Count all worldly gain as loss, And all earthly things as dross; Jesus bids thee bear the cross.

There's a cross for thee to bear;

Toil, and pain, and grief, and care,

Yet though heavy it may be
Jesus bore still more for thee

!

'Tis the thorny path alone

That can lead thee to His throne. Cho.

3 Soon, life's work will all be done,
Soon, thy mortal course be run

:

Then, if thou hast faithful been,

And hast triumphed over sin,

Then thy cross thou layest down,
Christ shall give the promised crown. Cho.
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GLORY TO THE FATHER GIVE. 49

iEp=pp=pli=Hil=;

Rev. W. II. COOK. From " Palm Leaves," by permission.

:g—S--g-

1. Glo - ry to the Father give, God, in whom we move and live, Children's prayer's He deigns to hear,
D. c. Children raise;your sweetest strain

2. Glo-ry to the Ho - ly Ghost, He reclaims the sin - ner lost, Children's minds may he in - spire,

D. c. For the Gos - pel from a - bove,

^ r- i-rd 1 1 m

Children's songs de - light his ear, Glo-ry to the Son we bring, Christ our Pro - phet, Priest, and King.
To the Lamb, for he was slain,

Touch their tongues with ho - ly fire, Glo-ry in the highest be, To the bless - ed Trin-i- ty.

For the word that God is love.

—zfc=£—Lt—-£—tzdtzzz
rtzrr t=x=.

LORD, I BELIEVE. Q. M. Double,

"Lord, I believe: help thou mine unbelief." WI. B. BRADBURY.

-N~^_L

VLord, I believe: thy power I own, Thy truth I would o -bey:\
\[ wander comfortless and lone,When from thy paths I stray. /Lord, I believe, but gloomy fears sometimes bedim my1

D. C, I look to thee with prayers and tears, And cry for strength and light.

ght,
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Lord, I believe : but thou dost know
My faith is c^ld and weak

Pity my frailty, and bestow
The confidence I seek. 177

Yes, I believe, and only thou
Canst give my soul relief;

Lord, to thy truth my spirit bow,
Help thou mine unbelief.



50 THE LAND OF BEOLAH. C. M.
"Words by Rev. J. HASKELL.
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¥M. B. BRADBURY.
REFRAIN. / \ J_

, /My kit- est sun is sink-ing fast, My race is near-ly run; \

\ My strongest tri - als now are past, My tri - umph is be - gun^ / O
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r
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come, an - gel band,
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)me, and a - round me stand, O bear me a - way on your snow - y wings, To my im - mor - tal
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fet
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home, O bear me a - way on your snow - y wings, To my im - mor - tal home.

2 I know I'm nearing the holy ranks,

Of friends and kindred dear,

For I brush the dews on Jordan's banks,

The crossing must be near.

—

Cho.

3 I've almost gained my heavenly home,
My spirit loudly sings

;

178

The holy ones, behold, they come !

I hear the noise of wings.

—

Cho.

4 O, bear my longing heart to Him
Who bled and died for me

;

Whose blood now cleanses from all sin,

And gives me victory.

—

Cho.



Words by Rev. Mr. STRYKER.
SWEET CAROLS.

CHRISTMAS.
51

WM. B. BRADBURY.

King, Who reigns in glo - ry. Prom heav'n to earth he came ; Praise to his ho - ly name ! Let

1*—^ *
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all redeem'd from shame liehearse the sto - ry; Let all redeem'd from shame Behearse the sto ry.

-«

—

fg^a—<e—p^-!—|g..'-ra-j—££ ht. s> o_. <$mfa!_

2 Above angehc lays

Our Christmas hymns we raise

;

With heart and voice we praise

The infant Jesus.

The song ascends on high

;

It soars above the sky

;

And echo gives reply,
" From sin He frees us."

3 For He, the humble born,
In poverty forlorn,

Subject to bitter scorn,

And vile behaviour

;

The Great and Holy One,
Was God's anointed Son,
Who by his deeds batb won,

The name of Saviour.

179

4 Then on this natal day,
Our tribute let us pay,
And in a joyful lay

Unite our voices.
Loud will we raise the song,
Still the sweet strain prolong

;

Thy church, in one vast throng,
Lord, rejoices.



52 FORWARD. 7s & 6s.

" Speak to the children of Israel that they go forward," Ex. 14 : 15, &

l^lfe
1. Forward shall be our watchword, As weeks and months revolve, Forward in earnest purpose, And

in each high re - solve. No recreant glances cast - ing On So - dom still so near, No wish of sloth in-
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dulg: - ins, No thought of cow - ard fear, No wish of sloth in - dulg - ing, No thought of

3*=frz

^ I &
coward fear,

E m
2 Forward in holy likeness,

To him unseen we love

;

Forward in faith unyielding,

His faithfulness to prove.

Forward to meet our Master,
Whose coming draweth nigh

Forward to reach the guerdon
Prepared for saints on high.

180

3 Forward in God's great Army,
Embattled foes to meet

;

Forward with songs of victory,

Our conquering Lord to greet.

Forward in ceaseless effort

For weal of all around

;

Forward, yes. forward ever,

Till with Jesus we are crowii'd.



CORONATION OLIVER HOI.DEN-.' 53

pf=^ii«il^
1. All hail the power of Jesus' name, Let angels prostrate fall ; Bring forth the roy - al di - a-dem, And
2. Crown him,—ye morning stars of light ! Who formed this floating ball—Now hail the strength of Israel's might,And

5=^"- 22: ^B
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all.

all.

crown him Lord of

crown him Lord of

r r
Bring forth the roy - al di - a
Now hail the strength of Israel: Israel s rpignt Ai
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dem, And crown him Lord
it-ht And crown him Lord

3 Ye chosen seed of Israel's race,

"Who ransomed from the fall,

Hail him, who saves you by his grace

And crowu him Lord of all.

Glory of the sacred Page.

1 "What glory glides the sacred page!
Majestic, hke the sun,

It gives a light to every age
;

It gives, but borrows none.

2 The power that gave it still supplies

The gracious light and heat

;

Its truths upon the nations rise :

They rise, but never set.

3 Lord ! everlasting thanks be thine

For such a bright display,

As makes a world of darkness shine
With beams of heavenly day.

4 Our souls rejoicingly pursue
The fteps of him we love,

Till glory break upon our view
In brighter worlds above.

4 Let every kindred, every tribe,

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.

181

Perpetual Praise.

1 Yes. I will bless thee, my God,
Through all my flesting days

;

And to eternity prolong
Thy vast, thy boundless praise.

2 Nor shall my tongue alone proclaim
The honors of my Go<i

;

My life, with all its active powers,
Shall spread thy praise abroad.

3 Nor will I cease thy praise to sing,
When death shall close mine eyes;

My thoughts shall then to nobler heights,
And sweeter raptures rise.

4 Then shall my lips, in endless praise,

Their grateful tribute pay
;

The theme demands an angel's tongue
And an eternal day.



THE SABBATH BELLS.

gf^=Bi=P
1. List the Sabbath bells, so mer-ri-ly ringing, A thousand happy voi- ces sweet are sing- ing;

•
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A thousand ho - ly thoughts are up - ward springing, To ush - er in this Sab-bath morn,
'$ Learn re - demption's song, ye na - t'ions, learn it, And sing that song for ev - er-more.
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CHORUS.
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sa - cred sounds, ye breez - es,
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bear them, Bear the sa - cred sounds, to eve
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2 Hear the grateful song of brooklet and river,

And hear the little birds their praise deliver,

A thousand hymns of praise to God the giver,

'Tis music meet for Sabbath day.

Cho.—Bear the sacred sounds, &c.

3 Hasten forth to join this florious chorus,

For see the azure sky is bending o'er us,

t r—L
i k—5*—£-L

i r

-=»

—

ry shore.
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And happiness divine is just before us,

If we improve the Sabbath day

!

Cho.—Bear the sacred sounds, &c.

4 List the Sabbath bells so merrily ringing,

A thousand happy children now are singing

A thousand holy thoughts are upward springing,

To usher in the Sabbath day.

Cho.—Bear the sacred sounds, &c.



"Words by Mrs. LYDIA BAXTER.
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THE HAPPY LAND.
__*—is

¥M. B. BRADBURY.
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1. Oh, wijlyou join our happy band, All, all is love, We're marching to fair Canaan's land, All, all is love, With
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cheerful hearts we love to sing The glories of our heav'nly King, And to his fold the wayward bring, Where all, ail is love.

His gracious hand our steps shall guide.
All, all is love,

There's safety near his bleeding side,

All, all is love.

Come wash in this atoning flood,

This fountain filled with Jesus' blood,

'Twill fit you for that blest abode
Where all, all is love.

By faith we see those hills so bright,
All, all is love,

And countless millions rob'd in white,
All, all is love,

And when we meet to part no more
With those we love, who've gone before,

We'il shout upon that shining shore,
Here, all, all is love.

Oh, happy day ! oh, glorious rest

!

All, ail is love,

We shall be safe -among the blest.

All, all is love,

What notes of rapture strike the ear !

Is. it the music of that sphere ?

Oh, hallelujah ! heaven is near !

And all, all is love.

blLV£JtilUffl, I. ffl. WM. B. BRADBURY.
Prayjjr.
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1. Lord ! when we bend before thy throne, And our confessions pour, may we feel the sins we own, And hate what we

I
, J 1 I

[deplore.
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2 Our contrite spirits, pitying see,

True penitence impart,
And let a healing ray from thee
Beam hope on every heart.

z£=S:
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3 When we disclose our wants in prayer
let our wills resign;

And not a thought our bo&om sbare
;

Which is not wholly thine.



56 JUST AS I AM.
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¥M. E. BRADBURY.
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1. Just as I am—•without one plea, But that thy blood was shed for me,And that thou bidd'st me come to thee, Lamb of
(God, I come !

2. Just as I am—and waiting not To rid my soul of one dark blot, To thee, whose blood can cleanse each spot, Lamb of

(God, I come \

3. Just as I am—though tossed about With many a conflict, many a doubt, Fightings within, and fears without, Lamb of
(God, I come i

I* I
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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

!

M—m-t n-W-v-1 f^-rw---i»—r»»^ ,tpiJiz!»rEac;fc-.fc
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5 Just as I am, thou wilt recieve,

Wilt welcome, pardon, cleanse relieve

Because thy promise I believe,

O Lamb of God I come

!

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

;

NT)w to be thine, yea, thine alone,

Lamb of God, I come

!

THE BLUE BIRD'S TEMPERANCE SONG. #
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1. Oh ! I'm a happy blue bird, sober as you see; For pure cold water's the drink for me: I take a drop here, and a -
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THE BLUE BIRD'S TEMPERANCE SONG. Concluded,
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nother drop there.Andmake the woods ringwithmy temperance air. O don't defy it, Better, better try it,
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Repeat in chorus.

Water, pure waterfrom the springbelow, Better, better try it, Better, better try it, Try it sir? try it sir ? do.
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There is a little Bobby-Linkum sitting on a tree

He's singing a temperance song as you see,

'Tis " Bobolink, take a drink, take a drink to-day,

And Mister Bobolink, not a cent to pay!
Cho. Oh, don't defy it, better try it, &c.

As down among the lilies every day I go
To take my bath in the lake below,
If I chance to meet a drunkard all so pale and thin

I say sir, " how d'ye do ? and sir, " pray walk in

!

Cho. Oh, don't defy it, better try it, &c.

& ^ :3-

4 Come rise up with the songsters early in the morn,
See the thirsty grass and the waving corn

—

How their emerald faces brighten in the dazzling sun
While catching the dew drops one by one.

Cho. Oh, don't defy it, better try it, &c.

All up above the mountains all below the sea,

With my temperance song agree

—

That for man in his toil, or the bird upon her nest,

Cold water, cold water, the purest and best

!

Cho. Oh, don't defy it, better try it, &c.
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58 SINGING AND PRAISING FOREVER.
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Music by WM. B
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1. Thro' the new Je - ru - sa - lem, Lined by fair - est flow - ers, Flows a pure and crys - tal stream,

2. There are saints in robes of white, That have gone be - fore us, With the an - gels there u - nite,
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Wat'ring the heavenly bow -ers. On its banks we hope to stand, Close by the beau-ti - ful riv - er,

Swelling the heavenly cho - rus. And with them we hope to stand, Close by the beau- ti - ful riv - er,
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FULL CHORUS.
4*—I*—

h

P» I

s-
:a|-Z^r=Zmr=m==3 :̂

There to join the ransom'd host, Singing and praising for ev - er, Singing and praising for ev - er,

There to join the ransom'd host, Singing and praising for ev - er, Singing and praising for ev - er,
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Close by that beauti - ful riv - er, Thereto join the ransom'd host, Singing and praising for ev - er.
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SINGING AND PRAISING FOREVER. Concluded. 59
3 They who long the cross have borne,

Cast their crowns before him ;

Martyrs with their palms of gold

Singing with joy adore him.

Soon along the verdant banks;

Close by the beautiful river ;

—citl.--—ih
zt=#

"We shall hail our Saviour, King-
Singing and praising forever.

4 Courage then fainting soul,

Jesus still is near thee ;

COLD WATER
, | 1st time.

gzr

"i / The flowers drink their morning draught Of dew, of dew, \

\ Swcct-er than an - y nee - tar quaffed, By / me
The meadows feel the scorching sun, His breath, his breathA

If thy feeble strength should fail

Call, for he waits to hear thee
j

He will bear thee in his arms,
Close by the beautiful river

;

There we'll hail our Sovereign KiDg,
Singing and praising forever.

Rev. R. LOWRY.
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~ \ Like flames thro' many a field will run,
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you ; See how the crystal

J death ! 'Tis death ! But oh, when comes the
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of drinks thou art ! I'll

ry drooping flower ! Oh,
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3 The birds, that blithely soar on high, On wing, on wing,
As brilliant as the glowing sky, And sing, and sing.

Their merry songs ; by crystal rill,

They plume their wings, and drink their fill,

'Mid liquid pauses, singing still.

Their Heavenly father's praise.

4 Since nature thus herself renews. By thee, by thee,

With fragrant showers, and gracious dews, So free, so free,

Why should not I that fountain seek,

Those waters pure and clear bespeak,

The glow of health to every cheek,

To every heart a joy ?

quaff thee every morn, I'll quaff thee eve -ry morn.
wa - ter pure and free ! Oh, wa - ter pure and free !

187



THE BEAUTIFUL LAND.
WM. B. BRADBURY.

1 I. There's a beautiful land Where sweet flowers ever bloom, A land all filled with odors of richest perfume, When life's

I
je m. je M- iff. .m. m- -«- ^-^ ,—
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journey is end - ed, All good children there will stand,With the white-robed saints in glory in that beauti - ful land.
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"CIIORUS.
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I'hen come happy angels, on love's pinions come, With music, sweet music to welcome us home ; With your bright crowns
[of glory and your
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z$-^rzW§: :g—5:^i~5=®—S-Pg=S--^2=FH In the beautiful land little children ne'er grow old
;
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y j itt ie forehead is placed a crown of gold,

golden harps in hand, 0! welcome the children to this beautiful land. A harp tuned by an angel, in every little hand,
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And they sing God's praise forever, in the Beauti-
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ful Land. Cho.



THE BEAUTIFUL LAND. Concluded. 61

In the Beautiful Land our dear Saviour we shall see,

We shall hear his words of welcome,—" Little children come
to me,"

Then around His throne in glory, with our crowns and harps
we'll stand,

And we'll praise the Lamb forever in that Beautiful Land.
Cho. Then come, &c.

But the Beautiful Land is not for little ones alone,
There is room enough for every one, around the Father's

throne,
There join us friends and parents, take the children by the

hand,
And we'll journey on together to the Beautiful Land.

Cho. Then come, &o.

THE UNION BAND. *

- - *
_ _sr

f
1. O we're a band of brethren dear,Who will join this happy band? Who live as pilgrim strangers here,Who will join this

[happy baud ?

**=ST* ^^^^PB^^^
Hallelu-jah, hallelujah,We will join this happy band, Singing hallelujah, Hallelujah,We will join this happy band

^^^m
i i i

The prophets and apostles too,'

Once belonged to this happy band.
And all God's children here below,

All have joined this happy band.
Clio. Hallelujah, &c

Let no contention e'er divide
Members of this happy band ;

But firm, united, side by side,

Thro' this life together stand.
Cho. Hallelujah, &c.
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And when death comes, as come it must,
To divide this happy band ;

The links wiil not return to dust,

They will shine at God's right hand.
Cho. Hallelujah, &c.



62 SOLDIERS OF THE CROSS.
Tune arranged from a popular Camp Soug.

fe-fc-

1. Ye soldiers of the cross, rise, and putyour armor on; March to the oi - ty of the New-Je - ru - sa-lem

;

2. The watchmen they are crying, attend the trumpet's sound, Take the gospel banner, and the pow'rs ofhell surround,
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Je- sus gives the or- der, and leads his people on 'Till vie - to - ry is won.
Hearts and arms make ready, the bat-tie is at hand; Go forth at Christ's command.
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glo - ry, hal - le
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Repeat ad Libitum.
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hi - jah ! Glo - ry glo - ry, hal - le - lu - jah ! Glo - ry
,
glo - ry, hal - le - lu . jah ! We are marching on.
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W
Lay hold upon the Saviour by faith's victorious shield,
March on in order 'till you win the glorious field,

Taint not by the way, 'till you've gained that peaceful
shore

Where war shall be no more.
C%o.—Glory, glory, hallelujah &c.

Ne'er think the victory won, nor lay your armor down,
March on in duty, 'till you gain the starry crown,
When the war is o'er and the battle you have Avon,

Jesus will say, "well done."
Cho.—Glory, glory, hallelujah ! &c.
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I'LL THINK OF MY SAVIOUR.
WM. B. BRADBURY.

I

2 -

63

, /I'll think of my Saviour when daylight is breaking Away from the darkness and gloom of the night
" \When fresh from his slumber the sun is awaking, And gird himself'

s
ith theEOmft ] armor of light.

With angels to meet him, With seraphs to greet him, And praise him for-ev

sinking

y, ^ -V 1
1 ^

I'll think of my Saviour when daylight
And blending its beams with the twilight so gray,

When bright starry eyes in the azute are twinkling,
And silence embraces the close of the day.
Cho.—I'll think of my Saviour, &c.

I'll think ofmy Saviour when pleasure is spreading
Her soft downy pinions to gladden my way

;

Thro" sorrow and sadness, alone He was treading,
To open for sinners the portals of day.
Cho.—I'll think of my Saviour, &c.

191

I'll think of my Saviour when sorrow is flinging

Her thick robe of sadness around the dark tomb
;

If light from His presence a glory is bringing,

'Twill scatter its darkness and hide all its gloom.

Cho.—I'll think of my Saviour, &c.

I'll think of my Saviour, my dear blessed Saviour,

When he from on high his bright angels shall send,

And take to His bosom His loved ones forever,

To join in the anthems that never shall end.

Cho.—I'll think of my Saviour, &c.



64 GOING HOME
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, /Through, a strange country as pil - grims we stray, For we're going,

\ On - ward we go through the swift fad - ing day, For we're going,
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B. BRADBURY.
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go-mg,
go - ing,

go - ing home,
go - ing home.

2 Why should we gather earth's withering flowers]

When we're going, going, going home

:

Soon shall we tread the fair Heavenly bowers
For we're going, going, going home :

There fragrant garlands Immortal will bloom,
Untouched by blight, and unshadowed by gloom,
And never strewing the path to the tomb

;

For w'ere going, going, going home.

3 Hark ! 'tis the storm crashing loud through the pines
We are going, going, going home

;

See the faint glimmering light that now shines
We are going, going, going home.

192

Little we heed the wild roar of the wind,
Onward we still look, and never behind

;

This thought alone gives sweet peace to our mind
We are going, going, going home.

Soon we shall hear the glad welcoming voice,

We are going, going, going home

:

Bidding our spirits forever rejoice,

We are going, going, going home

:

Home to our mansion prepared in the sky,

Where we can never more suffer or die,

O ! let our anthem of praise ring on high

!

We are going, going, going home.



WILLOW DALE. C. M. Double.

" Sing us one of the songs of Zion."

FIXE.

65
WM. B. BRADBURY.
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/Sing,them,my children. sing them still,Those sweet and holy songs,

\Oh, let the psalms of Zion's hill, Be heard from youthful tongues.
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,

sing them at the early dawn,The rising morn to

I I

D.C—And sing them round the evening hearth,"When fires are blazing near.
t—t—I-

2 Sing them when Sabbath Schools are

met,
And your young voices raise,

Your Sabbath evening melodies
To their Redeemer's praise.

So shall each un forgotten word,
When distant far you roam,

Call back your heart which once it

stirred,

To childhood's blessed home.

3 Sing them, dear children, many a saint

The3e holy strains have sung ;

These walls of ours have echoed them,
From many a pilgrim's tongue.

Oh, sing them in a land like this,

Where pilgrim's steps have roved
;

Oh, children sing these melodies—
The songs our father'B loved.

Earth's shadowy years . 2d hymn.

1 Earth's shadowy years will soon be o'er,

Heaven's blissful morn arise,

And sorrow's night will then no more
O'ercloud our weeping eyes,

Then will the Lord of life and love
Unveil his beaming face

;

And never from our sight remove
The bright celestial rays,

The precious jewels Jesus sent
To be our solace here,

Were only for a season lent,

They're shining brighter there.

And we shall soon their lovely forms
In glorious robes behold ;

Shall sing with them in angel's songs,
With harps of shining gold.

In that blest place no loved ones part,
No mourning there, no sighs

;

For God himself will gently wipe
All sorrow from their eyes.

There everlasting peace and joy,

And transport shall be thine
;

Praise shall our utmost powers employ,
In melody divine.

Thy Saviour cares for thee.

Be still, repining heart, be still,

And learn with humble trust
',

103

To lean confiding on his word,
The only good and just.

What tho' at times thy courage fail, J
And dark thy path may be

;

Look up to God he knows it all,

Thy Saviour cares for thee.

2 In every changing scene of life,

His hand will ever guide ;

He will not leave thee here alone.
What can'st thou want beside ?

The world may pierce with cruel thorna
Though deep the wound may be.

Remember Jesus bore it all,

Thy Saviour cares for thee.

3 There is a morn, a glorious mora,
For every night of gloom

;

A smile for every falling tear,

A hope beyond the tomb.
Then peace ; reposing heart, "be still,*

Whate'er thy trials be ;

Look up to him, who feels them all—
Thj Saviour cares for thee. (C)



66 THE CHRISTIAN'S DEAR HOME.
Words by Mrs. M. A. KIDDER.

I I
1.

I
2.

WM. B. BRADBURY.

-, ( Speed away ! speed a - way ! happy soul of the blest, \
' \ From thy prison-house fly, like a bird to rOm^... 1 hernest ;/i

mm
rrom thy prison-house fly, like a bird to [OmW-..]hernest;/Angelspiritsarebendinginlovefromthesky,To

welcome thee home to the mansions on high ! To the land where no night is, no tears, no de - cay ! Speed a

ii
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Alto full and clear—Soprano light.
Ritard ad lib.

Speed a -

way, speed a - way, happy soul of the blest, Speed a -way, speed a -way to the land of thy rest.
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way.
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2 Speed away ! speed away ! O why linger below,
When thy measure of glory no mortal can know,
And the visions of beauty tha. beam on thy sight,

All come from the Christian's lear home of delight,

Thy darkness is turned into ini uite day

!

Speed away, speed away, &c.
194
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3 Speed away ! speed away ! happy soul of the blest,

To the land where the weary-worn pilgrim may rest,

To the city celestial, that beautiful shore,

Where the presence of death we shall fear nevermore,
Up ! heavenward ! let nothing the journey delay I

Speed away, speed away, &c.



WE COME WITH REJOICING.
Words by KATE CAMERON. (Appropriate to any Anniversary occasion.)

67
¥M. B. BRADBURY.
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1 We come with re - joicing, thanksgiving, and song, The notes of our anthem, let ech - o prolong : To
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Him who redeemed us, and saved us from death, We'll sing loudest praises, while He gives us breath.
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CHORUS,
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The Lamb that was slain ! And liv - eth a - gain, We'll sing loudest praises, To the Lamb that was slain.
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2 The Lamb that was slain ! our salvation is made !

In robes of His glory, our spirits arrayed
;

O why should we fear, while on Him we rely,

He'll help us to live, and prepare us to die. Cho>

3 Oh ! Jesus our Saviour ! the dearest and best,

On Thee all our hopes for Eternity rest

!

We love Thee, we praise Thee, Thy name we adore,
To Thee all our thoughts and our wishes shall soar. Cho.
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68 JESUS LOVES ME.

m
WM. B. BRADBURY.
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1. Je - sus loves me ! this I know, For the Bi - ble tells me so; Lit- tie ones to him belong, They areweak but

is strong. Yes, Jesus loves me, Yes, Jesus loves me,
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Jesus loves me, The Bible tells me so

r :p * :£ ^ it

8 Jesus loves me! He who died,

Heaven's gate to open wide

;

He will wash away my sin,

Let his little child come in.

Yes, Jesus loves me, &c.

rg £EtEpc=hc
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3 Jesus loves me ! loves me still,

Though I'm very weak and ill

;

From his shining throne on high,
Comes to watch me where I lie.

Yes, Jesus loves me, &c.

4 Jesus loves me ! He will stay,

Close beside me, all tbe way

;

If I love him, when I die

He will take me home on high.

Yes, Jesus loves me, &c.

WORK, FOR THE NIGHT IS COMING.
From by permission of MASON BROTHERS.

iliiffiUjIpiplipi
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i

Work, for tlie night is coming, Work thro'the morning hours; Work, while the dew is sparkling, Work'raid springing flow'rs;

2. Work for the night is coming,Work thro' the sunny noon; Fill brightest hours with labor, Rest comes sure aud soon,
3. Work for the night is coming, Under the sunset skies; While their bright tints are glowing,Work, for daylight flies,
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WORK, FOR THE NIGHT IS COMING. Concluded. 69
rz==*zr=Kzq===&^=l*=+q
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Work when the day gvovvs brighter,Work in the glowing sun; Work, for the night is coming,When man's work is done.
Give ev - ery fly - ing minute, Something to keep in store;Work, for the night is coming.When man works no more.
Work till the last beam fadeth, Fadeth to shine no more;Work while the night is dark'ning,When man's work is o'er,

-i

—

i—
1—

r

Semi-chorus, or Duet.
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THE MASTER IS GONE.

Love sounds in her sighs, love flows in her eyes, How pensive she

*

ters her moan, The stone

moved, lost is all
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that she loved. Ah, Ma
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ry ! the Mas - ter is gone, Master is gone

!
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"In vain was my care those spices to prepare,

To enhalm my dear Saviour alone

;

Taken home from my view, what alas shall I do."

||: Ah, Mary ! ah, Mary! the Master is gone ! :||

"I seek but in vain to relieve my heart's pain,

From bosoms as callous as stone

;

No one here can calm, by sweet sympathy's balm,

I I

^±=1

A heart full of sighs for the Master she loves.

Ah, Mary! ah, Mary! the Master is gone.

4 " Hallelujahs arise ; assist me ye skies,

And rejoice with a mortal who mourned !

Hence sorrow, hence care ; to the winds with despair.

||
: liaboni, Raboni, the Master's returned." :|[
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70 HAPPY IN THE LORD.
WM. B.BRADBURY.
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1. A pilgrim and a stranger here, happy, happy, happy, I seek the home to pilgrims dear, happy in the Lord.
A home beyond this mortal shore, happy, happy, happy, Where sin and sorrow come no more, happy in the Lord.
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CHORUS

:'ll cross the river of Jor - dan, happy, happy, happy, happy, Cross the river of Jor-dan, happy in the Lord.
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2 I leave this world of sin behind me, happy, &c.
That better home in heaven to find, happy in, &c.
Fair lands are here, and houses fair, happy, &c.
But fairer is my borne up there, happy in, &c.

Cho. We'll cross the river,

3 In that fair clime of endless day, happy, &c.
TEe Lord shall wipe all tears away, happy in, &c.
To living founts, through verdant meads, happy, &c.
The Lamb his ransomed followers leads, happy in, &c.

Cho. We'll cross the river &c.

4 The fruits and flowers of Paradise, happy, &c.
In plenteous showers round them rise, happy in, &c.
No death shall visit them again, happy, &c.
No sickness there, no touch of pain, happy in, &c.

Cho. We'll cross the river, &c.

5 Farewell, vain world, I'm going home, happy, &c.
My Saviour smiles and bids me come, happy in, &c.
No mourning there, no funeral gloom, happy, &c.
But health and youth forever bloom, happy in, &.c.

Cho. We'll cross the river, &c.
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MY MANSION IN THE SKY. 71
Words by Mrs. M. A. KIDDER. Music by HENRY TUCKER.
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1 Oh, Je - sus, pre - cious bleeding Lamb, My spir - it longs for thee ; My waiting soul on wings of
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CHORUS.
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love, From this vain world would flee
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Oh ! I'm glad there's a mansion in the sky, Where my
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soul may be happy when I die, I'm glad, I'm glad, Oh, I'm glad there's a mansion in the sky.
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2 In that bright world of love and light,

That city of our God

;

I know a glorious welcome waits,
. Each lover of the Lord !

—

Gho.

3 The vain pursuits of this short life,

How weak and frail they seem

;
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When from my blessed home above,
I catch one shining gleam !

—

Gho.

4 If I'm a lover of the Lord,
And to his footstool come

;

I know He'll send his angels down,
To guide me safely home ;

—

Cho.



72
Words by Mrs. LYDIA BAXTER.

THE BRIGHT HILLS OF GLORY.
WM. B. BRADBURY

;ip3=ii
I
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, , ^i II 2.1. .

/Oh, give me a harp on the bright hills of glory—A home when life's sorrows are o'er,

Jwill more than lost Eden restore,

[throng.
\Where joys that await the meek and the lowly, [Omit

„ /Oh, there let me roam on the batiks of the riv - er, Escort - ed by angels a - long ;\

\And with them a- dore the Bounteous Giver, [Omit /Whose love is rehearsed by the

4± -&;-

FULL CHORUS. /

!=?^E?^=^Et|=^=L^?=ll^
Where the new song of glo - ry Is the theme of the ho - ly, And the ransomed are safe ev - er more,
Where the new song is giv-en, To the loved ones in heaven, And the an - gels re - ech - o the song,

_J___J 1 -fV N/ ,
3 j—r- ^ K—s-c -J '-t—I 1 1

er more,
the song.

3 There sweetly we'll rest in those mansions for ever

And bask in the fulness of love,

Where fields are all bright with flowrets that never
Shall wither in Eden above.

Cho.—There the new song of pardon,
Is the theme over Jordan,
And each harp swells the chorus of love.

2 00

safe

ech

Oh, who has prepared this banquet of ph
In heaven's sweet bower of rest?

And bids us partake of all its rich treasures,

And waits now to welcome each guest.

Cho.—It is Jesus, our Saviour,

And we'll praise him for ever,

When we're safe in those mansions of rest.



OUR BRIGHT AND MORNING STAR. 73
Words by KATE CAMERON. WM. B. BRADBURY

.
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1 Je - sus is our morning star, Brightly beaming from afar ; He is sent to guide our way, From the darkness

2 Je-sus is our morning star Tho' in sorrow's night we are ; Tho' the clouds around our way Give no token

3 Je-sus is our morning star When our prison we unbar, When we break the chains of sin, And the pure light

'
;
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CHORUS.

;—^T J-j-«u]

to the day : And His dy - ing love a • lone, Can for all our sins atone. The bright and morning
of the day : Still, the dawning hour draws near ; Rise, and cast a - side each fear. The bright, &c.
ush-ers in; Trust not earth's delu - sive ray, He a - lone fortells the day. The bright, &c.
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star, The bright and morning star,

.m^-«—m-rm—m—m—p-cm-^

Je SUS IS the morning star, The bright and morning star.

Our Guiding Star.

1 Glorious hope, eternal life,

Promise sweet to mourners given,

Soon will end this mortal strife,

Look beyond there's rest iu heaven
Rest from sorrow, toil, and care

In our Father's mansion fair.

Cho.—We're on our journey home,

We're on our journey home,
Jesus is our guiding star,

We're on our journey home.

2 We must meet with trials here ;

Through a desert waste we roam
;

But our Saviour still is near,

He will guide us safely home,
201

From the world's coroding care
To our Father's mansion fair.— Cho.

3 On a wild and stormy sea.

When our fragile bark is driven,
Shatter'd tho' its sails may be,

We shall anchor safe in heaven
;

We shall rise triumphant there,

To our Father's mansion fair.

—

Cho.



74 WE HAVE COME REJOICING,

. m Sprightly
Suggested in part by a melody of BELLINI.
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1 We have come re - joic - ing on this hap - py day,
2 Thro' the week*he's kept us, and his smiling face
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our Sunrlay School we dear - ly love to stay
is beaming on us in this hap - py place
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D. C. We have come re -joic - ing on this hap - py day

And with voi - ces blend - ing in a sa - cred song, "We the Saviour's praise pro - long.

And the gra - cious Spir -it from his ho - ly throne, Tells us of a bet - ter home,
4t. .«. .0. .0. .0. |S ,s js is

I i
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In our Sunday School we dear -ly love to stay;
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And with voi - ces blend - ing

CHORUS.
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a sa - cred song, We the Saviour's praise pro long.
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There we shall never grieve him more, But with the a
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;els on that shore, Strike the harps of glory in a sweeter strain, And
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ev - er with them praise his ho- ly name.
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Jf Or "year," if for anniversary.

3 Jesus there is smiling, on his Father's throne,

Saying, "Come in welcome, come for here is room,
In these shining mansions I have still a place,

Children hasten to my face." Clio. There we shall, &c.

4 And in robes of glory, like the stars above,
Shall my loved ones ever, ever with me rove

;

"Where the waving flowerets of immortal bloom,
Shed around their sweet perfume. Clio. There we shall, &C.
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FOR THOU HAST DIED FOR ME.
"Words by FANNY CROSBY.

^ - i
1st.

Efe^

WM. B. BRADBURY. 75

2d.

:d=£ jEEgzi:
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#3
^ / When clouds hang dark - ly o'er my way And earth - ly comfort dies, \

X On thee my Sa-viour and my God, My [Omit / ev - ery hope re -lies.my
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I hear thy spir - its gen -tie voice, Thy cross by faith I see,

—

Thy precious blood 0, dy- ing
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Lamb, Redeems and makes me what I
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For thou hast died for me, For thou hast died for me.

=g: rf-*=£=Sm
2 My soul, confiding in thy word,

Can rest securely there,

And feel at peace in every storm,
Beneath thy watchful care

;

A sinner lost, but saved by grace
Be this my only plea :

Thy precious blood, O dying Lamb,
Redeems and makes me what I am,
For thou hast died for me.
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3 O when I leave this mortal scene,

And rise to worlds of light

;

Then shall I see thee as thou art

Arrayed in glory bright

:

There by the living stream divine,

My raptured song shall be

;

Thy precious blood, O dying Lamb,
Redeems and makes me what I am,
For thou hast died for me.



Words furnished by L, HART, Esq. JESUS IS KING.
._!
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WM. B.
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1. He who once to

2. Ma - ny lit - tie

earth came down, Toil'd and suffered here
ones are there, Gathered in that shin -

I

BRADBURY.
-I 1-

r * f
be - low, Sits up - on his heavenly
ing throng \ Lis - ten ! thro' the Sabbath

sing,

sing, &c.

=£
While

FULL ff

minn
gels join to sing, And

iE£

loud the sweet words ring- Je sus is King, Je

loud

!=*?
SE

King.

Ml
the sweet words ring

—

3. 4.

Yes, our loved and lost are there, Christians in the song unite

They have reached the happy land, Gladly swell the notes of praise,

.Kow white robes and crowns they wear, And with saints and angels bright,

They have joined the angel band, j Still the grateful anthem raise.

Oho. They strike each golden string, \Cho. Come let us join to sing,

And loud the sweet words ring, Loud let the sweet words ring

Jesus is King. J Jesus is King.

204

Surely we that song may share,

Jesus bids the children come

;

Gives the lambs his tender care,

Guides them to his heavenly home.
Clio. Come let us join to sing,

Loud let the sweet words ring,

Jesus is King



* "THAT WAS SETTLED LONG AGO."
Words by FANNY CROSBY.

--> > I.. .
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| 1st I . 2nd. v , I Duet.

77
WM. B. BRADBURY.
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Mother you are bending o'er me,
Trying hard to ease my pain,

You would make the struggle lighter,

But your tender care is vain.

Do not weep, my soul is happy,

I am not afraid to go

:

Jesus loves me, yes, I feel it,

" That was settled long ago."

3.

Fainter grew that voice so gentle,

Quickly came his feeble breath,

Leaning on the arm of Jesus,

He had passed the gates of death.

How his cheering words of comfort

Like a strain of music flow,

I have made my peace with Jesus,

"That was settled long ago."

The weary are at rest.

Earth may robe her fairest blossoms,

In her crimson light serene,

Yet the pleasures that await us,

Mortal eye has never seen.

'Tis a vail our souls dividing

From the region of the blest,

"Sorrow there can never enter,

There the weary are at rest.'*

2.

Through eternal ages rolling,

Angel choirs their notes prolong,

*A dying Christian boy's answer to his mother, when asked if he was "

205

We shall join their choral numbers,
We shall learn their happy song.

Jesus calls us to his bosom,
From the region of the blest,

" Sorrow there can never enter,

There the weary are at rest."

3.

Here our kindred ties are broken

,

Here our fondest hopes decay;
In that land of sacred pleasure,

God will wipe all tears away.
Those we love will bid us welcome
In the region of the blest,

" Sorrow there can never enter,

There the weary are at rest.'*

ailing to die.



78

Slow and gentle.

JESUS OUR SHEPHERD.
The Lord is my Shepherd, I shall not Want."

-1—1 N fc 1* 1—

I
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our Shepherd, wip -ing every tear; Folded in his ho - som, what have we to fear?
our Shepherd, well we know his voice; How its gentlest whisper, makes our hearts rejoice

On - ly let us fol - low whither he doth lead, To the thirsty des - ert, or the dew - y mead.
E - ven when it chid-eth, tender is its tone; None hut he shall guide us, we are his a - lone.
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Jesus is our Shepherd, for the sheep he hied-.

Every lamb is sprinkled with the blood he shed,
Then on each he setteth his own secret sign,

They that have my Spirit, these (saith he) are mine.

4.

Jesus is our Shepherd, guided by his arm,
Though the wolves may raven, none can do us harm,
When we tread death's valley, dark with fearful gloom,
We will fear no evil, victors o'er the tomb.

COME UNTO ME. By permission of Dr. L. MASON.

pn 35T^3=
SEESEJE :fc« t-t :9=9=±M -j^=z^~M~

1. Come un - to me, when shadows darkly gath - er, When the sad heart is wea - ry and dis - tresfr

2. Ye who have mourn'd when the spring flowr's were taken,When the ripe fruit fell rich-ly to the ground,

lliil m ,m—m—m-

y U~ P~
206



COME UNTO ME. Concluded.
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Seek-ing for com - fort from your heavenly Father, Come un - to me, and I will give you rest.

When the loved slept, in bright - er homes to wa - ken, Where their pale brows with spirit wreaths are crown'
.j« «

—
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3 Large are the mansions in thy Father's dwelling,

Glad are the homes that sorrows never dim ;

Sweet are the harps in holy music swelling,

Soft are the tones which raise the heavenly hymn
;

BE
4 There, like an Eden blossoming in gladness,

Bloom the fair flowers the earth too rudely pressed
Come unto me, all ye who droop in sadness,
Come unto me, and I will give you rest

!

Gently
OUR ANGEL SISTER. 8s & 7s.

2nd. CODA. Adagio.
It. S. T.

/ In the greenwood sweetly sleeping, Where the willow branches wave,\

V Lies our darling lit -tie sister, In the dark and /silen

£E

I l I I I I

There she lies and knows no sorrow,
In that silent lonely spot

;

While around her grave are blooming,
Roses and Forget-me-not.

Coda. There's she's resting, &c

There the Robin sweetly warbles
;

There the wild Bee gaily hums ;

There the streamlet gently murmurs ;

There the water-lily blooms.
Coda. There's she's resting, &c.

When our sister mingled with us
Well she loved the Saviour's name,

Ere she reached the heavenly portals,
Angel guards to greet her came.

Coda. She is resting, &c.

Death of a S. S. Scholar.

1 Like a young and tender blossom,
Is the form before us now,

Death has laid hia icy fingers

On the pale and gentle brow,
Cold and silent (he) she is sleeping now.

2 But her soul has gone before us—

j

Gone to join the holy throng,
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In that bright and sunny region
We may learn her happy song,

There in glory learn her happy song.

3 When she crossed the darksome river,

Jesus cheered her lonely way
;

Upward to the fields of Eden,
In the fadeless realms of day,

We shall meet her in the realms of day.



80 NOW WE LIFT OUR TUNEFUL VOICES.
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FOR S. S. CELEBRATION.
1st.

|
2d

BS6

From
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Oriola," by permission.

|# FULL CHORUS.

. < Now we lift our tuneful voices, In anew melodious song : }

( Wliile each youtliful heart rejoices, Omit ) To behold the gath'ring throng. As we lift our
" at :fc ibjL - - - - -.------ :£:• iff: ff: ff:
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wavingbanners To the breezes soft and mild, May the tide of glad hosan-nas Flow from bosoms un - defded.
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Ye who join our celebration,

Sweetest melodies employ

;

Bow with us in adoration,

Filled with holy heavenly joy.

Clio.—As we lift, &c.

p V~1"
'6

Teachers kind, whose care unceasing,
All must honor and approve

;

Thauks for labor still unceasing,
Heaven reward your works of love.

Cho.—As we lift, &c.

giggg

Thanks to God for every blessing,

Which his bounteous hand bestows

;

All on earth that's worth possessing,

From that hand incessant flows.

Cho.—As we lift, &c.

# WELCOME HOUR OF PRAYER.
fe^E^E^=g—Si :g:

_=]v

WM. B.BRADBURY.

1—-=S=3:
*=•=* E?: Ill~m—m

i * *
distant hills The beams of morning break,When nature breathes her choral hymn,
in his course, The glorious orb of light, Ascend -ing in the radiant sky

1. When softly o'er the
2. When like a gi - ant
3. When slowly fades the si - lent eve, Beneath the glowing west ; And tranquil thoughts of heavenly peace
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WELCOME HOUR OF PBAYER. Concluded.

My cheer -ful heart shall wake; My strength renewed my soul re - freshed, I'll bless a Father's care,
Has reached his noonday height; From earthly scenes I'll turn a - way, To bless a Father's care!
With - in my bo - som rest ; For all the mer - cies of the day, I'll bless a Father's care.

-K-a,—EfcEEi»—j*—r~n H-fca—fca—EbEE g—g=g=FF j
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And hail with pure and ho - ly joy, The welcome hour of praver,^ welcome hour of prayer.

CHINA. CM. SWAN. Arranged.

departing friends, Or shake at death's alarms ? 'Tis but the voice that Jesus sends, To call them to

(

his arms.

Are we not tending upward too,

As fast as time can move ?

Nor should we wish the hours more slow,
To keep us from our love.

Why should we tremble to convey
Their bodies. to the tomb?

There, the dear flesh of Jesus lay,

And left a long perfume.

209

Then let the last loud trumpet sound,
And bid our kindred rise

;

Awake, ye nations under ground !

Ye saints ! ascend the bkies.



82
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THE REALMS OF THE BLEST.

»

feJL -ft.—fc-

^
1 We speak of the realms of the blest, Of that country so bright and so fair, And oft are its glories cou-

2 We speak of the pathways of gold, Of its walls deck'd with jewels so rare, Of its wonders and pleasures un
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fessed : But what must it be to

told : But what must it be, &c
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be there, To be there, To be there, But what must it be to be there.
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3 We speak of its freedom from 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 ?

5 O Lord, midst our gladness or woe,
Still for heaven our spirits prepare

;

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

6 TL«m anthems of praise we will sing,

When safe in that heavenly rest

;

To Jesus, our Saviour and King,
Who reigns in those realms of the blest.

ROSSINI. C. M.

1 These are the crowns that we shall wear When all thy saints :

PSfiSrtPpp^^^P
re crowned ; These are the palms that we shall bear On yondef

tholy ground.
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ROSSINI. C. M. Concluded. 83

2 These are the robes, unsoiled and white,

Which we shall then put on,

When, foremost 'mong the sons of light,

We sit on yonder throne.

3 That is the city of the saints,

Where we so soon shall stand,

When we shall strike these desert-tents,

And quit this desert-land.

4 Then welcome toil and care and pain !

And welcome sorrow too !

All toil is rest, all grief is gain,

With such a prize in view.

5 Come, crown, and throne ; come, robe and palm
Burst forth, glad stream of peace !

Come, holy city of the Lamb !

Rise, Sun of righteousness

!

Bona.

EVEN ME.
:

WM, B. BRADBURY

4
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, /Lord I hear of show'rs of blessings,Thou art scattering full and free ;\

\Show'rs the thirsty land refreshing, Let some droppings fall on me. /Even me, Even me, Let some droppings fall on me.
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2 Pass me not, O God, my Father,
Sinful though my heart may be

;

Thou might' st leave me, but the rather,

Let thy mercy light on me,

—

Even me.

3 Pass me not, O gracious Saviour,
Let me live and cling to thee

;

Fain I'm longing for thy favor;

Whilst thou'rt calling, call tor me

—

Even me.

4 Pass me not, O mighty Spirit,

Thou canst make the blind to see

:

211

Witnesses' of Jesus' merit,

Speak the word of power to me

—

Even me.

5 Love of God, so pure and changeless

;

Blood of Christ, so rich and free

;

Grace of God, so rich and boundless.
Magnify it all in me,

—

Even me.

6 Pass me not, thy lost one bringing

;

Bind my heart, Lord, to thee

;

W'.ilst the streams of life are springing,

Siless'ug others, oh, bless me,

—

Even me.



84 RE-UNION.
I SHALL GO TO HIM." David. *

£ feE=jm-8=kt= :S=S=:; s= sip
1. Meet again! yes, we shall meet again, Tho' now we part in pain! His peo - pie all To-
2. Soon the days of absence shall be o'er, And thou shalt weep no more; Our meet- ing day Shall

geth-er Christ shall call, Hal
wipe all tears a - way, Hal

|HE£

lu - jah, Hal
lu - jah, Hal

^

lu - jah, Hal
lu - jah, Hal

le - lujah, praise the Lord,
le - lujah, praise the Lord.
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Now I go with gladness to our home,
With gladness thou shalt come

;

There 1 will wait

To meet thee at Heaven's gate.

Hallelujah!

4.

Dearest! what delight again to share

Our sweet communion there

!

To walk among
The holy ransomed throng.

Hallelujah!

5.

r

212

Not to mortal sight can be given
To know the bliss of Heaven

;

But thou shalt be
Soon there, and sing with me,

Hallelujah

!

6.

Meet again! yes, we shall meet again,

Though now we part in pain!

Together all

His people Christ shall call.

Hallelujah!



YOU MUST BE A LOVER OF THE LORD.
CHORUS.

Arranged.
85

1 / Return, O wand'rer, to thy home, Thy Father calls for thee; \ /For you must be
' \ No long - er now an ex - ile roam,- In guilt and mis - er - y. ) \ For you must be

0—at—gd—*-

a lov er of tho
a lov-er of the

sa=^gp£ md=fL V m M
S^g:

For you must be a lov - er of the Lord,
Or you can't go to heaven when you die.

-r -r ^ f- <=*--—:c

2 Return, O wand'rer, to thy home,
'Tis Jesus calls for thee :

The Spirit and the Bride say come

;

Oh ! now for refuge flee.

Cho.—For you must, &c.

3 Return, O wand'rer, to thy home,
'Tis madness to delay

;

There are no pardons in the tomb,
And brief is mercy's day.

Cho.—For you must, &c.

LEARNING OF JESUS. Words by Miss H. MEEKER.

ill i L r i i » - .^. _^_

1 . Haste wenow with eager feet, Teachers, scholars gladly greet, On this Sabbath morn we meet, That we may learn
[of Jesus.

2 Help us, Lord, throughout this day,
While we sing and while we pray,

Let thy Spirit with us stay,

While here we learn of Jesus.

3 Lord our hearts are full of sin,

Let thy Spirit enter in,

Make them pure, all white and clean,

And full of love to Jesus.
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4 As we learn thy righteous will,

Help us, Holy Father, still,

Each commandment to fulfill,

And give the praise to Jesus.



86 BEAUTIFUL ZION.
WM. B. BRADBURY. From the " Day Spring." By permission.

1. Beautiful Zi - on built a

I* * I

s
I'.

'-'•••«- --

ifrmiida:
SETtE =t=t

love,

j^ ri.

Beautiful gates of pear - ly white,

£3
r^r

Beautiful temple—God its light;

L I.

pnffz

He who was slain on Cal-va

p« h N i

:g=feg£pg:

Opens those pearly gates to me.

fit;

Beautiful heaven, where all is light,

Beautiful angels, clothed in white,

Beautiful strains that never tire.

Beautiful harps thro' all the choir

;

There shall I join the chorus sweet,

Worshiping at the Saviour's feet

3.

Beautiful crowns on every brow
Beautiful palms the conqerors 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.

THE PROMISED LAND.

tzzzzi^^^z=zgzz^zzgz±tz=fzzz=^=zU: jaufctH

Beautiful throne of Christ our King,
Beautiful songs the angels shig,

Beautiful rest, all wanderings cease,

Beautiful home of perfect peace
;

There sball my eyes the Saviour see,

Haste to this heavenly home with me

BRADBURY.

tas:3te=5=

9r±m »_^_*_«_^_t
s
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1. I have a Father in the promised land, I have a Father in the promised land, My Father calls me, I must go,

2. I haveaSaviourinthepromisedland,
^ 1*

I have a Saviour in the promised land, When Jesus calls

-m-
-f-

-m- -fT* * !
N -m- fit

me, I must go,
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THE PROMISED LAND. Concluded.
CHORUS.

apSN-4 N--]Vr-h

87

> I j !

^ To meethim in the promised land, I'll a - way, I'll away to the promised land ; I'll a - way to the promised land,
To meethim in the promised land.

pniarg— i
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My Father calls me, I must go, To meethim in the promised land.

m ;£-_£--
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—

I have a crown in the promised land,
:||

When Jesus calls me I must go
To wear it in the promised land.

I'll away, I'll away, &c.

: I hope to meet you in the promised land,
:||

At Jesus' feet a joyous band

;

We'll praise him in the promised land.
I'll away, I'll away, &c.

3=1

j / Look on us kindly, friends, Met here to-day,
\ Here from all worldly joys Turn we a - way,

THE SABBATH SCHOLAR'S REQUEST.
1
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2 7 Six day s of toil and work Our portion are ; \
•_^()ften our hearts must know Something of eare:/But from our sorrows we all turn

We ask not wealth or fame, This boon we pray, Teach us the Saviour's

IBii t=5ttfc*£ 2^_— E|P

[101

way, To learn the Saviour'siove
ZZ\ZZZCgt .— —pZ.L.Z]~Z

?2zz ^rzqzzrpztffi zzz&zz:mzIgrzgzgj
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Each Sabbath day ,Teach us the Saviour's love, Each &c.
Each Sabbath day, To learn the Saviour's love, Each &c.

I I !_ _
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3.

Follies beset our path
Dangers suiTound

;

Often our feet must tread

Enchanted ground,
But from all vanity
Turn we away,

To learn the Savior's love
Each Sabbath day.

Look on us kindly, friends

;

Watch us with care
;

Aid us with counsels good
Help us by prayer.

Guide back our wandering ft

Whene'er we stray

;

Teach us the Saviour's love

Each Sabbath day.



88 THE INVITATION.
Words by K. G.

i.l, *** s p»__K. _N__^__>__V,

Arranged from a melody of the " Contrabands,"
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1 . "Let little children come to me" The Lord the Saviour said, Forbid them not, for such shall be, The saints in glory made.

if
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CHORUS
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Joy-ful are the words we hear, Saviour to thy arms we come Give us now thy blessing dear, Heav'n is our home.
Hal - le - lu-jah, we will sing Praise for-ev - er to the Lord, Father, Saviour, glorious King, Praise, praise the Lord.

II
K* fc* W» W» P *•

2 Why should we wait for life to fade
And earthly joys grow dim ?

"When they the happiest are made,
Who early go to him.

Blessed are the words we hear,
Saviour to thy arms we come,

Keep our souls from doubt and fear,

Heaven is our home. Hallelujah, &c.

m -*=£ -asp—jg-Pj
'

7

p^pp ^^:
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SILVER STREET. S. M.

3 ! let us not a moment wait,
But haste to meet our friend

;

The way is narrow—straight the gate,
But blissful is the end.

Precious are the words we hear.

, Saviour, to thy arms we come,
Loving thee with hearts sincere,

Heaven is our home. Hallelujah, &c.

I. SMITH.

i r
rrapq£3

1. Come, sound hi§ praise abroad. And hymns of glory sing, Jehovah is the sov'reign God, The u - ni-ver - sal King.

2. Come—worship at his throne, Come—bow before the Lord ; We are his work, and notour own, He formed us by his word.

3. To-day attend his voice, Nor dare provoke his rod; Come—like the people of his choice, And own your gracious God.

&JI I
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THE ANGELS IN THE AIR. Rev. R. LOWRY\ 89

1. When Life's la - bor song is sung, And the e - bon arch is sprung, O'er the shaded couch of death so still,

2. Dark the shadows in the vale, Fierce the howling of the gale, But the shining ones are near our door:
3. Flood the heart with parting tears, Frost the head with passing years, Mingle want and woe to-geth - er here

—

S^SHfe^S=^£l=?=E

Then the Lord will light the scene With the angels' star- ry sheen, As they welcome us to Zi - ou's hill.

With our robes as bright as they, We will tread the starry way, With the shadow and the storm no more,
But the Lord will lift the cloud That enwraps the shining crowd, And we'll neverknow a sor - row there.

^~H7-u—a- ha—a—t-—a—
t
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CHORUS. £feadi/ time.

We'll meet each other there Yes ! we'll meet each other there, With the an- gels in the air, Yes, we'll meet each other

_| N_r_H IV. £=3fcfcdH J*.3

there
; We'll meet each other, there Yes ! we'll meet each other there, With the

pi* ^t :>?:" rff: :•:' 3?: j£ if"?: 5?"* ~SL ff:" 3?; 1^

=£=£=
=g^gl-g£g:zz;i^i.

ay.^—jjp_w .!_g g 3 .

els, with the angel a the air.
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90 "WHAT SHALL I DO TO BE SAVED?" *

^ J. ! what shall I do to be saved From the sorrows that burden my soul ? Like the waves in the storm When the winds are at
2. ! what shall I do to be saved, When the pleasures ofyouth are all fled ? And the friends I have loved, From the earth are re-

I33EEBEEEE3
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war, Chilling floods of distress o'er me roll. "What shall I do? what shall I do?

moved And I weep o'er the graves of the dead. What shall I do ? what shall I do?
0! what shall I do to be saved ?

0! what shall I do to be saved ?

:t==tr
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3 O ! what shall I do to he saved,
When sickness my strength shall suhdue ?

Or the world in a day
,

Like a cloud roll away,
And eternity opens to view ?

What shall I do ? what shall I do ?

O ! what shall I do to he saved 1

4 O ! Lord look in mercy on me,
Come, O come and speak peace to my soul

:

Unto whom shall I flee,

Dearest Lord, hut to thee,

Thou canst make my poor broken heart whole
That will I do ! that will I doi
To Jesus I'll go and he saved.

HEAVEN IS MY HOME. WM. B. BRADBURY.

, / I'm but a stranger here : Heav'n is my home ;\ /Dangers and sorrows stand\
'\Earth is a desert drear : Heav'n is my home ;/ \Round me on every hand, /

•£-<-?- -f- -p.

Round me on every hand, ,/Heav'n is my Fatherland, Heav'n is my home.
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HEAVEN IS MY HOME. Concluded. 91
What though the tempests rage,

Heaven is my home
;

Short is my pilgrimage :

Heaven is my home
;

And time's wild, wintry blast

Soon will be over past.

I shall reach home at last

—

Heaven is my home.

3 Therefore I murmur not

:

Heaven is my home,
Whate'er my earthly lot,

Heaven is my home
;

And I sliall surely stand
There at my Lord'3 right hand :

Heaven is my P'ather-land

—

Heaven is my home.

WE MUST LIVE FOR GOD.

pMilpgl

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 loved most and best,

There, too, I soon shall rest,

Heaven is my home.

WM. B. BRADBURY.
_i—1—1 n . p* ;

a—en—m— —ad—z^r.^

-. /We must live for God, 'tis a solemn call, We were lost till mer-cy found us, \

\ In our glorious field there's a place for all, We must work forthose around us, / Wecanbringa soul to the

n /We car lead perhaps to the living stream, When the heart is worn and weary,

^

\Or a word may fall like a sunlight beam, In a home that is cold and dreary,/ We can seek the lost thathave

house of prayer. Where the grateful hymn is stealing, It will touch a chord that was buried there. It will make a tender feeling,

wandered far, From the only source of pleasure—By the radiant light of our Polar star. We can point to our heav'uly treasure.
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3 In the Sunday school we can train our youth,
And our tender care bestowing,

They will learn to walk in the way ot truth,'

Where the spring ofjoy is flowing,
We can tell of hope from the sacred page.
To the erring heart returning,

We can guide the steps of declining age,
Where the lamp of life is burning.

We can cheer the faint, and the weak sustain,

We can pray with the sick and dying,

We can tell of peace through a Saviour's name
To a soul for comfort sighing,

We must live for God, 'tis a solemn call,

We were lost till mercy found us,

In our glorious field, there's a place for allj

We must work for those around us.
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92 THE ANGELS THERE WILL TEACH US.
There angels do always behold the face of my Father." WM. B. BRADBURY.

m :^4-m—m-
-1

, / To the heavenly land ; to
J VWe are

"p—

T

mm
Tho' we

on
oft

our way; we
en tire ; tho'

the heavenly land, Where the saints and the seraphs stand ; \
are on our way, A u - ni - ted and hap - py band, / For the
we oft - en tire, Where the pathway is steep and straight,^

will still press on, Till we pass through the Golden Gate : /For the

an - gels there will teach us, How to sing a sweeter song ! And no sorrow'll ev - er reach us, In that

v»-fl—g-frzg—*-=—»—*-
• -—r~r^~~g^g--

icztc

happy, happy throng In the heav'nly land, in the heav'nly land,Where the saints and the seraphs stand.

B Ttzrpzr^c

3 But we need not fear : hut we need not fear,

For we've Jesus to be our guide

:

And with him so near : aye with him so near
Naught of evil can e'er betide,

Cho.—For the angels there shall teach us, &c.
22

4 Will you go with us ! will you go with us

!

Come and share this bright home above,

Where the endless day, where the endless day
Is illumed

1

by our Father's love,

Cho.—For the angek there shall teach us, &c.



Words by FANNY CKOSBY.
SAVED BY GRACE. 8s & 7s, Double. 93

Arr. From Spiritual Songs.

h n * s^
i

1 Precious Saviour, I have found thee, Now I feel thy power divine

mm^gs^m
+ ~)*V

In my raptured soul re - fleet - ed

V 1

D. S. Precious Saviour, I have found thee,

I can see thy glo - ry shine. What a change from grief to gladness, Lost in won-der I a - doreOil

Thou art mine I ass no more.

2 Earthly pleasures fading round me,
Like the autumn leaf may fall;

Jesus thou wilt give me comfort,
Thou art dearer far than all.

—

Cho.

3 I will praise thee, I will bless thee,

This my happy song shall be
;

When I reach the port of glory,

Jesus thou hast died for me.
Cho.—for 3d verse. Saved by grace, thy child forever,

Lost in wonder, love and praise ;

Precious Saviour I have found thee,
Thou art mine, I ask no more.

For Missionary concerts.

1 In thy temple Lord we gather,

In ihine own appointed way

;

221

For thy glorious cause, and kingdom,
At thy sacred feet to pray.

Cho. Star of Jacob, King of Judah,
Hallelujah to thy name

;

May thy love in every bosom,
Kindle to a living flame.

2 Bless thy servants gone, to labor
With thy standard in their hands ;

Guide them o'er the snow-clad mountain,
On the deserts burning sand. Cho.

3 May thy word in might prevailing,

Far and wide its power extend
;

And the world its truth confessing.

To thy gentle sceptre bend. Cho.



\)<\ Words by Mrs. C. C

!

Goodwin. SABBATH MORNING BELLS.
| Int.

, |
2(1. FINK.

I | ,1 st. |2(1.D.C.

TT I 9 ' -9 -9- 9- -9- 9- o

I

/Ho - l.v Mnhbath, happy morning, Joyfully the bells we hearA /Sweetly sounding thro' each street,And
( ,',w:cMy '-hII log, gently Calling tin top'mlse [OMIT /and prayer.\ floating on the qui ct [Omit....

,, ,
: Contfthffdfftf r.i - miliar greeting, Galling us [Omit to prayer.

G< I 0-

...... «.,.,.,,. „,„.t .,.„. * ItUtrummt. in imitation of the bells. M „„ .... ... . . _ .._Holy iftbbath, glad young voices

WalOOnH ,y>u with joyous song,
vviiii<- i hw " i i j

«-: 1 1. rtjoieot

With the youthful throng,

May the 1 1 fcc
>.».'» r this blast mornfoj

/
.ynij t.liful heart illume,

of the

With a, cheerful snored presence
That shall b&nlih gloom.

3 Bfl iking in the holy radiance
Of this blessed Sabbath morn,

May the blessed angels keep us,
Till another dawn.

And when earth's best,purest lore-light
I'.'Mbth from our sight away,

May our risen Saviour take us
To his endless day.

I
";

j

SABBATH EVENING BELLS.

/The ihadowi <»f night are creeping faet
1 And fiof'l, ly Die. zephyr's wull tin- tone;

/7\

A- cross the hill and dell

[Omit

at* « « « - * - - «• » |R - ... * ^.

ORui, p err*, -.__. p crcs pjtlm, cres. . ^ j ^ ^ ..rf/w. to

•
' Oh. Sabbath evetifaig beU 1 1 Oh, Sabbath evening belli 1 Wh '

>« y>

\» lb-nt.lv

VM «|own t

I tiki the wearied sun,
w.ir'rn stepp

iat words of love,amlioy ami rest Thy quiet music i

4±JLA JLjL-^_»_a._rj_jy_j iv_|~

tells.

^ [ • r U» IP _ . .

;',<> peacefully at the eve of life,

May I ln.y mo down to sleep. Cho. 298

3 And may the sweet hope he granted then
Each doubt and fear t'ftfifty,

That soon will the gloom of night be loft

In the duwu of endless day. Cho.



Words by (C)
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THE LORD WILL PROVIDE.
^

—
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WM. B. BRADEURY. 95
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-. / 0, Pilgrims to Zi - on, your courage re - new, Your Captain's be -fore you. his standard's in view ; \
\ Then why do you fait - er, He bids you be strong And help one an - oth - er

'

to journey a - long: /
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fuge and guide, Re - mem - ber the
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1

prom - ise, "The Lord will pr
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o- vide,"

_j 1

—

"The Lord will pro - vide," 'The Lord will pro- vide."

8 —\0~—w— 4—1=5=5=^-=^
2 The world may disown you, and friends may forsake,
The night may be cheerless, but morning will break,
When burdened with sorrow and longing for rest,

Temptations may follow, " 'Tis all for the best
;''

His arm is around you, your Shepherd and guide,
Remember the promise, "The Lord will provide.'"

223

3 Behold in the valley the lillies so fair,

'Tis not from their labor, the beauty they wear;
If clothed by your Father the grass that must die.

Tbe wants of his children his hand will supply;
Then trust him forever, your refuge and guide,
Remember the promise, " The Lord will provide."



THE LIFE-BOAT *

j=J_^f^S^Eg: ~*E&a
1. The life-boat! the life-boat! how bravely she rides The darkened and stormy, and treacher - ons main, The
2. The Bi - ble ! the Bi-ble! o'er life's stormy wave, Is the life-boat to res - cue all tern -pest toss'd souls, It
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'#' N

wild moaning tempest, the fierce rollingtide, Unite their dark powers to o'erwhelm her in vain The mariner sees her, and
ev - er is ready from danger to save ; 'Tis safe on the ocean, tho' fiercely it rolls, The Bi - ble ! the Bi - ble ! it

-^m 3E=8t5tZitp|i
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hope fills his breast, The lamp from her bow gleams bright o'er the sea, It shines as a star on the billows fierce breast, And
shines ever bright, Like aheavenly star on the water's dark breast, It sheds in man's pathway a glo - ri-ous light, And

-
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;
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mounts o'er the wa-ters so no - bly and free, And mounts o'er the wa - ters so no - bly and free,

points out his course to the ha - ven of rest, And points out his course to the ha - ven of rest.
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JESUS OUR KING.
MISSIONARY.
_|_r_^_n |_

97
WM. B. BRADBURY.

1 Go sound it a - broad, the tid - ings proclaim, Sal - va- tion to all, through Him that wap "'c±a$
2 The Isles of the deep shall lift up their voice, And na - tions a - far shall hear and re - joice

;

M. -*- #L

He lives to re - deem us, Je - sus our King! To mansions of glo-ry the ransomed will bring.

The harp that was broken—sweet - ly shall ring, And Ju - dah re - turn to her Saviour and King.
-(- # - - - J J «hj
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CHORUS.
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Go sound it a - broad, the tidings proclaim, Sal - vation is purchased through Him that was slain.
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3 Go, heralds, away ! your mission fulfil

The Gospel declare, we'll pray for you still

—

Be steadfast, be watchful, stand by the right,

And God will sustain you with wisdom and might.

Cho.—Go sound it abroad, &c.
225

4 Go, heralds, away ! the harvest is near,
The reapers will come, the Master appear

;

Be patient in labor, fervent in love,

And God will reward you in glory above.
Cho.—Go sound it abroad, &o.



ST. THOMAS, a M

My soul repeat his praise, Whose mercies are so great;Whose anger
High as the heav'ns are rais'd Above the ground we tread, So far the riches

ow to rise, So read - y to a - bate
of his grace Our hig best tho'ts ex - ceed.

^^m0$m
3 His power subdues our sins,

And his forgiving love,

Far as the east is from the west,

Doth all our guilt remove.

4 The pity of the Lord,
To those who fear his name,

Is such as tender parents feel

;

He knows our feeble frame.

Our days are as the grass,

Or like the morning flower
;

If one sharp blast sweep o'er the field,

It withers in an hour.

The Charming Place.
1. How charming is the place,

Where my Eedeemer, God,
Unvails the beauties of his face,

And sheds his love abroad

!

2 Here on the mercy seat,

With radiant glory crowned,
Our joyful eyes behold him sit,

And smile on all around.
3 Give me, O Lord, a place

Within thy blest abode,
Among the children of thy grace,
The servants of my God.

BRADEN. S.

" Jesus Wept."
i Did Jesus weep for me ?

And sigh o'er sinners here 1

My soul that weeping Saviour see,
And shed thyself a tear.

2 Did Jesus pray for me ?

For such a wand'rer care ?

My heart subdued and broken be,
And drawn to him in prayer.

3 Did Jesus die for me ?

Oh, depth of love divine !

I die to sin—I'll live to thee

;

0, Saviour, make me thine ?

_ WM. B. BRADBURY.

1. The day is past and gone
2. We lay our garments

>—

-

- ts. -- —
The evening shades appear ; may we all remember well The nigtit of death draws near,

by. Upon our beds to rest ; So death shall soon disrobe us all Of what we here possessed.
3. Lord, keep us safe this night, Secure from all our fears ; Many angels guard us whiJe we sleep, Till morning light appears.

Superiority of the Scriptures
1 Lord, thy perfect word

Directs our steps aright,
Nor can ail other books afford

Such profit aud delight.

2 Celestial beams it sheds
To cheer th's va'e below :

To distant lands its glory spreads,
And streams of mercy flow.
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3 True wisdom it imparts,
Commands our hope and fear:

Oh, may we hide it in our hearfe9
f

And feel its influence there*



DENNIS. S.M.
4rA

Arranged from NAGELI. 99

f^^^^^^mMm^mmi
1. My son! know thou the Lord, Thy father's God obey, Seek his protecting care by night, His guardian hand by day.

2. Call wiiile he may be found, And seek him while he's near; Serve him with all thy heart and mind,And worship him in fear
3. If thou wilt seek his face, His ear hear will thy cry ; Then shalt thou find his mercy sure, His grace for - ever-nigh.

V-«^'-* ^ m d-\ m -n-l «- m «H'r J&t 'd£% ^J & itt&^il*
: mm^ikm^^m
Closing Hymn.

Once more before we part,

Oh, bless the Saviour's name

;

Let every tongue and every heart

Adore and praise the same.

Lord, in thy grace we came,
That blessing still impart;

We meet in Jesus' sacred name,
In Jesus' name we part.

Thus nutured by thy word,
May each in wisdom grow,

And still go on to know the Lord,
And practice what we know.

Blessings sought in Prayer
Behold the throne of grace !

The promise calls me near

;

There Jesus shows a smiling face,

And waits to answer prayer.
Thine image, Lord bestow,
Thy presence and thy love

;

I ask to serve thee here below,
And reign with thee above.

Teach me to live by faith

;

Conform my will to thine,

Let me victorious be in death,
And then in glory shine.

u
i—r-Li—

_
Prayerfor the Intemperate. S. M.
1 Intemperance walks abroad,

His victims day by day,
Are wasting in the paths of sin
Their precious life away.

2 Dear Jesus! thou hast died,

Thy gracious arm can save

;

O bring the wanderers to thy fold,

And snatch them from the grave.
3 Convicted of their guilt

;

O may they seek thy face,

And, never rest till they have found
The comfort of thy grace.

THE LORD'S PRAYER. Chant. GREGORIAN'.

Our Father, who art in heaven, I hallowed
|
be thy

|
name

:

Tliy kingdom come, thy will be done on
|
earth, as it

|
is in

J
heaven

;

Give us this
|
day our j

daily
|
bread,

And forgive us our trespasses, as we forgive
| them that | tres-pass a-

|
gainst us

And lead us not into temptation, but de-
|
liver ) us from

|
evil:

For thine is the kingdom, the power and the glory, for-
| ever. A-

j men.
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\

GIVE THANKS.-Chant. Antiphonal.

IfP

SOLO, OR SEMI-CHORUS,* 1st RESPONSE. CHORUS.

3EB
WM. B. BRADBURY.

|^E"- ,.

=a:

1 give thanks unto the Lord, for he is good

;

For his mer - cy en - dur - eth for ev - er.

:^=^

SOLO, OR SEMI-CHORUS. 2nd RESPONSE. CHORUS.

1— i

ALL.m**-T*wm.

wm
2 O give thanks unto the God of gods ; For his mer - cy en - dur - eth for ev - er̂

ffl
:f=f=fr

.*—*-r-<S? , *5= :g=

A - men.

111

it O give thanks unto the Lord of lords;

4 To him who alone doeth great wonders

;

5 To him that by wisdom made the heavens

;

€ To him that stretched out the earth above the waters

:

7 To him that made great lights

;

8 The sun to rule by day ; the moon and stars to rule by night

9 Who remembered us in our low estate

;

10 And hath remembered us from our enemies

;

11 Who givethfood to all flesh

;

12 O give thanks unto the God of heaven

;

Cho.

Cho.

Cho.

Cho.

Cho.

Cho.

Cho.

Cho.

Cho.

Cho.

For his

For his

For his

For his

For his

For his

For his

For his

For his

For his

mercy endureth

mercy endureth

mercy endureth

mercy endureth

mercy endureth

mercy endureth

mercy endureth

mercy endureth

mercy endureth

mercy endureth

* Bj teacher er teacher*, -The responses by the scholars.
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forever,

forever,

forever,

forever,

forever,

forever,

forever,

forever,

forever,

forever.

Amen.



THE LORD IS MY SHEPHERD.-Chant. Antiphonal.

1st Division, or Teachers. 2d Division, or Scholars,

101

m ^M=wm
£-.
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3=E =m
PSALM XXIII.

The Lord is my shepherd ; 1 1 shall not |
want.

He maketh me to lie clown in green pastures : He leadeth me be- 1 side the
]
still— | waters.

He re- 1 storeth my j

soul.

He leadeth me in the paths of righteousness | for his |
name's— |

sake.

Yea, though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death I will
|
fear no | evil

;

For thou art with me ; thy rod and thy | staff they |
com - fort

|
me.

Thou preparest a table before me in the
|
presence. .of mine

|
enemies,

Thou anointest my head with
|
oil, my | cup. .runneth | over.

Surely goodness and mercy shall foliow me all the
|
days of . .my j life

;

And I will dwell in the house of the
|
Lord for- j

ever. A-
\ men.

COME UNTO ME. Chant. WM. B. BRADBURY.

1 With tearful eyes I look around,
Life seems a dark and | stormy | 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 j flee

;

Oh ! to the weary, faint, opprest,

How sweet the
|
bidding,

|
Come to | me.

3 When nature shudders, loth to part
From all I love, en-

1
joy, and | see,

When a faint chill steals o'er my heart,
A sweet voice | utters, | Come to

| me,

4 Come, for all else must fall and die,
Earth is no resting

|
place for | thee ;

Heavenward direct thy weeping eye,
I am thy

|
portion,

|
Come to

|
me.

5 O voice of mercy ! voice of love

!

In conflict, grief, and
| ago- 1 ny,

Support me, cheer me from above !

32 9 And gently
|
whisp r,

j Come to I me.



102

PUPS
WE ARE PILGRIMS. 7s.

-h -*i IS
r 1st. ,2nd.

"-5"

*
Full Chorus.

i=s=fcs rffigt IP
1

/ We are pilgrims on the earth, Journeying onward from our birthA

\ Eve - ry hour and eve - ry breath Brings us near - er /still to death. Yes, we aro

o / But be - yond this vale of tears, Lies the land that knows no fears ;\

(Where our steps no more may roam, Pil - grims, we are )
__£ F*-,_-{*

[S \-^-m « » m-T-m;

pil - grims, Yes, we are pil - grims, Yes, we are pil - grims on our journey home.

t—r- t==t &-v-m-
EE£ 1

Home to long-lost friends and dear,

Friends we mourn in sorrow here
Home to endless peace and love,

In our Father's house above. Cho.

Let no trifles by.the way,
Tempt our hearts or steps to stray,

From the narrow path and strait

Leading to the golden gate. Cho.

5.

No, our faith has still in view
One like us, a pilgrim too

;

From his track we will not roam
We to Christ are going home. Cho.

WM. B. BRADBURY.

II
t==ta=sf=*

SWEET REST IN HEAVEN.

-*—^rC*—9 9 *-C2^-T-^-C -•

1

C <*-C»-9-9--8 -r2^"f

—

Q-9—igr- ;

Come, schoolmates, do not weary, But let usjourney on, The moments willnot tarry

in the ar -my,We've listed for the war; We'
I

Thislife will soon begone,
fight until we conquer, By faith and humble pray'r.

JL .9. .*. .9. 3g H*~9> m -*- -Mr
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CHORUS
ah:

SWEET REST IN HEAVEN. Concluded. 103

There is sweet rest in heaven, There is sweet rest in heaven. There is sweet rest, There is sweet rest, There is sweet rest in

r^s." ^jsL . - - - - 4* - _ fJ [heaven.

—acrpqpe ~W=W-
-&=&- &=£=£:
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There is sweet rest in heaven.

5 We bless the name of Jesus,
Who bought us with his blood

:

All glory be to Jesus,

Who gives us every good. Clio.

WE'LL WAIT TILL JESUS COMES.

3 Our Captain's gone before us,

He kindly bids us come

;

In yonder world of glory,

He's made for us a home. Cho.

4 Our Jesus will be with us,

E'en to the journey's end;
In every score affliction

A "present help" to lend. Cho.

Dr, miller.

1" O land of rest, for thee I sigh,When will the moment come,When I shall laymy armorby ,And dwell in peace at home?
n 1*1 fll-i -«- -m- -«- -m- -a- -m- -w-mi _ -tm-'-m--m- -m- -fS>- • J^ -fm- •{*- -fm-

-
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CHORUS.
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We'll wait till Jesus comes,We'll wait till Jesus comes,We'll wait till Jesus comes,And we'll be gather'd home.

We'll wait till Jesus comes, We'll wait till Jesus comes

2 No tranquil joys on earth I know,
No peaceful sheltering dome,

This world's a wilderness of woe,
This world is not my home.

3 To Jesus Christ I fled for rest

;

He bade me cense to roam,
And lean for succor on his breast,

And he'd conduct me home.
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4 I sought at once my Saviour's side.
No more my steps shall roam ;

With him I'll brave death's chilling tide,
And reach my heavenly home.



104 IN OLDEN TIMES.
Words by Ret. J. W. DADMUN. WM.B BRADBURY.

2d.

N iv—>-

In old - en times when boys were wild, On English soil arose a child, )

His name was Robert, true and mild, Omit ) So loving loving, and good.

$a=b=t
-i—

r

«i
FULL CHORUS. lst.
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\ Then away! away! our cause is growing stronger,Away! away! to the Sunday School,

( Then away! away ! we can't wait a -ny longer, A
S Si S J S N _N > _N

way to the Sunday School.

>V-
i=JSitf==^=cr=

-d-rd-

: -r-ja—gS±z=ri-i=:^-gir^:^=E:iiBibz=>!zr:g.:^ztz=n tp=1
As Robert RaiKes walked out one day,

To see ii children were at play,

Some boys were seen on Sabbath day,

A playing, playing—Ah me.
Clio. Then away ! &c.

In seventeen hundred eighty-one,

Across the sea in Glous'ter town,
The glorious Sunday School begun,

Its coming ! coming ! along.

Cho. Then away ! &c.

O, how this little fire has spread,

And warmed to life the carnal dead,

And brought them to our living Head,
So loving, loving and good;

Cho. Then away ! &c.
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5 Come, parents, teachers, one and all,

And never think the work is small,

But listen to the heavenly call

:

Be workers, workers to day

;

Oho. Then away ! &c.

6 When storms are past, and work is o'er,

And Sunday Schools shall he no more,
We'll gather on the golden shore,

Singing glory, glory to God.
Cho. Then away ! &c.

7 Then what a glorious sight 'twill be
To see the millions of the free

All happy in eternity,

—

So welcome, welcome the day

!

Cho. Then away ! &c.



Words by JOSEPHINE POLLARD,
Con Svirito.

%. h. k s. \

JESUS AT THE HELM. Musio by HENRY TUCKER. 105
'"

Frail is my bark and stormy is the ocean, How can I hope to stem the rushingtide

;

How can I face the billows wild commotion, [Omit Dangers are threat'ning me

:e.-r-m-

n3*r»: tzzt

-*-Jfc.
•Srif^-"^

gE^a^^ g
-j \}
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,__
CHORUS.
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With Jesus at the helm, I shall jonrney safe-ly o - ver, Though the storm is raging
With Jesus at the helm, I shall journey safe-ly o

Though weak my faith, there's One whose love unfailing,

Will cast a brightness over sight so dim

;

His strength for all my frailties still availing,

Will make me feel the love I owe to Him. Cko.

3
Hushed are my fears, and in his love confiding,

O let me lean my head upon his breast

;

At His command the troubled waves subsiding,

Will safely bear me home with Him to rest. Cho.

4.

Frail is my hark, but Jesus is beside me,
E*en through the night I see his glorious form,

With Him to cheer, to strengthen and to guide me,
My soul will calmly brave the darkest storm. Ch».
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106 "WE'LL ALL MEET AGAIN IN THE MORNING."
Words by KATE CAMERON. Music by WM. B. BRADBURY.

1 A $ little child lay dying,As the sunset hour drew nigh,And
( these the words be uttered When he (Omit ) breathed his last Good-Bye."Iknow thatmy angel

wm ,fc=fc=fc=K: g=^rgEgi^-^rgzzfaftkr=far-tgr=b£zhfcdBgzE^=^=g-gi^
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mother Is waiting to bear me from thee,We'll all meet again in the morning, Dear father, weep not for

;I=S:
M=^r-

$ $ ±

CHORDS.

mi
m

all meet again in the morning,We'll all meet again in the morning, We'll

1 all meet again in the morning,Of [ Omit $ heaven's eternal day.

|T J** IMF "
— f—r*-f^
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The words were full of solace,

Falling like a healing balm
On the heart so sorely stricken,

That the mourner might well be calm.

The sharp sting of anguish taken,
The burden of grief grew more light,

We'll all meet again in the morning,
Like a rainbow spanned Death's night. Clio.
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3 O, ye who sadly languish,

Weighed down by grief and gloom,
Beside the grave's dark portal,

Look beyond the silent tomb !

With God leave your precious treasures,

Shall He not hi all things do right ?

We'll all meet again in the morning,
Death's sleep is but for a night. Cho.



THE FATHER RECLAIMED. 107
Music arranged bv W. B. B.

1 How can he leave them ? How can that Father go ? Heedless of winds that blow Cold round his cot

:

*-m-

-*±=£z
J u ^

-fc±i£
5 j
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N .ft f

Leave them co pine for bread, Children of want and pain, Fa - ther they call in vain, He answers not

t=t T=t i=t fHf=rr:
5 v-t

r

How can he leave them,
Leave to the tempter's power,
Passing each golden hour

Careless away.
While in his dreary home,
Sad tears for him are shed

;

Is every feeling dead,
How can he stay ?

3 How can he leave them,
Pale is their mother's brow,
Hope's dying embers now
Fade in despair.

Folding her precious ones,

Hark ! through the midnight dim,
Oh, how she prays for him,
Lord hear her prayer.

4 Why does she tremble,
Was it his voice that said

—

" Lift up thy drooping head,
Sonow is o'er;

Come to your Father's arms,
Children, your fears are past

;

I am reclaimed at last,

I'll drink no more."

I Thou art my Shepherd,
Caring in every need,
Thy little lambs to feed;

Trusting thee still

;

In the green pastures low,
Where living waters flow,

Safe by Thy side I go,

Fearing no ill.

My Shepherd.

Or if my way lie

Where death o'erhanging nigh,

My soul would terrify

With sudden chill,

—

Yet I am not afraid

;

While softly on my head
Thy tender hand is laid,

I fear no ill

!

235

3 I Thou wilt guide me,
Gladly I'll go with Thee ;—
No harm can come to me
Holding Thy hand

;

And soon my weary feet

Safe in the golden street,

Where all who love Thee m«et,
.Redeem'd shall stand.
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MY FATHERLAND.
* Melody by J. R, THOMAS. Harmonized.
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There is a place where all my hopes are stayed, My heart and my treasure are there, Where verdure and blossoms will
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CHORUS
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never, never fade, And fields are e- ter-nal - ly fair.
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That blissful place is my dear father - land ; By
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faith its delights I explore ; But sweeter, dearer, dearer is the hand, That leads me in peace to the shore.

F~~

r

:t^z(:
rgzx

«—---r-r"—*rjfag_±g
i p^ fr-p-i p

ffi
*» i«»

2 There is a place where holy angels dwell,

A pure and a peaceful abode,
The joys of that place no mortal tongue can tell,

For there is the palace of God.

—

Cho.

Z There is a place where loving friends are gone,
Who suffered and worshipped with me,

Exalted with Christ on His pure and spotless throne,

The King in His beauty they see.

—

Cho.

4 There is a place where through faith I hope to live,

When life and its labors are o'er,

A place which the Saviour to faithful ones will give,

And there I shall sorrow no more.

—

Cho.

* By permission of WM. HALL & SON. 2 3 6



tfords by WM. OLAND BOURNE.
THE ONION SONG. 109

/Boys and girls are all for Union, North and South.and East and West
\Ali the Suites in lov'dAJl the Suites in lov'd communion Heart and hand with lOmit / freedom blest. Then join in a loud hurrah

m »E3:

h ! Hor-

—^ZIZ^Z^l

=*ra=^

for the land of the free For Union

"mi

.0. wh m -m m -&>-*- -m- m. m- m- -0- -m- g s
and peace, for

J*

k *» *» **
der and law ! Hurrah for the land of

s_s # -»-

2 We will love our land forever,

Dearest land beneath the sun

;

Foeraen's steel shall not dissever,

Youthful hearts that now are one.

—

Cho.

3 We are all a band of Brothers,

And the states are Sisters too,

And in time there will be others

That shall happy vows renew.

—

Cho.

4 Let the hopeful words be spoken,
On the wings of promise borne

:

Never shall the links be broken,
Never shall the flag be torn.

—

Cho.

5 Union now and Union ever

!

Boys and girls for Union all

!

We will keep it safe, and never
Shall our glorious Union fall.

—

Cho.

-MP—dfr—g H> -
Sipbq
soil

The crystal fountain.

1 'Tis the balmy shower descending
In the valley, on the plain,

Makes the air so cool around us
Cheers the drooping flowers again,

Cho.—Then joyful together we'll sing,

As gay as the bird on its wing;
Cold water for me, our motto shall lag,

And loudly our chorus shall riqg.

2 We are like the leaves unfolding,

Spangled o'er with morning dew;
Water from the crystal fountain,

Makes us glad and merry too.

—

Cho.

3 Give us water, sparkling water,
Prom the brooklet pure and free

;

Grateful to our God who gave it.

Let our hearts forever be.—Cho.
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io JOY FOR THE SORROWFUL. m. b. bradbcrt.
Solo or Duet, with Chorus. Isaiah. 35 : 10.

1. Joy for the sorrow -ful, strength for the weak, Words of be - nev-olence Je - sus doth speak

Ik

mi! S
-»-•

|

FULL CRORTJS, or Isf nm'e SoZo, ant/ repeatfull Chorus. Repeat ad lib.

ferW .-J-^r
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Hi purpose of mercy no power can stay, For sorrow and sighing shall both flee away, For sorrow and sighing

shall both flee away.

/7\
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"2 Joy for the sorrowful, sight for the blind,

The dumb singing praises, the savage made kuid,

The lame leaping high ; these are signs of the day.

When sorrow and sighing shall both flee away.

Cho. The lame leaping high, these are signs of the day,

When sorrow and sighing shall both flee away,

For sorrow and sighing shall both flee away.

3 Joy for the sorrowful, laughter and song,

Among the redeemed who journey along,

And looking for rest at the end of the way,
When sorrow and sighing shall both flee away.

I
>

. _

Cho. All looking for rest at the end of the way,
When sorrow and sighing shall both flee away,
For sorrow and sighing shall both flee away.

4 Joy for the sorrowful ! Spirit of God,
If on toward Zion but feebly I've trod,

O, strengthen my soul, and still lead me, I pray,

Till soitow and sighing have both fled away.
Cho. Oh, strengthen my soul, and still lead me, I pray,

Till sorrow and sighing shall both flee away,
Till sorrow and sighing shall both flee away.
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WHEN THE MORNING LIGHT. ill
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I
/When the morning light drives away the night, With the sun so bright and full, \

V And it draws its line near the hour of nine, I'll a-way to the Sabbath-School,/the Sabbath-School, For 'tis there we all
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gree, All with happy hearts and free, And I love to ear - ly be At the Sabbath-School ; I'll a - way ! a - way
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to Sabbath-School.

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 holv truth,

Full of counsel and reproof,

We behold the guide of youth,
At the Sabbath school

!

I'll away ! &c.
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2 On the frosty dawn of a winter's morn,
When the earth is wrapped in snow,

Or the summer breeze plays around the the trees,

To the Sabbath School I go
;

When the holy day has come,
And the Sabbath breakers roam,
I delight to leave my home,
For the Sabbath School

;

;

I'll away, &c.

May the dews of grace fill the hallow'd place,

And the sunshine never fail,

While each blooming rose which in memory grows,
Shall a sweet 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'll away ! &c.



SAD IS THE DRUNKARD'S LIFE
WM. B. BRADBURY.

1. Sad ia the drunkard's life, Wasting in crime, Far from the

jg- f -g--—g-—:g--r'g-—--£•-—•f-—:g' ' -gi

path of right. Reckless of time,

q 1 1 1

Tears of re - pentant grief, Chill as they start, Hardly a tender thought, Wakes In his heart, Wakes in his he-art.
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2 Often a single spark.
Kindles a flame,

Kindness may win him back,
Prayer may reclaim,

Go when he sits alone,

Burdened with care

J: Tell him his siuful course
Plead with him there. : li

X=\
_-r--^--g---gi

zlsri^zrp:_ ,

,

1 f

.

3 Pictare a happy past,

Gone from his sight,

Bring back his early youth,
Cloudless and bright,

Tell how a mother's eye,

Watched while he slept

|| : Tell how she prayed for him.
Sorrow'd and wept. :||

m *• j

II I

k

4 Point to the better land,
Home of the blest,

Where she has passed away
Gone to her rest,

O'er that departed one,
Memory will yearn

|| : God in his mercy grant,
He may return. :|j

Jesnf> is near.

1 Lonely and desolate, far from thy home,
Why from thy Father's arms, why wilt thou roam,
Lovingly, tenderly falls on thy ear,

fl:
" Rest thee, O weary one," Jesus is near. :||

2 Life is a morning dream, passing away,
Come to the Lamb of God. why wilt thou stay,

Come to the precious fold, watched by lm care,

||
: "Rest thee. weary one," Jesus is there. :||

3 Life is a desert wild mantled in woe,
Earth has no joy for thee, where wilt thou go

;

Lift up thy drooping heart, banish thy fear,

||: "Rest thee, O weary one," Jesus is near. :|( (V.)
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THE PROMISED DAY. (Missionary.) 113
"Words by Mrs. Van ALSTYNE Music by HENRY TUCKER.

:g-*-L
S:

3
^"-J-S-^g.—*

afcszzjs
-!*-*-

Saw ye not the promised day, Breaking o'er the mountain height? Doubt and darkn

m^^m ££ 3=£
i *

CHORUS.

F=aHrtk5l£:

flee away, Trembling at

(its dawning

-£l
;es3

J5 -IS_|_

Rolling onward, onward

Heard ye not the welcome sound,
Wafted o'er the heaving main?

Now the fruits of joy abound,
Precious souls are born again.

Cho. Blessed Jesus, &c.

;, Zion, land of rest,

Tiiey are flocking home to thee
;

Prom the East, the North and West,
And the Isles beyond the

Cho. Blessed Jesus, &c.

1 Go to Jesus when thy heart

Droops beneath its weight of care

;

When the joys of earth depart,

Seek a purer light in prayer.

Cho. Jesus will forsake thee never,

lie is thine, and thine forever,

By the cooling stream that flows,

Thou shalt find a sweet repose.

Go to Jesus."

2 O'er the hopes in ruin laid

;

Does the tear in secret fall 1

Is thy trembling soul afraid ?

Go to the Jesus—tell him all.

3 Go to Jesus, on his breast

He will lay thy aching head,

Calm thy every pain to rest,

Beams of mercy o'er thee shed.

241
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114 HOSANNA. "Blessed is he that cometh."—Anthem.
pp-as at a distance. .

Christmas. WM. B. BE

Ho-san-na, Ho-san-na, Ho-san-na, Ho-san-na, Blessed is he thatcometh in the name of the Lord,

tLm.
£--w=X

XJ.

»P h

^3p|
^ . > i &« * -^-j

Cres,

^JiJg&JUi-^ -IV+

k - - u
Ho-san-na, Ho-san-na, Ho - san-na, Ho - san-na, Blessed is he that cometh in thenameof the Lord.

faCrba
^

—

m—P*—r«-

i

—

P-PK=t
q?zzt-tta=:

»—«—js_r«

Single voice.

Blessed be the kingdom of our father Da -vid, That cometh, thatcometh in the name of the Lord,

±=±=J±£=£ _4\_._V*=& ^z=^pq-- ^ez^tiJ
-£—ft

z^-ptz.^—gizia:
-=z=k===-—E^=r—gEi^E|—g-^z:^—g=~Eg—=*g

Sfe
i—

23: :izzz:-s=F^=S—

&—-£*iK:^:±gzzr=H

H
Blessed be the kinsdom of our father Da - vid, That cometh, that cometh in the name of the Lord.

J, Bt—h__A._^LraIl

;
u—^

—

(j,— —e,_l^_
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fe% - <g-
a
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t3:
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HQSANNA. Concluded. 115
GIRLS AND BOYS.

lio-san- na, Ho-san-na in the highest, Ho-san-na, Ho-san-na, Ho-san

SEE?
Ho-san

r—
m -:e=e 3e3eB=£e3e^£3-:

FULL CHORUS.—Choir and School

:^n^~a:

IK AiND OUHOUIi. w I 1 I O I

Blessed be the kingdom of our father David, Hosanna, in the highest, in the highest,
| -est, Ann

Words by FANNY CROSBY
Moderatn. -

JESUS HELP ME
J (

—
HENRY TUCKER.

»±S^£
. / Je - sus help me I am weary. Let me hold Thy hand in mine,\ / !

"\ For the stream of living water, In a thirsty land I pine, /\do
D. 0. Fold me in Thy arms of mercy, Keep me from the tempter's power.

J J - J - JU 2\

,/In this dark and dreadful hour
my Father,
not leave me,

2 Jesus help me, I am fainting,

'Neath the deserts burning sky,
Lead to pastures cool and fragrant,

There my every want supply,
Shade me with Thy wings eternal,

Let me feel Thee ever near,

Thou canst whisper words of comfort,

Thou canst dry the falling tear.

^^^P^
243

3 Jesus help me, I am sinking.

In the cold and chilly wave,
Give me strength, my faith increasing

Thou alone hast power to save,

Let my soul be filled with rapture,

Let my hope be stayed on Thee,

Let me bear my cross with patience,

Till I sleep and wake with Thee.



116 THE CHILDREN'S BATTLE SONG.

s^-

>—\—

N

Music by WM. B, BRADBURY.

-m—'m—m-

1 Yes, we are soldiers of the cross, A young and joyful band; We ve joined the army marching home To
2 Yes, we are soldiers of the cross, We'll never quit the field ; Like valiant heroes bold and brave, We'll

:£=:: H :i
:B=B:

y—*

—

g—«g-gg—Fg t H ~^-rg—g—g—g—h*—g—g—*-[-*—*—g—*-p g-fg—w—g—g
Canaan's promised land. The world and sin our strongest foes Will oft be - set our way ; Buc we must keep our
fight but nev - er yield. Our captain is the prince of peace, Who died that we might live ; To all his faithful

FTJ-LL CHORUS.

=3=*:

ar - mor bright And al - ways watch and pray,

children here A crown of life he'll give.

~£—t—£—£-hlh~5—*—t-M
We must keep our ar - mor bright, We must keep our
We must keep, &c.

P^ -J£=t mm^^r *j

—

^—^—p^>

—

m—»—g

—

:

:&=zijE=3 m^m
1st. 2d.

—5w-f—©i—
-^ K K —c fe—N—

l

M-=ft—£—P—*r—i

—

7„—* i* h N-r—I-

ar - mor bright, We must keep our ar - mor bright, And always watch and pray, always watch and pray.

CZfet
:S-S:

5
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THE CHILDREN'S BATTLE SONG. Concluded. 117
3 Yes, we are soldiers of the cross,

Our colors we will show

;

And with the bible in our hand
We'll boldly meet the foe.

O let us strive to win the prize,

The great command obey

;

To love the Lord with all our soul,

And labor while 'tis day.

—

Cho.

Yes, we are soldiers of the cross,

And by that oross we'll stand

;

We've joined the army marching home,
To Canaan's promised land.

And when we reach the golden fields

Of that immortal shore

;

With all the armies of the blest,

We'll sing the battle o'er.

—

Cho.

Spirited.

1 Je - sus, my
2 His track I

I*

AWAY OVER JORDAN. *

5S %ii^ n
all, to heaven is gone, View the land, view the land, He whom I fix my bopes up - on,

and I'll pursue, View the land, view the land, The nar- row way till him

^i_(?-_r_s_f-_*-_riS^_r_ff_:f
.-_

r
_-?-_i_-p:

_-ffl,_£:

I view,

View the promised land, A
View the promised land, A

way, a - way over Jordan, We'll view the land,View the land, Away, a - way over
way, a - way, &c.

".'
.ft h S fi jm m -» h fi > & 6

i^lEiii?^Iiii?^ieiH^S
PCF=»:

S:

Jor-dan, We'll view the

-£-_£- S-.
-v m f~f
dfczr£ gz±:

promised land.

3 The way the holy prophets went, View the land, &c.
The road that leads from banishment, View thepromised

Cho.—Away, away, &c. [land.

4 The king's highway of holiness, View the land, &c.
I'll go, for all his paths are peace, View thepromised land.

Cho.—Away, away, &c.
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118 COME UNTO ME. (Anthem.)

m.p Soft and gentle tones, but earnest and devout

:?:=S: ^^Eq=^^=g=^q—^=g^rg-^i=^— =d: ^
Come un - to me all ye that la - bor And are heavy la - den, And I will give you rest,

^3t^^=^̂ ==^=^t=t=t
:=1=FzspqhI

—I 1 1=1:
=H --h p—e>

Take my yoke up - on you and learn of me, for I am meek and low - ly of heart, And

aP=fls i^^Efei
ye.

i=P5X-rg5=p

shall find rest un - to your souls, For my yoke is ea - sy and my bur - den is light, My

ESS ^—

r

J=tt —g*

1—1-

SEMI-CHORUS.

g^gi^I lin fe^s=a==
g: g | g -M %—%-

yoke is ea - sy and my bur - den is light.

-i—i

—

&—

O precious in - vi - ta - tion, Help us, O Lord, to

mm *=s=f&=m=±
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A i-

zm=s=s=--.22:

COME UNTO ME. Concluded. 119
m FULL CHORUS.

come with a bro - ken heart, and a

^ 10-
con - trite spir - it,

A (22 * (£L

IZ=±±.

O precious in - vi - ta - tion, Help

i=|—a=Ei=g=g=fe

Quick and spirited f
irr~~Eg=iJ—^EE^££-3=^^

us, O Lord, to come with

S2 UP (-
1 1 1 1

bro - ken heart, and a con - trite spir- it;

-1—

1

jH-

We praise thee, we

§mmH=mm
__i—1—i—j_
~m s> 01 «d—j=^=rprr=g=pg_g—J—g-Ug -

c,
,

—

m i =q—c, r1

bless thee, O Je - sus, for thy love, We bless thee for the precious words that thou hast given to us.

m m -<S>- . -m- -9- •*• -«- -& 4*- -«- *- -&- G- ' -*> ^ _
:B S_cfE:— LLu—ttrra is> crcrr—

1

—r-fr—

—

"—g ^~r^

—

^
highest, in the high

~:zza: ^
in the high - est.

Ho - san - na, ho - san - na, ho - san - na in the high - est, ho- sanna in the highest, in the high - est.II | I J I
I a__m m- Z £• «

«H
t—i—

r

3=n
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CHRISTMAS ANTHEM.

i
:

— — r- p -m- -9- -m- — —
i i#

|L Lo ! descendingtheheavensrending, Messengers from God to men : Angels winning, tidings bringing, Christ is born in
2. Dearest Saviour, grant thy favor, While in these thy courts we stay, Thy rich blessing on us resting, On this happy

:f£. r«_«—r& -J r_-
rg-g-rf

8 g T1*-**TS—

r

tf-g-r^^~rg-^-rg-

Bethlehem; Come with gladness, and ban-ish sadness, Children sweetly tune your voices. Sing aloud while
fes-tive day, Bells are ringing, and birds are singing, Woods and fields their tribute bringing, Back the hills the

^m ^—

K

g—*-Fg—

-N
ifzp:
arzzz iiifei

-J- _,v ^
heaven re -joic-es; Hal -le - lu- jah! Hal - le - hi-jah! "Peace on earth, good will to men." Lift a -loud a
ech-oes flinging; Let our voices swell the chorus In a grateful song of praise; Joy- ful, come be

-

rrfac-t Sdfccrp: 4=$:
^ll^^ii^-lgil :£=-T-=dzE3~3

-m -'-—to—w- '-—m—

I

loft - y strain, God is re-conciled to man, Glory to our Saviour King, Heaven and earth with glory ring,

fore him now, Humbly in his presence bow, Now to him our tribute bring, Lord of lords and King of kings



CHRISTMAS ANTHEM Concluded.

^d^h*^:
121

Fine

Praise him, Praise him, The Lord Jehovah praise, Praise him, Praise him, The Lord Jehovah praise, Hosauna ! Hosanna !

Praise him, Praise hiin, Ye grateful children, praise, Praise him, praise him, Ye grateful children, praise, Hosanna ! Hosanna!

Words by KATE CAMERON'.

5

THE LAND OF PEACE. WM. B. BRADBURY.

1 scm. clxo. The storms of earth will vanish
2 seni. cho. There clouds will never gather,

BE

And all its turmoils cease,

Rude winds will ne - ver hlow,
Be - fore we reach that country,
And there will he that qui - et

The
We

FULL CHORUS.
-4

Sp^ippi^^f^^iiiiiiigiigi
hlessed land of peace, \ /The land of peace, the land ofpeace, Oh ! there will all our troubles cease. \

cannot find he -low. / VAnd all our hap - pi-ness increase In heaven the land of peace.,/

•
"S" J J- J* , , ,y -r -r

1

:r- r- « ff^ i*-
•*£•£ _«.* « ..J J > .

S^ U r P V (^ ,H. ^ *
r-f- | 1 j

—

i-^-HE-£^-:lth-£-£=t£^|j
lsi St'ffu. C7/o. On earth are wars and tumults,

And danger, fear and str;fe,

While unseen powers combining
Assail our netting life.

2d Semi. Cho. But there is never conflict,

Nor danger, nor alarm
;

The land of peace is guarded
By an Almighty arm,

CuoRUS, The laud of peace, &c.

1st Semi. Cho. How blissful to look forward
When all these storms shall cease

And see that happy country,
The holy land of peace.

2d Semi. Cho. "We will not mind iiie's struggles,
Which soon must have an end,

But place our trust in Jesus,
Our everlastiug friend,

.Cborub. The land of peace, &c»
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122 THE WHOLE MULTITUDE.

i
Recitando.

WM. B, BRADBURY.

e<m iwJ !-

13

qzpsrq^:
attitz^t

afcafc:

u» i» "• *
And when lie was come nigh, even to the descent ofthe mount of Olives, the whole Multitude of the dis - ci - pies be

g;
-JS-JS-

:kzk

._N_l*_N-
=fc!*

:£=£-u»-fc

-I !-

!=£*=*:

FULL CHORUS. /
=*=Sll

3N±S
gan to rejoice, And to praise God with a loud voice, And*to praise God with aloud voice, For all the mighty

-fi^'
-fi>-

-»-__

fe^:n^ii di :I-Sz i
;fe^ :£—3:

-pi—r^—j^-u-&fgrzHJ5zz£B-S^H-r
works that they had seen, Say-ing, "Blessed be the King that cometh in the name of the Lord.

fe=p; fIil^=IE
^>e?:

t*—&*
£=i=£h

5*=t*

£rcSJtfc

_jS_

i^^J:
Peace on earth, and glo • ry in the high -est

ill

-1 K
Blessed be the

Blessed be the King
Bless - ed blessed be the

s

—

t i_h— =,--1 as --a?—w—* P—* -P—

H

IS Hi^i i^j^jLj^^s
250 Blessed be the King blessed



THE WHOLE MULTITUDE. Concluded.

ajzf:
--*)==--

ft-

'

ft ., ft' k-4^3-

123

King,
Blessed be the King, who cometh inthenameof the Lord, Blessed be the King, who

B M^: ~£ #
JW=6 ^S

Blessed be the King, the King,

A little/aster,
End.

cometh in the name of the Lord. Glo

JU-

glory, glo-ry in the highest, Peace in heav'n, and glory in the highest

-i—i-

Alto solo. Original movement
Glory, gio-ry, glory,

St.—arl
i—i—

^

Blessed be the kingdom
rr~'~?-r ' f- r-

il^iPlB
S,:

.AZ Se£-. JSnd wifA CAo. " Glory in the highest:1



124

Scholars.*

If^3=3-i •f-fe

HOSANNA ANTHEM.
A CONCERTED PIECE FOR PUBLIC PERFORMANCES.

llS-:qfc

S 1 :ib£:J M^=£m
Ho - san - na in the high - est, in the high

- Teachers and Congregation.*

31;
1. What are those soul 7f

Ho - san - na in the

I
. 1

S^S=£

- vi - ving strains Which ech

hrf—

I

S. —K. 1-»-

highest, in the high

*=£= 1 r \-

i*»
r *» +

Ho - san - na, Ho - san - na, Ho - san - na in the high - est.

P=S==]
thus from lem's plains ; What an - thenis loud, and loud still,

Ho - san - na, Ho - san - na, Ho - san - na in the highest.

Semi-chorus of Girls. Softly.

Ho-
Base Solo.

hill. 2. Lo ! ^Ts an in - fant cho - rusSo sweet sound from Zi - ou's

Cres.

Sings, Ho-san-na to the King of kings, The Saviour, comes and babes pro-

& The children should siDg their Hosanna through once before the teachers and congregation commence—then the two
unite. . 35 3



=S=s:
HOSANNA ANTHEM. Concluded. 125

^jg—g^g=S^s^=s:
san - na in the highest, in the highest,̂

^^
zq_

Ho - san - na in

*• ,-# ~ ^ •"

the highest, in the highest, in the

•>—7**-*- a=i
claim sal - va - tion sent in Je - - sus' name. Ho

Solo voices in an adjoining room, or at a distance from the Chorus. Let the tones be clear and well sustained.

A little/aster. s :X-

yfcst

Ho - san - na
Sunday School & Choir.

iQ the high Ho-

!—st <*-&

high

g=F-r^-y=r~T iV—iy—^—

1

4:—-J-K

-

|

- -i^^rp-h—fc-^4—LL|4q

est, in the highest, 3. Mes-si -ah's name shall joy impart, A -like to Jew and Gentile heart, He

@E
k—b»—

k

:

qarr^:
r~W»=ta: g—r-

1

sanna in the highest, in the highest.

SEEn r-r
ff—«- _-«-_

:3r:£:
Jez^iz: s

P S= ^ls -4^=zz=:^

:g=zg—g=Si

na .he high - - est, in the high .... est.

bled for us, he bled for you, And we will sing ho-san-nas too, And we will sing ho - san-nas too.

Proclaim Hosannas—By congregation and choir to the melody of " Old Hundred," lhe children singing again th«
Hosanna " attached to it.

4 Proclaim hosannas, loud and clear
;

See David's Son and Lord appear

!

All praise on earth to him be given,
And glory shout through highest heaven.—Cht.
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126 THE DEAR ONES ALL AT HOME. WM. B. BRADBURY.
Published in sheet form by ROOT & CADY, Chicago, 111. Price 30cts.

1st.
| 2d.

^qrt^rzr^:

^±m-s~^-uz
:gfm S=Mg.

/ Beyond the smiling and the weeping, I shall be soon
I I

. shall be
Beyond the waking and the sleeping, lOmit J Beyond the sowing and the reaping, I shall be soon.

giEs^ii^

z-gzzrg^-Eg:
aESEfBaEEFsEEEd—<—FT

Love, rest, and home! Sweet, sweet home
?*-Trg-

gEE -m^-

nrr

O how sweet it will be there to meet The dear ones all at home

-$>-&-*-m q€

—

P-^-i

II

3 Beyond the parting and the meeting,
I shall be soon

:

Beyond the farewell and the greeting.

Beyond the pulse's fever beating,
I shall be soon.

Love, rest, and home

!

Sweet, sweet home

!

jjs O how sweet it will be there to meet
The dear ones all at home. :||

254

2 Beyond the rising and the setting,
I shall be soon :

Beyond the calming and the fretting,
Beyond remembering and forgetting,

I shall be soon.
Love, rest, and home !

Sweet, sweet home

!

|| : ! how sweet it will be there to meet
The dear ones all at home. : II

4 Beyond the frost-chain and the fever,
I shall be soon

:

Beyond the rock waste and the river,
Beyond the ever and the never,

I shall be soon.

Love, rest, and home

!

Sweet, sweet home

!

|| : how sweet it will be there to meet
The dear ones all at home.

:||



INDEX. 127

A bright Sabbath, morn. 40

A crown ot glory bright - . 20

A faithful friend 41

Ah, this heart is void... 32

A land without a storm- 20
A little child lay dying. 106

All hail the power 53

And when he was come. 122

Another week has passed 37

Another year 23

A pilgrim and a stranger 70
A Saviour ever near - . . . 26
Asleep in Jesus 39

Away over Jurdan 117

Awhile they rest 39
Beautiful laud on high. 27
Beautiful river 25
Beautiful Zion 86
Behold the throne of 99
Be still repining heart- . 65
Beyond the smiling..., 126
Boys and Girls are all for 109
Bradeh 98
Canaan's happy land... 38
Chddren can you truly. 6

China 81

Christmas anthem 120
Cold water 59
Come holy spirit, calm. 43
Come let us be joyful... 45
Come, schoolmates 102
Come sound his praise. 88
Come unto me 78
Come unto me (Anthem) 118

Come unto me (Chant). 101 Heavenly Song .- 24
Come ye who love the .

.

34 He who once to earth.. 76
Coronation. ....... 53 Holy Sabbath 94
Death of a child. 13 Hosanna (Anthem) 124
Dennis... 99 Hosanna blessed is he .

.

114
Did Jesus weep for me. 98 Hosanna, Hosanna .... 17

Doth sorrow's shadow.. 11 Hosanna in the highest. 124
Earth may robe. . ...... 77 How can he leave them 107

Earth's shadowy years. 65 How charming is the . - - 98
Even me 83 How many in our favored 31

Father whate'er of. 19 How sweet will be the.

.

33
Forth we go. 40 Hudson 32
For thou hast died forme 75 Hushed be my 26
Forward 52 I'm but a stranger here. 90
Forward shall be 52 If I were a sunbeam 40
Frail is my bark 105 I have a father in 86
Friends of Temperance.
From every stormy wind

c>8 104

10 Intemperance walks 99
Give thanks (Chant) . .

.

100 In the Greenwood ..... 79
Glorious hope 73 In thy temple Lord

I ought to love my
93

Glory to the Father give 49 16
Go bear thejoyful tidings 9 I'll think of my Saviour 63
God is love 5 Jesus at the helm. 105
Go forth ye glad heralds 46 Jesus, help me 115

Go forth young soldier. 47 Jesus is King 76
Going home 64 Jesus is our morning... 73
Good tidings 36 Jesus is our shepherd... 78

Go sound it abroad 97 Jesus loves me.-.. 68

Go to Jesus 113 Jesus my all..-.. 117

Happy greeting- 45 Jesus our King 9?

Happy in the Lord 70 Jesus our shepherd 78
Haste we now with eager 85 Jesus thou art the sinners 32
Hear gracious God 34 Joy for the sorrowful... 110

Heaven is my home 90 Just as I am 56

255

Just as thou art .... 13

Learning of Jesus 85

Let little children 88

Like a young and tender 79

List the Sabbath bells.. 54

Lonely and desolate 112

Looking home 32

Look on us kindly 87

Lord, I believe 49

Lord, I hear of shower's. 83

Lord, when we bend--- 55

Lo, descending 120

Lo, the fields are white. 3

Lo, the Sunday school-. 18

Love sounds hi her sighs 69

Manoah 43

Meet again 84

Mother tell me 77

My fatherland 108

My father's house 21

My latest sun 50

My mansion in the sky. 71

My son know thou 99

My soul repeat 98

Naomi 19

Now I resolve 37

Now we lift our tuneful 80

Oberlin H
O gi^e thanks 100

O Gud of truth 33

Oh, be warned of your. 14

Oh ! give me a harp 72

O how sweet wnen we-

.

14

O I'm a happy blue bird 56



128 INDEX. Concluded.

, Jesus full of truth ... 11

O, Jesus precious 71

OLand of rest 103

O Lord thy perfect word 98

On a Sunday morning.. 6

Once more before we.. 99

One day nearer home ... 20

O Pilgrims to Zion 95

Our angel sister 79

Our bright and morning 73

O ur father who art 99

Our mission field 31

Our own loved Sabbath. 12
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THE MUSICAL PROFESSION OF NEW YORK TO WM. b> BRADBURY.
* .

• STRONG INDORSEMENT OF
WM. B. BRADBURY'S HEW SCALE PI&NQ-FORTES.

The most eminent of the musical profession of New York City, after frequent and thorough trials

my New Scale Piano-Fortes, have given me the most emphatic and unqualified Testimonials. Vgf
lowing is a specimen of the voluntary testimony I am constantly receiving from gentlemen entfr* 74
terested, and, as all will acknowledge, most thoroughly qualified to judge of the merits of a Piano-, 30

"We have examined, with much care, Mr. Wm. B. Bradbury's Nut Scale Piano-Fortes, a 80

our opinion that, in power, purity, richness, equality of tone, and thorc? M workmanship, Mr. Brj 35

instruments excel.
" We find great brilliancy and a beautiful singing quality of tone most happily blended. We .

rarely seen a square Piano-Forte combining so many of these qualities essential to a perfect inst

MENT."

of

S. B. Mills.
Harry Sanderson.
Charles Fradel.
Robert Heller.
Charles Wels.
A. Bagioli.
H. C. Timm.

"William Mason.
Max Maretzek.
W. Berge. [Review."
Theo. Hagen,Ed.N.Y."Mua.
Carl Ansehutz.
Gustav B. Eckhard.
John Zundell, Organist at

H. W. Beecher'a Church.

Geo. W. Morgan.
John N. Pattison.
Charles Grobe.
John H. Ickler.
H. E. Matthews.
P. Jj. Bitter.
T. E. Perkins.

Theodore Thomas.
Clare W. Beanies.
Robert StoepeL
Strakosch.
Theo. Moelling.
P. H. Nash.
C M. Carrington, Pres.

N. Y. Harmonic Society.

GrOTTSCHALK,
The renowned Pianist and Composer, after a careful and thorough examination of Wm. B. Brad-
bury's New Scale Piano-Fortes, says:

" I l\r}.'3 examined with great care, Mr. "Wm. B. Bradbury's New Scale Piano-Fortes, and it is my
opinion :?vi they are very superior instruments.
"I hu - especially remarked their thorough wcrkmamship, and the power, purity, richness, and

eq tality of their tone. I recommend, therefore, these Instruments to the public in general, and doubt not

of heir success. "L. M. GOTTSCHALK. n

* New York, July 12, 1863."
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FAVORABLE NOTICES.

*** Ourfriend, Mr. William B. Bradbuby, makes
Pianos that are equal to the best in the world.

We have had one of them in our own house for

I
several years, and for richness and brilliancy of

j
.*one it is such a piano as is not excelled by any

I
that we have ever heard. Its tones are more per-

f
feet now than when it was new, which is a good
deal more than can be said of most pianos that have
had years' faithful use.

—

Ed. N Y. Examiner.

Theodore Tilton, editor of the Independent, in

a note to Mr. Bradbury, says

:

" My Dear Bradbury : I have had the beauti-

ful piano so long, that now to ask me how I like it

is like asking me howl like one of my children.

In fact, if you were to ask the children. I'm afraid

they would say they liked it nearly as well as they
like me. It speaks every day, the year round, and
never loses its voice. I wish its owner could do
half as well. Ever your friend, as of old,

Theodore Tilton.

The Piano Forte.—There is probably no article

of utility or luxury in the purchase of which so

much must be trusted to the honor and integrity of

the manufacturers as the Piano Forte. The name of

Will&wi B. Bradbury is a musical household
word, and is a sure guarantee to the purchaser that

the instrument bearing his name is in all respects

perfect. Mr. Bradbury has gained a world-wide

celebrity; and having plenty of capital, is deter- i

mined that his instruments shall not be equalled by
those of any other maker.

—

Christian Advocate and
Journal.

[From the New York Evangelist, Dec. 28, 1865.]

Bradbury's Pianos.—New York produces, we
suppose, the finest pianos in the world. Yery great

progress has been made in the manufacture ofthese

instruments within a few years. Perhaps nobody
has made more rapid improvement than our friend

Mr. Bradbury. He has recently finished a Grand
Scale Square, which is claimed to be the finest

Square Piano ever built; and though we are not

connoisseurs in such matters, we must confess our
admiration for its rich roundness, mellowness, and
depth of tone. It is not our purpose to vaunt its

superiority over any other particular build of pianos,

but merely to note its own excellence, with a feel-

ing of gratification that the taste of our citizens is

so refined as to create a demand for such instru-

ments. This magnificent instrument possesses not

one harsh, jarring, "wooden" or metallic note, either

in its highest or lowest registers ; it sinks its melo-

dious tones to the softness of an ^Eolian harp, or in

the wildest forte passages pours forth a flood of rich-

est harmony. To us it seemed as if this were about
the ideal of a Piano Forte. At any rate, we do not

expect to hear, in the next five years, anything
which comes nearer to perfection.
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Wm. B. Bradbury, 427 Broome Street, N. Y.
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IN PAPER COVERS. BOARD COVERS. CLOTH COVERS.
Single Per Single Per Single Per
Copy. Hundred. Copy. Hundred. Copy. Hundred.

New Goldek Chain, 80 cts. $25 35 cts. $30 50 cts. $44
*New Golden Shower, 80 " 25 35". 30 50" 44
Golden Censer, 30 " 25 35" 30 50" 44
S.S.Banner, 30" 25 35" 30 50" 44
Praises of Jesus, 20" 15 25" 20
Plymouth S. S. Collection, 60" 50 80" 70
Palm Leaves, 30 " 25 .. ..

Chain and Shower, in one volume, 65 " 55 85 " 75
Chain and Censer, " " 65 " 55 85 " 75
Shower and Censer, " " 65 " 55 85 " 75
Golden Trio, (Chain, Shower and Censer, in 1 vol.)..-... $1.00 " 75 $1.00 " 100
Pilgrims' Songs for Social Meetings, .. .. 50 " 40

Thk New Golden Shower contains, in addition to the "Gems" of the Golden Shower, about sixty pieces aud^
twenty Hymns nearly all new and written expressly for this work. Among which will be found a choice variety of'
Missionary, Temperance and Anniversary pieces; also a large number of pieces designed expressly for Eevivals,
Prayer Meetings, &c, making the " New " Shower really a " NEW " BOOK, which the author believes will be found
the most useful and popular of his Sunday School series.— i« »n

O-TJST PUBLISHED.
The " NEW" GOLDEN CHAIN—containing all Pieces, (Music and words) of the Golden Chain, with about one-third more

additional Pieces, Price as above.

The BOOK OF WORSHlP-103 Psalms, 406 Hymns, and 103 Spiritual Songs, set to the most popular tunes. 12 mo. pp.

528. Price, $1,75. Per Hundred, $150.00
GOLDEN HYMNS—being a selection of Hymns, without music, from Mr. Bradbury's S. S. publications. Price, in stiff papem

covers, $10 per hundred copies j In cloth backs, $12 per hundred copies.

Specimen Copies of any of the above Boohs sent by mail on receipt of the retail price.


