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NOTICE.
THE NEW SABBATH SCHOOL BELL, No. 2.

About one half of this little volume is composed of gems from Bell No. 2, and
the other half is made up of new hymns and tunes of great excellence ; including

a few standard S. S. pieces, which makes this -volume one of the best Sunday School

books ever published.

Bell No 1, was the first popular S. S. book issued in this country : and so much
was rt sought for, and so rapid the sale, that more than three hundred thousand cop-

ies were sold before any other S. S. book of note was published.

Bell No. 1, stands upon its own merit ! the sale of nearly one million copies is

its best recommendation. Encouraged by its success, and with a full knowledge of

the wants of Sunday Schools, Bell No. 2, as now arranged, is confidently believ-

ed to be equal if not superior to it.

It is the prayer of the Author that this little work may be the means of the con-

version of thousands of children as has been its predecessor.

I^3 COPY-RIGHT NOTICE. j&
The music and poetry ot nearly every piece in this work is copy-right property and "En-

tered according to Act of Congress" No person, has the 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, each

permission must first be obtained, otherwise the person using them, trespasses against the law
»f copy-right, makes himself liable, and will be held accountable.



THE HEAVENWARD TRAVELER.

Andante
Music by Billings. Arr. by Prof. A. CcLL.
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1. I'm a lonely traveler here. Weary, oppressed, But my journey's end is ivar—Soon shall I re-t !
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Dark and dreary is the way, Toiling I've come ; Ask me not with you to stay, Yonder's my heme.
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I'm a weary traveler here. I must go on,

For my journey's end is near, I mu<t be gone.
Brighter joys than earth can give, Win me away ;

Pleasures that for ever live— I can not stay.

I'm a traveler to a land Where all is fair.

Where is seen no broken band—All, all are there.

Where no tear shall ever fall. Nor hearts be sad ;

TC*gj;e the glory is for all. And all are glad.
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4 I'm a traveler, and I go Where all is fair
j

Farewell, all I've loved below— I must be there.
Worldly honors, hopes, and ^ain, All I resign ;

Welcome sorrow, grief, and pain, If heaven be mine,

5 I'm a traveler—call me not—Upward's my way
;

Yonder is my rest and lot ; I can not stay.

Farewell, earthly pleasures all. Pilgrim I'll roam ;

Hail me not—in vain you c.aljj Yonder'g mjr uoi



4 BEAUTIFUL RIVER.

1

" Jnd he shewed me a pure River of Water of Life, clear as crystal, proceeding out of the thron*

•jf God and of the Lamb."—Rev. xxii, 1. By permission of the author, Rev. R. LOWRY.
Cheerful
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beauti - ful, the bi-auti-ful riv-er—Ga! her with the saints at the riv-er That flows by the throne of God.
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3 On the bosom of the river,

Wliere 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
;

Ckace our spirits will deliver,

Asi provide a robe and crown - Gbj,

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 uieiody of pe«c«*

—
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JUST NOW."*
* Corfcf anto me. all ye that labor ana are heavy laden, and I will give you rest.-'—Matt. 1 1 : 28.

"Behold, row is the accepted time—behold now is the day of salvation. "--Cor. 6: 2.

^ fc , fcfe • i ~i —i fc^Arranged. Wlf. B. BRADBURY
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1 . Come to Je-sus. come to Jesus, Come to JeMis just now; Just now come to Jesus, Come to Jesus just now.
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2. He will save yon, just now, etc.

44 Believe on the Lord Jesus Christ, and thou shalt

be saved." ^4cf< 16. 31.

3. believe him, just nov, etc.
" God so loved the world that he gave his only be-

gotteu Sod, that whosoever believe ia him should not
perish, but have everlasting life."

—

John 3: 10.

4. He ie able.
u He is able to save them to the utmost that come

nnto God by him, seeing he ever llveth to make inter-

cession for us."

—

Heb. 7: 'lb.

6. He is willing.
" The Lord is long suffering toward us, not willing

that any should perish, but that all should come to re-

pentance. v—Pet. 3: 9.

6. He'll receive you

8. He will hear you.
" And Jesus said unto him. go thy way, thy faith

hath made thee whole,"—Mark iO. 52.

9. He'll forgive you.
"If we confess our sins, lie is faithful and just to

forgive us our sins."— 1 John 1: 9,

10. He will cleanse you.
"The blood of Jesus Christ his Son, cleanseth na

from all sin."— 1 John 1: 7,

11. He'll renew you.
"Therefore, if any man be in Christ, ho is a new

creature."—2 Cor, 5: 17.

12. He will clothe you.
" He that overcometh. ihe same shall be clothed in

white raiment."

—

Ktv. 3: 5

13. Jesus loves me.
"Greater love hath no man than his, that a man

"Him that cometh to me. I will in no wise cast should lay down his life for his friends."—Joan 15. 13.

out."—John 6: 37.

7. Call unto him.
*' TVhnsoever shall call on the name of the- Lord

hall be saved,"

—

Acts 2: 21.

* This little Chorus has been the means of helping many an inquiring sinner to embrace the 9*viour, be
lieve and trust Him.— 1

' It was, says Rev. Hammond, u first sung in Scotland, when hundreds w«r» askiua*
44 What &i**;i we do to be saved.

14. Don't reject Him.
"He is despised and rejected of men,"

—

T^a. 53. 3.

15. Only trust Him.
" He that hath "the Son hath life."—John 5 • 12.

',



6 D01TT YOX3 HEAK, THE ANGELS COMING *

Music by Rev. Kobks* l-owb-t. Arr. by H. Waxehs.
Duett. Soprano and A UqUV&IL. IOVJSJ U,/t,U Uf.t'l J1U.*
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1. Holy angels in their flight. Traverse over earth and sky, Acts of kindness their delight, Winged witn mercy as they fly,

m p Semi-chorus of Girls.
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Don't you hear them? coming o • ver hill and plain,
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Oh! don't you hear the angels coming, sinking as they come? Oh! bear me angels, angels bearmeho»8.
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2.

Tho' tbeir forms we cannot see,

They attend and guard our way,
Till we join their company

In the fields of heavenly day.
Cho—Don't you hear, &c.

2.

Had we but an angel's wing,
And an angel's heart of flame,

Oh, how sweetly would we ring

Thro' the world the Saviour's name.
Cho.—Don't you hear, &c.

3.

Yet methinks if I should die,

And become an angel too,

I, perhaps, like them might fly,

And the Saviour's bidding dk
Cho.— Don't you hear, &c



IS DEAR JESUS COMING, MOTHER ? f
•rds by Mrs. If. A. KIDDER. Music by IIENRY TUCKER.

A dear little boy in uttered these words oo a slefc bed at a time whrn it was thought that he could not
lire till morning ! " Is dear Jesus coming, mother ? is he almost here ?•• Jesus did come in mercy ! n©t to
bear him to the " Shining Band." but to restore him to the arms of his loving parents !
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1. "Is dear Jesns coming, Mother? Tell me, is he almost here P Willie feels so tired of waiting, Do yon se* God's angels
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near?" Then he gent - Ij sank to shm • her, On hii faith-fnl mother's breast; fie who heard that aurions question, Gare the
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little snflfrer rest. Is dear Jesus coming ? Do yon see his angels near P Tell me, mother, tell me, Is dear Je - sus almost here ?
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2 Thus in days of pain and sorrow,
When dark threatning clouds appear ;

Let us cry '• is Jesus coming.
Is the Saviour almost here V

Or in hours of golden sunshine,
Winn the world looks fair and bright,

Lot vis ke«p the Lord of glory

Always on our earthly side.

Is dear Jesus, etc.

3 Is dear Jesus coming, teacher,

From the bright celestial

shore? (reD.

Down to earth,to meet his child-

And to guide them evermore?

He i3 coming, he is coming,
With the sinning angel hand,

Clad in robes of grace and glory,
Children take him by the hand.

Jesus dear is coming,
Don't yon see his angels near.

Oh sing Hallelujah ! For the Lor4
the Lord is here.



HEAVENLY HOME, SWEET HOME.
Words bv Miss J. W, SAMPSON. By permission. Music by 7T

. H. DOANE.
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1. Heaven - ly home, heaven - ]y home, Precious name to me ; I love to think the time will comeWhen
2. Heaven - ly home, heavenly home, KCer shall sorrow's doom.Nor doubts nor fears disturb me there,Fur
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ev- er-smiling skies. This earthly home is fair and bright. Yet clouds will often Rome, And 0, I long to
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ag9 be drear, I know there's rest at home. Heaven - ly home. Heaven-ly home,

see the light That gilds my heavenly home. Heavenly home, sweet home, Heavenly heme, sweet home,
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Precious name to me.
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Home, sweet home.
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3 Heavenly home, heavenly home,
Ne'er shall sorrow's gloom.

Nor doubts nor fears disturb me there,

For all is peace at home.
I know I ne'er shall worthy be
To dwell 'neath heav'n's bright dom« .

But Christ, my Saviour, died for me,
And now he calls me home. Cko*



BOUSE THEE, CHILD OP HEAVEN! Q
Words by Rev. Sidney Dyer. Music by G. F. Root, by permission. Arr. by A. Cvfci.
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1. Kouee thee, child of heaven! why despairing thought ? God to thee has giv - en, all unsouglu,
d. a. Bright, and fadeless glories in the world a - bove,
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CHORUS to each verse.
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Pledge of his e - ter- nal love ! Trust him for- ev - er ! rest in his word ; Grace ho has giv - en,
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prayer he has heard; Shout in notes of erladness, let thv spir - it soar, Prakiner him for ev - er-more I
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Glowing on the hill side, blushing in the flowers,
Happy spirits greet us, cheering ours ;

Cease from thy repining, cease thee, child of heaven!
Share the blessings God has given. Trust him, &c-

Rouse thee from thy sadness, rouse thee, drooping soul,

Anthem notes of gladness round thee roll

;

Catch the song of rapture, join the seraph strain,

•- Healing all thy care and paiii. Trus-t him, &c,



10 " CHRIST FOR ME."
From #< Little Sunbeam," by per. W. H. DOANE.
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1. Mj heart is fixed. Eternal God, Fixed on thee; Fixed on thee! And my immortal choice is made, Christ far
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me; Christ for me! He is my Prophet, Priest and King; V^ho did for me salvation bring: And while I breath? *
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mean to sing, Christ for me ; Christ for me
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3 In pining sickness or in health,

Christ for me ; Christ for me

!

In deepest poverty or wealth,
Christ for me ; Christ for me!

And in that all important day,
When I the summons must obey,
And pass from this dark world away,

Christ for me Christ for me

!

^ •* ** *
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2 Let others boast of heaps of gold,

Christ for me ; Christ for me !

His riches never can be told,

Christ for me ; Christ for me

!

Your gold will waste and wear away,
Your honor perish in a day

—

My portion never can decay ;

Christ for me ; Christ for me .

4 At home, abroad, by night and day,

Christ for me : Christ for me

!

Whether I preach, or sing, or pray,

Christ for me ; Christ for me !

Him first aud last, him all day long,

My hope, my solace, and my song,

Convince me if you thyik I'm wrong-
Christ for me ; Christ for niej



"CHRIST FOR ME." Concluded. II

Now who can sine my son£ and say
Christ for me ; Christ for me

!

My lijiht and truth, my life and way;
Christ for me; Christ for me !

Can yon oh! man and woman say,

With furrowed cheeks and silvery hair,

Now from your inmost souls declare,

Christ for me ; Christ for me '

6 Can you, young men and maidens, say
Christ for me ; Christ for me !

Him will I love and him obey,
Christ for me ; Christ for me !

Then lure's my heart and here*? my hand,
We'll form a happy singing hand.
And shout aloud through all the land,

Christ for me ; Christ for me
;

WAITING BY THE RIVER.
DUET.— Repeat. Jirst verse Full Chorus.

is
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Arr. by W. H. D.

1. We are waiting by the river, "We are watching on the shore, On - ly waiting for the boatman,
2. Tho' the mist hang o'er the river, Anil its billows loud - ly roar, Yet we hear the song of angels.

3. And the bright celestial cit-y, We have caught such radiant gleams Of its towerg like daztling suulight,
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Soon he'll come to bear us o'er.
Waft - ed from the oth - er shore.
With its sweet and peaceful streams.
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4 He has called for many a loved one,
We have seen them leave our side ;

With our Saviour we shall meet them,
When we too have crossed the tide.

We are waiting, etc.

5 When we've passed that vale of shadoare.
With its dark and chilling tide ;

In that bright and glorious city
We shall evermore abide.

We are waiting, etc.



1£ NESTING BY AND BY
41 Let us labor therefore to enter into that rest."—Heb. iv. 11.

Words by Ret. SYDNEY DYER.
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, /When, faint and weary toil - iug, The sweat drops on my brow. I long to rest from la - bor, To
\Therecomesa gentle chiding, To quell each mourning sigh : '' "Work (Omit
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rest-ing by *and by; We shall not always la -bor, We shall not always cry; The end is drawing
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near-er, The end for which we sigh ; We'll lay our heavy burdens down— There's resting by and by.
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RESTING BY AND BY. Concluded. 18
This life to toil is given.
And he improves it best

Who seeks by patient labor
To enter into rest

;

Then, pilgrim, worn and weary,
Press on. the goal is nigh

;

The prize is straight before thee,

There's resting by and by.

Nor ask, when overburdened,
You long for friendly aid,

M Why idle stands my brother,
No yoke upon him laid ?"

The Master bids him tarry :

And dare you ask Him why ?

" Go, labor in my vineyard,
There's resting by and by,"

4 Wan reaper in the harveit,
Let this tMy strength su.-tain,

Each sheaf that fills the garner
Brings you eternal gain

;

Then bear the cross with patience,
To fields of duty hie ;

'Tis sweet to work for Jesus—
There's resting by and by.

O! BE GLAD, YE CHILDREN.
Words by Miss M. FEARY. From "Little Wanderer's Friend." By permission.

Music by W. F. SHERWIN.
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I. Have you ever heard the 8tory,That the Holy Father tells,Of his children there in glory, Of his children, lov'd
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well ? ! be glad, ye children, Bleased little children. Yes, be glad, ye children, For Jesus loves you weil.

J i m -m- -*- -m- -S--S-*-t^\ --*

w w ^

#»:
:£=*: ICIU ir.biftit etciL ii

2 All the angels cease their singing,

While they hear the Father tell

Of his darling Son so willing

To redeem the souls that fell. Cho.

8 Then the happy angels winging
Bright their way thro' realms above,

Listened to the children, singing

Of the dear Redeemer's love. Cho.

Z Back they flew to thrones all shining,

And from golden harp-strings rung
Sweetest music, ever chiming
With the song the children sung. Cii.



14 1 AM THINKING OF HOME.
"In my Father's house are MANY MANSIONS.—John sir. 1.

Words by MARY F. KIRBY Ret. R. LOWRY.
Not too fast.
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1. I am thinking of home, of my father's house, "Where the many bright mansions be : Of~the
2. I am thinking of home, of the lov'd ones there, Dearest friends who have gone before ; With
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righteous a- lone ev- er see. Oh, home, sweet home ! sweet home ! I am thinking, and longing for

thrice happy mornings of yore.
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£ AM THINKING OF HOME. Concluded. 15

t I am thinking of home ; I am homesick now,
And my spirit doth long to be

In the far better hind, where the saints ever sing
Of the love of Christ, their Redeemer and Kiug,
And of mercy so costly, so free.

4 I am thinking of home ! yes. of " home, sweet home f
May we all in that home unite

"With the »rhi re-covered throng, and exultingly raist*

To the triune God, sweetest anthems of praise,

Singing glory, an<l honor, and might.
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DUET. Three beats to a measure.

NEW SUNDAY-SCHOOL ARMY.
From the • Casket." Ey permission.
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1. The Sunday-school ar-my, unflinching and brave, Preparing for du - fy, this country shall save

Cho. — Palle - lu- jah to Je - sus, whodied on a tree, To op- en a fountain for children like me ;
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Reptat.full Chorus.
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The tactics of war-fare they're learning to-day ; The foe they shall conquer, for God is their s:ay.

Halle- lu- jah to Je - sus,—Salvation is free— And in this great army I'm happy to be. ..
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2 The foe is advancing—comes in like a flood ;

Sin marshals her thousands, opposed to the good.
Then, Sunday-school children, your banner unfurl !

We read in its motto the hope of the world.

—

Cho.

t 'Neath the love of God's word take a firm, noble stand,

Then rally aruund you all, all that you can ;

Yes, fill each division, till aged and youth
Shall join this great army to study the truth. Cho,

4 Then arm and equip--'tis free, without cost;
Prepare for the battle, nor fear tiie dark host
Of sin and delusion— yon need n<»t dismay ;

Choose Jesus your Captain, ue'il sure win the day. Ch*



16 THE SABBATH-SCHOOL BELL.
"Words by Mrs. M. A. KIDDER. Music by HENRY TUCKER
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While charming the brethren in Christ, Go straight to the heart of the child. Ring on, ring on, Let the
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HeaF-en-ly ca-den-ces swell. Ring on, ring on, Oh beautiful Sabbath-school bell, Ring on, ring on, ring on, ring on,'
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THE SABBATH-SCHOOL BELL Concluded. 17

2 Think how many sad hearts have been cheer'd,

And been led to the fountain of truth,

How many poor souls it has called

To seek their salvation in youth
;

Oh. the tones of that beautiful bell

Are sounding all over the land,

Inviting the people to sing

The songs of the glorified band.

Cho.—King on, etc.

Oh, the tones of that benntifnl bell,

It ririirs out its welcome so iV

Still urging the sinner bo Christ

—

Come, stranger, and listen with me,
Come, look in this wide open door,

Lit up by the gospel's bright rays,

Here list to the sound of the bell.

Where children are singing God's praise.

Cho.—King on, etc.

Words by FANXY CROSBY.
Slow, with feeling.
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MORE LIKE JESUS.
Music by W. H. DOAXE. By permission.
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1. More like Je-sus would I be, Let my Sariour dwell with me ; Fill my soul with peace and lore—lake Be geitM a? a dore
\

D. C Poor ii spi- rit would I be. Let my Saviour dwell in ».

2. If he hears the raven's cry, If his ev - er watchful eye Marks the sparrows when they fall, Surely he will hear mv I

D . 0. Pure in heart I still would be—Let my Saviour dwell in rc?.

z^.zm7-^-

More like Je - sus while I go. Pilgrim in this world below,
He will teach me how to live, All my simple thoughts forgive.

f—

r

3 More like Jesus when 1 pray,

More like Jesus day by day,
May I rest me by his side,

"Where the tranquil waters glide,

Born of hira through grace renewed
By his love my wil! subdued,
Rich in faith I still would be—
Let my Saviour dwell in me.



18 JESUS BY THE SEA.

F.evereiitiatly.

FiQm " Chapel Gems," by permission. G. F. Root.
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J1SSUS BY xHE SEA. Concluded. 19

CHORUS.
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20 I WANT TO CROSS OVER.

DUET. Allegretto.
From the " Casket," by permission.
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1. 0, have you not heard of that realm of delight, To which our blest Saviour doth each one invite; 'Tis pre-

2. 'Tis a land of rare beau - ty—a realm of delight, O'er-flowing with gladness, refulgent with light, Its
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pared for the good and the pure and the blest, 'Tis o - ver the riv - er where the weary find rest,

ver - dure ne'er withers, its flow - ers ne'er die, 0, I long to cross o - ver with Jesus on high.
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0, I want to cross over, to dwell where he reigns, And join the glad angels on Eden's fair plains;
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I want to be gatheredwith all the redeemed: Yes, over the riv - er where the fields are all greeu.
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I WANT TO CROSS OVER. Concluded. 21

3.

There the weary may rest, and the wicked ne'er corne ;

There the saints are all safe in their heavenly home
;

"With their harps and their crowns they forever are seen,
Away o'er the river where the valleys are green.

0, I waut to cross over, etc.

4.

'Tis Jesus invites me this glory to see,
To reign with him ever, all happy and free

,

I'll join with the ransomed and with thrm abide,
I'll cross the dark river.— bright angels Will guidflk

0, want to cross over, etc.
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THE GOLDEN TI 3.

S=£

From the "Casket," by permission.
/7\
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1. There is a place where an- gc«Is dwell, There is a place where an - gels dwell,
2. It takes a ve - ry hum -ble child, It takes a ve - rv bum - ble child.

J^—t
Cho. Then al - ways go to the Sun - day school, Then al - ways go to the Sun -day school,

SI

$ ^i=i=!=EpEp=I
is a place where an - gels dwell, 'Tis close by the gold - en throue
takes a ve - ry hum - ble child, To stand by the gold - en throne.

Then al - ways go to the Sun - day school, And learn the gold - en rule.

3 We'll mingle with the angels bright, &c.
Around the golden throne.

Then always. &c.

4 We'll wander by the river of life, &c.
^hat flows from the golden throne.

Then alwaya, &c.

5 There's room enough for all to stand, &c.
Around the golden throne.

Then always, &c.

6 Dear parents will you meet us there, &c
Around the golden throne.

Then aiw°v* &c-

m



22
Words by Fanny Crosby.
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RALLY FCU THE SCHOOL.

N. 1
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. /Come, val - ly round his standard, Oar Saviour, King of kings. "Whose world is life e - ternal. Whose
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BALLY FOR THE SCHOOL. Concluded. 23

Come rally round our standard,
A little pilgrim band ;

We are going home to Canaan,
Our father's promised land

;

Come with ni on our journey,
And help us on our way,

"We long to see our number
Increasing every day. Cho.

3 0, rally round our standard,
For volunteers we call

—

0, rally round our standard,
There is a place for all

;

Press on with z^al and courage,
And when our work is o'er,

A glowing crown awaits us,

Of joy for evermore. Cho.

WHO WAS IN THE MANGER LAID? JESUS.

Solo.
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Music by B. W. Williams

Solo.
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1. Who was in the manger laid? Je - sus. Who for raoo - ey was betrayed? Jesus.
2 Who can hear us when we call? Je - sua. Who the dear - est friend cf all? Jesus.
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Who up Cal - va - ry was led ? Who for us his life-blood shed ? Jesus Christ, creation's head.
Who a - lone can do us good, When we're tossed on Jordan's flood ? Jesus Christ, our ri?en Lord.

Hj-4rnrgMrM 1

3 Who can rob the grave of gloom ?

Jesus.
Who can raise us from the tomb?

Jesus.
When before the Judge we wait,
Who will open heaven's gate!

Jesus Chribt, our Advocate,

4 Who will give us sweetest rest?

Jesus.
Whom in heaven shall we love best?

Jesus.
At his feet our crowns we fling,

While the rapturous song w» sing,

Jesus Christ Saviour King*



THE ANGELS' SONG.
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1 . There's a song the angels sing, And its notes -with rapture ring,Round the throne whose radiance fills the heav'ns a-
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Thro' the earth and thro' the sky Let the anthem ever fly, Peace, good will to men, and glory be to God on high.
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2 'Tis a song for children, too

;

To the Saviour 'tis their due:
Let its grateful notes ascend to Him again

;

Join with angels in their song,
And the heavenly strain prolong,

** Glory be to God, good will and peace to men."
Cho.—Through the earth, &c.

3 Soon around that throne may we
With those happy angels be,"

Striking harps to strains that nevermore shall cease

;

Mingling love with loftiest praise,
Still the chorus there we'll raise,

" Glory be to God, to men good will and peace.'
1

Cho.—Through the earth, &c.



SHALL WE MEET BEYOND THE RIVER. 25

Allegretto. Q««*** *•*«•"»
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Music by G. H. Bates, Arr. by A. Cull.
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4 Where the music of the ransomed 5

Rolls its harmony around,
And creation swells the chorus, Shall we listen to their voices.

With it* sweet melodious sound \Cho And behold them face to face ? Lho.

Shall we meet with many a loved one, 6 Shall we meer with Christ our Savioni
That was torn from oar embrace? W hen he comes tn claim hi> own ?

Shall we know his blessed favor.

And tit dowu uj^ju his throne ? Qho



20 JESUS, WE THY LAMBS WOULD B£.

Gliding Movement—Not too Fast.
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1. Je - sus, we thy lambs would be, Humbly we would fol-low thee, Waiting for the
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joyful day, When all care will pass away,When the reaping time shall come,And angels shout the
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harvest home, When the reaping time shall eome, And angels shout the harvest home.
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2 Now the field with grain is white,

]Now the day is dawning bright,

—

Brighter far the sky will be,

When our Master we shall see,

Siiift the reaping time, &a
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3 May we wait, and watch, and pray,

For the coming of that day,
When the wheat shall sifted be,

And the chaff be driven from thee :

When the reaping time, &q.

p±2±H:



"TRANQUIL. OVER THE RIVER.
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Muaic by A. Cull.
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1. On (he banks beyond the stream. Where the fields are always green. There's no nii.r ht but
2. Flowers of fadeless beauty there. Trees of life with foliage rare. Fruits, the most tn-

3. Soon from earth I'll soar a - way, To the realms of end-less day, Soon I'll join the
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end -less day, There is where the
•vit - me grow, There is where I

ransomed throng, Sing with them rc-demp -tion's song. Penr
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an - gels stay. There's no sor - row, pain, nor fear,

want to go. Hark! I hear the an - gels sing,
ly gates stand o - pen wide.
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There is, Theie is where I want to go,
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There's no parting farewell tear, There's no cloud, no darkness there, All is bright, and clear, and fair.

Heavenly harpers on the wing. Throng the air, and bid me rise. To the music of the sk.es.
Jubt beyond death's chilling tide, There my mansion bright I see, There the angels wait for mc.
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28 BRIGHTEST AND BEST.
Quartette ar Semi-chorus. lis & 10s. S, J. Vail.
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1 Bright-est and best of the sons of the morning ! Dawn on our dark-ness, and
2 Say, shall we yield him in cost - ly de - vo - tion, O - dors of E - dom, and
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lend us thine aid
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off - 'rings divine!

Star of the East, the ho - r'i - z^n a - dorn-ing,

Gems of the mountains, and pearls of the o - cean,
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Guide where our infant Redeemer is laid. Cold on his cradle the dew-drops are

Myrrh from the forest, or gold from the mine ? Vain-ly we of - fer each am-ple ob -
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BRIGHTEST AND BEST. Concluded. 09
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shining; Low lies his head with the beasts of the stall : An-gela a-dore Lire, in

la - tion, Vain -ly with gold would his favors se - cure : Richer, by far, is tlie
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a - ker. and Monarch, ami Saviour of all !slum - ber re-clin-ing, Ma - ker, and Monarch, and Saviour of all ! An - gels a -

hearts a - do-ra-tion ; Dear-er to God are the prayers of the poor, Kich-er, by
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dore him, in slumber re-clining,' As Ma - ker, and Monarch, and Saviour of all!

far, is the heart's a-doration ; And dear-er to God are the prayers of the poor.
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30 SORROW SHALL COME AGAJH NO MORE.*
Words bv W. K., from •• Choral Hymn Book " Music by S. C. Foster. Arr. by A. Cull.

Duet, v ^
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What to me are earth's pleasures, And what its flowing tears ? What are all the sorrows I deplore* )

'

\ There's a song ever swelling, still lingers on my ears, Oh, sorrow shall come again no more.
)

CHORUS.

?^=£ -m-
fczhd:

«
^=fira-d

•rr-
d:

/TS

ferrftzifciife:

j

—

*—Lp— —#—*-L*—*—V,—•-

'Tis a song from the home of the weary, Sorrow, sorrow is for - ev - er
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Happy
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now, ev - er on Ca - naan's peaceful shore, Oh, sorrow shall come again no more !
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2. 1 seek not earthly glory, nor mingle with the gay
;

1 court not this world's gilded store, [of day,
There are voices now callingfrom the bright realms
Oh, sorrow shall come again no more !

C/iorus. 'Tis a song, &c.

3. Though here I'm sad and drooping, and weep my
life away,

With a lone'heart still clinging to the shore,
Yet I hear happy voices, which ever seem to say,

Oh, sorrow shall come again no more !

Chorus. 'Tis a song, &c.

• i

4. 'Tis a note that is wafted across the troubled wave ;

'Tjs a song that I've heard upon the shore
;

'Tis a sweet thrilling murmur around the Christian's
Oh, sorrow shall come again no more ! tgrave ;

Chorus. 'Tis a song, &c.

5. Tis the loud pealing anthem—the victor's holy
song,

Where the strife and the conflict are o'er;

Where the saved ones forever, in joyous notes pro*

Oh, sorrow shall come again no more ! J'ong
Ch-orus. 'Tis a song, &c.

* By permission of Firth, Pond & Co.
i*»lW* .--



THANKS TO OUR FATHER IN HEAVEN. 31

IVES. 7s. E. Ives, Jr. Beethoven Collection.
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1. Fa-ther, hear ! to thee we raise Grateful songs and hymns of praise ; Let thy blessing on us rest,

2. Thou hast given us friends most dear ; Parents, teachers, lov'd ones here, Who for us both watch and pray,
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With thy smile may we be blest. Thanks to Thee, our Fa-ther kind, The pro -vis-ion for the mind,

And would lead in the right way. Give us grace to hear thy voice, And mav wisdom he our choice,
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-| Y-l-*!^ Lord ! be t

_.. ,_4—II
"*-a—<• ,J Lead us in

Fill our he*

Thou hast made and to us given In thy love, as rich as heaven.
On - ward prps^ and upward move, Blessing all thv deeds of love.
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thou our guide through
youth,

the paths of truth
;

Fill our hearts with thy rich grace,
Fit us for the realms of bliss.

Thus we hope to do thy will—
In the world cur part fulfill

;

And when life's brief hour is o er,

Meet in heaven and love Thee
tuore.



32 HOSANNA TO THE LAMB OF GOD- From«s.s.Mfn*rw«
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1. Come. O my soul, in joy - cms lays At - tempt thy great Rp - deem _ --nse ; Bufc
2. Enthroned a - mid the radiant spheres, He glo ry like warmer." v/ed. T<<

3. Raised on de - vo-tion's lof - ty wing, Do thou, my soul, his glo rie; sing,- ,___.*

\^r^0 e
_GL_

-I

—

ill~i~

—

i~&r':rP
—g~^

- -~r

O what tongue can speak his fame, What verse can reach the lof - ty theme ? Glory. glory
form a robe of light di - vine. Ten thousand suns a - - round him shine. Glory, &c,
let his praise employ my tongue Till listening worlds shall join the song. Glory, «fcc,
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let us sing, While heaven and earth with glory ring, Ho - san-na ! ho - - - san - na !
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HOSANNA TO THE LAMB OF GOD—Concluded.
, Allegretto.

33
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Ho - san - na to the Lamb of God.
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Glo - ry, glo - ry, let us sing, While heaven andearth with
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Ho - san-na ! Ho
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Ho - san-na to the Lamb of God.
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1 Jesus shall reign where'er the sun
Does his successive journeys run;
His kingdom stretch from shore
Tiil moons shnll wax and wane no more.

Glory, glory, «fcc.

2. People and realms of every tongue
Dwell on his love with sweetest song;
And youthful voices shall proclaim
Their early blessings on his name.

Glory, glory, &c.

S. Let every creature rise and bring
Peculiar honors to our KING;
Angels ascend with songs again,
And earth repeat the loud Amen.

Glory, glory, &c.

1. Almighty Ruler of the skies,

Through all the earth thy name is spread
;

And thine eternal glories rise

Above the heavens thy hands have made.
Glory, glory, &c.

.Amidst thy temple children throng
To see tneir great Redeemer's face

;

The Son of David is their song,
And loud hosannas fill the place.

Glory, glory, &c.

1. Awake, my tongue, thy tribute bring
To him who gave tiiee power to smg

;

Praise him who has all power above,
The source of wisdom and of love.

Glory, glory, &c.

2 Through each bright world above, behold
Ten thousand, thousand charms unfold;
Earth, air, and mighty seas combine
To speak his wisdom all divine.

Glory, glory, &c.

3. But in redemption, what gra^e !

Its wonders, O what thought can trace !

Here wisdom shines forever bright

;

Praise him, my soul, with sweet deligttt.

Glory, glory, &c.



84
Duet. Wojjs by J. S. Adams

CHILDOOD'S HAPPY HOURS
Music bv Cherry. Arr. bv A. Cvtt*
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In childhood's young and happy hours, I wander free o'er hill and plain; I gather bright and fragrant
2. 1 love these childhood's hours: they bring On every moment some new joy ; Oh, who can half the rapture
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flowers. And love the sunshine and the ram, And love the sunshine and the rain. Iq every scene of nature
sing That crowns the happy girl and boy ? That crowns the happy girl and boy ? I see in every thing iD
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free, In crarden and in forest wild, I look to God who blesses me. And thank him
life, A beauty on which God hath smiled, And turn from care, and toil, and strife, To thank h:m
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CHILDHOOD'S HAPPY HOURS—Cowoltom.
Rail. Ad lib.
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that I am a child, [ look to God, who blcssesme, Arid thank him that lam, 1 arn ;i child.

t'.at I am a dluld, And tnrn from cafe, and toil, and strife, To thank mm iliai 1 am, I am a child.
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This beautiful tunc may be sung to any long metre hymn.
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THE SUNDAY SCHOOL.
1. The Sunday school, how dear to me !

Within thy walls I love to be
;

Where, on the Sabbath day, we meet
In our accustomed class and seat.

2. 'Tis there that I am taught to read
God's holy word, and feel the need
Of quickening grace and pardoning love,
To lit me for yon heaven above.

$. Tis there that I am taught to pray,
And love God's holy Sabbath day

;

To sing his praise and learn his will,
And all my duties to fulfil.

4. Oh, let my songs and praises rise,

Ivke grateful incense to the skies.
For that rich grace, so f;ee, so full,

That brought me to the Sabbath school.

HOW LITTLE THINGS INCREASE.
,
A grain of corn an infant's hand
May plant upon an inch of land,
Whence twenty stalk< misrht spring and yield
Enough to stock a little field.

2. The harvest of that field micrht then
]'e multiplie i to ten times ten,

Which sown iwice more could furnish bread
Wherewith an army might be fed.

3. A penny is a little thing,
Which e'en a poor man's child may bring
Into the treasury of Heaven,
And make it worth as much as seven.

4. As seven ! yea worth its weight in gold,

And that increased an hundred fold,

For lo ! a penny tract, if well

Applied, may save a soul from hell.

5. That soul cun scarce be saved alone,

ltmust, it will its bliss make known :

Come, it will crv. and you shall see,

What great things God hath done for me.

6. Hundreds that jovful sound shall hear,

Hear with the heart as well as ear
;

And these to thousand more proclaim
Salration in the only name.



36 JOY-BELLS
Words by Josephine Pollarb

Joyfully, rather q*£l\*m ,

—«sic Oy Henry Tdcke*. By permission:
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1. Joy-bel!s ring - ing, Children sing - ing. Fill the air with mu - sic sweet; Jo - cund mea - sure,
2. Joy-bells ring- ing, Children sing- ing, Hark! their voices loud and clear, Breaking o'er us,
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Guileless pleasure, Make the chain of song complete. Joy - bells ! joy - bells ! Nev - er, nev - er
Like a cho - rus. From a pur - er happier sphere. Joy - bells ! &c.
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cease your ringing ; Children! children Nev * er, nev- er cease your singing: List, list, the

song that swells, Joy - bells ! joy - bells ! List, list, the song that swells, Joy - bells ! joy - bells !
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JOY-BELLS Concluded. 37

8 Earth seems brighter,

Heart trrows ligther,

As the jocund melody
Charms our sadness
Into gladness.

Pealing, pealing joyfully.

Joy-bells! etc.

4 Joy-bells nearer,

Sound, and clearer,

When the heart is free from care,

Skies are cheering,

And we're hearing
Joy-bells ringing everywhere,

Joy-bells ! etc.

Slow.

*E3^=ER^
LEAD THEM TO THEE.
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R. Lowry.
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1 1. Lead them, ray God, to thee,
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Lead
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then to thee, These children c
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ear of mine, Thoa travest
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O, by thy love divine, Lead them, my God, to thee, Lead them, Lead them, Lead them to thee.
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2 When earth looks bright and fair,

Festive and pay,
Let no delusive snare
Lure them astray ;

But from temptation's power,
Lead them, my God, to thee,

Lead them to thee.
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3 E'en for such little ones,
Christ came a child.

And through this world of sin
Moved undented

;

0, for his sake I pray,
Lead them, my God, te thee,

Lead the*a to thee.
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4 Yea, though ray faith be dim,
I would believe

That thou this precious gift

Wilt now receive
;

0, take their yountr heartg noi
Lead then), my God, to tb>9,
Lead them to thee.

Up



38 HEAVEBTLY FATHER GHANT THY BLESSING.
fcrrouTLY. CHOBCS. Music and Words by L. Wildeu. A it. by H. Watebb.W
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grant thy bless - ing, While thy praise we
lives con - fess r ing, Noth - ing wor - thy
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Him who bought We may call, and
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2. What a boon to us is given,
Thus to lift our voice on high,

Well assured the ear of heaven
Hears our wants, and will supply.

Weak and sinful, oh how often,

Must we look to God alone,

For his grace our hearts to soften^

And sustain us as h^s own 1

V v
9 P

thou wilt hear.
-* v-

3. Bless, O Lord, this happy meeting,
While we stay, and when we go:

Here our hearts in friendly greeting.
Gladly join thy praise below;

But all earthly unions sever,

All their pleasures quickly fly:

Oh for grace to praise thee ever,

In that better world ou high.



JESUS, I MY CROSS HAVE TAKEN. 25

h j Je - sus, I my cro*s
'

( Na - ked, poor, despised,

D. C Yet how rich is niy

have
for -

con -
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ta - ken. All to leave and fol - low
sa - ken, Thou from hence my All shalt

di - tion ! God and heavens are still my
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Per - ish ev - ery fond am bi - tion, All I've sought, or hoped, or known;

^ S-: 1m
2. Let the world despise and leave me,

They have left my Saviour, too

:

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

;

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

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

8. Man mav trouble and distress me,
'T will but drive me to Thy breast;

Life with trials hard may press me,
Heaven will bring no sweeter rest.

Oh ! 't is not in grief to harm me,
While Thy love is left to me

;

Oh ! 'twere not in joy to charm me,
Were that jay unmixed with Thee.

4. Soul, then know thy full salvation,

Rise o'er sin, and fear, and care ;

Joy to find in every station

Something still to do or bear.
Think what Spirit dwells within thee ;

Think what Father's smiles are thine ;

Think that Jesus died to win thee

;

Child of heaven, can'st thou repine?

5. Haste thee on from grace to glory,

Armed by faith, and winged by prayer;
Heaven's eternal day's before thee,

God's own hand shall guide thee there.

Soon shall close thy earthly mission,

Soon shall pass thy pilgrim days

;

Hope shall change to glad fruition,

Faith to sight, and prayer to praise.



40 r*
I'LL AWAKE AT DAWN." From "S. S. Minstrel.
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HOW PRECIOUS THE DYING OF SAINTS. 41
Words bv Rev. Sydney Dyer. Music by J. R. Osgood.
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1. How precious the dying of saints to the Lord, Who waits to receive them on high ; A
2. To pilgrims, long wearied and sorely oppressed, J)eath comes as a precious boon given ; A
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they, with sweet rapture, attend thy glad word, And pant for their home in the sky, And they. &c, And
sweet are the accents which call to the rest, Prepared for the weary in Heaven ! And sweet are, &c , Pra-
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pant'for their home in the skv. And they, with sweet rapture, attend the elad word. And pant. &c.

pHi ed fv»r the wearv in Heaven! And sweet are the accents which callto the rest, Prepared, &c.
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J. The old and the young he enfolds in his arms,
Unheeding the nleadincrs of love :

But lo ! to the righteous he opens those charms,
Immortal and fadeless above'

4-%X:fT-+-+-+-+-
xT-*—v-'-ji: ff?

.'. T
9-0

Tr-?- 0-
V

vP+^zv - r
X I

4. Then, let ns, rejoicing in Faith, ever sing,

" I would not live alwavs below ;" [win*,

Sinee Denth plumes for Heivpn with angels' bright

I'm long, yea, panting, to go

!



42 ^HAT shall the harvest be?
From " Little Sunbeam."
Marching time.

By permission. W. H. DOAXE.
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I. They are sowing their seed in the daylight fair
;
They are sowing seed in the noon-day's glare ; They are
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sowing seed in the soft twilight
;
They are sowing their seed in the solemn night. What shall the harvest
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Repeat softly.

be ? What shall the harvest be ?

Bait

What shall the harvest be ? What shall the harvest be ?
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2 They are sowing their seed of word and deed,
Which the cold know not, nor the careless heed ;

O ! the gentle word, and the kindest deed.

That have blest the sad heart in its sorest need.
Cho.—Sweet shall the harvest be, etc.

3 Some are sowing the seed of noble deed,
With a sleepless watch, and an earnest heed

;

With a ceaseless hand in the earth they sow,

And the fields are all whitening where'er they go.

Cho.—Rich will the harvest be, etc.

-f

4 And there's many yet standing with idle hands,
Still they're scattering seed throughout the land,
And some who are sowing the seeds of care,
With their soil, long has borne, and it still must bear,

Cho. —Sad will the harvest be, etc.

5 Whether sown in the darkness or sown in light;
Whether sown in weakness or sown in might;
Whether sown in meekness or sown in wrath,
In the broadest highway or shadowy path,

Cho.—Sure will the harvest be, etc.
Vw«»



WE'RE NOT TOO YOUNG TO SjSEK THE LOKD. 43
Words by Mrs. M. A. Kidder. Music by K. Lowry.
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I. If we are old enough to sin. Or do some wrontr each day, "We're not too you rip to

Cho. We're not too young to seek trie Lord, And not too young to pray, The blessed Sa - viour
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seek the Lord. And not too young to pray ; When bless-ed Je - sus on the earth, A
calls us now To give our hearts a way.
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saffer-ing man did roam, He, tak-ing chl!d-ren in His arms. Said," Suffer theui to come."
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2 We're not too young to seek the Lord,
When we know right from wrong,

When we can read His holy word,
And sing our Sabbath song ;

To love our faithful teachers well,

AEd love our Sabbath school,
We're not too young to serve the Lord,
And mind the golden rule.

We're not too young, to.

m—r*—* y-yg

I

4 When sore temptations lure our feet,

We'll early seek His grace.

We're not too young to go to heaven,
And see his shining face

;

We've joined the army of the skies,

And helped its ranks to fill,

And now we're gladly marching on,

Up Zion's holy hill.

We're not too youatf, h*.



44 LET US PEAY.
Words bv Mrs. M. A. Kidi>br.
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Music by ReT. R. Lowry.
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LET US PRAY. Concluded. 45
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CHORUS. Chanting style.
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diction, Comes the sentence "let us pray." Blessed Father, make us ho -ly, Give us
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grace we humbly cry, Keep us, Lord, from all temptation, And recieve us when we die.
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2 Bowing low before the Saviour,

Lifting up the longing heart,

Shedding tears of sweet contrition,

Oh. what joy will this impart

;

In the closet—at the altar,

Or along the great high way:
Oft the still small voice will whisper,

In soft accents, let us pray.

Blessed Father, etc.

3 When life's fleeting dream is ended,

And all sin and sorrow's o'er.

We shall join the saints immortal.

Praising <^od on Cantian's short

.

For the tender love of Jesus,

To be with us day by day,

For the blessed Holy Spirit,

He has promised, let us pray.

Blessed Father, etc.



46 BE KIND TO THE LOVED ONES AT HOME.*
Ax»ante Expke8Sivo. Music by 1. B. "Woodbuet, Arr. by H. Watebs.
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1. Be kind to thy father—for when thou wert young. Who loved thee so fondly as

2 Be kind to thy mother— for lo ! on her brow May tra - ces of sor- row be
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He caught the first accents that fell from thy tongue, And
Oh well may'st thou cherish and com - fort her now, For
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joined in thy in - no - cent glee,

lov . ing and kind hath she been.

Be kind to thy father for

Re - mem - ber thy mother— for
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BE KIND TO THE LOVED ONES AT HOME. Concluded. 47
IN ST.
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now he is old, His locks in - ter - min- glcd with gray

;

thee will she pray, As long as God giv - cth her breath

;
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footsteps are feeble, once fear - less and bold, Thy father is passing a - wav.
accents of kindness then cheer her lone way, E'en to the dark valley of death.
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Be kind to thy brother—his heart frill have dearth,

If the smile of thy joy be withdrawn

;

The flowers of feeling will fade at their birth,

If the dew of affection be gone.

Be kind to thy brother—wherever you are,

The love of a brother shall be
An ornament purer and richer by far

Than pearls from the depth of the sea.

c +
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. Be kind to thy sister—not many may know
The depth of true sisterly love ;

The wealth of the ocean lies fathoms below
The surface that sparkles above.

Be kind to thy father, once fearless and bold,
Be kind to thy mother so near

;

Be kind to thy brother, nor show thy heart cold,

Be kind to thy bister so dear.

By permission of O. Ditson and Co. Boston.



48 "IN THAT HAPPY LAND."

SCay be sung as a Duet the first time.

t—k-s. fr

From " Little Sunbeam," by per. Arr. by W. H. DOANE.
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1. We are trav'ling home to heaven a - bove, Will you go with us?
2. Dear companions will you go with us, Will you go wlfh us?

_-g-_ _ -g- -»- -m •*;_ -£;_ -ftL ~J*£lJ£l "<•" "*"* "*" "** "

'

Sk=S=S -w- -w- -0- -0- H L

± 'JK3K,

Wc are trav'ling home to

Dear companions will you

jSL
-0-—

zt~Mi
CHORUS.

r-4—,*^

—

n—

1

^^—*——i—i—| ^-1
I 1—

i

n 1 *-,—

I

fe i 1— ,—

I

P"K -i—i

—

heaven a - bove. Will you go with us ? that's the heav'n I'm longing for, That's the heav'n I love

go with us, To that happy land ? O that's, Ac.
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3 Dear parents will you go with us.

Will you go with us.

Dear parents will you go with us,
To that happy land ?

0, that's, etc
4 Let us meet, dear children, in that land,

In that happy land ;

Let us meet, dear children, in that land,
Id that happy land.

0, that's etc.

5 Let us meet, dear parents, in that land,
In that happy laud

;

Let us meet, dear parents, in that land,
In that happy land.

0, that' etc*

6 Our Savfour he will lead us on,
Will you go with us?

Onr Saviour he will lead us on,
Will you go with u§ ?

O, that's, eta



GIVE THANKS UNTO THE LORD. Chant. 49
and Congregation.?oco, or Semichorcs. Superinthndant or Teachers. Chorus ijy the School
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1. O give thanks unto the Lord, for he is good Cho.
2. O give thanks unto the God of gods

;
Cho.

3. O give thanks unto the Lord of lords
;

Cho.

4. To him who alone doth great wonders
;

Cho.
5. To him that bv wisdom made the heavens; Cho.

6. To him that strctcheth out the earth above the waters ; Cho.

7. To him that made great lights
;

Cho.
8. The sun to rule by day; he moon and stars to rule by night

;

9. Who remembered us in our low estate
;

Cho.
10. And hath redeemed us from our enemies

;

Cho.
11. Who giveth food to all flesh

;

Cho.
12. give thanks unto the God of heaven: Cho.

By permission of W B. Bradbury.
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endureth
endureth
endureth
endureth
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endureth
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endureth

for ever.

for ever,

for ever.

for ever,

for ever,

for ever,

for ever,

for ever,

for ever.

for ever,

for ever,

for ever.

Amen.
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CALL THE CHILDREN EARLY, MOTHER.*
Words by a Lady at the Rensellaer Street Mission, Albany. Music by ITensy Tuckjt*.
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Till they rise to praise the Lord,
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repeat the waking word, Till they rise to praise the Lord.
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2. Call the children early, father,

While the dew is on,

Great the work that must be done
B-fore the morning's gone ;

Call tfeem round the altar bright,

On which burns devotion's li'_fht,

Call Uiti%j. rwtmd iU * mwu , &c

3. Call the children early, teacher,
From the paths of vice

;

Every Sabbath day set forth,

Tbe pearl of richest price :

Call them early to the Lord,
Thou shalt reap a rich reward,

Call th.em ea^ly* &fl.
• DjpermU&ion of Furai Pcxxd & Co.

fL-7-

I

1
4. Call the children early, shepherd.

Give the lambs thy care;
See that they are folded safe

Within the house of prayer.
Call them at the dawn of day
Lead them in th° narrow way.

Call the»> "* tiia eUWi*> &c.
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WHEN ON EAETH OVE, DEAE EEDEEMES.
Words and Music by J.

51

1. "When on earth our dear Redeem-er, Made his home "with sinful man ;

2. Earn- est sought thy Jesus' presence, Earnest urged their suit ef love ;

3. "Suf-fer ye the lit - tie children, Let them ear- ly seek my grace,

4. Dearest Saviour, I would love thee, Thou thy lore bestow on me ;

Though his grace was oft re -

Plead- ing, Saviour bless our
Know ye not their an - gels

Make me clean from all trans-

i
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None e'er sought that grace in vain ; Some there were who sought his blessing, On their

Let them thy sweet mercies prove; Stern dis - ci- pies, round him gathered, Dade them
Gaze up - on my Father's face ; In His arms He did en - fold them, Gen - tly

Meet to dwell in heaven with thee ; Then in songs ef ho - ly rap - ture Will I
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•hildren dear to rest,

from his presence flee
;

pressing to His breast,
«hant in glorious rays,
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Knowing well, this boon possess- ing, They were rich-ly, trn - ly

Je - sus turning, straight rebuked them. Saying "let them come to

And with words of heavenly kindness, Lulled their rising fears to

While in our triumphant cho - rus, Saints and angels swell thy

blest.

me."
rest.

praise.
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62 THE BEAUTIFUL SOULS ABOVE.
Words by Mrs. M. A. KIDDER. Music by Mrs. E. A. PARKHURST.
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2. Oh ! these beautiful souls they have loved the Lord. They have lived by faith in His Holy Word ; They have
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go, I would go to that' land of love, And dwell with the beau-ti - ful souls a - bove, I would
washed all their garments as white as snow, And now they have gone where I long to go.
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rise on the wings of faith and prayer A - way from all sorrow and toil and care, I would
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go. I would go to that land of love, And dwell with the beau-ti- ful souls a - bove.
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THE BEAUTIFUL SOULG ABOVE. Concluded 53

t All these souls are the ones that the Saviour meant,
When He said, unto you is my spirit sent,

For whoever would fain my disciple be

Must take up his cross and then follow me. Cho.

4 Oh, what beautiful souls we may have within,
If we seek the Saviour and keep from sin

And the angels will bear o< on winps of love,

To dwell with the beautiful souls above. Cho

COME TO JESUS EVEN NOW.
Words by Mrs. LYDIA BAXTER. Music by W. H. DOANE.

CHORU3.
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. /Je-sus said I'll glad-ly suf - fer Little ones to come to me. \

' \For their precious souls I of - fer My own blood to set them free./ Come to Je - su9, Come to Je - sub,
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He from sin will set you frte, Come to Je - sus. Come to Je-sus, He from sin will set you free.
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2 Once with loving arms be held them
Folded in his fond embrace,

And he said for such, a kingdom
Is prepared, by heavenly grace.

Come to Jesus, come to Jesus,

Come to Jesus even now.

8 Come, ere noon-tide sun effaces

Morning's freshness from your brow,
me, receive hU warm embraces,

Come to Jesus, even now.
Come to Jesus, come to Jesus,

Come to Jesus, even now.

4 Oh. there'll be a glorious meeting
When the angels bid us come.

Through the pearly srnres to greet him,
In his bright, celestial home.
Come to Jesus, come to Jt-sus,

Come, and heaven shall be your horn*



54 THE BRIGHT HILLS OP GLORY.
i ; -.

Words by Mrs. M. A. Kidder.
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Music by S. C. FotTEV
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1. To the fair shores of E - den, My soul longs to fly : And to
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same precious sto - ry ; That will ev - er resound through the bright hills of glo-ry.
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CHORUS.
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THE BRIGHT HILLS. Concluded 55
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take me my Sa - vionr, To join the hap - py song, In the
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bright hills of glo - ry, Where the an - gelg
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belong, bright hills of glory Where an - gels belong.
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2 Oh ! what visions of beauty

WiM burst on my sight

;

As I enter the mansions
Of heavenly delight;

How the loved ones will ereet me
From life's troubled story,

And will welcome me home
To the bright hills of glory!

Cho. Oh take me, etc.
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8 Pray tell me ye watchmen
Who stand at the crate,

How long must I linger

In sorrow—and wait?
When I hear the sweet angels

Rehearsing the storv,

And ray spirit is longing

For the bright hills of glory !

Cho. Oh take me, &c.

ma



56 CHRISTMAS BELLS ARE RINGING.
ClIEKTtFULLT.

1st time Semi-Chorus, 27 timefull Chorvs. w
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1. Christmas bells are ringing, ringing, O'er the land tri - umphant-ly ; Children's voi - ces

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

3. Angel hymns are pealing, pealing, Thro' the depths of yonder sky ; Ransomed saints are
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Ciio. Christmas bells are ringing, ringing, O'er the land tri-umph-ant - ly

; Children's voi - ces
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singing, singing, Sound a joyous ju - bi - lee. 'Tis the day the wondrous sign,

gleaming, gleaming, When the Christ-child came on earth. He's the priceless pearl we hail,

kneeling, kneeling, Kneeling at the throne on high. With grateful voi - ces come we now,
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singing, singing, Sound a joyous ju - bi - lee.
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Broke the wise men's calm repose ; Newly robed in rays divine, The Star of Bethlehem arose.

Sent us from a Father's hand ; A fount of life that shall not fail, A rock in a weary land.

Come, both heart and hand to lift ; Lord of Life, to thee we bow, And thank thee for thy gift.



ORIGINAL HYMNS. 57

IABBATII BFXLS ARE RINGING, RINGING.
1. Sabbath bells arc ringing, ringing,

Like soft voices, in the air,

Of the angels, winging, winging,
To the sacred house of prayer.

'T is the day of holy rest,

When the world, with all its care,

Shall not rule the anxious breast;
God reigns triumphant there.

Chora*—Sabbath bells, &C.

2. Children's voices, pealing, pealing,
Are the echoes of their souls

;

"When they worship, kneeling, kneeling,
In their pleasant Sabbath schools.

There the child, in humble trust,

Lisps the blessed Saviour's name
;

There the teacher, bowed in dust,

The cross his only claim.

—

Chorus.

8. Light from heaven beaming, beaming,
Breaks in glory on the soul

;

Hope in beauty, trleaminsr, gleaming,
Cheers the children's Sunday school.

TJsrht and hope, and faith and love,
Peace and joy are their reward

;

Heavenly blessings from above,
For children of the Lord.

—

Chorus.
G. W. BUNGAY.

SPRING BUDS SWEET ARE BLOOMING.
1. Spuixf>-iuT ns sweet are blooming, blooming,

Fragrant spice-breath of the flowers,
Spilled on cool winds, bormiiiL% booming,
Dramming up the summer showers,

Now foretell a plenteous year;
Overflowing to the brim,

May it bring God's loved ones near
His throne to worship him.

Chorus—Spring-buds sweet, &c.
•to'-m-winds loud are calling, calling,
On the sobbing clouds to come

;

Autumn leaves are falling, falling,
And the partridge taps her drum.

Soon the nuttunn of our days
Tinges life with soberness;

May it me, low in His ray-.

The Sun of Righteousness.

—

Chorut.

3. Winter's cold is stinging, stinging,

All the life it touches there
;

"While the winds are flinging, flinging,

Snow-flakes on the drifted hair.

But there is a land above,
Where will reign perpetual sprincr,

Light of God's unchanging love,

Beneath his sheltering wing

—

ChoriM.
G. W. BL'N'GAT.

WILD BIRDS NOW ARE SINGING, SINGING.
A SONG FOK PIC-MCS.

1. Wild birds now are singing, sinking,

In tiie woodlands, green and fair
;

Wood-notes now are ringing, ringing,

From the tree-tops in the air.

Sweet bird of the dusky wins,
And the swelling breast of flame,

WT
hen we hear thy sweet notes ring,

Our praise is put to shame.
Chorus—Wild birds now. Ac.

2. Flowers here are clinL'ini:, clinging,

To the rude rocks in the dell
;

They are kissed by sprinirinir. springing,

Wavelets from the woodland well.

As the sweet flowers breathe their balm
On the crystal atmosphere,

So the perfume of our psalm
Shall sweeten offerings lure.

—

CJmrua.

8. BunHght here is streaming, streaming,
From the fountains in the sun.

Blending here its beaming, beaming,
Liirht with shadows as they run.

Braiding thus the light and shade,

Underneath the quivering leaves;

So our chequered life is made.
Where sun and shadow weaves — Chorv*.

6. W. blKGAT.



58 BEAUTIFUL HOME ABOVB.

TT»rds by Mrs. M. A. Kidder. W. H. Doanb.
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1. 0, how my spir - it longs for thee, Beau-ti - ful home a - bore; "Where I may rest from
2. To reach thee safe I dai - ly pray, Beau-ti - ful home a - bove ; And tra - vel iu the

3. Thy shining walls by faith I see, Beau-ti - ful home a - bove ; The mansions fair pre
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sor- row free, Beau-ti - ful hom a - bove
;

toil - some way, Beau-ti - ful home a - bove
;

pared for me, Beau-ti - ful home a - bove ;
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With-in the gold - en gates of light, Ar -

My wea - ry feet are bruised and sore, But
O, let
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me keep my long - ing eyes, In
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rayed in gar - ments pure and white,

Je - bus' feet were bruised be - fore,

tent - ly fixed up - on the prize,
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I'll walk with an - gels fair

To bring me to the o
Till an - gels bear me to
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and bright,

pen door
the skies,
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BEAUTIFUL HOME ABOVE. Concluded. 69
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In my home a
To my home a

In my home a

bove.
hove,
bove.

Beau-ti - ful home a - bove, Beau * ti - ful home a
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bove, 0, come, and take me, Sa - viour, come, I Jove my beau - ti • ful home.
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THE LITTLE WANDERER. L. M.

% End. Dal ft\ —

1. Jesus, to thy dear arms I flee. For thou dost suffer me to come.
I have no other helpbuttl.ee, U take a little wand'rer home.

+ + +\+r^+*+\ + + + r r w- w w—t * + +*> + +
F. S. take a little wuud'i er home.

2 Jesus, I'll try my cross to bear,
I'll follow thee and never fear

;

Fnnn thy dear fold I would not roam ,

take a little wanderer home.

3 Jesus, I cannot see thee here,
Vci still I knovr thou'rt verj- near.

say my sin* are al! forgiven.

And I shall dwell with thee iu heaven.

4 And now. dear Je-us. I am thine,

O bo thou ever, ever mine,

And let me never, never roam
From thee, the little wanderere ho»e



60 CHRISTMAS CHIMBS. A Carol.
Words by Fanny Crosby. By permission of the author. Music by Henry Tccker.
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1. Christmas Chimes, sweet Christmas Chimes ; Merry peals of mn - sit ring - in?, lemries bright of old- en times,

2. Cra - died in a manner bed, While a star its fij-il keep - w. Beams of ten - der beau- tj shed,

3. Christmas Chimes, sweet Christinas Chimes ; Telling still the joy - fnl trS - ry—Heard in fair As - sy - rian chimes.
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To the soul with rapture bringing. When the infant Saviour's birth Angels choirs with crowns descending
Lo ! the infant Saviour sleeping— Years have winged their rapid flight Still that orb celestial burning,
Waft - ed from the land of glory—Christmas eve has come again ; Earth and sky in concert blending,
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CHORUS.
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Carol'd to the wond'ring earth ; O'er the plains of Judah bending. Thus the lof - ty chorus ran
Pours a flood of golden light, O'er this hallowed light returning.
Sound a -loft the welcome strain, From the angel choir descending.
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CHRISTMAS CHIMES. Conducted. 61
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Peace on earth, good will to m^n, Glo-ry in the highest he, Great Cre - a - tor, Lord to thee.
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Hark! the mer - ry, merry, merry chimes ; Hark . the mer - ry, merry, merry chimes
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Glo-ry in the Highest be, Great Cre - a tor Lord to thee. Great Cre- a - tor. Lord to thee.
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WE ASE GOING. Mnsic by Hf.xrt Tcras*.
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1.

2.

3.

We are
We are
We are

light Where are flowing,
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flowimgo-ing, go*ing, go-ing To a land where all is

sing-ing, sing-ing, sing-ing As we joy - ful pass a - long ; Hear the ring-ing, ring-in:;,

pray-ing, pray-ing, praying For the sin - ners all a-round, Who are straying, straying,
4. Thus while years are fleeting, fleeting, Pace we on with prayer and song, Hast-ing to the meet-ing,

* * h

ring - mg
stray- ing
meet-ing

Liv
Of
In
Of

our
a

wa - ters, pure
glad, tri - umph
mis - e - ry

•
and bright, Here we learn redemption's sto - ry. Here wr»

* ant song Hap - pi - ness our hearts is swell-ing As wo
pro-found. Wi are long - ing to be-hokl them Tread with

the blood-washed, ransomed throng. J$* sus, Sav- iour, leave us nev-er, Help us
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seek our Saviour's grace; There we shall be-hold his glo- ry, Wor-ship-ing be -fore his jface.

ev - er

us the
faith- ful

up-ward tend, And we can-not cease from telling Of our precious, heavenly Friend*
heavenly road ; In our arms we would enfold them, As we jour- ney home to God.
still to prove; Then at home with thee for- ev - er, May we gath-ered be a - bove.
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Semi-Chorus.
IN THE ROSY LIGHT.
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Music by IIf.vry TVCKXK. 63
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1. In the ro - sy light of the morning bright Lift the voice of praise on hirfc : From the lips of youth to the
2. Let his praise bespread for the Lamb who bled To deliver us from woe; He endured the cro-»<. the dig-

3. On the cross he hung, for the old and young. But be loves thechildren best.-. To his firms we'll fly. on his
4. Now ex*alt-ed high, oer the earth and sky, He delights in rner - cv still, Bends his graekNi" ea~ onr re«
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loss, Let his praise for

ly And se- cure his

hear, And oi
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Sing praises, glad praises,
Sing praises, &c.
Sing praises. &c.
Sing praises, &c.
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Sing, children sing, Let your songs arise to the lof- ty skies Aud ex - tilt in God our
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64
Words by S. F. Smith,

Prompt.

AS FLOWS THE RAPID RIVER.
Music by J. R. Osgood.
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1. As flows the ra - pid ri - ver, With chan - nel broad and free,
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Its waters rippling
As stormy winds com -

3. Say, hath thy heart its trea - sure Laid up iu worlds a - bove ? And is it all thy
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2. As moons are ev er wan - ing, As hastes the sun a - wav.
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ev - er, And hast1
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plain - ing, Brings on the win - try
pleas - ure, Thy God to serve and
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So, life is on - ward flow

So, fast the night comes o'i r

Be - ware! lest death's dark, riv
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days of offered peace

;

darkness of the grave

;

bil - lows o'er thee roll,
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the life he gave.
in of thy soul.
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Words by J, P. W.
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J. Themer-ry bells are

CAROL. 65
Adapted and arranged from an Italian Melody by J. P. WILLIAMS.
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ing. Christmas morn, The joyful news re
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child is born, The blessed Son of Mary, The Lord of life and glory. On Christ - mas morn.
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2 The angel chorus singing
Christmas morn.

On earth their notes resounding,
Christmas morn.

Glory to God on high,
Good will to men and peace
Now begin and never cease,

On Christmas morn.

3 The Eastern star is shining,
Christmas morn,

The wise men's footsteps guiding,
Christmas morn.

To Bethlehem's holy shrine.

Where within a holy manger
Is laid the heavenly stranger

On Christmas morn.

4 With them we'll kneel adoring
Christmas morn,

The Lord on earth appearing
Christmas morn.

The Prince, the mighty God,
Oh, come, and let us worship
At his feet with lowly spirit

On Christmas morn.

Oh ! join the angel chorus
Christmas morn,

In carol sweet and joyous.
Christmas morn.

To us a Son is given.
Let the earth repeal the story,

"Glory in the highest !" gtorj
On Christmas morn.



66 Words by Mrs. M. A. KIDDER. WAITING FOR THE CROWN. W. H. DOANE.

Duet—Not too fast w ^ ^ ^
, |

1st.
|
2d. Refrain.
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(Pressing onward, looking: up - ward. ... To the land of. . . . light

;

Crown o*

Waitingtg for a crown of glo - ry Set with jew - els /bright.

* / From the world of peace and beau - ty, Angels look - ing down
;

\ Gladly cheer the earthly nil - erim Waiting: for the /crown.
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vie - to - ry! crown of beauty! We can bear the cross of du-ty. And defy the world with l.
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dark frown, Wafting for a crown, Waiting for a crown.
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3 Thro' the clouds of woe it sparkles
Softly down to earth.

Filling all our hearts with longing
For the heavenly birth.

Crown of victory, etc.

4 Let its bright, celestial glory,

All ysur sorrow drown
;

Cheer up. Christian, while you tarry
Waiting for ibe crown.

CroWft ol victory, etc.



SAY, BROTHERS, WILL YOU MEET US. C7
From "Lke Avexue Casket." By permission. A.rr. by Franklin U. LrMMtrs.— -. -.—b—N ',-N -| lj v—.S—i^_h -_hL__ c

. ( Girls. Say, brothers, will you meet us, Say, brothers, will you meet us,
'

( Boys. By the grace of God we '11 meet you, By the grace of God well meet you,
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Full Chor. Glo-ry, glo - ry, lial - le - lu - jah, Glo - ry, glo - ry, hal - le - lu - jah,
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Say, . . brothers, will you meet us, On Ca - naan's hap - py shore. )

By the grace of God we '11 meet you, Where part - ing is no more.
J"

Glo - ry, glo - ry, hal - le

2.

lu jah, For ev - er, ev er - more.

Girxs.—Jesus lives and reigns for ever,

Jesus lives and reigns for ever,

Jesus lives and reigns for ever,

-Qa Canaan's happy shore.

Boys.—Glory, glory, hallelujah,

Glory, glory, hallelujah,

Glory, glory, hallelujah,

For ever, evermore.

Chor. Glory, etc,



es PILGRIMS AND WANDERERS.
A ,\ ?%_

Arr. bv E. A. P.

1. Brethren and sis - ters dear. Journey - ing home, Press thro' earth's wilderness, Cheerful - ly on
;

,
Repeat for Cho.
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Though dangers gather round, Thick-ly for you, Let your song peal along, Joyous and free.

Pil - grims and wander - ers, Here though we roam, Earthly storms cannot harm, Heav'n is our home.

2 Earth hath her pleasures sweet,
Luring us here.

Loved friends most fondly greet,
Friends that are dear.

Yet though their forms we love,
We ne'er will stray,

Press we on—nearer home

—

Home far away. Cho.

3 Worthies have passed before,

Heavenward they trod,

And we will follow ou,
Trusting in God,

Bright crowns of glory now
On high they wear,

By their side let us sit

—

Jesus is there. Cho.

There the redeemed we'll meet
Nearer the throne,

There the Redeemer greet,
Glorious One !

Deep-toned our songs shall swell,
Where angels love,

With delight—clothed in white,
Far— far a"bove. Cho.

HAPPY DAY. C. M.
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/ happy day, that fix'd my choice On thee, my Saviour and my God !\

\Well may this glowing heart rejoice, And tell its raptures all abroad. /Happy day, happy day,When Jesus
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washed my sins away ; He taught me how to watch and pray. And live re - joic IDg ev - ery day.

2 Oh happy bond, that seals my vows
To him who merits all my love

;

Let cheerful anthems fill his house,
While to that sacred shrine I move.

3 Tis done the great transaction's done ;

I am my Lord's and be is mine ,

Cho,

He drew me and I followed on.
Charmed to confess the voice divine. Cho.

High Heaven, that heard the solemn vow,
That vow renewed shall daily hear,

Till in life's latest hour I bow,
And bless iD death a bond so dear. Cho*



SINNER, COME WILL YOU GO. 69

^ tmls by Rev. C. B. Davidson. 6s ft 7s.
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. 4 Sin - ner, come, will you go. To
( Where the storms never blow, A

5

From "Devotional Melodies n by permission.
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Are their odors e-mit-ting. And the leaves of the bow'rs In the soft winds are flit-ting.

1

i
•^-#--

*
r:?=t

I f,T I

2 Where the saints robed in white,

Cleansed in life's flowing fountain,

Shining beauteous and bright
They inhabit the mountain,

Where no sin nor dismay,
Neither trouble nor sorrow,

"Will be felt for a day,
Nor be feared for the morrow

t
mr

/^\
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U i >
3 Where the rivers of joy

O'er the bright plains are flowing ;

There our bliss ne'er shall cloy !

To that land we are going.

Then say, will you go,

And the world leave behind you?
Since its pleasures you know
Have but dazzled to blind you.



70
'Words by C. E. K

THOU, GOD, SEEST ME.
A CHILD'S HYMN. Music by Edwabd Axsuhi~

*
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1. "Wher-e'er my lit - tie footsteps go, "VTher - ev - er I may chance to

2. When bent ou some for - lid - den sin, I think no one is near to

3. At noonday, or in dark - est night, I can not hide a - way from
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be,

see,

thee
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me,This so - lemn truth I sure - ly know, * Thou, God, se - est

There speaks a mon - i - tor with - in, " Thou, God, se • est me."
Oh, that the truth were my delight, " Thou, God, se - est me."

£=fm
4. "Whenever I fpel the tempter's power,

And sin allures my heart frorn thee
May I remember in that hour,

^ Thou, God, seest me."

5. And, Oh, I pray, for Jesus' sake,

That I a holy child may be,

And gratefully the message take,
u Thou, God, seest me,"



HAPPY DAYS OF CHILDHOOD. 71
or<ii bv G. W. Bunoay.
Lively. mf

FOli THE INFANT CLASS.

Vt
Music by A. Cull.
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1, Hap-py, bap-py days of child-hood, Whose glad moments fly like our
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Like the lia-nets In the wild-wood Sing - ing
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Is the happy soul, In the Sabbath school, I3 the happy soul, In the Sab-bath school.
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2. Pleasant, pleasant friends and teachers,

In the joyous Sunday school

;

Truthful, truthful gospel preachers,

Preaching to the infant soul.

Chorus—To the infant soul,

In the Sabbath school,

To the infant soul.

In the Sabbath school.

3. Joy lid, joyful are the tidings,

Jesus brings to anxious souls

;

He will save us from backsliding,

Blessed be the Sabbath schools !

Chorus—Bless the Sabbath school

To the infant soul

;

Bless the Sabbath school

To the infant houL



73 I OFFEIt THEE THIS HEART OF MIHE.
Words by G. YT. Bunga*. Music by L. T. Chadwick. Arr. by IIsxby Ttckeil

SEMI-CHORUS. V
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I of - fer Thee this heart of
On earth there is no hap - pi

mine,
ness,

God c( ho - li ness,

No oue, like Thee, to love,
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"So love can bo as pure as Thine,

r>. b. I'd ra - ther bear thy cross than be
No hand, like Thine, lias power to bless,

D. s. How sweet 'twill be for me to think.
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No oth - er love can bless.

A king, the throne my toy.

Out-reached from heaven a - bove.
me near to Thee.It brings
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My bo - sora swells with love for Thee,
And Oh! when death's cold cup I drink,
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Great Fount of

Though but a
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child I be,
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GIVE ME JEBUS. Sacred or Revival Hymn.
1—K,

78
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1. And I heard the mourner say, And I heard the mourner say, And I heard the mourner say, Give rue Je«us,
2. When I'm happy hear me sing,When I'm happy hear me sing,When I'm happy hear me sing. I bat r J» -us.

S. 0,the judgmentday is coming,0,thejudgment day is coming, O,the judgmentday is coming,Give me Jesus,

Give me Je-sus,
I have Je-aus,

Give me Je-sus,

Give me Je-sus, And you may have all the world—Give me
I have Je-sus, And you may have all the world— I have

Give me Je-sus, And you may have all ihe world— Give me

P3q £5 t=±
AMPC &'

5:

Je - sus.

Je - sus.

Je - sus.

8u. ^

4. Thus I heard a convert sing,
Thus I heard a convert sing,
Thus I heard a convert King,

i have Jesus, I have Jesus, I have Jesus,
And you may have all the world—I have Jesus.

5. Oh now hear the voice that calls,

Oh now hear the voice that calls,

Oh now hear the voice that calls,

Come to Jesus, Come to Jesus, Come to Jesus,
For him give up all the world—Come to Jesus.

6. When the waves of trouble rise,

When the waves of trouble rise,

When the waves of trouble rise,

Svre roe Jesus, Give m< Jesui, Give me Jesus,
And you u».<.jr fcutve ail vno world—Give me Jesus.

7. When I languish, worn witji pain,
When I languish, worn with pain,
When I languish, worn with pain,

Give me Jesus, Give me Jesus, Give me Jesus,
And you may ha*re all the world—Give me Jesus.

8. When I tread death's valley dark,
When I tread death's valley dark,
When I tread death's valley dark,

Give me Jesus, Give me Jesus, Give me Jesus,
What then will be all tine world ?—Give me Jesus

9. When I reach the spirit land,

When I reach the spirit land.

When I reach the s )irit land,

Give me Jesus, Give me Jesus, Give me Jesus,

For dark would be hU-»m^ world—Without



74 11 EVEN ME.W
Such testimony as the following, has induced the reprint of this beautiful hymn

;

** Thank you for singing that hymn. 'Even Me/ for it wa3 the singing of that hymn that has saved me. •
* * * * When they all sung those beautiful words, ' Let some droppings light on MR,

and Blessing others, O bless me. Even me/ it seemed to reach my very soul. I thought Jesus can accent ' me.
Eves me.' and it brought me to his feet, and I feel my burden of sin removed. Jesus has accepted me, even
me. Can you wonder that I love those words, or love to hear them sung ? Ah ! may I too sing them, when
He shall take me before his throne at the last, and accept even me. Yours truly, A Convert/*

Wm. B Bradbury.

From " The Golden Shower," by permission.
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'/Lord, I hear of show'rs of blessings, Thou art scattering full and free;\ [fall on me.
\Showers the thirsty land refreshing ; Let some droppings fall on me. /Even me, Even me, Let some droppings
/ Pass me not, God, my Father, Sinful though my heart may be ; \ - [fall on me.
\ Thou might'st leave me, but the rather Let thy mercy fall on me. /Even me, Even me, Let some droppings
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3 Pass me not, O gracious Saviour
Let me live aud cling to thee:

Fain I'm longing for thy favor;

Whilst thou'rt calling, call for me

—

Even me.

4 Pass me not, O mighty Spirit,

Thou canst make the blind to see :

Witnesses of Jesus' merit,

Speak the word of power to me

—

Even me.

si/ \1/ I

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, O Lord, to thee

;

Whilst the streams of life are springing,

Blessing others, O. bless me,

—

Even me.

1 Jerusalem, my happy home,
Name ever dear to me !

When shall my labors have an end,
In joy, and peace, and thee?

2 When shall these eyes thy heaven-built walls
And pearly gates behold ?

Thy bulwarks with salvation strong,

Aad gtreete gf shining gold ?

Tune.—WE'LL STEM THE STORM.
3 when, thou city of my God,

Shall I thy courts ascend,
Where congregations ne'er break up,
And Sabbaths have no end ?

Jerusalem, my happy home!
My soul stiil pants for thee

;

Then shall my labors have an end,
When » thy joy* shall



WHAT SHALL I DO WITH JESUS T 75
"What shall I do then with Jesus which is called Christ ?"—Matt, xxvii. 22.

Words by S. D. Phelps, D. D. Music by Rev. R. Lowry.
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. /What shall I do with Jesus,The Christ who may be mine?\ /His on - ly Son God,
\Ac - cept him as my Saviour, Or (Omit /spurn the giftdivine ? \Aud Christ I take to
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gave me— I must, I do de - cide ; \
save me, Or (Omit )/Christ is now de - nied.

44 What shall I do with Je - sua ?" I'll
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give my heart to Je - sus ! Up- on the tree on Cal - va • ry He gave his life for me.
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What shall I do with Jesus.
The precious Lamb of God ?

I cast my soul upon him

—

He bathes it in his blood
;

I'll gratefully confess him
Before the vile and just

;

My ransomed powers shall bless

My sure and only trtMt.

him,

What shall I do with Jesug ?

For him the cross I'll take
And earthly losses 6uffer,

Ere I the Lord forsake.

In scenes of joy and sighing
His love shall be the same

While living and in dying
I'll glory iu his name.

What shall I do with Jesus.
When this brief life is past,

With me will be remembered
Before his bar at last.

He will not then disown me
With those who hate and scoff

At his right hand he'll crown iae«

He will not cast me off.



78 PARE TO BE RIGHT
Con Spirito. Words by Rev. G. L. Tatio*.
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JHu#ic by S. G. VAIL, by perraissloo.
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1 Dare to be right ! dare to be true ! You have a work that no oth-er cau do ;
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Do it so bravely, so kindly, so well, Angels will hasten the story to tell.
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Chorus to each verse.
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Then, dare to be right ! dare to be true ! You have a work that no oth-er can do
;
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DARE TO BE RIGHT. Concluded. 77
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Dare to be right! dare to be true ! You have a work that no oth-er can do.
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2 Dare to be right! dare to be true!

Other men's failures can never save you,

Stand Dyvour conscience,your honor.y our faith;

Stand like a hero and battle till death.

Cho. Then dare to be right! <&c.

3 Dare to be right ! dare to be true !

Love may deny you its sunshine and dew.
Let the dew fail, for then showers shall be given;

Dew is from earth, but the showers are from
heav'n Cho. Then, dare to be right ! <tc.

4 Dare to be right! dare to be true !

God, who created you, cares for you too
;

Treasures the tears that his striving ones shed,

Counts and protects every hair of your head.

Cho. Then, dare to be right ! tfce.

5 Dare to be right ! dare to be true !

Cannot Omnipotence carry you through ?

City, and mansion, and throne all in sight,

Can you not dare to be true and be right?
Cho. Then dare to be right ! ifcc.

6 Dare to be right ! dare to be true !

Keep the greatjudgmentseat always in view ;

Look at your work as you'll look at it then,

Scanned by Jehovah
t
and angels, and meo.

Cho. Then, dare to be right ! <L
r
c.

7 Dare to be right ! dare to be true !

Prayerfully, lovingly, firmly pursue
The pathway by saints and patria rchs trod,

The pathway that leads to the City of God.
Cho. Then dare to be right ! <feo
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trKIND SHEPHERD, LEAD ME O'ER THE PLAIN."

Ait. by Henry Tucker.W»rds by Gko. W. Bungay.
Little Martha.*
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1. Kind shepherd, lead me o'er the plain, The night is drawing nigh, The thunder rolls, and
2. My moth- er in her humble cot, Stands by the window sill, Dear shepherd, lead me

;
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Kind Shepherd.
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clouds of rain Blot out the star- lit sky. You cannot cross the pathless plain, Th%
I fear not, The storm that crowns the hill. Stay, darling, in my sheltering tent, Un-
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tempest shakes the cloud, See, mixed with fire, the falling rain, Seem stitches in a shroud.

- til the storms subside, No planet lights the fir- mament, No stars appear to guide.
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* As Bong by little Martha Davies, one of the Sunday School vocalists, who is the daughter of a deceased Clergyman.

Jtfelody by permission of Oliver Ditson & Co., Boston. *



"KIND SHEPHEED." (Ooxcuttcd.)

Chorus by School and Auuience.
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Kind shepherd, lead her o'er the plain, The night is dark and drear ; And
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wipe the tears, that fall
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like rain— She has no fa - ther here.
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MARTHA.

3. Oh ! shepherd, take me by the hand,

I see my mother's form,

She beckons, where the old elms stand,

An angel in the storm.

SHEPHERD.
Thy mother will not meet a^rain,

Her darling, pleading child,

If I sboul 1 lead thee o'er the plain,

"Where winds are howling wild.

Chorus,—Kind shepherd, <fcc.

MARTHA.
4. My mother prays for me her child,

And thunders stop to hear,

Her accents soft, and sweet, and mild,

And Jesus bows his ear.

SHEPHERD.
Then I will lead thee o'er the plain,

Through darkness deep and wide,

The lightning coming with the rain,

Shall be the lamp to guide.

Chorus.—Kind shepherd, <tc.
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HOLY ANGELS, SONS OF GLORY.
Air t>y R. C. Harmonized by J. Roberto.

4 f—T--i , 1 ,—T_n 1 1 —__ J
}

.

m
1. Ho - 1y an - gels, sons of glo - ry, Clothed in robes of light di - vine,
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CHORUS. Lively.
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glo-ry, glo-rv,
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HOLY ANGELS, SONS OF GLORY. (Concluded.) 81
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2.

On their wings of gladness soaring,

Angels do their Lord's behests,

Ever loving and adoring,

Through the regions of the blest;

Thus they swell the heavenly theme :

Singing glory, <fcc.

Saints and martyrs, faint and weary,
With long wanderings here on earth

;

Pilgrims, prophets, aged, hoary,

Heirs of heaven through the new birth

;

All exalt the Saviour's name,
Singing glory, <fcc.

4.

Children, who were meek and lowly,

Followers of their Master here,

Seeking, like him, to be holy,

Now arrayed in beauty there,

Catch the pure seraphic flame,

Singing glory, &c.

5.

Millions more on earth remaining,

Precious lambs of Christ's wide fold.

Who the pearl of priee obtaining,

Shall their Jesus' face behold,

And his boundless lore proclaim,

Singing, glory, &c.

6.

Little children, Christ has bought you,

Bought you with his precious blood

;

Give him, then, your hearts and lives, too,

Joined in loving brotherhood,

To extol his blessed name,
Singing glory, <te.



82 SHOUT THE GLAD TIDINGS.
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Shout the glad tidings, ex - ult - ing - ly sing

;
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Je-ru - sa-Iem triumphs, Messi - ah is King
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1. Zi - on the mar-vel-ous sto - ry be tell-ing, The Son of the high-est, how low-ly his birth, The
2. Tell how he cometh ; from na-tion to na-tion, The heart-cheering news let the earth e - cho round ; Hoff
3. Mortals, your homage be grate-ful - ly bringing, Aud sweet let the gladsome ho - sau - na a - rise ; Ye
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jah be singing ; One chorus resound thro' the earth and the skies.
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SHOUT THE GLAD TIDINGS. (Concluded.)

s

83

Shout the glad ti - dings, ex - ult - ing - ly 6ing,
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84 FEAR NOT, LITTLE FLOCK.

. /Glo-ry to God, that I have found The pearl of my sal - v.uion

\I'm marching thro' Immanuel's ground,Up to my heavenly station

And nev - er to for -sake him, I'll always Keep tnc ovm-on- trviv, nil ver - take him

Fear not, says Christ, ye little flock,

Heirs of immortal glory
;

For ye are built upon the rock,

The kingdom lies before you.

Fight on, fight on, ye heirs of grace,
And tell the pleasing story

;

I'm with my little flock always,
I'll bring them home to glory.

THE YOUNG CONVERT. Arr. by W.

/When converts first be- gin

\Their hap - py eoula are
to sing, Wonder, won

on the wing, Glo - ry Hal
der, wonder, \

jah !/Their theme is all redeeming love,

tgf 1 1 1
1-

! -i
1 1

Glo - ry, hal - le - lu jah ! Fain would they be with Christ above, Sing glo

With admiration they behold, Womier, &c.
The love of Christ that can't be told, Glory, &c.
They view themselves upon the shore, &c.
And think the battle all is o'er, &c.

Come, take up arms and face the field,

Come, gird on harness, sword and shield ;

Stand fast in faith, fight for your King,
And soon the victory you shall win.

When Satan comes to tempt your minds.
Then meet him with these blessed lines

—

For Christ, our Lord has swept the field,

And we're determined not to yield.

Come, we that love the Lord,
And let our joys be known

,

Join in a song with sweet accord,

And thus surrouud the throne.

The sorrows of the mind,
B# banished from the place

;

Tune—ST. THOMAS. S. M,

Religion never was designed
T© make our pleasures less.

3 The hill of Zion yields

A thousand sacred sweets,

Before we reach the heavenly fields.

Or walk the golden streets.

Then let our songg abound,
And every tear be dry

;

We're marching thro' Immanuel's
To fairer worlds oa high, [ground



OH, YOU MUST BE A LOVER OF THE LORD. M
As sung by the soldiers in the army. city toint. o. m. Music )v S. Arr. by Mrs. Parkhdrst.
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j Am dier of the cross, A follower of the Lamb ? ) Oh, you
{And 6hall I fear to own hi3 cause, Or blush to speak his name? (

n { Must I be car - ried to the skies, On flowery teds of ease, )

( While oth-ers fought to win the prize And sailed thro' blood-y seas ? \

o ) Are there no foes for me to face, Must I not stem the flood ? )

( Is this vile world a friend of grace To help me on to God?
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66 WE LOVE THE HAPPY SCHOO.
Words by Mrs. M. A. Kidder.

SOLO, or DUET.—Moderate.
Ai«;u\» vj o. \j. r '^rcii. Arrnnjen jy A. tVIL

A=z& A-Jv—h.
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1. Go to Sun-day school— Children do, chil-dren do— Learn the gold- en
2. Chil-dren love God's day— Children do, chil-dren do— When they watch and
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CHORUS.

? 5— V
rule That 's made for me and you.

pray, I hope that 's me and you.

P * T
"We love the happy, happy school—Let
We love the happy, <fcc.
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Melody by permission of Messrs. Firth, Pond & Co.



ORIGINAL HYMJ8. 87

f . Children turn from sin
;

Children do, children do,

When they 1

re right within

;

I hope that's me and you.
Chorus—We love, <fec.

4. Children fear to lie,

Children do, children do,
When their Saviour's nigh;

I hope that's me and you
Chorus—We love, «fcc.

5. Children feel God's truth
;

Children do, children do,
Better in their youth

;

I hope that's me and you.
Chorus—We love, &c.

(. Children wrongs endure

;

Children do. children do,

When their hearts are pure
;

I hope that 's me and you.
Chorus—We love, &c.

WHAT SOME CHILDREN DO.

Tune—" We love the happy School."

1. Some vain children try

—

Vain ones do, vain ones do-
To play the butterfly

;

But not the just and true.

ut—God bless the nappy, happy soul,

That loves the truth and right,

Loves our Sabbath school,
And worships God aright.

I. Some bad children swear

;

Bad ones do, bad ones d
Never kneel in prayer,
Not so the just and true.

Chorus—God blew, <ke.

8. Some mean children steal;

Mean ones do, mean ones do-*
Their hearts do seldom feel,

As do the just and true.

Chorus—--God bless, &c.

4. Some bad children lie
;

Bad ones do, bad ones do-
Now let you and I

Be like the just and true.

Chorus—God bless, &c

5. Some bold children fight

;

Bold ones do, bold ones do—
We know it is not right,

We will be just and true.

Chorus—God bless, «kc.

6. Some the Sabbath break ;

Bad ones do, bad ones do-
Now for Jesus' sake
Let us be just and true.

Chorus-^-God bless, Ac.

7. Some good children pray-
Good ones do, good ones do—

And keep the Sabbath day,
And they are just and true.

Chorus—God bless, &c.

8. Some good children love

—

Good ones do, good ones do-
God who rules above,
For they are just and true.

Chorus—God bless, &c.

9. Some good children sing

—

Good ones do, good ones do-
Christ their Hope and King,
While they are just and true.

Chorus—God bless, &c.



83 THE CHILDREN'S TE DEUM.
CHORUS.— Yignmto. By permission of the Author. Henry Tuckii.
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We praise thee! we bless thee! Thou who only art divine ; No name is worthy such homage as thine; Our
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1. To meet the glad echoes our voi - ces we raise, And join with our souls in the anthem of praise,
2. For mercies unnumber'd, for ten - der - est care, For blessings thy children so bounteously share :

3. For all the sweet promis - es faith-ful -ly given, For all the bright hopes that look forward to heav'n:
4. Our voi-ces in cho-rus ex - ult - ing- ly rise, To join wit} ".he angeis wnose songs fill the skies :
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THE CHILDREN'S TE DEUM. Continued. 89

CHORUS.
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We praise thee,we bless thee! Thou who only art divine, For no name is worthy such homage as thine
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1. With an - - - gels in glo - - - ry,
2. Now joy - - - ful - ly blend - - ing,

3. Our hearts warmly glow - - ing,

4. Ye an - - gels in glo - - - ry,
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90 THE CHILDREN'S TE DEUM. Concluded.
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CODA after last verse. ^ .
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RESPONSE TO "JESUS PAID IT ALL." 01

I have oast mv " doing'' down,
Yes down at Jesus feet

;

Now I stand in Him alone.

All glorious and complete.

Jesus paid it all,

All to Him I owe ;

Something either great or small.

From love to Him I'll dr

|2 Now to Jesus' faith I cling,

Alone by simple faith ;

Doing was n " deadly'* thinsr.

It would have been my death.
Jesus once in anguish bled
Upon the cruel tree ;

There he bowed His sacred head

,

And suffered all for me. Cho.

JESUS PAID IT ALL.

'Twas my sins that nail'd Him thtrc*

My sins that shed His blood.

Mine that pierced his bleeding side.

The Mewed Sob of Pod. Cup.
All my life shall now be given
To Christ, my risen Lord

;

Learning all the way to Heaven,
My duty in His word. Clio.

From "Golden Censer," by permission. WM. B. BRADBURY

glfiiililliS^l
1. Nothing, either great or small. Remains for me to

2. When he from his lof - ty throne. Stoop'd down to do and
3. Weary, working, plodding on-, Oh, wherefore toil you

jglE%EJEg4p
Je - sus died, and paid it ail.— Yet,
Ev - ery thing was fully done ; "*Tia

Cease your doing, all was done ; Yes,
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all the debt I owe. Je-suspaid it all,....

finished!" was his cry. Je - sua paid it all, &c.
a - ges long a - go. Je-suspaid it all, fee
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All the debt I owe,

.J*_

Je - sus died and

i
5:

Je - sus paid it, paid it all,
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paid it all, Yea, all the debt I
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owe.
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4 Till to Jesus' work you cling,

Alone by simple faith,
11 Doing" is a deadly thine.

Your " doiug" ends in death. Cho.

5 Cast your deadly " doing" down,
Down at Jesus' feet

;

Stand in Him, in Him alone,

All glorious and complete. Cs<



92 JESUS, SAVIOUR, AT THY BIDDING.
Words by William Cwttlkb, Esq.
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TEACHERS, 6118,
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8s, 7s & 4s.
Music by E. Roberts.*
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SCHOLARS
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Je - sus, Sa - viour,
That thy love, all

Je - sus, Sa - viour,
Prayer and praise we

at

love

we
bring

thy bid
ex - ceed
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Here our
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233

CHORUS.

Oh, the sweetness ! oh, the glory

!

Far earth's brightest crowns above !

Words can never tell the story

Of our dear Redeemer's love.

Its full sweet«ess,
Its sweet fulness.

All eternity shall prove,

TEACHERS.

To Thy service, Jesus, Saviour,

We these little ones would train;

Smile upon them now with favor,

Let them plead—and not in vain.

—

That the dying,
That the heathen

May the precious gospel gain.

SCHOLARS.

Hear, O Lord ! our supplication,
Thou, whose love has blessed us so—

Let the darkest, lowest nation.

Thy sweet name and gospel know.
To the children,
Blessed Saviour,

Everywhere thy goodness show.

chorus.

Hear us, mighty Saviour ! hear us,

Send thy gospel all abroad !

Let the heathen, far or near us,

Hear, obey, and turn to God.
Let the Bible,

Let the Sabbath,
Lighten every dark abode.

* By permission, from " Van Deb Weyde's Collection."



« Livelff.

THE HEAVENLY GIFT. 93

CHRISTMAS ANTHEM.
Words and Music by JUAN" ALZAMORA.

1. Come sing aloud in notes of joy, Our songs of praise,each girl, and boy ; For on this day from
2. We hail again this Christmasmorn On which our Lord and King was born.And while our hearts with
3. He came from heav'n where all is bright,To teach us by his life the right, And by his grief and
4. Oh, will you not this gift receive, 'Twill all your pain and grief relieve ; 'Tis God's best gift to
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CHORUS.
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heav'n above, To us was sent God's gift of love ! Then Hal -le - lu - jah ! Hal - le - lu - jah '

joy do beat, Our lips shall now his love repeat,

death to gain, For us a right with him to reigu.

mor- tals giv'n, 'Twill gain us peace,and rest in heav'n.
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Halle - lu - jah! Halle lu - jah ! Hallelujah! Let us sing, To Christ, the children's friend and Ring.
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94 MUSIC EVERYWHERE, THAT'S WHY I LOVE IT SO.
,

Words by Mrs. M. A, Kidder, Music by S, C. Foster. Arr. by A. Cull.

Duett. Moderate. .
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1. Hark there's mus -ic in the air, Heavenly mus - ic rich and rare,

When I wan - der o'er the hill, Or be - side the laughing rill,
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Mus - ic, Mus - ic eve - ry-where, That's why I

Plea-sant Mus- ic greets me still, That's why I
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Mus - ic makes the world so bright, Makes the dark-est mo-raent light,
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Mus - ic makes the heart so light, That's why I love it
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MUSIC EVERYWHERE. Concluded, 95

2 When I lay me down to sleep

Praying God m}r soul to keep

;

Angel music makes me weep,
That's why I love it so.

In the morn, sweet woodland notes,

From a thousand little throats,

Through the balmy azure floats,

That's why I love it so.

Cho. Music makes, &c.

3 Earthly music here below
Cheers us onward as we go,

Balm for every human woe,
That's why I love it so.

Heavenly music up above,
In a world of peace and love,

All the saints and angels move,
That's why I love it so.

Cho, Music makes, &c.

MY PRECIOUS SUNDAY SCHOOL.

Mrs. M. A. Kidder.

1 When the Sabbath chimes I hear,

Ringing out so loud and clear,

Oh ! what place to me is dear 1

My precious Sunday School ?

There I learn to sing and pray,

There I learn the Christiana way
To the realms of endless day

—

My pleasant Sunday School !

Cno. Glory be to God my King,

I will all His praises sing,

Will the sweetest offering bring,

My precious Sunday School.

2 Oh how grateful I should be

For Gods mercies sent to me,
And the most of all to see

My happy Sunday School.

Does it rain or snow or shine,

In my seat I'll be at nine,

For the sweetest joys are thine,

My blessed Sunday School.

Cho. Glory, <fcc.

3 Many thoughtless children play

On God's holy Sabbath day.

They have never known they Bfty

My pleasant Sunday School
;

I will lead the wanderers in.

From the ways of vice and sin,

To thy purer joys within
;

My precious Sunday School.

Cho. Glory, &o.



96 BLESSINGS ON THE CHILDREN; or, HARVEST WORX.
Spixited. Words and Music by J. R. Osgood.
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BLESSINGS OH THE CHILDREN; or, HARVEST WORK. (Concluded.; 87* |_r

P

r
us hear andM Feed my lambs," is His com - mand - ment, Let us hear and glad

Gloom is o'er us ! death he - fore us ; Send, oh send, the gos
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Guide and guard them, Gent-ly

God commands it, Haste to
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lead them "Where the " liv - ing vra - ters" flo.v.

give it, Give the -world the Gos - pel's light
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a S
3. Wide the harvest is before thee,

Bowed the head of golden grain,

Earnest trust thv ^atherinp- gickle

Ere it falls to earth again.

"Wages—wages God will give thee,

Better far than monarch's state,

Earthly grandeur can not treasure,

Glorv, an eternal weight.

Thus God gives thee

—

Truly gives thee

—

Glory, an eternal weight.

4. Souls immortal is the harvest,

All around thee, press they on
As a heaving, restless ocean

Up to God's great judgement throne.

"Will ye falter ? dare ye dally

'Mid this countless, deat-hless throng ?

Up, with all thy powers rally,

Waits for thee a fadeless crown.

This thy wage?

—

Glorious wages

—

An eternal, fadeless ci own.



P8 BE A CHRISTIAN WHILE YOU'RE YOUNG-
Rev. A. A. Gralet. From " Happt Voicth.., ay permission.

] . 01*, won't you be a Christian while you're young? Oh, won't you be a Christian while you're young? Don't
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think it v/ill be better To de-lay it un-til later, But remember your Creator, While you're young.
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2 || : Ob, won't you love tlie Saviour
While you're young ? .||

For yon he left his glory

And embraced a cross so gory;
"Won't you heed the melting story

While you're young ?

8 I}:
Remember, death may find you
While you're }

Toung : :||

For friends are often weeping,

And the stars thei^watch are keeping
O'er the grassy graves, w\iere sleeping

Lie the 3*0

<• ^

Oh, walk the path of glory
While you're young ; :j|

And Jesu3 will befriend you,
At;d from danger will defend you.
And a peace divine will send you
While you're young.

5
|| : Then won't you be a Christian

While you're young? ||:

Why from the future borrow,
When, ere comes another morrow.
You may weep ia endless sorrow,
While you're young, ^



GOOD RESOLVES. 09

Words and Music by Rev. A. A. Gualbt.

1. I'll pray for the dear Sabbath School, For tho' I delight to be there ; 'Tis Je - sus alone can pros-
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CHORUS.
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per-i -ty send, And send it in answer to prayer. I'll pray for the school that I love, I'll pray for the
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school that I love ; It guides us by truth and it cheers us with song,And trains us for a mansion above
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2 I'll work for the dear Sabbath School,
"While others are idle and cold ;

Pll seek the lost lambs in the by-ways around,
And gather them into the fold.

I'll work, etc.

3 I'll speak for the dear Sabbath School,
If ever I hear it reviled

;

I'll point to the fruits of its labors of love,

And tell what it does for a child.

I'll speak, etc

4 I'll weep for the dear Sabbath School,

When fainting and wounded it lies ;

"When those who were friends in the prosperous
Now turn a deaf ear to its cries. [day*

I'll weep. etc.

5 God prosper the dear Sabbath School,

That shelters the lambs of the fold ;

The work of the hand, and the word, and the

I'll never, no never withold,

Ccd prosper, cw»



100 CAROL, CHRISTIANS, CAROL.

DUET.
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Carol, Christians, carol, carol, joy-fal-ly, Carol the good tidings. Carol raerri- ly

;
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Carol, Christians, carol, carol joy-ful- ly, Carol the good tidings, Carol mer-ri - ly ; And
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pra}* a gladsome Christmas For all good Christian men ; Carol. Christians, enrol. Christmas day
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CAROL, CHRISTIANS, CAROL. Concluded.
SOLO or DUET. Andante.
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1. Ca-rol, but with gladness. Not in son gs of earth : On tlie Saviour's birthday Hallowed by our mirth
;

2. At the merry ta-ble. Think of those who've none, Theoi-phanand then idow. Hungry and alone.

3. Li8teuing angel music, Discord sure must cease—Who dare hate his brother, On this day of peace '

4. Let our hearts, responding to the seraph hand, Wish this morning's sunshine Bright in every land,
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While a thousand blessings Fill our hearts with glee, Christmas day we'll keep. The Feast of charity.

Boun-ti - ful your off rings To the al - tar bring, Let the poor and needy Christmas carols sing.

While the heavens are telling To mankind good will. Onlv love and kindness Everv bosom fill.

Word, and deed and prayer, Speed the grateful sound, Telling merrv Christmas All the world around.



103 HEAVEN" BLESS THE SCHOOL.
DUET.—Allegretto
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"Words by G. W. Bungay. Music by Yep.di Arranged by A. Ccll.
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1. Come to the Sab-bath school, "When our glad bells shall toll, Come with a

2. Like the gay lark oa high, Lost ia the list - 'ning sky, Shall be our
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ing. Life like a
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ris • ing sun,
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Rude-Vy its zephyr blows, ^Yin-ter its mantle throws, Flake on flake fling - iug.

Sing till his race be run, Pray, that God's will be done, Wor-ship him dai - ly,
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Fond hearts ar,e beating, Songs we 're repeating,*Warm is our greeting, Heaven bless the school.
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SOLO SoPRAifo.
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HEAVEN BLESS THE SCHOOL.

^
#•

(Concluded.)
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Heaven bless the school, Oh! Heaven bless the school, Oh! Heaven bless the

it CHORUS.
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Bless the school, bless the school, Heaven bless the school, bless the school,
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,

Words bv Mrs. E. M. Levy.
OUR GLAD VOICES.
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Scutch Melody. Arr. by Henry Ttcker.
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1. Our glad vol •

_' And they tell

8. Then shall we,
4. And the joy -

pes let us raise In a song
us of his love, How he left

a blood-washed band, Teachers and
ful strain shall be, Glo - ry, hon

of
his
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love and praise. That we 're taught in

home a-bove, Came to earth bis
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dear chil - dren stand,
or, praise to thee,
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tbei , Son,
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DUET.
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wis- dom's ways, In the Sab - bath schoo
grace to prove— Died on Cal - va - ry. . .

.

hap - py Land, From the Sab - bath school.
Spir -it, Three, Praise lor ev - cr - more.
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CHORUS.
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Teach-ers
Oh, the
To the
Our glad

I

there with pleas - an t smile,

pre - cions truths we learn,

Sa - viour's feet we bring
voi - ces let us raise,
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L<-ad our thoughts to heaven the while, Tell us Je - sus—once a child,
May we all to Je - sus turn, And our hearts within us burn

-#-
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Cares for such as we
r

.

.

Burn with love di- vine.

Our bright crowns, and then we'll sing, And we '11 make sweet heaven ring With our grateful song.
In a song of love and praise, That we 're taught in wisdom's ways, In the Sabbath school.
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WE'LL GIVE OUR HEABTS TO JESUS. 1Q3
Words by Faxky Crosby. TT. H. Doasb.

\—=v=vxzz!sz:i—

'

-4—-—pg—g— g»—g— -o

—\ —*_^ v—i ^

I
/ We'll give our hearts to Je - sus,

\ We'll give our hearts to Je - sus.

And learn his name to praise, The bles-sed
In sun -ny childhood's hours, When life is

Bi - I>1p

1 i It e 1 1 : e

aSHEEE

N 1st.
|

2d.
I
CHORUS.
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tells us, How pleasant are his ways. \
spring time And [Omit J full of buds and flow'rs. And when we safely an-chor On

Ca - naan's hap-py shore, To bim be all the glo - ry, And praise for ev - er-more.

39r
:z»:

2 We'll give our hearts to Jesus,
Our best and dearest friend,

He, like a gentle shepherd,
Will guide us to the end

;

In green and fragrant pastures,
His little flock will lead,

.-Beside the quiet waters,
Supplying all we need- Cho.

I
3 We'll give our hearts to Jesus,

Who died that we might live,

Our hearts, tho' weak and einfal,
Are all we have to give.

'The simple prayer of childhood,
Our God will ne'er despise.

A lowly contrite spirit,

Is precious i»- e^es. Cko*



106 COME, SMG TO KE CZ CEAVEIT.
From the *' Melodeon," by permission.
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To waft ray soul on high.

There '11 bo no eor - row there.

Let heaven be - gin be - low.

t V
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3. When the last moments come,

O, watch my dying face,

To catch the bright seraphic gleam
Which o'er my features play.

—

Cho.

4. Then to my raptured ear,

Let one sweet song be given;

Let music charm me last on earth,

Aud greet me first ia heaven.— Cho.

*>

—

Lo—?-+ ? 1

* V
5. Then close my sightless eyes,

And lay me down to rest

;

And fold my pale and icy hands
Upon my lifeless breast.

—

Cho.

C.TVhen round my senseless clay

Assemble those I love

;

Then sing of heaven, delightful heaven,

My glorious homo above.

—

Cho*



TtJNE—GREENVILLE. 8s.7sfc4s.

1 Come ye sinners, heavy laden,
Lost and ruined by the fall,

If you wait till you are letter

You will never couae at all
;

sinners only,

Christ, Mie Saviour, came to call.

2 Let no sense of guilt prevent you,
Nor of fitue>s fondly dream

;

All the fitness He requireth,

Is to feel your need of Him
;

Thii He gives you—
'Tis the S j»iriL's rising beam.

3 Agonierng iu the garden,
Lo ! your Saviour prostrate lies

;

On the bloody tree behold Him,
There He groans, and bleeds, and

dies,

"It is finished, 1'—

Heaven accepts the sacrifice.

4 Lo ! th' incarnate God ascending
Pleads tiie merit of His blood

;

Venture on Him— venture wholly,
Let no other trust intrude

;

None but Jesus,
Can do helpless sinners good.

Tune—DEVOTION. 7s.

1 Jesus, lover of my soul,

Let me to thy'bosom fly,

While the billows near me roll,

While the tempest still is high
Hide me, O my Saviour, hide.

Till the storm of life is past,

Safe into the haven guide
;

O receive vay soul at last.

2 Other refuge have I no-no

—

Hangs my helplets soul on Thee
;

Leave, ah ! leave me not alone,
Still support and comfort me ;

All my trust <-n Thee is stayed,
All my help from Thee I bring ;

Cover my defenseless head
With the shadow of Thy wing.

3 Thou, Christ, art all I want,
Boundless love in Thee I find,

Raise the fallen, cheer the faint.

Heal the sick, a-^d lead the blind.

Just and holy is T-hy name,
I am all unrighteousness;

Vile and full of sin I am—
Thou art full of truth and grace.

Tune—THE SHINING SHORE.

1 My days are gliding swiftly by,

And I, a pilgrim stranger,
Would not detain them as they fly

—

Those hours of toil and danger
;

Cho.—For now we stand on Jor-
dan's strand,

Our friends are passing over ;

And, just before, the shining
shore

We may almost discover.

2 Our absent king the watchword
gave,

r< Let every lamp be burning ;"

We look afar, across the wave.
Our distaut home discerning;-CAo

3 Should coming days be dark and
cold,

We will not yield to sorrow,
For hope will sing, with courage

bold,
44 There's glory on the mor-

row ;" —Cho,

107
' 4 Let storms of woe iu whirlwind!

rise,

Each cord on earth to sever.
There bright and joyous iu the

skies—
There is our home for ever ,

— Cho.

Tux*—PLEYEL'S HYMN. 7s.

1 Sinners, turn ; why will ye die?
God, your Maker, asks you why

;

God, who did your being give,
Male you with himself to live.

2 Sinners, turn ; why will ye die T

God, your Saviour, asks you why

—

Will ye not in him believe?
He has died that ye might live.

3 Sinners, turn; why will ye die?
God, the Spirit, asks you why—
Often with you has he strove,

Wooed you to embrace his love,

4 Will ye not his grace receive?
Will y« still refuse to live?
0. ye dying sinners, why.
Why will ye for ever die?

Tubte—PLEYEL'S HYMN. 7b.

1 Come, saith Jesus' sabred voice,

Come, and make my paths youi
choice

;

1 will guide you to your home
,

Weary pilgrims, hither come.

2 Hither come ; for here is found
Balm. for every bleeding wound,
Peace which ever shall end-ure,

Ke.-;t, eternal, sacred, sure.



308 READ THE BIBI/F

i

•fords bv Mrs. M. A. Kidder. W. H. Doabb.
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1. Don't for - get to read the Bi - b!e,

2. Has y<>nr heart grown sad and weary.
In the ear
Foil of sor

ly (lays of youth, Ev - ery morn - ing,

row, grief, and care ? "'Come to me, ve
3. Read what Je - sus says of children, '* Suffer them to come to me," He a kind and
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every evening, Fill your minds with sacred truth
; Read the Bible, read the Bible, For a guide t®

hea-vy laden," Take your Bi - ble, read it there ! Read ere sickness comes upon you, Read ere earthly
teader Shepherd, They his precious lambs shall be ; Read how God in sweet compassion, Set aside one
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you 'tis given ; Read the Bi - ble. Read the Bi - ble, It will lead you up to henv'n. Read the Bible,

ties art riven ; Read the Bi - ble, Read the Bi - ble, It will lead you up to heav'u.
day in aeveu, That We all might read the message, Sent te guide us all to heav'u.
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READ THE BIBLE. Concluded. 109

rend the Bi -ble. It will lead you up toheav'n. Read tl.e Bible, read the Bible, It will lead you up to heav'n.
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IF I COME TO JESUS.
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1. If I come to Jesus,

2. If I come to Jesus,
He will make me
He will hear my

glad ;

prayer ;

He will give me plea - sure,
He will love me dear - ly

—
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When my heart is sad.

He mv sins did bear.
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If I come to Je - sus, Hap - py I should be, He is gent -ly
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calling Wea-ry ones like me.
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3. 4.

If I come to Jesus, Tbere with bappy children,

He will take my hand, Robed in snowy white,

He will kindly lead me I sball see my Saviour,

"To a better land. In that world so bright
If I come, &c. If I come, &c.

Come, oome to me-



110 THE DEWY ROSE OF SHAEOxi
DUET.—Andante. Words by Mrs. M. A. Kiddkr. Music by Iiarroway. j%.tt. by A. eru*
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1. The dew - y, dewy rose of Sha - ron, How sweet, how sweet it scents the air, A
2. How ma - ny, many souls have wauderedjYYith-out, w7ith-out a help-ing hand; Their
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orown, a crown of matchless glo - ry Up - on its fore-head fair ! So we in deeds of

light, their light and beauty fad - ed, Their bark up-on the strand ; When one small act of
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goodness Un - til our life shall close, May scatter bloom and fragrance Like Sharon's dewy ros<\

kindness, One lit-tle look of love, Might add another jew - el To Je- sus' crown a-bove.
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THE DEWY ROSE OF SHARON.
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(Concluded.)
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air, A crown, a crown of matchless glo - ry Up - on its fore -head fair.

hand ; Their light, their light and beau-ty fad - ed, Their bark up-on the strand.
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3. Oh ! may we, may we, erring children,

Though few, though few our talents be,

A band, a band of young disciples,

Our Saviour's footprints see
;

And mav we humbly follow,

Till life's uncertain close,

And leave in death a fragrance
Like Sharon's dewy rose.

Chorus.—Oh ! may we, <fec.

MY MOTHER DEAR 1

Tnm—" T7ie deicy Rose ofSharon."

1. My mother dear ! my mother dear

!

How oft, how oft I think of thee,

While weeks and months roll o'er me here
Where duty bids me be.

My mother dear—how sweet the name,
When thinking o'er the past

!

A mother's love is e'er the same

—

It beats on till the last.

Chorus. My mother dear ! my mother, <tc.

2. My mother dear, it grieves me now,
To think, to think, how oft your son

Hath grieved your aching heart and brow
When in sin's paths he run.

My mother dear, those days of youth,

Now long since past and gone,

Left many a seed of holy truth,

Which since, we hope, have grown.

Chorus. My mother dear, it grieves, <fcc.

3. My mother dear, my fervent prayer,

Is that, is that you may be blest,

With peace and joy while ling'ring here—
Foretastes of future rest.

And that we all may meet at last

In yonder heavenly sphere,

At Jesus' feet our crown3 to east

—

All saved, my mother dear.

Chorus. My mother dear, my fervent, £c.

t. s.
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THE GARDEN HYMN. C. P. M.
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1. The Lord in- to h is garden comes, The spices yield their rich perfumes. The li- lies grow and thrive;
D. s. Which make the dead re-vive

,

2. O that this dry and barren ground In springs of water may abound. A fruitful soil be - come :

L>. s. And makes his people one:
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The lilies grow and thrive ; Re - freshing show'rs of grace divine From Jesus flow to ev' - ry vine,

Which make the dead revive.

A fruitful soil become: The desert blossoms as the rose, While Jesus conquers all his foes,

And makes his people one.

S2 > *•
-•-

T

3 The glorious time is rolling on.

The gracious work is new begun,
My soul a witness is :

I taste and see the pardon free

For all mankind as well as me,
Who come to Christ may live.

4 We feel that heav*n is now begun,
Ifissues from the sparkling throne,

From Jesus' throne on high

:

It comes in floods we can't contain.

We drink, and drink, and drink again,

And yet we stili are dry.

5 But when we come to dwell above,
And all surround the throne of love,

We'll drink a full supply
;

Jesus will lead his armies through,
To living fountains where they flow,

That never will run dry.

6 Amen. Amen, my soul replies,

I'm bound to. meet vou in the skies,

Ami claim my mansion there

;

Now here's my heart, and here's my hand,
To meet vou in that heavenly land,

Where we shall part »<> more.



THE JUDGMENT HYMN. C. M. 113
Music by 0. Arrangel by A. CULL.
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2 Yes, every secret of my heart

Shall shortly be made known,
And I receive my just desert

For all that I have done. Cho.

8 How careful, then, ought I to live;

With what religious fear;

Who such a strict account must give

For my behaviour here ! Cho.

4 Thou mighty Judge of quick and dead,

The watchful power bestow-

So shall I to my ways take heed,

In all I speak or do. Cno.

5 If now thou standest a-t the door,

Oh. let me feel thee near,

And make mv peace with thee, before
• A.

I at thv Bar appear. Cno.



114 O THOU, IN WHOSE PRESENCE.
BELOVED. 11a k 5s. ^
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My com - fort by day, and my song in the night, My hope, my sal - va - tion, my all.

2 Where dost thou at noontide resort with thy sheep,
To feed in the pasture of love ?

For why in the valley of death should I weep,
Or alone in the wilderness rove 1

3 O, *'hy should I wander, an alien from thee,

Or cry in the desert for bread ?

Thy foes will rejoice when my sorrows they see,

And smile at the tears I have shed.

4 Ye daughters of Zion, declare, have you seen
The star that on Israel shone 1

Say, if in your tents my beloved has been,
And where with his Hock he has gone ?

5 Love sits in His eyelids, and scatters delight

Through an the bright mansions on high I

Their faces the cherubinis veil in His sight,

And tremble with fullness of joy.

6 He looks, and ten thousands of angels rejoice,

And myriads wait tor his word

;

He speaks, and eternity, fill'd with his voice,

Re-echoes the praise of the Lord.

7 Dear Shepherd ! T hear, and will follow Thy call <

I know the sweet sound of Thy voice

;

Restore and defend me, for Thou art my all,

And in Thee I will ever rejoice.



GLORY TO Tibs LAMB. 115
From " Chobal Echoes," By permission.

^z=rn

Music by B. W. G. Arranged by A. Ccll.
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I. Glory to the Lamb, Glory to the Lamb, Glory to the Lamb : The world is overcome. By the blood of the Lamb.

ill

2 Glory to to the Lamb. kc.
My sins Are washed away in the blood of the Lamb

3 Glory to the Lamb, &c.
The devil's overcome by the blood of the Lamb.

4 Glory to the Lamb, &c.

I've wash'd my garments white in the blood of the Lamb.

5 Glory to the Lamb, kc.

I've lost the fear of death, thro' the blood of the Lamb.

6 Glory to the Lamb, &c.
The martyrs overcame by the blood of the Lamb.

7 Glory to the Lamb. kc.
I hope to gain the skies, thro' the blood of the Lamte.

LORD, WE ARE YOUNG. L. M.

Tune—Ward.

1 I/ord. we are young—thy help we need,

For various foes infest our way ;

Be thou to us a friend indeed,

Nor let us from thy precepts stray.

2 From wayward paths our feet restore,

And keep our tongues from speaking guile
;

And oh, preserve us evermore
From sin's seducing smile.

* Our youth-ful hearts with grace inspire
,

To thee our everv t»ower incline
;

And may the pure celestial fire

Within our bosoms ever shine.

4 Oh, let the mornin? of our days

To thee, and thee alone, be given ;

Increase our love, approve our ways,

And guide as safely iuto heaven.

HEAR YE NOT A VOICE.

Tune—Pletel's Htmn.

1 Hear ye not a voice from heaven
To the listening spirit given ?

" Children come." it seems to say,
" Give your hearts to me to-day."

2 Sweet is a mother's love.

Tender as the heavenly Dove
;

Thus it speaks a Saviour's charms,
Thus it wins us to his arras.

3 Lord we will remember thee,

While from pains and sorrow free.
While our day is in its dew,
And the cares of life are few.

4 While to thee, Lord, we come
In our morning's early bloom,
Breathe on us thy £race dfvine,

Take our hearts and make them toil

7s.



Arr*nr«d by Hn. PARXflCRST. YOUR W ISSION. Composed by S. If. GRAOTTO.

By permission of S. BRAINARD b Co., Publishers, Cleveland, '0.
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i. If you cannot on the ocean Sail among the swiftest fleet, Rocking on the highest billows, Laughing
2. Ifyouaretoo weak tojoarney Up the mountain, steep and high; You can stand within the valley, While the
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at the storms you meet; You can stand among the sailors, Anshor'd yet with- In the bay,

mul • ti - tudes go by; You can chant in hap- py measure, As they slow - ly pass a -long,
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Fou can lend a hand to help them,As they launch their boats away. As they launch their boats away.
Tho' they may for - get tne singer. They will not *'orget the song. They will not for-get tb* song.
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* If you have not gold and silver
Ever ready to command ;

If you cannot t'wards the needy,
Seach an ever open hand

You can visit the afflicted.

O'er theerrinsr you can weeji
**csi can be a true disciple,

ilfiting at. the Saviour's feet

!

If you cannot in the conflict

Prove yourself a soldier true.

If, where fire and smoke are thickest,

There's no work for you to do ;

When the battlefield is silent,

You can go with careful tread,

You can bear away the wounded,
Yw oan cover up the dead.
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5 Do not, then, stand idly waiting,

For some greater work to do
Fortune Is a laay goddess,
She will never come toyota*

Go and toil iu any vineyard,
Do not fear to do or dare

If you want a field of labor.

You can find it any wh«ro>



JESUS, MEEK AND GENTLE. 117
s \

1, Je-sus, meek and gentle. Son of God most Hisrh,

2. Pardon our of - fen? ces, Loose our captive chains ; Break down every i

Pitying', loving Saviour. Bear Thj children's ch
do! Which our eoul dot

M-Z

3 Give us holy freedom ;

Fill our hearts with lore

Draw us, Holy Je3us,
To the realms above.

-W-fe-l^ygEg
4 Lead us on our journey,

Be Thyself the Way-
Through terrestrial darkness
To celestial day.

-*-?* • ^ •
Jesus, meek and gentle,

9 .-) of Go 1 Most Bigrbi

Pitying, loving Saviour,
Hear thy children's cry.

OUR CALL. TtJMl.—44 TOUR MISSION."

1 Gel, who gave us each a talent,

To employ it, gave command ;

If we hide it in a napkin.
He will claim it at our hand.

Let us then be up and doing,
Keeping still this truth In view :

Thongh our path be e'er so humble,
We have all a work to do.

% With the heralds of the Gospel,
If we cannot bear a part,

We can drop a word of kindness
That may reach some careless heart.

We may touch a chord of feeling

Guilt and sin have lulled to sleep
;

To the blessed fold of Jesus
We may bring some wand'ring sheep.

t If. among the older people,
We may not be apt to teach ;

" Feed my lambs," said.Christ our Shepherd,
Place the food within their reach.
And it may be that the children

You have led with trembling hand,
Will be found among your Jewels,

When you reach the better land.

4 Though no longer called to mingle
In the struggle for the right,

We can go among the freed men,
With the Bible as our light.

We can lead them out of darkness
With a brother's helping hand ;

We can preach the blessed Gospel
To the poorest in the land.

5 If our mission does not lead U3
O'er the deep, to climes afar,

We perhaps may guide a seaman,
By the Christian's Polar Star.

We can m;ike the burden lighter,

Which the weary long have borne ;

We can smooth the dying pillow.

We can comfort those who mourn.

6 These are precious, golden moments,
Kiudiy lent us to improve

;

Are we faithful to our calling,

Earnest in our work of love—
Ever at oar post of duty

Whereio'er our call may be ?

Let our lamp be trimmed ami burning;
And the wr»riri their glory see.



118 WE ALL CAN DO SOMETHING FOR JESUS.
Woras bv Fanny Crosby.
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1. Our school is a vineyard, a gar -den of truth. Where all can do something for Je
2. A word to the err-ing of kindness and love, May of- ten remind them of Je
3. Oh ! sweeter, far sweeter than rich - es or fame, To feel we are working for Je
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morning of youth. We all can do something for Je
you'and for roe. We all can do something for Je
mansion a - beve, May lead a poor wand'rer to Je
you and for me, We all can do something for Je

les - son, dear children, for

song of our beau - ti - ful

lcs - son, dear children, for

cup of cold wa - ter we give in his name, Will bring us the blessing of
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The deep rolling riv - er that flows to the sea Is made of the brooklet that sparkles so free.

The a - corn, when planted, tho' small it may be. How quickly it grows t* a wide-spreading tree.

The brook and the a - corn, the leaf and the tree Are teaching a les - sou to you and to me.
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WE ALL CAN DO SOMETHING FOR JESUS. Concluded. 119

CHORUS. . w i . , . . w i. ^ hJvjs

We iill can do something for Jesus, We all can do something for Jesus,
Something something, Something for Jesus.
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HARK! THE SWELLING BREEZES.
MISSIONARY HYMN.
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1. Hark! the swelling breezes, Rising from a - far, Bring the sounds of conflict From the Ho - ly War!
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God is with our armies, He the word has giv'n, He is watching o'er you, Messengers of Heav'n.
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2 Go. thy mighty Gospel,
C'onqu'ring, on thy way,

Night upon the mountains
Changes into day

;

Id©ls how before thee,

Heathen temples fall

;

Soon the world shall own thee,

Victor over all

'

M» l i * I *
3 Oh, thou blessed Saviour,

Reigning now on high,
May Thy faithful soldiers

Find Thee ever nigh.
Bid their glorious mission
Speed from sea to tea,

'Till the whole creation

Worship only The*.

^



120 THE SILVERY CHRISTMAS BELLS. henry tdgRK,

CII015US.

By permission of the Author.

j / The bells, the sil-very Christmas bells,

'\ To wea-ry hearts a pulse of joy,
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Their silvery tones o'er bill and dale Are swelling soft and clear, As wave on wave the tide of song Fi1^
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all the atmosphere. Oh! Bells, the silvery Christmas bells, How merrily on they ring, How
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THE SILVERY CHRISTMAS BELLS. Concluded.
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merri - 1y on, how merri - lyon,how merri - jj t»n they ring; Sweet Christmas bells,
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Sweet Christmas bells, Sweet Christmas bells, Sweet Christmas bells, Sweet Christmas bells.
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^ The silvery Christmas bells, Sweet Christmas
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merrily on they ring,

The hells, the silvery Christmas bells,

< >'er many a mile they sound.
And household tones are answering them

In thousand homes around.
Voices of children, blithe and shrill,

With youth's strong accent blend,
And manhood's deep and earnest tones
With woman's praise ascend.
Chorus.—Oh ! Bells, &c.

The silrery Christmas bells

3 The bells, the silvery Christmas bells,

How merrily on thev ring,

As if thev feel the jov thev tell

To every human thimr.

The rich man. in his mansion proud,
The poor man in his cot,

Hear the glad sound, and welcome it,

Each thankful for his lot.

Chorus.—Oh ! Bells, &c.



122 WE *LL THANK HIM, Word* and Music by E. S. Tatixkl
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1. Come, children, let us gath - er, And sing a song of praise To our Al-migh-ty
2. We '11 thank him for the spring-time, And all the sea - sons round, While willing voices

S. We '11 thank him for the Sab - bath, The day of ea - cred rest ; We 11 thank him for the
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Fa - ther. Whose sroodness crowns our davs. Our lives and ev - ery pleas - ure Are

bring him A song of grate-ful sound. We '11 thank him for the flow - ers That
Bi - ble, The book of all the best. We '11 thank him, that he taught us The
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presents from his hand'; His kindness knows no measure, Thro' all this hap-py land.

deck the smil-ing plain; We 11 thank him for the show-ers, And for the gold - en grain,

precious Gold-en Kule ; We 11 thank him. that he brought us To love the Sabbath schooL
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TWINKLE, TWINKLE, LITTLE STAR. 123
Arranged by ITe^rt Tcckfk,
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1. Twinkle, twinkle, lit-tle star, How I wonder what you are, Up above the world bo nigh,
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Like a diamond in the sky, Twinkle, twinkle, lit-tle star, How I wonder what you are.

2. "When the glorious sun is set,

"When the grass with dew is wet,
There you show your little light,

Twinkle, twinkle all the night.

Twinkle, twinkle, <fcc.

S. In the dark blue sky you keep,

And often through my curtains peep
For you never shut your eye
Till the sun is in the sky.

Twinkle, twinkle, <fcc.

Au As yon bright and tiny spark
Lights the traveler in the dark,

Though I know not what you are,

Twinkle, twinkle, little star.

Twinkle, twinkle, &c.

14
I MUST BE A LOVING CHILD."

1. I must be a loving child,

Gentle, patient, meek, and mild

;

Must be honest, simple, true,

In mv words and actions, too
;

I must cheerfully obey,

Giving up my will and way

,

2. Must not always thinking be
"What is pleasantest to me,
But must try kind things to d;
And make others happy, too.

And in all I do or say,

In my lessons, or my play,

3. Must remember God can vieir

All I think, and all I do

;

Glad that he can know I try,

Glad that children such as I,

In our feeble ways and small,

Can serve him who loves us all.

"IN THE SUN, THE MOON, THE SHTY
In the sun, the moon, the sky;

On the mountains wild and high

;

In the thunder, in the rain,

In the grove, the wood, the plain;

In the little birds who sing-
God is 6een in every thing.



124
Melody by S C. FOSTER.

SAVE, O JESUS SAVE !

Arranged by Mrs. PARKIIURST.

I. There is a fountain fill'd with blood,Drawn from Immanuel's reins; And sinners, plunged be«
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neath that flood, Lose all their guilt-y stains. Save, save Je - sus save, Save a poor sinJer while
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Je - sus save, Save a poor sin- ner from dy - ing.
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I. S.r
2 The dying thief rejoiced to see

That fountain in his day
;

And there may I, though vile as he,

Wash all my sins away.
Oho. feave, &c.

8 Thou dying Lamb! thy precious blood
Shall never lose its power,

Till all the ransom'd Church of God
Are saved, to sin no more.

Clio. Save, ifcc.

-m-*******
4 E'er since, by faith, I saw the stream

Thy flowing wounds supply,

Redeeming love has been my theme,

And shall be till I die.

Cuo. Save, <&c.

5 Then in a nobler, sweeter sot*g,

I'll sing thy power to save,

While this poor lisping stamm'ring tonglft,

Lies silent in the grave.

Cho. Save, <fcc.

ijtfody by permission of Wm, A. POND, & Co.



ALAS! AND DID MY SAVIOUR BLEED? C. M. 12
S. J. VAIL.

1 Alas ! and did my Saviour bleed? And did my Sovereign die? Would he devote tha

D.C. Yee, Jesus died for all mankind, Bless God, salvation's free.
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sacred head For such a worm as I

!

Je-sus died for vou, Je-su3 died for me.

2 Was it for crimes that I had done
He groaned upon the tree ?

Amazing pity ! grace unknown !

And love beyond degree ! Cho.

3 Well might the sun in darkness hide,

And shut his glories in,

When Christ the mighty Maker died

For man the creature's sin. Cuo.

gig, i i f f f-fafrSto^y^togAi

4 Thus might I hide my blushing face

While his dear cross appears,
Dissolve my heart in thankfulness,

And melt mine eyes to tears. Cho.

6 But drops of grief can ne'er repay
The debt of love I owe :

Here, Lord, I give myself away
;

'Tis all that I can do. Cho
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Words by Australia,

DUETT.

CHIME ON.
From S. S. Bell, No. 2.
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Music by Rer R LowRr.

1. We leave the world of care, To greet one day in seven ; To join in praise and prayer, And
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learn the way to heaven; The Sab bath bells in vite... us all, Faint
Sabbath bells in-vite us all,

CHORUS.
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em - blem of God's ho - ly call. Chime on, chime on, chime on, sweet bells, yooi

Faint emblem. &c.
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cheer- ful ring Shall tune our lips God's praise to sing. Chime on, sweet bells, chime on.
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CHIME ON. Concluded. 127

chime on, chime on,
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chime 01. chime en, chime on, sweet hells, chime on, sweet hells, chin*
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Chime on, chime on,
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on, sweet bells, cknne on, sweet bells, chime on, sweet bells, chime on, sweet bells, chime on.
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2 We leave all cares this day,

To road the " Book Divine ;"

There we are taught the way
To joys that ne'er decline ;

The music sweet of Sabbath bells,

How rentlv on the ear it swells !

Cuo.—Chioie in, tfce.

3 We leave our earthly home,
To seek that blest abode,

Where loved companions come
To lift their hearts toGod ;

List to the sound, the sound that telli

The music of those Sabbath belli ;

Cho.—CLliiie on, &c



128 CUR HEARTS ARE YOUNG AND JOYOUS.'
Words by Mrs. E. I. Rsowles. Music by S. J. Tail.
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1. Oar hearts are young and joy-ous, 'Tis spring-time with us now
;
The dew of life's bright

2. The smil- ing sun of sum- mer, The blooming buds and flowers, The gentle rain de-

fi «

^

*-
:s.

-s :-*—
& -—

0. —
| *«-r-

*—#-i— |—

r

© »-
9-0

O

*

I

-^_f-a- 1 —fc-hT
morn - ing Is fresh up - on each brow. The world to us seems pleas ant, "\Te
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love its joys to share ; God, in his ten - der kind ness, Hath
kind - ness of our friends, All those good gifts re - mind us, God'a
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* From u Sunday School Advocate."

A
1

w



OUR HEARTS ARE YOUNG AND JOYOUS. (Concluded.) 129

1

r

made it ver - y fair, God, in his ten- der kiud - ness, Hath made it very fair,

goodness nev - er ends, All these good gifts remind us God's goodness never ends.
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3. O can we e'er forget him
"Who is so good and kind i

No ; rather would we love him
With all our heart and mind.

But we can never love him
Until our hearts are clean

;

The precious blood of Josus
Must wash them first from sin.

4. We know he died to save us,

We know he lives above

;

We know that every moment
He watches us with love.

We know that he has called us
To early come to him ;

We know that he is willing

The youngest to redeem.

5. We know the harps of heaven
Would sound a gladder strain :

M There's joy among the angels"
When one repents of sin.

O help us, then, dear Saviour,
To give our hearts to thee

;

Let us, in youth's glad morning,
Thy loved disciples be !

6. And when upon our foreheads
The silver locks shall fall

;

Or early comes the shadow,
Which comes alike to all,

Still safe upon thy bosom
Our spirits shall recline,

And 'mid the joys of heaven
We shall be ever thine I

SISTER, THOU WAST MILD A\D LOVELY.

Tune—" Mount Vernon.'*

1. Stbtfe, thou wast mild and lovely,

Gentle as the summer breeze,
Pleasant as the air of evening
Wheu it floats among the trees,

?. Peacefnl be thy silent slumber,
Peaceful in the grave so low ;

Thou no more wilt join our number,
Thou no more our songs shalt know.

3. Dearest sister, thou hast left ur,

Here thy loss we deeply feel,

But 'tis God that hath bereft us,

He can all our sorrows heal.

4. Yet again we hope to meet thee,

When the day of life is fled,

Then in heaven, with joy to greet the*,

Where no farewell tear is shed.



190 MERRILY THE TEMPERANCE HORH.
Music by J* H. Hewitt. Arr. by Hexry TircMEft.

UUET.—Allegretto.
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1. Mer - ri - ly the temp'rance horn Is sounding o'er the
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MERRILY THE TEMPERANCE HORN. (Concluded.) 131
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thee Sound, sound, sound, sound the mer-ry, mer-ry temperance
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At eve - ning's close and morn-ing's ro - sy dawn.

dec*
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2.

Cheerfully my harp I bring,

And wake a wilder, sweeter strain,

Joyously my song I sing,

And bid th' inebriate smile asrain.

Chorus.—Temperance, for thee, <fcc.

3.

Cheerily our footsteps stray,

Nor wait to think of danger near

;

Merrily, at close of day,

"We breathe the sweetest music here.

Chorus.—Temperance, for thee, <fcc



132 AWAY TO SABBATH SCHOOL.
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Arr. by A. Ctll.
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The morning sun is bright and clear ; Away to Sabbath school ; 1

Let each one in his class appear ; Away to Sabbath school ; j 'Tis there we learn his holy word, And
In season let us all be there ; Away to Sabbath school; \

*
( That we may join the opening prayer ; Away, &c y
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There we can raise our hearts to heaven, And
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road that leads to God : A- way,
Lord for blessings given : A - way
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Scholars.
3. When each at night shall go to prayer.

We'll ask our God above
To extend o'er teachers his kind care,

And crown them with his love.

And when on earth our time is sped,

And we are numbered with the dead,

Teachers and Scholars.
If faithful, we shall meet above;
We all shall meet above.

a- way, a - way, a- way, A - way to oabbath school

, a- wav, &c.
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4. Let us remember, while at prayer,

When at the Sabbath school,

Oar teachers' kindness, and their care

Towards our Sabbath school.

We'll be submissive, good, and kind,

And every rule and order mind
When we're at school, at Sabbath school.

When we're at Sabbath school.



"WANDERING STRANGER. 133
Arr. by A. Ctxl.

1.
u Say, whith- er, wandering stranger, Ah! whither dost thou roam ? O'er this wide world a

2. M But want and woe have driv - en The ro - ses from thy cheek ; And garments rent and
3. ** Come, then, be- nign in - quir - er, And join me on my way; I'm journeying to a
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ran - ger, Hast thou no friend, no home P1

riv - en, Thy poy - er - ty be - speak."
coun - try Where beams an end - less day
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"Yes, Pre a Friend who nev - er Is

"I've food with which the an - gels "Would
Where saints and an - gels, fall mg
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sent from my side

de - light- ed be
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And I've a home wher-ev - er In peace I shall a - bide.ab
all

fore the great, white throne, To you, to me are call - ing, Haste, pilgrim, hast - en homo.
And robes of dazzling brightness Are now a - wait- ing me.
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154 iHOUT THE TIDINGS,
Lively, DUET.
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1. Shout the ti

- • Shout the ti

3. Shout the ti
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dings of sal - ra - tion, To the a - ged and the young, Till the precious in - vi -

dings of sal - va - tien, O'er the prairies of the west, Till each gathering congre-
dings of sal - va - tion, Mingling with the ocean's roar, Till the ships of ev - ery
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CHORUS.
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Girls.
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Boys.

A
All.

-h- X

- - ta - tion Wakens ev - ery heart and tongue. Shout the ti- dings, shout the ti - dings, Shout tha
- - ga- tion With the gos - p* 1 sound is bltst. Shout the ti- dings, &c.

n a - tion, Bear the news from shore to shore. Shout the ti- dirgs, &e.
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ti - dings of sal- va - tion, Shout the ti - dings, shout the ti - dings, Crown the Saviour Lord of all!
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4. Shout the tidings of salvation
O'er the islands of the sea,

Till in humble adoration
All to Christ khail bend the knee. Chorus,

5. Shout the tidings of salvation,

Till the world shall hear the call,

And with joyous acclamation
Crown the Saviour Lord ef all. Cherut.



'TIS WELL. 135
Cheerful.

DL't:T.

Word* and Music by Lev. Rodeut Lowcy.
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1 On ev-ery sun-ny mountain, In ev - ery gloomy dell—Whate'er the robe that wraps the heart. 'T is

2. What words of ho - ly comfort ! Their sweetness who can tell ? With-in the vale, and o'er the flood, 'T is

?>. Tho' dripping clouds may gather, Aud grief the bo-som swell, The trusting heart will ev - er sing
—
'Tis

4. And when the strife is o - ver, And hushed the solemn knell, With-in the gates, around the throne'Tn
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with the right-eous well,

with the right-eous welL
'T is well, 't is well,

*t is well,
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pleasure's light, and sorrow's night,'T is with the righteous well, sorrow's night,'T is with the righteous well
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THERE'S WORK ENOUGH FOR ALL.
Words and Music Vy K. S. Taltob.
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Jin ev - eiy place are boys and girls, That nev - er go to school,

Who ney - er hear the Bi - ble read, Nor learn the Gold - en Rule

There 's work e - nough, there 's work e - nough, And work that should be done, >

ery one. ^For

In

lit - tie heads and lit - tie hands—E - nough for er

ev - eiy place are boys and girls, That nev - er go
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Then join our throng, and join our song; - bey the Saviour's call ; There's ea-sy work and
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pleas - ant work, And work e - nough for all. "Work e - nough for
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THERE'S WORK ENOUGH FOR ALL.
/T\ All.

(Concluded.) 137
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work e - nough for alL Here's ea - sy work and pleasant work, And work enough for aiL

*
V-

*'
is n

T T * ? *—f^nf* £-f t :t
*

f f (f=:*- F
t^-^—J—LJ—

«

# 0—L0—.-0— —n—L b bl - 1/—J-L 0-*-li

I

3. Those boys and girls we can seek out,

And take them by the hand,
And plead with them to come with us,

To join our happy band.

—

Chorus.

4. Then let us all unite in this,

And make it for a rule,

That we will each do all we can,

To help the Sabbath school.

—

Chorus.

WE 'RE A BAx\D OF CHILDREN.

Tune—" Old granite State."

1. To our homes we now are going,

And God's love our hearts o'erflowing,

And to whom all favors owing,
To th« blest Sabbath school.

^Ve 're a band of children,

We 're a band of children,

We 're a band of children,

Of the blest Sabbath schooL

2. There the truths of inspiration,

Being read with admiration,

And with souls of adoration,

In our blest Sabbath schooL
We 're a band, <fcc.

8. There the words of life are learning,

And our youthful hearts are burning

With Christ's love, to whom we 're turning,

In the blest Sabbath schooL

We 're a band, &c.

4. Tes, the prospect is most cheering,

And the children most endearing,

When we see them heavenward steering:,

In the blest Sabbath schooL

With our band of teachers,

With our band of teachers,

With our band of teachers,

And with parents at their sick.



138 A WELCOME TO ALL.
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1. Tiie Sabbath School blessings we all may se - cure, For like the dear Saviour a • bove , The
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A WELCOME TO ALL. Concluded. 139

2 It makes no distinction in station or birth,

In outward adornment and dress ;

The sod far exceeding the riches of earth,
It loves, and it labors to bless.

—

Cho.

3 Then empty, dear children, the heart of its pride
;

Has want never enjerea your door?
Don't look with disdain on the child at your side,

Because 'tis a child of the poor.

—

Cho-

4 Don't wound the young heart when 'tis aching \a

A balm for its sorrow and pain ; (find

By words, and by ways that are tender and kind,
The children of poverty gain — Clio.

5 Then treat not with coldness tie lowly of birth.
Whom want and misfortune appall

;

For he who despises the poor of the earth,
Reproaches the Maker of all.— Cho.

THE LABORERS.

A *
Words and Music by Rev. A. A. G&albt.
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1. Would you he a blessing here ? Work while 'tis day ; Fast the night of death draws near. Do not delay,
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Many doors are open thrown, Fields are ready to be sown, Vict'ries waiting to be won, Cast sloth away.

2 Little hearts may firmly cling,
To what is good

;

And the little tongues may sing,

Of Jesus' blood :

And the little hands may move,
In the work of truth and love,

€euMy guiding those who rove,

Thouftitles* and rude.

3 Never be the one who lives

For self alone
;

Nothing does, and nothing gives,

But for his own :

He who lives a life of ease,

Never studies how to please,
Wants and woes regardless sees,

la loved by none.

4 When by sorrow's child addresa'd
Turn not away ;

Dry the tear and calm the bre*»t,
Filled with dismay.

Never think you toil in vain,
Nor of weariness complain.
When the heavenly rest yon fftia,

God will repay.



146 A HOME BEYOND THE TIDE,

Moderate. DUET.
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Wh. B. BsADiiUET. From ** Obiola," by permission.

CHORUS. Cres.
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GriBi.8. j We are out on
Boys. \ We are out on

Girls, j Millions now are

Boys. ( Millions now are
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the ocean sailing, Homeward bound we sweetly glide ; \

the ocean sailing, To a home beyond the tide. \ All the storms will

safe - ly land - ed O - ver on the gold-en shore ;

on their journey, Yet there's room for millions more./" All the storms, &c.
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Boon he o - ver, Then we'll anchor in the har- bor ; We are out on the o
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To a home beyond the tide ; We are out on the o - cean sailing, To a home beyond the tide.
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ORIGINAL AND SELECTED HYMNS, 141

t. Come on board, O !
u ship" for glory,

Be in hivste—make up your mind I

Tor our vessel's weighing anchor,

You will soon be left behind !

Clio.—All the btormsv &c

4. You have kindred over yonder,
Oi that bright and happy shore,

By-and-by we'll swell the number,
When the toils of life are o'er.

Cho.—All the storms, &c.

6. Spread your sails, while heavenly breezes
Gently waft our vessel on

;

All on board are sweetly singing

—

Free salvation is the song.

Cho.—All the storms, «fec.

6. "When we all are safely anchored,
We will shout—our trials o'er!

We will walk about the city,

And we'll sing for evermore.
Cho.—All the 6torms, &c.

PEAR JESUS, LET THY PITYING EYB.

* Suffer little children to come unto me,"

Tune—Balerma.

1. Dear Jesus, let thy pitying eye
Look kindly down on me:

A sinful, weak, and helpless child,

I come thy child to be.

2. O blessed Saviour, take my heart,
This sinful heart of mine,

And wash it clean in every part

;

Make me a child of thine.

3. My sins, though great, thou canst forgive,
For thou hast died for me ;

Amazing lovel Help me, O God,
^ Xhine own dear child to be.

For thou hast said, " Forbid tnem not:
Let children come to me :"

I hear thy voice, and now, dear Lord.
I come thy child to be. lkila

WE MEET AGAIN.

Tuwe—"The momiivj light is breaking."

1. We meet again in gladness,

And thankful voices raise

;

To God, our heavenly Father,

We'll tune our grateful praise

:

'Tis his kind hand that kept us
Through all the changing year;

His love it is that brings us
Again to worship here.

2. We'll thank him for the Sabbath,
This day of holy rest;

And for the blessed Bible,

The book that we love best

;

For Sabbath-schools and teacher*,

To us so kindly given,

To guide us in the pathway
That leads to joy in heaven.

3. We'll thank him for our country.
The land our fathers trod ;

For liberty of conscience,

And right to worship God.
O Lord! our heavenly Father,
Accept the praise we bring,

And tune our hearts and voice*

Thy glorious name to sing.

4. Soon may thy gracious sceptre

Extend to every land,

And all as willing subjects

Submit to thy command.
Send forth the gospel tidings,

And hasten on the day
When every isle and nation

Shall own Messiah's swar.



142 ANNIVERSARY HYMN.
Prepared expressly for the Anniversary exercises of the first Baptist Sabbath-School, Cln.. O.,
Feb. 13, 1868. and used by the Calvary Baptist Sabbath-School, Warwick. N. Y., Feb". 20, 18681

Words by Fanny Crosby. W. H. Doank.
Spirited.
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1. An - oth - er hap - py, golden year Has brightly smiled and passed away;With pastor, friend3. and
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teachers dear, Wo hail our an-ni-versary day !
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joyful an - niversary day, With pastor, friends, and teachers dear,We hail our an-Di-versary day '
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2 With grateful hearts to God above,
We gladly join our festive lay ;

We thank him for the teuder love
That crowns our anniversary day.

3 Our growing numbers still we view,
With every week that glides away,

While blessings fall like pearly dew.
On this oar anniversary day. Cho.

I

s
Cho.

4 Though some who once were with us here
Have gone to fairer climes away.

Perhaps their spirits, hovering near,

Behold our anniversary day. Ch.9.

5 And when these mortal scenes are past,

When one by one they fade away,
! may we meet in heaven at l&at,

To spend a long eternal day CA«t



THE WINDS MAY BLOW. Infant Sons;. 143
""Words by B.
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1. Hail, or rain, or wind, or snow, To the Sun-day school we go. Summer's heat, or

2. When the bell rings off we start, Quick of step, and light of heart, Ilap-py, too, as

3. How the minutes grow to hours,When these joy-ful hearts of ours Beat the tune the

4. In the bless-ed Sun-day school We are taught the golden rule, Here we sing, and
5.* Hail, or raiu, or wind, or snow, To the Sun-day school we go, Summer's heat, or
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win-ter's cold, Can not keep us from the fold, w inds may blow, and waves may roll,

birds can be, Xo fair-weath-er chil-dren we. Winds may, <tc.

teach-er siugs, Like young birds that try their wings. Winds may, etc*

read, a.nd pray, Ev - ery ho - ly Sab-bath day. Winds may, <£c.

win-ter's cold, Can not keep us from the fold. Winds mav, <fcc.
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^\ e will go to Sunday school,Winds may blow,waves may roll,We'll go to Sunday school.
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144 NOTHING BUT LEAVES,.
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S. J. Yail, by permission.
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V Nothing but leaves, the spirit grieves Over a wasted life , O'er sins indulged w' ik; conscience slept O'e*
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vows and promises unkept, And reap from years of strife—Nothing but leaves. Nothing but leaves.
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2 Nothing bnt leaves, no gathered sheaves,

Of life's fair ripening grain
;

We sow our seeds, lo ! tares and weeds,

Words, idle, words for earnest deeds,

We reap with toil and pain
t

—
Nothing but leaves.

8 Nothing but leaves, sad memory weaves ;

No vail to hide the past,

And as we trace our weary way,

Counting each lost and misspent day
Sadly we find at last

—

Nothing but leaves.

I Ah ! who shall thus the Master meet,

Bearing but withered leaves ?

Ah ! who shall at the Saviour's feetr

before the awful judgment seat

Lay down, for golden sheaveg

Nothing but leave*.



WHEN THE ROSY MORNING DAWNETH. 145
Words by Mrs. M. A. Kiddeb. Scotch Melody. Arr. by A. Cvu,
Allegretto. DUtiT.
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1. When the ros - y morn-ing dawneth,
2. 'T is there we meet our teachers,

3. 'Tis there our hearts are softened,

4. Then come when morning dawneth,
ACCOM p. ^

Sab-bath
and so
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Each blessed Sab-bath day,
So earnest and so kind,

'Tis there we're taught to pray,
Each blessed Sab-bath day,

We h«il the gen - tie

Who feel that lit - tie

And walk with hum - ble
We '11 hail the gen - tie
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summons Tliat bids us haste
children, A Sa-viour's love

footsteps The straight and nar
summons, And haste with joy
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To our plea - sant Sun
In our pleasant, &c.
In our pleasant, «kc.

To our pleasant, &c,
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146 A DAY IN THE WOODS.
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Words and Music by Rev. A. A. Oralis.
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1. How welcome the day that reveals to the sight. The Sun-day School pic-nic, the children's delight ; As
2. The goodness of God, and his wisdom, and power. We read in the wildwood, the field and the flower; The
3. We pity the young, who would happiness win, Where revelry reigns in the temples of siu ; Who
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free as the air, or the bird on the wing, We lift up our banner and raerri • ly sing. A
charms that surround us, the glories above, Declare his compassion, forbearance, and love,

pleasure pursue, »t the banquet, or ball, But turn from the works of the Maker of all.
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woods for me, A day in the woods for me,Where flow'rets are blushing, and streamlets are gushing,A
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day in the woods for me.
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The pleasures of sin will defile and destroy,

The pleasures we seek never injure nor cloy
;

They lighten the heart when by sorrow oppressed.

And leave not the sting of remorse in their breast.— Cho

Then march to the woods where the banquet is spread,
A beautiful banner waves over your head ;

The Sunday-School army's recruiting to-day.

Then fall in the ranks— for we're marching away. -Ch.it

1



OUR SABBATH HOME. 147

"Words and Music by Rtv. A. A. Gralit
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1. \\ e sing of the Home where we all love to come. The home of the uirls and the boys ;

2. Yes, here is the place, full of beau - ty and grace, For au - geis refuse not to Coiue
;
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CHORUS.
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that is a spot that is ner - er forgot, By those who have tasted its )<>rs. Sing, sing,
They pause in their flight to the regions of light, And smile on our dear Sabbath Home.
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sing. The praise of our dear Sabbath Home ; If wisdom and worth you would find upon earth,

i

r^s-**——*-- n -m—
lSt3EEifgE S ^ZL. ' q_

>fc* A
:z=P

come to eur dear Sabbath Home.

*-r- -£^11=-
£=t i

—

m! t^Z_i

"iszitazz

I k"PI > ? \ * p> i

3 'Tis here in our youth, that the lessom of truth,
Are written on memory's page ;

And stored in the sou!, they will sweetly control,
Our childhood, our manhood and age. 6'Ae.

4 While others may roam from our dear Sabbath
Home,

I'll lore it though others despise
;

I'll pray for it sti!i. and I'll work for \H weal,
Till called to my Hume ir the skies. C'*»>



148
SOLO, QUARTET, or CHORUS

THERE WAS A PLACE IN CHILDHOOD.
Arr. by Jaux Gib»ox.
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1. There was a place in childhood, That I re-raember well; And there a voice of 6weerest tone.Brurht
2. When fai-ry tales were ended/* Good night," 6he softly said,And kiss

1

d. and laid me down to sleep,With-
3. In the sickness of my childhood, The pe-rils of my prime, The sorrows of my rip-er years, Th«
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fai-ry tales did tell ; And gentle words, and fond embrace,Were giv'n withjoy to me, When I was in that
in my ti - ny bed; And holy words she taught me there, Methinksl yet can see Her angel eyes, as

cares of every time ; WhendoHbt or danger weigh' d me down,Then pleading all for me, It was a fer-vent
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hap-py place, Up-on my mother's knee, My mother dear, My mother dear, My gen-tle, gen-tle mother
close I knelt, Beside my mother' s knee, My mother dear, &c,

prayer to heav'n,Thatbent my mother's knee, My mother dear, &c.
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HOSANNA! BE OUR CHEERFUL SONG. Arr.br Cull. 149
! ^J^r/to.—QUARTETTE, or SEMI-CHORUS. . ,
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1. Ho-san - na ! be our cheerful song, To Christ, our Saviour-kh.g ; His praise, to whom we
2. Ho-san - na ! here, in joy- ful bands, Let old and young proclaim ; And hail, with voi-cts,

3. Ho-snn - na ! sound from hill to hill, And spread from plain to plain.While louder, sweeter,

4. Ho-san - na ! on the wings of light, O'er earth and o-eean, fly,— Till morn to eve, and
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all be - long, Let all u - nite, and sing,

hearts, and hands, The Son of Da - vid's name,
clear - er still, Woods echo to the strain,

noon to night, And heav'n to earth, re - ply.

Sing, sing, and praise the Lord, To
Sing, sing, <fcc.

Sing, siug, <fcc.

Sing, sing, <fcc.

5?*-#

==SE
-—r—*—*-

him our praise be - longs ; Sing, sing, and praise our God, He loves to hear our sougs.
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150 THOUGH I'M BUT A LITTLE MAIDEN;
Words by Mrs. M. A. Kiddek. or, G-OD'S SO GOOD TO ME.* Music arr. by A. Cull.

^ Solo or Dukt. Andante, v ^
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1. Though I'm but a lit - tie

2. All this wis - dom, pure and

W
maid - en,

ho - ly,
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Not so
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you,
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care my heart's ne'er lad - en,

wild flower, sweet and low - ly,

1st time SOLO, repeat for CHORUS.

Though sad
From the

Yet
To

that heart is true

;

the glo - rious day

—

When
When I

see
see

the
the

bright stars glist - en
rose - tree bios - som, Hear the wind's soft
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sky;
sigh,

And
And
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SELECTED AND ORIGINAL HYMNS. 151

t. I have watched the dark blue ocean,
Restless in its pride,

And have felt my soul's devotion
Leaping with the tide

;

"When I liear the brook's low music,
Sweetly murmuring by,

And feel that God 's so good to me

—

Oh! none so glad as 1.

4. Loving friends are ever near me,
Shielding me from wrong;

Gentle strangers press to hear me
Sing my simple song

;

When I know such care surrounds me,
Love that can not die,

And feel that God 's so good to me

—

Oh I none so glad as I

TEMPERANCE CALL.

Tunc—page 123.

1. CniLDRKN nil, both great and small,

Answer to the temp' ran ce call

;

Mary, Marg'ret, Jane, and Sue,
Charlotte, Ann, and Fanny too.

Qkorus—Cheerily, heartily, come along,

Sign our pledge, and sing our song.

t» No strong drink shall pass our lips,

lie's in danger who but sips.

Come, then, children, one and all,

Answer to the temp' ranee call.

Chor. Cheerily, &c.

8. "Where 'a the boy that would not shrink
From the bondage of strong drink ?

Come, then, Joseph, Charles, and Tom,
Henry, Samuel, James, and John.

Chor. Cheerily, &o.

eV Who have misery, want and wo?
And who to the bottle go?
We resolve their road to shun.
And in temp'rance paths to run.

Chor- Cheerfully, &e.

o. Good cold water does for DJ ;

Costs no money, makes none worse,
Gives no bruises : steals no brains •

Breeds no quarrels, woes, nor pains.

Chor. Steadily, &c.

6. Who would life and health prolong?
Who'd be happy, wise, and strong?
Let alone the drunkard's bane,
Half-way pledges are in vain.

Chor. Cheerfully, joyfully, you and you,
Sign the pledge, and keep it too.

LITTLE SCHOOLMATES, CAN YOU TELL.

Tune—S. Bell, No. 1, p. 57.

FIRST CLASS.

1. Little schoolmates, can you tell

Who has kept us s;ih.- and well
Through the watches of the night,
Brought us safe to see the light?

SECOND OLA 88.

2. Yes ; it is our God doth keep
Little children while they sleep

;

He has kept us safe from harm,
Sheltered by his powerful arm.

4.

PIP.ST CLASS.

Can you tell who gives us food,

Clothes, and home, and parents good,
Schoolmates dear, and teachers kind,
Useful books, and active mind?

SECOND CLASS.

Yes ; our heavenly Father's care
Gives us all we eat and wear

;

All our books, and all our friends,

God, in kindness, to us sends.

CHORUS.

5. Oh, then, l<»t us thankful be,

For his mercies large and free;

Every morning let us raise

Our young voices in his praise.



15Z THESE IS A BEAUTIFUL WORLD.
INDICATED TO SUMMERFJELD WASHINGTON AVE. SUNDAY SCHOOL. J. M. Holmm.
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world where peace and plea
world Where tears shall nev
dark - ness nev - or en
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I CHORUS TO EACH VERSE.
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SPABKLING AND BRIGHT. 153
Words by Mrs. R. 3. Dawa. Music arrange*! by II. Watkr&.mm * i
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1. Spark -ling and bright in its li - quid light, la the wa- £e? in our glass -
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'Twill give you health, 't will give you wealth, Ye lads and ro - sy

CHORUS.
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There *s nothing so good for the youth-ful blood, Or sweet as the sparkling wa tur.

>
2. Better thin gold is the water cold,

From the crystal fountain flowing
;

A calm delight, both day and night,

To happy homes bestowing.
Chorus—Qh, thca resign, 4c.
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3. Sorrow has fled from the heart that bled

—

Of the weeping wife and mother,
They'd given up the poisoned cup,

Son, husband, daughter, brother.
Chorus—Oh* then resign, &c



154 A LITIXE WORD IN KINDNESS SAID.
Arranged by H. "Waters.
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2. A word, a look, has crushed to earth

Full many a budding flower,

|: Which, had a smile but owned its birth,

"Would bless life's darkest hour. :[

3. Then deem it not an idle thing,

A pleasant word to speak :

||
: The '.^e you wear, the thoughts you bring;

:

^art Tsay heal or break. -\



WEEPING SOUL NO LONGER MOURN. 155

From Golden Trio by permission. Wm. B. Bradbury.
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eep -ing soul, no
r

iew bim bleed-ing

long - er mourn,
tbe tree,

all thy grft-fs bath borne; >

for thee ; )

2 All thy crimes on him were laid

See upon his blameless head
Wrath its utmost vengeance pours,
Due to my offense and yours

;

Weary sinner, keep thine eyes
On the atoning sacrifice.

3 Cast thy guilty soul on him,
Find him mighty to redeem

;

At his feet thy burden lay

Look thy doubts and fears away
;

.now by faith tho Son embrace,
Plead his promise, trust his grace.

Lord thy arm must be revealed,

Are I can by /aith be healed
;

Since I scarce can look to thee,

Cast a gracious eye on me
;

At thy feet myself I lay,

Shine, oh, shine my sins away.

FALSE CONFIDENCE
1.

Oxce I thought my mountain strong.

Firmly fixed no more to move ,

Then my Saviour was my song,

Then my soul was filled with love;

Those were happy, golden days.

Sweetly spent in pray'r and praise

Uttle. then, myself I knew,
Little thought of Satan's power ;

Now 1 feel my sins renew,
Now I feel the stormy hour :

Sin has put m.v joys :o flight

—

Sin has turned my day to night.

3.

Saviour ! shine, and cheer my soul,

Bid my dying hopes revive ;

Make my wounded spirit whole ;

Far away the tempter .Irive ,

ISpeak the word, ami set me free—

iLet me live alouo to The*.



156 MY BROTHER, I WISH YOU WELL!
nndi D. C.

eJ \^ vj^ -m-& &
1. My brother, I wish you well ' My brother, I wish you well ! When my Lord calls I trust I hall be mentioned

id the proraised land.
Cho. Be mentioned in the promised land, Be mentioned in the promised land, When my L >rd calls I trust i

shall Be meutioned in the promised land.

2 My sister, I wish you well!

My sister, I wish you well ! etc.

3 My father, I wish you well!

My father, I wish you well! etc.

4 My mother, I wish you well!

My mother, I wish you well ! etc.

6 My neighbors, I wish you well!

My neighbors, I wish you well! etc.

6 My pastor I wish you well

!

My pastor, I wish you well! etc.

7 Young converts, 1 wish you well!

Young converts, I wish you well ! etc.

8 Poor sinner, I wish you well!

Poor sinner, I wish vou well! etc.

O! THESE WILL BE MOURNING. F,»m H.um-.u h4rp.
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I. ! there will be mourning, mourning, mourning, mourning, ! there will be mourning. At the
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judgment-seat of (Jhrist.

-tS>- 5z3
Parents and children there will part, Parents and c-hil Iren

there will part, Parents and children there will part, Will part to mee

2. ! there will be mourning, kc. || : Wires and husbands there will part, :|| Will part to meet no more.
2. 0! there will be mourning. &c. j| : Brothers aud sisters there will part, :|j Will part to meet no more.
4. O ! there will be mourning, &c. || : Friends and neighbors there will part:|| Will part to meet no more.
5. O ! there will be mourning, kc. \\: Pastors and people there will part, :.|| Will part to meet no more.
6. O ! there will be mourning, kc. || • Teachers and children there will part, :

|| Will part to meet no mure.
7. ! there will be shouting, &c. jj : Saints and angels there will meet, : || Will meet to part no more.
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Almighty ruler of the skies. 33
Awake my tongue 33

As flows the rapid river 64

Away to Sabbath School— 132

A welcome to all 138

A Home beyond the tide- .. 140

Anniversary Hymn 142

A day in the woods 146

A little word in kindness... 154

A grain of corn 35
Alas and did my Saviour. .- 125

Am I soldier of the cross. -. 85
And must I be 113

Another happy golden year. 142
Beautiful river 4

Brightest and best 28
Be kind to the loved ones. . - 46
Beautiful home above 58
Blessings on the children.. 96
Be a Christian 98

Be kind to thy father 46
Christ for me 10
Childhood's happy hours ... 34
Call the children early 50
Come to Jesus even now... 53
Christmas bells are ringing. 56
Christmas Chimes 60
Carol 65
Carol, Christians, carol.... 100
Chime an 126
Come O my 6oul i 32
Come sing "to me ef heaven. 106
Come ye sinners 107
Come saith Jesus 107
Come we that love the Lord 84

Come sin£ aloud 93

Come to the Sabbath 102
Come children let us gather. 122
Children all both great 151

Don't you hear the angels.. 6

Dare to be right 76
Dear Jesus let thv pitving. 141

Don't forget to read..". 108
Even me 74

Fear not little flock 84
Father hear ! to thee we raise 31

Give me Jesus 73
Good resolves 99
Gloria in excelsis 157

Go to Sunday School 86
Glory to the Lamb 115
Glory to God 84

God >ivho gave us 117
Holy angels in their flight.. 6
Heavenly home sweet home 8
Hosanna to the Lamb of God 32
How little things increase.. 35
Heavenly Father grant thy. 38
How precious the dying 41

Happy days of childhood ... 71

Holy angels sons of glory.. 80
Heaven bless the school... 102
Hosanna be our cheerful... 149
Hear ye not a voice 115
Have you ever heard - 13
Happy day 68
Hark ! the swelling breezes. 119
Hail or

#
rain or wind 143

How welcome the day 146
Heavenward traveler 3
Is dear Jesus coming mother 7
I am thinking of home 14

I want to cross over 20
I'll awake at dawn 40
In that happy land 48
In the rosy light 63
I offer thee this heart 72
If I come to Jesus 109
I must be a loving child 123
In the sun, the moon, 1^3
I have cast my doing down. 91
I'm a lonely traveler here.- 3
In childhood's young 34
If we are old enough to sin. 43
I'll pray for the dear Sabbat h 99
If you cannot on the ocean. 1 1

6

Jesus we thy lambs 26
Jesus shall reign wheree'er. 33
Joy bells ringing 36
Jesus I my cross have 39
Jesus paid it all 91

Jesus Saviour at thy bidding 92
Just now 5

Jesus meek and gentle 117
Jesus to thy dear arms 59
Jerusalem my happy home. 74
Jesus lover of my soul .. 107

Jesus said 111 gladly suffer. 53
Jesus died for you 125

Jesus by the Sea 18

Kind shepherd lead me 78
Lead them to thee.- 37

Let us pray 44

Little wanderer 59

Lord I hear of showers 74

Little schoolmates can you. 151

Lord we are youug 115



158 INDEX .—Concludes

More like Jesus 17

Music everywhere 94

My precious Sunday-school. 95

My mother dear Ill

Merrily the temperance hom 130

My brother I wish you well. 156

Missionary hymn 11

9

My days are gliding 107

New Sunday-school army.. 15

Nothing but leaves 1 44

Nothing either great- 91

O, be glad ye children 13

Over the river 27

O 'give thanks 49

Our glad voices 104

Our hearts are young 128
Our Sabbath home 147

O ! there will be mourning. 156
Our Call 117

Oh you must be a lorer. ... 85

O thou in whose presence.. 114

Once I thought 155

Oft the soul to heaven rises. 44
O how my spirit longs 58
O happy day 68
Oh Jivont vou be a christian 98
Our school is like a vineyard 118
On every sunny mountain.. \35
Pressing onward 66
Pilgrims and wanderers.... 68
Rouse thee child of heaven. 9

Resting by and bv 12
Rally for the school 22
Response^to Jesus paid it all 91

Read the Bible 108
Shall we meet beyond 25
icrrow shall come again .... 30.

Sabbath bells are ringing... 57
Spring buds swreet 57
Say brothers will you meet. 67
Shout the glad tidings 82
Sister thou wast mild 129
Shout the tidings 134
Sparkling and bright 153
Shall we gather at the river 4

Save O Jesus save 124
Shining shore 107
Sinners turn whv will ve die 107
Sinner come will you go... 69
The Sabbath-school bell... 16

There'll be no sorrow there. 106
The Golden Throne 21

The Angels Song.. 244
Thanks to our Father 31

The Sunday-school 35
The Beautiful Souls above. 52
The bright hills of glory 54
Thou God seest me 70
The children's Tedeum 88
The heavenly gift 93
The dewy rose of Sharon... 110
Twinkle little star 123
The silvery Christmas bells. 120
Tis well 135
There's work enough 136
The laborers 139

The winds may blow 143

There is a beautiful world.. 152
The merry bells are ringing. 65

The swelling breezes 119

To our homes 137
There was a place 148
Though I'm but a little 150

Temperance Call 151

There ia a fountain 1 2*1

The young convert 84
The Lord into bis garden.. 112
The heavenward traveler.. o
They are sowing their seed. 42
There are beautiful souls... 52
The Judgment hymn 113
The morning sun is bright.- 132
Waiting by the river II

Waiting for the crown 66
Who was in the manger laid 23
What shall the harvest be.. 42
We're not too young 43
When on earth our dear... 51
Wild birds now are singing 57
We are going 62
We'll stem the storm 74
What shall I do with Jesus Jo
We love the happy school-. 86
What can children do 87
We'll thank him 122

Wandering stranger 133
We're a band of children.. 137
We meet again 141

When the rosy morning 145
We'll give our hearts 105
We all can do something.. 118
Wheree'er my little 70
We praise Thee we bless ... 88
We are out on the ocean... 140

Weeping soul no longer... 155
When converts 84
When faint and weary ..... Vt
We are traveling home .... 48

Would you be a blessing... 139
We sing of the home I

*

Xour mission *» »»



Reduced Prices of Music Books Published by HORACE WMTERS,
THE ATHENy^EUM COLLECTION contains five hundred and twelve pages of tunes and hymns, new

and old, of the choicest kinds, for Church, Sunday School, Revival, Missionary, Temperance, Prayer and
Conference, and all kinds of sacred and social meetings. Prices—bound, 90 cents, $80 per 100 ; cloth bound,
embossed gilt, $1.00, #90 per 100. Postage 15 cents.

•'WATERS' CHORAL HARP."—A new book for Sunday Schools. It contains 160 pages and about
200 choice tunes and hymns. It is one of the best books ever issued. Price, paper covers, 25 cents, $20 per
100. Bound, 30 cents, $25 per 100. Cloth bound, embossed gilt, 40 cents, $35 per hundred.

SABBATH SCHOOL BELL, No. 1, contains 144 pages, and nearly 200 tunes and hymns; styles and
prices same as "Zion's Refreshing Showers."

NEW SABBATH SCHOOL BELL, No. 2, {New Edition,) contains 160 pages. A new volume, different

words and music from Bell No. 1. Prices same as "Zion's Refreshing Showers." Nearly 1,200,000 of these
Bells have been issued.

BELL Nos. 1 and 2 can be obtained in one volume, price bound, 55 cents, $50 per 100 ; cloth bound,
embossed gilt 65 cents, $60 per 100. Both Bells and Choral Har» bound in one volume, 80 cents, $70 per 100.

Cloth bound, embossed gilt, $1.00, #90 per 100. Postage 10 cents.

THE DAY SCHOOL BELL. A new singing book for day schools and seminaries. It contains 228 pages
of choice songs, duets, rounds, catches, trios, quartets, and choruses, including 32 pages of the Elements of Music.
Prices, paper covers, 30 cents, $25 per 100; bound 35 cents, $30 per 100; cloth bound, embossed gilt, 45 cents,

#40 per hundred ; 25 copies furnished at the hundred price.

ZION'S REFRESHING SHOWERS. (Issued Feb. 1867.) A New Revival Hymn and Tune Book,
containing 300 hymns and tunes principally used by Whitfield, Wesley, Knapp, Nettleton, Finney, Earl, Ham-
mond, Potter, and other Evangelists in their revival meetings. Price, paper covers, 25 cents, $2.50 per dozen,
£20 per 100 ; board covers 30 cents, $3.50 per dozen, $25 per 100 ; cloth, embossed gilt, 40 cents, $4.50 per dozen,

$35 per 100. Mailed at the retail price. Compiled by Horace Waters, author of Sabbath School Bell
Nos. 1 and 2, which have had the enormous sale of One Million and nearly Two Hundred Thousand
copies.

"THE DIADEM."—^ new Sunday School Hymn and Tune Book, containing 128 pages of very choice

Music, mostly new, for Sunday School and devotional meetings. This work is of a higher order than any S. S.

book yet published. It is edited by S. J. Vail, one of our most popular music composers. Prices same as

"Zion's Refreshing Showers."

"THE CHRISTIAN MELODIST."—A New Hymn and Tune Book of 128 pages of new and standard

hymns and tunes, for revival and devotional meetings, Sunday School and Church worship generally. This book
is just what is needed by all the Churches, in their social meetings for conference and prayer. Prices same as
44 Zion's Refreshing Showers."

44 HEAVENLY ECHOES "—77*? New Sunday School Singitig Book—now ready. Compiled by
Horace Waters. " Heavenly Echoes " is adapted expressly for the Sabbath School room, and no pains or

expense has been spared to make it the most complete and popular Sunday School Singing book ever issued. In

the collection will be found "Yotm" Mission," " Beautiful River•," " Shall we know each other there V etc,

together with a variety of entirely new and beautiful pieces. Prices same as " Zion's Refreshing Showers."

HOKACE WATERS, 481 Broadway, Mw York.



160 WATER
T PRZSIHIIim FIAIffOS,

With Iron Frame, Overstrung Bass, and Agraffe Bridge.

PARLOR, CHURCH & CA
100

The best manufactured, "warranted for six years.
PIANOS, MELODEONS and ORGANS of six first-class makers, at low prices for Cash, c-r. *n*.

quarter cash, and the balance in monthly installments, for rent, and rent money applied if purchased. Second-nana
Instruments at great bargains. Illustrated Catalogues mailed. (Mr. Waters is tlie author of six Sunday
School Music Books)" Heavenly Echoes." and " New S. S. Bell," just issued.)

TESTIMONIALS;
The Waters' Pianos are known as among the very best.—ST. Y. Evangelist.
We can speak of the merits of the Waters' Pianos, from personal knowledge, as being of fJb» «*e?»'h#«« quai^y.

—Christian Intelligencer.
The Horace Waters' Pianos are built of the beet and most thoroughly seasoned material— Advocate ana journal
We have two of Waters' Pianos in our Seminary, which have been severely tested for three years, and we cab

testify to their good quality and durability—Wood & Gregory, Mount Carroi, 111.

Having used one of Waters' Piano Fortes for two years past, I have found it a very superior instrument—
Alonzo Gray. Principal Brooklyn Heights Seminary.

Our friends will find at Mr. Waters1 store the very best assortment of Pianos, Melodeons, and Organs to be found
in the United States.—Graham's Magazine.

Musical Doings.—Since Mr. Horace Waters save up publishing sheet music, he has devoted his whole capital

and attention to the manufacture and sale of Pianos, Melodeons, and Organs. He has just issued a Catalogue of his

New Instruments, giving a new Scale of Prices which show a marked reduction fromformer rates, and his Pianos
have recently been awarded the First Premium at several Fairs. Many people of the present day, who are attrac-

ted, if not confused, with the flaming advertisements of rival piano houses, probably overlook a modest manufac-
turer like Mr. Waters; but we happen to know that his instruments earned him a good reputation lone before Expo-
sitions, and the "honors" connected therewith, were ever thought of; indeed, we have one of Mr. Waters' Pianos
now in our residence (where it has stood for years), of which any manufacturer in the world might well be proud.
We have always been delighted with it as a sweet toned and powerful instrument, and there is no doubt of its dur-

ability ; more than this, some of the best amateur players in the city, as well as several celebrated pianists, have
performed on the said piano, and aLl pronounce it a superior and first class instruments. Stronger endorsements \v«

•ould not give—Home Journal.

Wttrerooms, No. -4^1 Broadway, New York.
HORACE WATERS * CO.









NEW SCALE PIANOS,
With Iron Frame, Overstrung Bass and

Agraffe Bridge*

M E L. 0*r> EO IV S
AND

Oatoi?aet Organs,
THE BEST MANUFACTURED.

Warranted for Six Years.

Illustrated Catalogues mailed. A large discount made

to Ministers, Churches, Sunday-schools, Temperance

Societies, Lodges, etc.

A GREAT OFFER

!

Horace Waters, 481 Broadway, N. Y.,

Will dispose of One Hundred Pianos, Melo-
deons. and Organs, of six first class maker. , inclu-

ding Waters' s, at extremely low prices for cask, or will

take from $4 to $15 monthly until paid ; the same to let,

and rent applied if purchased. New 7-octave PIANOS,
modern improvements, for $275, cash. A new kind of
PARLOR ORGAN, the most beautiful style and per-

fect tone ever made, now on exhibition at 481 Broadway,
New York.

£=2S£S2S:

TESTIMONIALS OP WAIEES' PIANOS, MELODEONS, AND
•.OBGANS.

Mr. Waters' name is so familiar to Sabbath Schools,

that, as we mention it, we call to mind the thousands of'

Sunday-school singir.g books he has distributed widely
over the land. During an active business experience in

this city of over twenty years, his name has become of
standard reputation in musical matters, and more espe-

cially of late in the manufacture of pianos and organs. An
opportunity lately offered us of examining the quality of
his musical instruments justifies us in the assertion tlrat

they are admirably adapted to household use, being at

once moderac- in price and of excellent tone. Mr. Waters
has adopted success.ully the plan of installment- payments
fo. instruments ; by which a person is allowed from one
to two years to pay for his piano or organ, depositing a
small payment at first, and monthly thereafter. This
feature has become more extensive than any reader would
suppose in the sa'e of pianos, and Mr. Waters now sends
his instruments into all parts of the United States, giving

enjoyment to hundreds of homes, and accommodating in

a liberal way many who vtould otherwise be deprived of

this the best of home pleasures.— The I ^dependent.
New York.

The Waters' Melodeon used here in the Baptist
Church for the past eight years, without any repairs, is

still used, and has remained a first-iate instrument in

spite ol the weather and the hard usage it has been sub-
ject to.

—

J. Hendricks, Jr., Tiermont, Ar
. Y.

I have given the Melodeon a fair trial, and think it

the best instrument of the kind I have ever heard.
Nothing could induce me to part with it.

—

G. B. Doug-
lass, Medina, N. Y.

1 he $200 Organ we had of you is powerful enough to

fill the church. The different combinations with sub-bass
give a reasonable variety, and the tones are rich and
sweet. Any church having such an instrument as this

has a treasure.

—

C. A. Buckbee, Pastor Bap. Church,
San Francisco, Cal.
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