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INDEX OF TUNES.

Across the lake. TO
; HappV are the chil-

Araby's daughter. . . 98 dren 85
A soft answer 76 Happy day . 81
Auld laiig syne 62 Happy land 109
Away with melan- i

Happy meeting. ... 65
choly 60 1 Harp 'that once thro'

Barbara Allen 154; Tara's halls 78
Begone dull care. . . 42 1 Hop, hop, hop. ..*... 117
Ben Bolt 98 1 ain as happy 146
Blue bells of Scot- ! I am happv 45

land 142 In a cottage 121
Blue-e3'ed Mary 58; Indian chiefs song. SS
Blue Juniata. .*. 80 ! Indian philosopher . 57
Boatman's song 128 ! I won't be a nun ... 114
Bonnie Doon. ...... 52 IJohn Anderson 106
Bounding billows. . .

140J
Join we in chorus. . 53

Bower of' prayer 1181 Joyfully, joyfully . . 26
Bruce"s Address ..... Ill

[

Last rose of summer *2S

Buy a broom 139 Life let us cherish . . 23
Chant 155 Lightly row 123
Cheer up my livelv jLike mists on the

lads \ 8S ' mount 105
Child in heaven .... 96 Lilla Dale 86
Come rest in this

i

Little things 19
bosom 148 !

Long, long ago 73
Look out upon the

stars 115
Lovely rose 43
Love one another. . . 136
Merry Swiss boy. .. 90

Come to the Sunday
school 51

Comin' through the
rye 110

Crambambuli 68
Days of absence. . . 132 i Millennial dawn
De Fleury 122 Morn amid the
livening bell 59 mountains 56
Far away 34' Mother at rest 64
First beginnings ... 112 1 My Bible leads, &c.. 108
God speed the richt 69 Mv country 92
Oo. forget me ...... 32 Oft in the stilly night 104
Golden Rule 61 O may my heart, &c. 27
Good-bye 156 O may truth 115
Gootl-night- 13o O no,' I never men-
Good old times 127 tion him 50
Go to my mother. . . 119 On Sabbath morn. . . 46
Granite State 116 O Susanna 75

I PAGE
swiftly glides the
bonnie boat 24

Parting hymn lOo
]Jemember me 31

lto.sc of Allandale. . . 126
Eose that all are

praising 36
Schoolmaster's song. 40
Sing, sing, brother. . 33
Sweet Afton 82
Sweet home 74
S%veet story of old.. 134
The blind boy 131
The nosegay girl . . . 102
The pilgrim 47
There is an hour. . . 20
The watcher 18
Thou. Lord, reign'st

in this bo.som 22
Troubadour 107
Try, try airain 4S
Very li'ttle things. . . 103
Wait for the wagon. 54
Wake and sing 15
Watchman, tell us of

I the night 144
Wayfaring man 150
'What fairv-like mu-

sic
'. 66

1

What is it shOAvs, &c. 94
;When shall we meet 158
'When silence reigns 120
When the dav with
rosy light.." 84

W'hen the flowers,

&c 157
While passing, «fec. . 91

,
Will j-ou come to the
bower 16

' Woodman, spare
that tree 44

Yankee Doodle 124
Yonder "s my home . 30

Note.—By comparing the above Index with the Index of Songs, it will

be observed that ''innocent sounds," "moving strains," and "melting

measures" are "retained in virtue's cause."—Sec page 154.
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PREFACE.

It may perhaps be said by some that the country is now
flooded with musical works of every description. Admitting

the truth of this, we still believe, that while the world stands

there will be room for more ; and the Scriptural assertion,

" Of making many books, there is no end," will continue true.

We, therefore, offer no apology for presenting a new work,

or for the work itself; as we have done our best to make it

what it was designed to be, viz., a good and desirable song-

book for the youth of our country. We have not introduced

anything but what we believed would add to interest or

utility ; and we sincerely hope, that the purchaser will enjoy

in the use of the book at least a tithe of the pleasure which

we have experienced in preparing it.

The following peculiar features of the present work will

here be briefly noted :

—

First. Instead of following the common method of spreading

music, we have made use of musical signs, repeats, &c., in

such a manner as to afford the most music for the least pos-

sible space : and we know of no work of the same size which

contains such a large number and variety of tunes.

Second. We have consulted the tastes of youth generally

;

in the selection of melodies, in providing a liberal supply of

chorus tunes, also in the introduction of pictures. The intro-

duction of plates in a musical work is truly a novel feature,

yet it is believed, that all who examine them will admit that

they are of a character to add interest to the work, and
deepen the impressions made by the music and poetry.
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Third. The collection of dialogues in song has been pre-

pared -with care, and will doubtless be hailed by teachers and
scholars as an important acquisition in their preparation for

exhibitions, &c.

Fourth. Some of the music, and much of the poetry is

original, and the greater part of the remainder has been ar-

ranged expressly for this work.

Fifth. In the writing and selection of songs no pains have

been spared to introduce such sentiments as tend to elevate

the morals, refine and purify the affections, win youth into

the paths of knowledge, virtue, and piety ; and at the same
time render the composition of a lively and pleasing char-

acter.

There is sterling worth in the oft-quoted adage of an an-

cient philosopher, "Let me make the ballads of a nation, and

I care not who makes the laws ;" and it was with a vivid

sense of the durability of impressions made by the songs of

early childhood that the present work was prepared. The

sentiment, " If we save the young we save all," is unques-

tionably true, and with this in view, we trust that the present

work will be reckoned as a well-directed eflFort of an earnest

lover of youth to persuade them to shun the paths of vice

and folly, and walk in wisdom's ways.

We are rejoiced to know that the introduction of vocal

music into schools of learning has been so long and success-

fully tried, and has proved such a valuable aid, in both

government and instruction, that it can no longer be consid-

ered an experiment ; and we hope the day is not far distant

when there will be found in every school throughout our

land a band of youthful choristers assiduously cultivating a

musical taste, while in their hearts they cherish a hope of

uniting in that universal song of praise which is heard only

in " the land of the blest."



ELEMENTS OF VOCAL MUSIC.

1> Musical sounds axe expressed by six cliaracters, called notes,

viz. :

—

whole half quarter eighth sixteenth thirty-second
note. note. note. note. note. note.

o 5
r

m
1

5.
\1 ^ ^

2. The O is the longest note now in use, and is equal to two

»
1

four ( eight
\

sixteen ^ or thirty-two 1^

In other words, each note succeeding the whole note is half as

long as the one which precedes it.

3* There are also characters indicating silence, which are called

rests, viz. :

—

whole half quarter eighth sixteenth thirty-second
rest. rest. rest. rest. rest. rest.

- - r 1 ^ 3
4. A . placed before a note or rest increases its value one-hal£

A. Q» equals
|

j a p * equals * r j^ &c.

5. The figure 3, placed over any notes, shows that three of those

notes are to be sung in the time of two of the same denomination.

6. The length of notes is measured by counting, or beating time

with the hand. If we give four beats to a O we must give two

to a P one to a ^ &c.

Let the pupils beat time and count to the following exercise :

—

3

I
^

a. a, l,r,

Pown, left, right, up.

• d,l,r,u, d,l,r. u. d, 1, r, u. d, l,r,
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7. The pitch of musical sounds is regulated by a musical staff,

consisting of five lines and four spaces. Each line and space is

designated by one of the first seven letters of the alphabet. If

more sounds are required, short lines, called Leger lines, are

added.

8. There are two staves in use—the Treble and Bass—which are

distinguished by the G and F Clef. The ^M fixes G upon the

second line of the Treble staff. The TT * fixes F upon the

fourth line of the Bass staff.

^^^ The following is a simple method of imprinting upon the

minds of the pupils the position of the letters on the staff. Let

them observe that the letters upon the spaces of the Treble staff

form the word Face ; they will then readily remember that the

letters upon the lines follow those upon the spaces in alphabeti-

cal order. In like manner, let them read the word Aceg upon
the spaces of the Bass staff, and trace out the letters upon the

lines in connection with this word.

9. All music is divided into equal measures by perpendicular

lines, called Bars. There may be different notes in the same
measure, but the amount of time in each measure must be the

same.

10. The figures at the beginning of a piece of music indicate the

time. The upper figure denotes the number of counts or beats

in each measure, and the lower shows the length of a note to

each beat.

11. Double and triple measure are accented on the first part;

quadruple, on the first and third; sextuple, on the first and

fourth.

1^. Two or more notes, united by hooks or a slur, are to be sung

to oue syllable. # #
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13. A pause f^, shows that the note under it is to be prolonged.

14. A close III or H shows the end of a piece of music.

15. A repeat
I

shows that the strain before it is to be repeated.

16. D. C. signifies that you are to return to the beginning, and

end at the word " Fine." D. C. ^^ shows that you must return

to ^_ and end at " Fine."

17. The diatonic scale is formed by a succession of sounds which

are represented by the syllables Do, Re, Mi, Fa, Sol, La, Si, Do

;

also by the numerals 1, 2, 3, 4, 5, 6, 7, 8.

18. In the diatonic scale there are always five whole tones and two

semi-tones. The half tones fall between Mi and Fa, and between

Si and Do.

19. In the natural key. Do always commences on C. A sharp ^j*

. placed before a note, raises it half a tone ; a flat V depresses a

note half a tone ; a natural t| restores it to its original sound.

20. These characters are called accidentals when they occur in a

piece of music, and only aflFect the notes on the same line and

space in one measure ; but when they are placed at the begin-

ning of a piece of music, they indicate a new key, and are called

the signature.

JS^ As the scale always commences upon the key-note, it is im-

portant that pupils should be able to name the key, by glancing

at the signature. We would suggest the following method of

acquiring a facility for distinguishing diflTerent keys : When the

signature is composed of sharps, the key-note is always next to the

last sharp. If the sharp is on F, the key is G ; if on F and C,

the key is D, &c. The rule is difierent for flats : For the first

t>, which falls on B, the key-note is F, the third note below ; but

every other key formed by flats, the key-note is placed on the next

to the last b ; B and ED, give the key of BD ; B, E, and Ab,

give the key of fib ; B, E, A, and Db, give the key of Ab, &c.

Observe that the letters forming the word Bead, show the order

in which the first four flats are arranged upon the staff" as signar

tores.
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As pupils can read music correctly, without a knowledge of

the principles of transposition, we will omit an explanation,

which is difficult for children to comprehend.

We have not deemed it necessary to introduce the technical

terms and signs, which more properly belong to advanced pupils.

Our purpose was to present an outline of a course of musical in-

structions, for teachers to amplify and explain upon the black-

board,

If we could have allotted sufficient space, we should have been

happy to have written in a more simple and diffuse style, with

questions and answers suited to the capacities of children, and

yet we do not deem it necessary for a " Teacher's Manual," as

all teachers have a style of their own for imparting instruction.

"We will now briefly recapitulate the previous explanations :

—

Key of C. Key of G.

Do re,mi,fa,sol,la,si,do,si,la,sol,fa,mi,re, do.

1 2345678765432 1

Key of D. „ U Key of A.

Key of E. Key of F.

g^y^f^b. g FINE.Key of Bb



A SHORT LETTER TO THE CHILDREN, WHO SIXG

THE SONGS IN LINDEN HARP.

Dear Children,—I wish to say a few words to you,

before you commence to sing. I love you all very

much; and it is because I love you, that I have pre-

pared this book for you, hoping that you will find some

thoughts in it, which will lead you to the Saviour, who

loves you more than I, more than your dear parents,

more than any one on earth can love you. He loves

you so well, that he died for you, that you might live

forever with him in heaven.

I think you will enjoy singing these sweet songs, and

I shall count every one of you, who use this book, as my
friends.

I hope I shall have very many young friends, who

will not only be friends of mine, but friends of Jesus.

I should hke very much to be with you, and see your

sparkling eyes, and smiling faces, while you are engaged

in singing. I was just thinking if I were only a spirit, I

could visit you as often as I wish; and whenever I

heard your soft, mellow notes float through the air, I
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could join you, and enjoy the sweet music of my Fath-

er's dear children. But I expect to be a spirit ere long

—

we shall all be spirits; and if we are good, and serve

the Lord in this world, we shall be bright, happy spirits,

in that

" Happy land, far, far away."

Often, while I have been engaged in preparing this

book, my heart has been uplifted in prayer, that I may

be so happy as to meet many, nay, all of the dear

children who sing these songs, in that "happy land"

where we shall

*'—sweetly sing

Worthy is our Saviour King,

Loud let his praises ring,

Forevermore."

Till then, adieu.

From your friend,

LiLLA Linden.



INTRODUCTION,

AiE.—" Will you come to the bower ?"—See page 16.

1. O, see this Linden Harp,

T was just left at our door 1

A prettier music-book,

I never saw before.

Will you, will you, will you, will you,

buy a Linden Harp ?

Will you, will you, will you, will you,

buy a Linden Harp ?

2. Here are the melodies

We like so much to sing

;

The sound of these sweet notea

"WiU joyful memories bring.

"Will you, &C.

3. It warns us not to sin,

To curse, or steal, or lie,



12 INTRODUCTION.

From every evil path

With eager haste to fly.

Will you, &c

4. It teaches love to God,

Love for our country too

;

And love for every one

With whom we have to do.

Will you, &c.

6. It prompts in us good will

To foes, who from us turn

;

And when they treat us ill,

Bids good to them return.

Will you, &c.

6. It tells us to be kind

To all which God has made,

Nor crush the helpless worm
Beneath the foot or spade.

Will you, &c.

7. It speaks of Jesus' love,

How he for us has died,

That we with him above

May enter and abide.

Will you, &c.

8. It points us to the road

Mark'd by his precious blood;

And shows how we must live

To reach that blest abode.

Will you, «fea

9. And then it is so cheap,

I 'm sure I cannot see

How (with so much to please)

The book and price agree.

Will you, &c

10. For here are all the rules

To teach us how to sing,

And then these dialogues

Will still new pleasure bring.

Will you, &c.

11. And see, dear father, see!

What pretty pictures here

;

You '11 surely buy some books

For me, and brothers dear.

Will you, &c.

12. 0/ course, papa says "yes,"

For who can answer, " no,"

When such a book as this

Their children to them show T

Will you, &C.



ADVERTISEMENT.

We offer no recommendation for the present work because

we believe that it will recommend itself, and the book is

put at a price wMch wiU enable aU to examine and judge

for themselves.

Superintendents, if you would have the singing in your

Sabbath schools conducted with life and interest, let the

scholars be furnished with Harps.

Teachers, if you would have an eflficient aid in your gov-

ernment and labors of love for the moral and spiritual wel-

fare of your pupils, see that they are provided with Harps.

Parents, if you would see your children happy, procure

for them Linden Harps, and let them early learn to sing

the sweet Songs of Zion.

To all we say, read the Preface, Introduction, and List of

Tunes, and send on your orders.

160 PAGES. PRICE 25 CENTS.
THE USUAL DISCOUNT TO THE TBADE.

Single copies will be sent to any part of the United States,

postpaid^ on the receipt of 27 cents, or 9 postage stamps.

Four or more copies, sent to one address, post paid, at

the rate of 25 cents per copy.

Clergymen and teachers can have single copies for 21

cents, or 7 postage stamps.

Charity schools will be furnished gratuitously with one-
third the number they may order.

A number of active, enterprising Agents wanted.

N. B.—ADDRESS C. M. THAYER, Middletown, Conn.
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WAKE AND SING. P. M.

1. "Wake and sing I children, sing I

I. Wake and sing! children, sing!

ggjg^^g

'W-

GER1LA.N,

P
; Virtue's sons should ever
Naught should them dissever

j E - ver let us cher-ish,

( So when time shall perish,

I

Hap - py, hap - py be

;

From their mer - ry glee,

^^'^l^ 5,1 ^?7® and truth, l^^keand sing!
Fresh shall be our youth, ' »

child-ren, sing!

child-ren, sing!

•-^—^-t^m^^^m
E«3EB33E»iBEI.s3EfjEj

-^-^-^--L-^-i^
Heav'n itself with kindest pleasure, Lists to hear our joy-ful measure

:

Sing, O sing, a day is near us "When e - ter-nal joy shall cheer us.

-I— I— I— I— I— I— I—h—F-#-#-#-#-#-<»-#-#-|



16 SINGING SCHOOL.

O, what a love-ly thing It is to learn to sing,

And chant our Sa - viour's praise, Our sweet en - joy-ment here }

Makes eve - ry mo - ment dear, "While chanting these sweet lays.
J

CHORUS.

Will you, will yon, will you, will you come to sing-ing school?

I— I—I— I—I— I—I— I—#-#-#—I 1.^_-^__^.

N 1^

i

^ w - - -
I

Will you, will you, will you, will you come to sing-ing school ?

?=eE^r?ESEi
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SIXGIXG SCHOOL.
1. O, what a lovely thing

It ts to learn to sing,

And chant our Saviour's praise

:

Our sweet enjoyment here
Makes every moment dear,

While chanting these sweet lays.

Will you, will you, -vvill you, will you
come to singing school?

|

Will you, will you, will you, will you
come to singing school ?

j

2. My heart doth here aspire,
j

With ardent, warm desire,
i

To be like saints above, '

Where every heart and voice !

In sweetest songs rejoice, i

And praise a Saviour's love.

Will you, «fec.

3. My soul within doth burn,
|

While I true virtue learn, i

And tender feelings gain

;

j

Then what a lovely thing i

It is to learn to sing, i

Where love and friendship reign.

Will you, &c.
I

PRAISE TO GOD."
\

1. C!ome, let our voices join
In one glad song of praise;

i

To God, the God of love,

Our grateful hearts we raise.

Glory, glory, glory, glory, glory

;

God is love,

Glory, glory, glory. Hallelujah

;

God is love.

2. Now we are taught to read
The Book of life divine,

I

Where our Eedeemer s love I

And brightest glories shine.
|

Glory, &c. i

3. Within these hallow'd walls i

Our wand"ring feet are brought, i

Where prayer and praise ascend.
And heavenly truths are taught

|

Glory, &c <

4. For blessings such as these.
Our gratitude receive

;

j

Lord, here accept our hearts-
T is all that we can give.

Glory, .fee I

WELCOME TO SPRING.
1. Joy, joy, through all the land,

For winter's reign is o'er

;

Spring leads her lovely band
From hill to river shore.

Welcome, welcome, welcome, wel-
come, welcome joyous spring.

Welcome, welcome, welcome, wel-
come, welcomejoyous spring.

2. Adieu, O wintry storm

!

Blue are the sunny skies;

And in the sunshine warm,
A thousand blossoms rise.

Welcome, &c

3. Blest be the happy land.

With snows or verdure strown.
Long mark'd by God's o-wn band.
As Freedom's chosen throne.

Welcome, »fec.

4. And bless'd the God who sends
The changing seasons play

;

And gives, when winter ends,
The merry hours of May.

Welcome, &c.

PARTING HYMN.
1. Come, children, ere we part,

Bless the Eedeemer's name

—

Join every tongue and heart
To celebrate his fame.

Glory, glory, glory, Hallelujah to

the Lamb

;

Glory, glory, glory, glory, glory to

the Lamb.

2. Jesus, the children's Friend,
Him whom our souls adore,

His praises have no end

;

Praise him forever more.
Glory, &c.

3. Lord, in thy grace we came

—

That blessing still impart

;

We met in Jesus' name

—

In Jesus' name we part
Glory, &c.

4. If here we meet no more,
May we in realms above,

With all the saints, adore
Redeeming grace and love.

Glory, Ac



18 THE SAVIOUR. 7s & 6s
SPANISH.

p:-4H:Ijjz^=^J±izfls:^S=f%:il
1. How precions is the sto-ry Of our Redeemer's birth, )

"Who left the realms of glo- ly, And came to dwell on earth : f

i^izJliq-^iitiiC:: izit::

He saw our sad con - di - tion, Our guilt, and sin, and shame

;

fef,^.-g-£££|£££-^—^-

i^-rH-

To save us from per - di • tion The bless - ed Je - sua came.

:zz±=z=:zz:z=:_z:zz=izttr:i^z:i'zi—

. He came to earth from heaven,

To weep, and bleed, and die.

That we might be forgiven,

And raised to God on high.

His kindness and compassion

To children then were shown

;

The heirs of his salvation.

He claim'd them for his own.

8. O, may I love this Saviour,

So good, so kind, so mild

;

And may I find his favor,

A young, though sinful child I

And in his blissful heaven

May I at last appear.

With all my sins forgiven.

To know and praise him therol
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I WANT TO BE AN ANGEL.

19

1. I want to be an angel.

And with the angels stand,

A crown upon my forehead,

A harp within my hand

;

There, right before my Saviour,

So glorious and so bright,

I M wake the sweetest music,
And praise him day and night.

2. I never should be weary,
Nor ever shed a tear,

Nor ever know a sorrow.
Nor ever feel a fear

;

But blessed, pure, and holy,

I 'd dwell in Jesus' sight,

And with ten thousand thousand
I 'd praise him day and night.

. I know I 'm weak and sinful,

But Jesus will forgive,

For many little children
Have gone to heaven to live;

Dear Saviour, when I languish,

And lay me down to die,

send a shining angel
To bear me to the sky.

. ! there 1 11 be an angel,

And with the angels stand,

A crown upon my forehead,

A harp within my hand

:

And there before my Saviour,
So glorious and so bright,

1 '11 join the heavenly music,
And praise him day and night.

LITTLE THINGS. 6s & 5s.

;"rfri=p3:: ;:«-:

1. Lit-tle drops of wa-ter. Lit -tie grains of sand,

_S.|

—

\^——1^—X| -L| 'i>—I

—

. . . - . ... -^-^-^^—

3

Make the mighty o - cean, And the beau - teous land.

^z^ipizitrtz^jj

4 And the little moments,
Humble though they be,

Make the mighty ages
Of eternity.

5. So our little errors

Lead the soul away
From the paths of virtue,

Oft in sin to stray.

-I—^-1

—

^-M— I

—

2. Little deeds of kindness,
Little words of love,

Make our earth an Eden,
Like the heaven above.

8. Little seeds of mercy,
Sown by youthful hands,

Grow to bless the nations.

Far in heathen lands.
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1. Her dimpled hands were clasp'd in prayer, Her blue eyes raised to
2. She pray'd, that young and gentle child We deem'd so free from
8. She pray'd, and tears like rain-drops fell, Her bosom swell'd with

igiiiiipiiiilil
heaven, A ho - ly light was on her brow. She

sin, And meek - ly sought a ho - ly heart, That
grief : Her child - ish sins she there con - fess^d. Then

-Q.
jz^z|zfczfc4izz^fzEzj^zz^PE|

seem'd almost an an - gel now, Yet pray'd to be for - given-
she might act the Christian's part, A pu - ri - ty with - in.

laid her head on Je - sus' breast. And found a sweet re - lle£

LEARN TO PRAY.
1.

Wake, little child, the morn is gay.

The air is fresh and cool

;

But pause awhile, and kneel to pray.

Before you go to merry play.

Before you go to school.

2.

Kneel down and speak the holy words:
God loves your simple prayer

Above the sweet songs of the birds.

The bleating of the gentle herds.

The flowers that scent the air.

And when the quiet evenings come,
And dew-drops wet the sod.

When bats and owls begin to roam,
And flocks and herds are driven home,
Then kneel in prayer to God.

4.

Because you need him, day and night,

To shield you with his arm

;

To heli> you always to do right,

To feed your soul and give it light,

And keep you safe from harm.



THE LITTLE PENITENT.—^S^ paj/e 20.

Hex dimpled hands were clasp'd in prayer,
Her blue eyes raised to heaven

;

A holy light was on her brow

—

She seem'd almost an angel now

—

Yet pray'd to be forgiven.

THE LAND OF REST.
1. There is an hour of peaceful rest,

To mourning wand'rers given
;

There is a joy for souls distress'd,

A balm for every wounded breast,

—

Tis found above—in heaven.
2. There is a home for weary souls

By sin and sorrow driven, [shoals,

When toss'd on life's tempestuous
"Where storms arise and ocean rolls.

And all is drear but heaven.

8. There faith lifts up the tearless eye,
To brighter prospects given;

And views the tempest passing by.
The evening shadows quickly fly.

And all serene in heaven.

4. There fragrant flow'rs immortal
bloom,

And joys supreme are given

;

There rays divine disperse the gloom,
Beyond the confines of the tomb
Appears the dawn of heaven.



22 HOME. P. M.

1. Home, home, can I for

2. Home, home, why did I

can I for - get thee? Dear, dear,

•why did I leave thee? Dear, dear

-^ -^-^-

lear - ly loved home ? No, no, still I re - gret thee,

riends do not mourn ! Home, home, once more re - ceive me,

:q^_I^q^x:i:zTi:=T:i-J=^:i;iri,-l:Ij^:t;
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Though I may fer from thee roam, Home, home, home, home.
Quick - ly to thee I '11 re - turn. Home, home, home, home,

D. C.
Dear - est and hap - pi - est home.
Dear - est and hap - pi - est home.

THOU KNOWEST THAT I LOVE THEE.

1. Thou, Lord, reign'et in this bosom.
There, there hast thou thy throne,

Thou, thou kiiow"st that I love thee,

Am I not surely thine own ?

O Lord, my God,
Am I not surely thine own.

2. Speak, Lord, sneak, I implore thee.

Say, say, I shall be thine!

Thou, thou know'st that I love thee.

Say but that thou wilt be mine,
Jesus, my Lord,

Say but that thou wilt be mine.

8. Faith, faith now has embraced thee,

Hope, hope pierces the skies

:

Joy, joy now hath oVrwhelm'd me,
On wings of bright glory I riso

Glory, glory,

I am forever thine own.



TEMPERANCE SONG. P. M. 23

Cuo. Fare - well, for - ev - er, To the des - troy - ing cup,

irn
^t:^-^—I-

?E?EffiEEf!a
FINE.

Bear - ing dead - ly pol - son, O, we give It up

!

1. A
2. In

8. Tliey 've

E'^?ESE?i':iE^E^^^^^
sun has ris - en on the world, A glorious banner is unfurl'd. The
darkness long, in deep despair, The victims to the wine-cup were, But
tried the boasted charms ofwine, And felt their health and hopes decline.

They Ve

=i:q3=p:fqii:iz,zizii=izq3:qii_i:i3:ii
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sun of temperance sheds its ray, its ban - ner leads the way

:

now they know the road to health, to hap - pi - ness and wealth

:

tried the pure cold water too, and now they live a - new

:



24 MUSIC. C. M.

.^_^».

SCOTCH.

1. Mu - sic ! 't is sweet to eve-ry ear, Sweet e'en the lone - ly

ji,,__-,_^__.

bird, When cheerful spring brings back the year, In leafy woodlands heard.

=:ppi==zzzi:pzpz:p:z:^:i=iz:z^
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'T is sweet to hear a child a - lone, Sing from a grate - fal breast,

-f=t-. -I—f-
-t 1 1~
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And send a hymn to Heav'n's high throne, In joy-ftil sounds ex-press'd.
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3. And sweeter,when in happy throngs
Their tuneful voices meet:

How pleasant are their simple songs,

That music wild and sweet 1

'T is sweet, &c.

8. But sweeter still, when thousands
Their praises to the sky, [bear

And young and loving voices share
In one great harmony.

'T is sweet, &c.

4 Yes, this is sweet, this music now
That we in gladness raise ;

—

But could we see the throngs that

In everlasting praise. [bow
'T is sweet, &c.

5. Could we hut hear the host that

To golden harps on high, [sings

How shouldwe long for angels' wings,
Those sweeter songs to try.

'T is sweet, &c.

6. Well, we may join that heavenly
If we but learn below, [choir.

With humble heart, and true desire,

In wisdom's ways to go.

'T is sweet, &c.

7. 'Tis sweet to hear a child alone,

Sing from a grateful breast,

And send a hymn to Heaven's high
In joyful sounds express'd. [throne,

'Tis sweet, &c.

INDUSTRY.

1. How doth the little busy bee
Improve each shining hour

;

And gather honey all the day
From every op'ning flow'r.

How skillfully she builds her cell,

How neat she spreads the wax

;

And labors hard to store it well
With the sweet food she makes.

2. In works of labor, or of skill,

I would be busy too

;

For Satan finds some mischief still

For idle hands to do.

In books, or work, or healthful play.

Let my first years be past

;

That I may give for every day
Some good account at last.

BE JOTFri.

1. The flowers are blooming every-
where,

On every hill and dale

;

And 0, how beautiful they are,

How sweetly do they smell

!

The little brooks, they dance along,

And look so glad and gay,
I love to hear their pleasant song,

And feel as glad as they.

2. The young lambs bleat and frisk

about.
The bees hum round the hive.

The butterflies are coming out;

—

'T 's good to be alive.

See yonder bird spread out his wings.
And mount the clear blue skies.

And hark! how merrily he sings.

As far away he flies.

8. Then I '11 go forth, and laugh, and
play.

And let my cheerful voice.

With fields, and brooks, and merry
May,

Aloud, aloud rejoice.

I would not check my bounding
mirth.

Nor feel the least alloy,

For He who made the blooming earth.

Delights to see our joy.

ABOUT MYSELF.
1. My bands, how nicely they are

made
To hold, and touch, and do

;

I'll try to learn some honest trade,

That will be useful too.

My eyes, how fit they are to read,
And mind my work, and look

!

I ought to think of that, indeed,
And use them at my book.

2. My tongue, 'twas surely never
To quarrel, or to swear

; [meant
To speak the truth, my tongue was
And also for my prayer. [sent,

My thoughts, for what can they be
given?

For thinking, to be sure

;

That I might think of God, and
heaven.

And learn my faults to euro.



26 JOYFULLY, JOYFl'LLY. 10s.
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Joy - ful - ly, Joy - fill - ly on - ward I move,
An - gel - ic cho - rist-ers sing as I come;

toundfor the land of bright spl - rits a-bove;) a^„ .^.. ^„
Joy - ful - ly, joy - ful - ly hSste to thy home, f

^<^°' ^^^ ^^

4

H

1

I

r
pil - grim - age end - ed be - low, Home to the land of bright

-#--#—•- -#---#—#-

spi - rits I go

;

Pil -grim and stranger no longer

i^HHiii ?e3fri
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roam, Joy - ful - ly joy - ful - ly rest - ing at home.

iTiia
2. Friends fondly cherlsh'd have pass'd on before

;

Waiting, they watch me approaching the shore,

Singing, to cheer me through death's chilling gloom,-
" Joyfully, joyfully haste to thy home."
Sounds of sweet melody fall on my ear

;

Harps of the blessed, your voices I hear

!

Kings with the harmony heaven's high dome,

—

" Joyfully, joyfully haste to thy home."

3. Death, with thy weapons of war, lay me low,
Strike, king of terrors, I fear not the blow;
Jesus hath broken the bars of the tomb

;

Joyfully, joyfully will I go home.
Bright will 'the morn of eternity dawn

;

Death shall be banlsh'd, his scepter be gone

;

Joyfully then shall I witness his doom

;

Joyfully, joyfully, safely at home.

ROUND IN THREE PARTS.

O may my heart dls - cov - er All that is good and true,

And may I
3

be a lev - er

All, all.

Of vir - tue taught by you

all that Is taught. Is taught by yoo.



28 LOVE AND KINDNESS. P. M.
IRISH.IRISH. FINE

ove
As the mist from the mountain, The cloud from the sky

1. Let us love one an - o-ther, ^or life 's gli - ding by, )

:=i4£EttEEE tz±
D. O. May soon with the an - gels Be hymn - ing their part.

D. C.

iHisiPii^ii
r-i=3-

The voi - ces now fall - ing Like peace on the heart,

-#-m
2. For the purest and lovliest

Pass soon from our view.

Like the leaves of the forest,

The time of the dew.

The voices now falling

Like peace on the heart.

May soon with the angels

Be hymning their part.

8. Let's be kind to each other;

"We know not how long

Those sweet tones we so cherish

Shall lighten our song.

The voices now falling

Like peace on the heart.

May soon with the angels

Be hymning their part.

4. Let us bear for each other,

Life's cares and unrest,

And thus brighten the pathway

To the land of the blest

The voices now falling

Like peace on the heart,

May soon with the angels

Be hymning their part

THE LAST ROSE OF SUMITER.

1. ' T is the last rose of summer.

Left blooming alone

;

All her lovely companions

Are faded and gone.

No flow'r of her kindred.

No loved one is nigh

To reflect back her blushes,

And give sigh for sigh.
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2. I '11 not leave thee, thou lone one,

To pine on the stem

;

Since the lovely are sleeping.

Go sleep thou with them.

Thus kindly I scatter

Thy leaves o'er thy bed,

"Where thy mates of the garden

Lie scentless and dead.

3. So soon may I follow,

When friendships decay.

And from love's shining circle,

The gems drop away.

When true hearts He wither'd.

And fond ones are flown,

O, who would inhabit

This bleak world alone.

^m

•TIS THE LAST EOSB OP BUMMEK."



30 YONDER 'S MY HOME,
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7s & 4s.

j

1. I'm a lone-ly trav-'ler here, Wea - ry, op-prest;
! 2. I'm a wear-y trav - 'ler here, 1 must go on

;

fiiiiigiiiEsiii

But my jour - ney's end is near, Soon I shall rest.

For my jour -ney's end is near, I must be gone.

:=z:i====i:e=*=»:i=:=3
I

—
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Dark and drea - ry Is the way, Toil - ing I've come;
Bright - er joys than earth can give. Win me a - way

;

Z|iiz:^z--p=|t:i:r=:=z=-i:—=:p=?:i==|
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Ask me not with you to stay; Yon - der's my home.
Pleasures that for - ev - er live, I can - not stay.
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3. I 'm a trav'ler to a land
Where all is fair;

Where is seen no broken band

;

Saints, all are there.

Where no tear shall ever fall,

Nor heart be sad

;

Where the glory is for all,

And all are glad.

4. I 'm a traveler, and I go
Where all is fair;

Farewell, all I 've loved below,
I must be there

Worldly honors, hopes, and gain.

All I resign

;

Welcome sorrow, grief, and pain,

If heav'n be mine.

5. I 'm a traveler, call me not

;

Upward "s my way

;

Yonder is my rest and lot,

I cannot stay.

Farewell, earthly pleasures all,

Pilgrim I roam

;

Hail me not; in vain you call,

Yonder 's my home.

DEATH
_3_

OF A TEACHER.
.-1-

!

1. It on - ly seems like yes • ter - day. The morn-ing
When first with satch-el on my arm, I bent my

2. Onr teacher kindly took my band.
And sweetly on me smiled

:'

For O, she had not yet forgot
That she was once a child.*

8. She still look'd young and beautiful,
But to ray fancy seem'd

That, even in her happiest moods,
Of brighter lands she dream'd.

4 She often spoke of some far shore, 1 6. One morn we missd her from the
Where all her treasure lay;

j

Day follow'd after day
; [school;

And said that soon her little bark
|
Another teacher fllFd her place.

Would moor within its bay. I And still she stay'd away.

5. We thought she'd like the holidays, J. And still she stay'd, and ne'er re-

That thither she might fly

—

I
For unto her was given [turnM,

To that bright land, where tears, she i A never-ending holiday
Are wiped from every eye. [said. In the bright land of heaven.

It would be pleasant to know that ail teachers have asfaithful menir
oiHes.



32 MAY NOT THE CHILDREN SING.

1. Who shall sing, if not. the chil-dren ? Did not Je - sua

die for them? May they not with o - ther jew - els

^^^^^^^^zzz^.
D. a Why, un - less the song of hea - ven,

FINE.

Spar - kle in his di - *a - dem ? Why to them were

~^-Jiaz-^-=-^—
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They be - gin prac - tice here.

-r-\-
M

voi - ces giv - en? Bird - like voi - ces, sweet and clear

—
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2. There 's a choir of infant songsters,

White-robed, round the Saviour's
throne

;

Angels cease, and waiting listen

—

( ), *t is sweeter than their own

!

Faith can hear the rapturous choral.

When her ear is upward turn'd;
Is it.not the same, perfected.

Which upon the earth tlioy ioarn'd ?

' 3. Jesus, when on earth sojourning,
; Loved them with a wondrous love

;

j

And will he, to heaven returning.
Faithless to his blessing prove?

I

0, they cannot sing too early I

, Fathers, stand not in their way!
Birds sIRg while the day is breaking

—

I Tell me, then, why should not
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LOVE THE SAVIOUR.
1. Little children, love the Saviour

;

Turn your wayward hearts to him;
He will guide you, he will lead you
Thro' life's pathway, dark and dim

;

Lean on him when you are weary,
He '11 support you with fond <;are,

He "11 protect, and love, and bless you.
For like you his angels are.

2. Far away from mortal vision

Lies a land celestial bright

;

Where a band of white-robed seraphs

Chase away the shades of night;

Where ne'er comes a thought of evil

To disturb the holy calm

;

For God shields his precious children

From all fear of troubling harm.

8. Jesus died for you, dear children,

—

Died that you might happy be

;

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

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

And forget your daily duties,

OflF'ring him your prayers and
praise ?

4 0, there 's joy in rightly doing,

Never found in vice and sin

;

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

Eead the Bible; it will point you
To bright scenes of bliss on high,

j

"Where there 's rest for all the weary,

I

And our loved ones never die.

"SiNQ, BROTHBB, BING I' "Sing, sistee, sing I''

im^ilgill^l
Sing, sing, bro ther, sing, Join in songs of sweetest pleasure

;

iiiiiiiliiiiiisii
-0-0-0-0- ^ • -©-

Mu-sic is a hap-py treasure ; Brother, sister, sing. Sing, sis-ter, sing.

3



34 FAR AWAY. P. M.
,. U ^'-^s

I I
C. DINGLEY.

. -•- -0-0-
,
* -•-

1. There is a home, a home fadeless and bright,

There is no dark, no dark and stormy night,

2. Then let the storm, the storm be -wild and long;
And this shall be, shall be my dai-ly song:

—

3. And then at home, at home I soon shall be,

From care and pain, from pain shall soon be free—

iiiigiiiligii

Far a - way, far a - way,
Far a - way, far a - way.
Je - BUS loves, Je - sus loves,
Je - sus loves, Je - sus loves.

Far a - way, far a - way,
Far a - way, far a - way.

X:

For Je - sus said, I

He loves, He loves, I

There tears of grief are

-^hH
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will pre-pare The child of God a mansion fair ; O may I
know, I feel, Young as I am. He loves me still ; O may I

nev - er known, In that bright world I call my own; And swift-ly

ztzztzEz^zt=zi^z±tzlizlzHtKi±?zLz
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have a dwell-ing there, Far a - way, far a - way.
do his bless - ed will ; Je - sus loves, Je - sus loves.
I am pass-ing on. Far a - way, far a - way.-0—0—0 i-T'^ 0-0—0—

T
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WHAT 'S THE NEWS?
WHUen hy a young man, insane on every subject hvi religion,

1. Whene'er we meet, you always say,

What 's the news ? What 's the news ?

Pray what 's the order of the day ?

What 's the news ? What 's the news ?

O, I have got good news to tell

!

My Saviour has done all things well,

And triumph'd over death and hell,

—

That 's the news ! That "s the news I

2. The Lamb was slain on Cavalry,

—

That's the news ! That "s the newsl
To set a world of sinners free,

—

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

'T was there his precious blood was shed,
But now he's risen from the dead,

—

That 's the news I That 's the news

!

3. His work 's reviving all around,

—

That 's the news ! That "s the news I

And many have redemption found.
That 's the news 1 That 's the news

!

And since their souls have caught the flame,
They shout hosannah to his name;
And all around they spread his fame,

—

That's the news! That 's the news

!

A. The Lord has pardon'd all my sin,

—

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

I feel the witness now within,

—

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

And since he took my sins away,
And taught me how to watch and pray,
I 'm happy now from day to day.
That "s the news ! That 's the news I

5. And Christ the Lord can save me now,

—

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

Tour sinful hearts he can renew,

—

That 's the news 1 That 's the news

!

This moment, if for sins j'ou grieve,
This moment, if you do believe,

A full acquittal you'll receive,

That 's the news ! That 's the news

!

6. And then if any one shonld say,

—

What 's the news ? What 's the news ?

O tell them you've begun to pray,

—

That 's the news ! That's the news

!

That you have join'd the conqu'ring band,
And now with joy, at God 's command,
You 're marching to the better land,

That 's the news ! That 's the news

!



36 THE PEARL OF GREAT PRICE. P.M.
Ist time.j> Ist lime.

1. The pearl which worldlings covet Is not the pearl for me

;

Its beauty fades as quickly As sunshine on the

2d time.

sea. Bat there 's a pearl sought by the wise, 'T is call'd the pearl of

I I i ^ w ^ ^
greatest price, Though few its value see : that 's the pearl for

O that 's the pearl for me, O that 's the pearl for me.

s; ^^L-.^.

Note.—^JRw <^ s«co?m2 piec« omrt the ties marked *
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2. The crown that decks the monarch

Is not the crown for me

:

It dazzles but a moment,
Its brightness soon will flee.

But there 's a crown prepared above
For all who walk in humble love,

Forever bright 't will be,

O that 's the crown for me, &c.

3. The road that many travel
Is not the road for me,

It leads to death and sorrow,
In it I would not be.

But there 's a road that leads to God,
'Tis mark'd by Christ's most pre-

cious blood.

The passage here is free,

O that 's the road for me, &c.

4 The hope that sinners cherish
Is not the hope for me

:

Most surely will they perish,

Unless from sin made free. [God,
But there 's a hope which rests in

And leads the soul to keep his woi-d.

And sinful pleasures flee,

O that 's the hope for me, &c

THE CROSS.
1. Shall Simon bear his cross alone,
And all the rest go free ?

No, there 's a cross for every one,
And there "s a cross for me.

Yes, there 's a cross on Calvary,
Through which by faith the crown I
To me 't is pardon bringing : [see,

O that 's the cross for me, &c.

2. How faithful does the Saviour prove
To those who serve him here,

I

They now may taste his precious
And joy to hail him near. [love,

Yes, Jesus's love will dry the tear.

And cast out all tormenting fear

"Which round my heart is clinging:

O that 's the love for me, &c.

3. We 11 bear the consecrated cross.

Till from the cross set free.

And then go home to wear the crown

:

there 's a crown for me.
Yes, there 's a crown in heaven above,
The purchase of a Saviour's love.

For me at his appearing

:

O there 's a crown for me, &c.

a TAFFORO /^

«0 ther« '• a rotd that leada to God."



38 THE LINDEN TKEE. 8s & 7s.

1. O, Linden tree, how sweet art thou, When bees are o'er the

2. O, Linden tree, in valleys green. With boughs all blossor

m^.g
^z^zz-izzzi

B-&

fly - ing; Soft zeph - yrs whisp-'ring through thy boughs, and
la - den; How ma - ny sighs, how ma - ny vows, Thou

gPliiPisl

leaf-lets soft re - ply - ing.

hear 'st from lad and maid-en.

gsEi^a

8. O Linden tree ! O Linden tree

!

Why fade thy blooming flowers;

Is it to teach joy, life, and love

Fade as the Linden flowers ?

4. The birds all love the Linden tree

;

And sweetly there at even.
The heart that knows the source of

May raise itself to Heaven. [joy,

DEOP WORDS AND SMILES.

WoBXD it not please you to pick up a string of pearls, drops of gold, dia-

monds, and precious stones, as you passed along the streets? It would

make you feel happy for a month to come. Such happiness you can give

to others. Howl do you ask? By dropping sweet words, kind remarks,

and pleasant smiles, as you pass along. These are the true pearls and pre-

cious stones, which can never be lost

ROUND FOR TWO
2

VOICES.

Gentle words should oft be heard In our pleasant, pleasant home.
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THE STRAY IK^B.
1. A giddy lamb, one afternoon,
Had from the fold departed

;

The tender shepherd miss'd it soon,
And sought it broken hearted.

2. Not all the flock that shared his lore
Could ft-om the search delay him

;

Nor clond of midnight darkness move,
Nor fear of suffering stay him.

3. But night and day he went his way
In sorrow, till he found it

;

And when he saw it fainting lie.

He clasp'd his arms around it

4 Then, safely folded to his breast,

From every ill to save it

;

He brought it to his home of rest,

And pitied and forgave it.

5. And thus the Saviour will receive

The little ones who fear him
;

Their pains remove, their sins forgive,

And draw them gently near him.

6. Blest while they live, and when they

"When flesh and spirit sever— [die.

Conduct them to his throne on high,

To dwell with him forever.

^-ir^3^4>
THE 8TBAT LAMB.

" Then, safely folded to his breast,

From every ill to save it

;

He brought it to his home of rest,

And pitied and forgave it"
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1. Children of Je - ru - sa - lem Sang the praise of Jesus'
2. We are taught to love the Lord, We are taught to read his

8. Parents, teachers, old and young, All u - nite to swell the

sssr?
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name,

word,

song.

Children,
Join to

too, of
sing the

We are taught the
Praise for all to

High-er and yet
Till Ho - san-nas

i Cheer -ful
high - er rise,

reach the skies.

d-zl

liiillE^l^i
joy - ful - ly we will
joy - ful - ly we will
joy-ful-ly we will

r
sing Loud Ho - sannahs to our King

!

sing Loud Ho - sannahs to our King I

sing Loud Ho - sannahs to our King

!

SHlgliii
THE SCHOOL-BOY.

1. Haste thee, school-boy, haste away.
Far too long has been thy stay.

Many a time you 've tardy been,
Many a lesson you Ve not seen

;

Cheerfully, joyfully haste away.
Far too long has been thy stay.

2. Haste thee, school-boy, haste away.
Join no more the laggard's play

;

Quickly speed your steps to school.

And there mind your teacher's rule;

Cheerfully, joyfully haste away,
Join no more the laggard's play.
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8. Haste thee, school-boy, haste away,
Learn thy lessons well to-day

;

Love the truth, and shun the \^Tong,

Then no day will seem too long

;

Cheerfully, joyfully haste away,
Learn thy lessons well to-day.

4. Haste thee, school-boy, haste away,
While thy youth is bright and gay;
Seek the place with knowledge blest,

'T will thee guide to endless rest;

Cheerfully, joyfully haste away,
While thy youth is bright and gay.

'Haste thee, school-boy, haste away, Far too long has been thy stay.'

TEilPERANCE CALL.
1. Children all, both great and small,

Answer to the temperance call.

Martha, Isa, Ann and Sue,

Alice, Jane, and Julia too.

Cheerily, heartily come along.

Sign our pledge, and sing our song.

2. No strong drink shall pass our lips.

He's in danger who but sips,

Come then, children, one and all,

Answer to the temperance call

:

Cheerily, eagerly come along.

Sign our pledge and sing our song.

8. Where 's the boy that would not
shrink

From the bondage of strong drink ?

Come then, Woodman, James and
Tom,

Edward, Willie, George and John,
Cheerfully, joyfully come along.

Sign our pledge and sing our song.

4 Who have misery, want and woe ?

All who to the bottle go.

We resolve their road to shun.
And in temperance paths to run,
Cheerfully, manfully come along.

Sign our pledge, and sing our song.

5. Good cold water does for us,

Costs no money, makes none worse,
Gives no bruises, steals no brains,

Breeds no quarrels, woes, nor pains,

Keadily, joyfully come along.

Sign our pledge, and sing our song.

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.

Cheerfully, joyfully, you, and you.
Sign the pledge, and keep it tou
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My days of youth, tho' not from fol - ly free,

iteggsil^Eiigl
S FINE.
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I prize the truth. the more the world I see;

ISE"ggi§iiri^ig|T=5i
D. C.

The voice of truth 111 fol - low and o - bey,

r^ I
> 1

D. c. S
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I 'U keep the straight and narrow path, And lead where'er it may.

%
2. My footsteps lead, truth, and mold my will.

In word and deed, my duty to fulfill.

Dishonest acts and se'lfish aims
To truth can ne'er belong,

No deed of mine shall be a deed of wrong.

3. The strength of youth, we see it soon decay,
But strong is truth, and stronger every day

;

Though falsehood seem a mighty power,
Which we in vain assail,

The power of truth will in the end prevail
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,, Jt I i2 VENETIAN MELODY.

f^f^-fcS=S=::|::zJzJz^
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1. Es - caped from mortal an-guish, Lovely child ; )

In pain no more thou 'It languish, Lovely child: f

.K_*_i— I—i-i—— I—1^—1^—^—-^-1
-^-^- :p=t=S:

.ji-^.^.^._ ^—M—ran N—K-—K^—N—^—^T
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L

Tbou 'rt now an an - gel fair, Hea-van's light is bright a-

zpztpz:p=»zzt= trz/szi^zipzr^^pzl^t
=t3u=i=t==i!^=:S=5z:Sz:Sz.-5z:Pz:?z±

^i^fe^zSjfez|^!i§t1z?zn

round thee, Heaven's beams with glory crown thee, So richly there.

|Z^Z#Z^Z.*ZfZ^Z(

2. The blast too rudely blowing,

Lovely child;

Thy tender form o'erthrowing.

Lovely child:

Full soon hath laid thee low.

In the narrow grave we laid thee,

"Where the weeping willows shade

thee.

And sweet flowers grow.

tzzJ5zJ5z=-

-^-Isi
8. The glorious light of Heaven,

Lovely child

;

Unto thy spirit given.

Lovely child

:

To thee doth life restore,

Sickness that of late opprest thee.

Grievous pains that here distrest

thee,

Eetum no more.



44 LOVE FOR THE SUNDAY SCHOOL.
By permission of Firth, Pond & Co., owners of the copyright.

4

1. I love the Sun-day school, And on that ho - ly day

tiiHsiliiiliii

My heart is oft - en full, When I attempt to pray.

::i]z:=rl=xr]z::t=l:::::1:j::;==l
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With ear - ly steps ' I come, to meet my teach - er dear,

—

he

i
Leav-Ing my hap-py

izizzp^^:-:

itfezEu:

to seek in-struc - tion here,

-0-0-0-
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2. 1 love the Sunday school,

The precious vohime, too,

"Which is the only rule

To teach me what to do

:

Within it I behold
The rays of Gospel light,

Eicher then gems of gold,

And more divinely bright

8. 1 love the Sunday school.

And wish that every child
Would here his name enroll,

No more be rude and wild;
Wasting his precious time.
Spending his idle breath

In folly or in crime
Along the road to death.

4 1 love the Sunday school.

And wish that all the earth
Might know, from pole to pole,

Its influence and worth

:

And may God give me grace
A Saviours name to love

;

To see his smiling face

In mansions blest above.

GO TO THY HEST, MY CHILD.

1. Go to thy rest, my child-
Go to thy dreamless bed

;

Gentle, and meek, and mild.
With blessings on thy head

:

Fresh roses in thy hand,
Buds on thy piUow laid,

Haste from this fearful land,

Where flowers so quickly fade.

2. Before thy heart might learn
In waywardness to stray,

—

Before thy feet could turn
The dark and downward way,—

Ere sin might wound thy breast,

Or sorrow wake the tear,

Eise to thy home of rest

In yon celestial sphere.

3. Because thy smile was fair,

Thy lips and eyes so bright, —
Because thy cradle care
Was such a fond delight,

—

Shall love, with weak embrace,
Thy heavenward flight detain ?

No, angel ! seek thy place
Amid yon cherub train.

ROUND FOR THREE VOICES.

^m^^m^
Thou art hap

3

py; Hap - py will I be with thee.

Wo are hap - py; Hap - py will we ev - w be.



46 ON SABBATH MORNING. 9s & 6s.
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1. On Sabbath morning, how pleasant To come to

2. For there we meet each gentle teacher Without a

=z:^zfi:?z:?z?±:fzt[zi£d*±f=:?z±
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Sabbath school, Where evVy hap - py child is pre - sent, And
frown or rod, And sometimes, too, our dear kind preacher, who

3z£
:3tt=t;±:t=:

ev - 'ry seat

speaks to us
is full,

of God.
/7N
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5. The blessed Bible then engages
Each youthful heart and eye,

To learn of God's own holy pages
The wisdom from on high.

6. And surely. He who feeds the
flowers

With heaven's own morning dew.
Will send on our young hearts the

showers
Of heavenly blessing too.

But, best of all, the lowly Saviour
Is where his children meet.

And show, by quiet, meek behavior,
They 're sitting at his feet

4 How sweet, when all are lowly
bending.

To ask his blessing there

;

Or when in praise our voices blend-
ing,

Thank Him, who hears the prayer 1

7. Then let us gladly gather round
Him,

And love Him while we may.
For they who seek have always found
E'en in their early day. [Him,

8. And when life's Sabbaths all are

ended,
We all may meet above.

Where He for us hath now ascended,
Our Father's house of love.
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ITALIAN. 1^

1. I 'm a pil - grim, and I 'm a stran - ger,

2. There the sun - beams are ev - er shin - iug,

3. Of that coun - try to which I 'm go - ing,

Z>. C I 'm a pil - grim, and I 'm a stran - ger,

I 'm a pil - grim, &c.
I'm a pil - grim, &c. FINE.

I can tar - ry, I can tar - ry but a night;
I am long -ing, I am long -ing for the sight;
My Ee - deem-er, my Ee deem-er is the light;

I can tar - ry, I can tar - ry but a night.

ES^iS^Ei^E^iE^r^zijH^E^Ei:]

Do not de - tain me.
With - in a coun - try
There is no sor - row

for I am go - ing
unknown and drea - ry,

nor a - ny sigh - ing

z^z-z:d^iziz=|z:zz:::5"^:q^:q^Ta=zzpz=|
zi;z^z:jz|*z:f=?z:^z:»z:fz|lzz::=^^j

zjz:|z:jzi8z:p=^zj=t^=-i:lpz:^z^j
To where the streamlets are
I have been wait-ing, for

Nor a - ny sin there, nor
lorn

er now - ing

:

and wea - ry

:

ny dy-ing:

:pz:zz=t:iqz:zjzz:zi=:pzz:pz:i^z;zz9:|



48 TRY, TRY AGAIN. 7s & 4s.

WM. B. BRADBURY.

-^- I

1. T is a les - son you should heed. Try, try a - gain

;

2. Once or twice though you should fail, Try, try a - gain

;

3. If you find your task is hard, Try, try a - gain

;

4 -^—\z—'-i-\z—l^ ^^^—^-^0^-i-\^—^

-I h- 1 1 +-[ 1 K-+-# »-—»-+-l-^ ^ ^ ^—'--^ ^ 1—L-l !_-_L_»_.L_,5_.
I i^ u^ i

K at first you do n't sue - ceed. Try, try a - gain

:

If at last you would pre - vail, Try, try a - gain:
Time will bring you your re - ward, Try, try a - gain:

r^=p—ii=^=i:p=p=i«:i:p=p=E:ii:i:^q:
E^Et^^E±:tE^EtEE^E?l:?El

E?E?E^*?*tiEfe:^E*E?giiE|E^;3
Then your courage should appear. For if you will per - se-vere.

If we strive, 't is no dis-grace Though we may not win the race;
All that o - ther folks can do, "Why, with pa - tience, may not you ?

- - - -^—#-.(#-jg—Th— I—F-:?=?-•
zt:±=! H \-

.^_^. y0—^-

'Ee^=3^afE^E?k|3E^y?|;^EH

You will con - quer, nev - er fear,

What should you do in that case ?

On - ly keep this rule in view

—

-1^—

^

+

r"
Try, try
Try, try
Try, try

a - gain.

a - gain.

a - gain.

p=:p:z:|i=i=]zqn
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"I CAS'T."

[Kepeat the first two lines of each verse to suit the music. Those who
prefer can sing, "Never, never say it," by dividing the first and second
note of the strain to which it is sung. The latter arrangement would, un-
doubtedly, be the most pleasing to the ear.]

1. Never say, " I ca n't,"' my dear

;

Never say it

:

When such words as those I hear
From the lips of boy or girl.

Oft they make me doubt and fear

:

Never say it.

2. Boys and girls that nimbly play,

Never say it

:

They can jump and run away.
Skip, and toss, and play their

pranks

;

Even dull ones, when they 're gay,
Never say it

3. Never mind how hard the task.

Never say it

:

Find some one who knows, and ask,

Till you have your lessons learn'd

;

Never mind how hard the task.

Never say it

4. Men who do the noblest deeds
Never say it

:

He who lacks the strength he needs,
' Tries his best, and gets it soon,
And at last he will succeed

—

Never say it.

5. But when the evil tempts to wrong,

I

Always say it

:

In your virtue firm and strong.
Drive the tempter from your sight

;

: And when follies round you throng,

I

Ever say it

6. When good actions call you near,

I
Never say it

:

Drive away the rising fear,

Get yom- strength where good men
do;

Seek it from a higher sphere,
Never say it

EXCELSIOR.
1. What means that strange word on

that flag?

It signifies onward and up

:

A motto like this will ne'er drag
From any the bright star of hope.

2. O, may every bright girl and boy
Tills motto adopt for their own

;

'T will yield them on earth peace and
joy, [throne.

And lead them at last to God's
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I -•- ^ -#- ^
1. How pleas-ant is the Sabbath school, "With joy we enter

Where little children learn to sing The hymn of praise and

there,

prayer,

-f«--tth"t—=-#-#-•-•-J-H \
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Sweet Sabbath school, place dear to me, "Where'er through life I

p.±.^-m.
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oam. My heart will often turn to thee. My

—r-,T•v 1—T'*-*--h-'*
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roam. My heart will often turn to thee. My childhood's Sabbath home.

2. There sacred songs remind us of
, 4. "We '11 ever love the Sabbath school,

The days when we were young
; [

Its toil we Ml freely share

;

"When we, like them, at Sabbath That God will give it great increase,

The praise of Jesus sung, [school, I Shall be our latest prayer.
Sweet Sabbath school, «fec. I Sweet Sabbath school, &c.

8. O holy place ! where first we shed 5. And when our labors here sliall end.
The penitential tear

;

[tread i We hope in nobler strains

Where youthful steps are taught to To sing again our Sabbath songs
In paths of peace and prayer.

{
Where endless Sabbath reigns.

Sweet Sabbath school, &c. Sweet Sabbath school, Ac.
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1. Come to our Sab - bath school-

2. And in the house a - bove,
3. Come, join our Sab - bath song,

_^
a:i#|4t

, : , 'St'
Come to the place of
Not made with hu-man
On this the ho - \y

rayer ; Come, lit - tie boy ar

land, We'll sing at last th

lay ; "We know that an - ge

t:z:.-l:«z±tit=t:z4ii±:t:t:*=EEE±

lit - tie girl,—Come, lit - tie

Sab - bath song,—We '11 sing at

arps a - bove,—We know that

mmM^^A
boy and ut - tie girl,

last the Sab - bath song
an - gel harps a - bove

I I -O-
Our sa-cred plea -sure share.

In one un - bro - ken bandl
U-nite to swell the lay.

eia
FOR AN INFANT CLASS.

1. Saviour, do thou appear.
Our Sabbath school to bless,

Give to our youthful hearts thy fear,

And perfect righteousness.

2. Thy boundless grace reveal.

And all our fears remove

:

And let our youthful spirits feel

The kindlings of thy love.

3. Subdue our hearts to thee.

And may our infant tongues
From all oflFen?e and guile be free.

And ftill of cheerful songs.

COME TO THE MERCY-SEAT.
1. Come to the mercy-seat,

—

Come to the place of prayer.
Come, little children, to His feet,

In whom ye live and are 1

2. Come to your God in prayer

—

I
Come to your Saviour now

—

:
While youthful skies are bright and

I

And health is on your brow, [fair,

3. Come in the name of Him
Who all your sorrows bore

—

Who ever lives to pardon sin,

And will be sought by prayer.
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:s-j^

peace with all the world we '11 live, Nor let our
is not pride, it is not strife, Nor bit - ter

ifiiiiE-iiigiii
z:a~=,=^J:5 -6

an - gty
thoughts, nor

pas - sions burn ; But when we suf - fer

an - gry deeds, Which gild with joy the
we 11

days
for-

of
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Un - kindness shall with love be
Our foes subdued, its pow'r shall

pg FINE.
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give, And good for

life, ~

met, And
own. And

e - -vnl o - ver - come with good,
once loved friends be friends a - gain.

'$.

we'll for -give and we'll for - get, And conquer eve-ry sul - len word;
love shall triumph, love a - lone, With-in our hearts shall ev - er reign

;

Izf:.,_l— I

—

—^
I

—

I
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JOIN WE IN CHORUS. 5s & 4s
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53

1. Join we in cho - rus, Free-dom to praise

2. Ev - er u - ni - ted, We will be free;

3. Free from all false - hood, Free from all hate

;

4 Cheer - ful and hap - py, Du - tj per - form

;

gJjSipiggpEpgj
—J-

Let us our voi - ces Joy - ral ^ ly raise,—
Pledge me your pro - mise, Take mine from me,

—

Free from all mal - ice, Free from de - ceit,—
Faith - ful in dan - ger. Bra - ving the storm,

—

^§^^^m
—^x^3=j=^

liUfeaiiSii^l^qi
Let us our voi - ces Joy - ful - ly raise.

Pledge me your pro - mise. Take mine from mo.
Free from all mal - ice. Free from de - ceit.

Faith -ful in dan - ger. Bra - ving the storm.mm^^^^
JOIN m A CHORUS.

1. Join In a chorus,
Joyfully ring.

Voices united,
Love let us sing.

2. Love with young roses,

Sweet as the morn.
Garlands and crowns us.

Hiding the thorn.

3. Makes sandy deserts
Edens in bloom

;

Sparkling in freshness,

Eich in perfume.

4. Love true and living.

Dim though it burns.
Coming from heaven,
To heav'n returns.



54 COME, LET US SING OF JESUS.
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1. Come, let us sing of Je - sus, While hearts and accents
2. His ho-ly soul re - joi - ces A - mid the choirs a-

8. We love to sing of Je - sus Who wept our path a-

g:;5:-:^iz)^zp^q^:^^:z^izi^izizq^x
=-^i'z^*z*z*ziP!z|*zfcz':*z|*ztzztzt|
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blend ; Come, let us sing of Je - sus. The on - \j sinner's

bove. To hear our youthful voi - ces Ex - ult - ing in his

long; We love to sing of Je - sus. The tempted and the

z*zzJ-^±^??z^??z±??z^zz^FE^z^E^±,^_^_

CHORUS,
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friend.

love. ) We love Je - sus,

strong.

We love Je - sus,

q'l:^z:i;^=irzq:z-3:5:z|r:zizj::q:r:q:zz:i;q=q;i:iz:iz=:i

We love Je - sus. Be - cause first loved us.

sniipjgiii;^^
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4 None who besought his healing,

He pass'd unheeded by,

And still retains his feeling

For us above the sky.

We love Jesus, &c.

5. "Wo love to sing of Jesus
Who died our souls to save,

We love to sing of Jesus,

Triumphant o'er the gi-ave.

We love Jesus, &c.

6. And in our hour of danger
We '11 trust his love alone,

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

We love Jesus, &c.

T. Then let us sing of Jesus,

While yet on earth we stay,

And hope to sing of Jesus
Throughout eternal day.

We love Jesus, &c.

8. For those who here confess him,
He will in heaven confess,

And faithful ones that bless him.
He will forever bless.

We love Jesus, «fec.

SABBATH - SCHOOL CELEBUA-
TIOX.

1. To thee, blessed Saviour,
Our grateful songs we raise,

O tune our hearts and voices
Thy holy name to praise

!

We love Jesus, &c,

2. 'T is by thy sovereign mercy
We 're here allow'd to meet

;

To join with friends and teachers,

Thy blessings to entreat.

We love Jesus, &c.

8, Lord, guide and bless our teachers
Who labor for our good

;

And may the holy Scriptures
By us be understood.

We love Jesus, &c.

4. may our hearts be given
To thee, our glorious King,

That WG may meet in heaven,
Thy praises there to sing.

We love Jesus, <fec

GRATEFUL PRAISE.

1. We bring no glitt'ring treasures,

No gems from earth's deep mine

;

We come, with simple measures.
To chant thy love divine.

We love Jesus, &c.

2. Children, thy favors sharing
Their voice of thanks would raise

;

Father, accept our oflTring,

Our song of grateful praise.

We love Jesus, &c.

8. The dearest gift of Heaven,
Loves written word of truth,

To us is early given
To guide our steps in youth.

We love Jesus, &c.

4 Eedeemer, grant thy blessing

!

teach us how to pray,
That each, thy fear possessing,

May tread life's onward way

!

We love Jesus, «fec.

5. Then where the pure are dwelling
We hope to meet again,

And sweeter numbers swelling
Forever praise thy name.

We love Jesus, &c.

INFANT PRAISE.
1. Though sinful, weak and erring,

The God who dwells in light

Will hear a child preferring

His praises, with delight
I love Jesus, &c.

2. Will stoop from heaven to listen

When children to him cry.

And mark the tears that glisten

In every weeping eye.

1 love Jesus, &c,

3. The Saviour has invited
The youngest to his love.

And deigns to smile delighted
Upon them from above.

I love Jesus, &c.

4 Thus may I in life's morning,
Dear Saviour, come to thee;

And heed the solemn warning,
From sin and wrath to flee.

I love Jesus, dec.



66 MORN AMID THE MOUNTAINS.

1. Mom a - mid the mountains— Love-ly sol - i - tude

—

2. Now the glad sun breaking, Pours a gold - en flood

;

Gushing streams and fountains— Mur - mur, God is

Deepest vales a - wa-king, E - oho, God is

good,
good,

-ilzq^=:4^i:tizz:ii=====qii=)zijzz:3
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God
God

good,
good.
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8. Bound yon pine-clad mountain,

Flows a golden flood

;

Hear the sparkling fountain

"Whisper, God is good.

4. See the streamlet, bounding

Through the vale and wood

;

Hear its ripples sounding.

Tell that God is good.

GOD IS LOVE.

1. Lo ! the heavens are breaking,

Pure and bright above

;

Life and light awaking,

Murmur, God is love.

2. Music now is ringing

Through the leafy grove

;

Songsters, sweetly singing.

Warble, God is love.

8. Wake, my heart I and, springing.

Spread thy wings above

;

Soaring still, and singing,

—

Singing, God is love.



THE RAIN. C. P. M. 57

-w-
1. O, children, come, and look at me, "Was cv - er rain in

]
2. And yet see how much work we 've done. And then you '11 say we Ve

p-^fc|fc*r*z*zto=3;iESzf=rf=|
I :!*—X x^_^_^jL—X—^_ I—^_x

such
not in

glee As I have been all day ?

fun, Whate'er you thought be - fore

;

Drop chas - ing
"We 've driv'n the

D. C. You 'd think we were in play.

And tightly closed your doors.

drop most nim - bly, Jost-ling each other most clum - si - ly,-

sun out of the sky, Made all the trees and bush-es cry,-

'.j^z-jrzzwz

8. We 've turn'd the dry and dusty street,

That yesterday was parch'd with heat,

Into a flowing river ;

"We 've made the flow'rs all hang their heads
So low upon their rain soak'd beds,

I fear they can 't recover.

4 "We 've giv'n a shower bath to the cow

;

Where are the birds and chickens now ?

They 're hiding, one and all.

O dear, what will the farmers say ?

We 've ruin'd all the new-mown hay
By our unlucky fall.

5. O sweet, refreshing rain, you say

;

Ah, soon too soon you '11 pass away,
Pray, come to us again.

"When I am sent," the rain replies,
" I come from God, the good and wise

;

O, bless him for the rain V



58 MY MOTHER. 7s & 6s.
MOZAK'l'.

1. I had
2. I had a
8. I've now aa
4. O had I

faith - ful mo - ther, How
pray - ing mo - ther, She led me
an - gel mo - ther, For she hath

still a mo - ther, I 'd bo more

childhood's years

! to the shrine,

i left this land,

I

mild and meek;

She soothed my lit - tie troubles. And
Whence draw - ing heav'n - ly wisdom, She

And found a bet - ter country— A
I'd speak in kind - ly accents, As

zzq:
zz2^: lEEESElEEEEEEZEfeEEEE
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I kiss'd a - way my tears!
I taught me things di - vine;

I

home at God's right band.

I

she was wont to speak.

With eve - ry wish I

Her lamp was trimm'd and
Could she now see my
But these are vain re-

hasten'd. In - stinct - ive to her side, Nor dream'd that
burn -ing, II - lum - ing all the way, That leads thro'
sor - row, I know she 'd pi - ty me

;

God, help me
Bolv - ings—I '11 try to prove more true To those whom

-0---0-

EEEEEE



LINDEN HARP. 59

;
I could lose her, My con-stant faith -ful guide,

j
death's dark val - ley Up to e - ter - nal day.

to sub - due it, Lest she iny sin might see.

God hath spared me, Ere they are an - gels, too.

p.
-«-

LOVIXG AND FORGIVING.
1. loving and forgiving,

Ye angel words of earth,

Years were not worth the living.

If ye, too, had not birth.

loving and forbearing,

How sweet your missions here

!

The grief that ye are sharing.

Hath blessings in its tear.

2. O stern and unforgiving.

Ye evil words of strife,

That mock the means of living

With never-ending strife.

harsh and unrelenting

!

How would ye meet the grave,
If heaven as unrepentiug
Forbore not nor forgave

!

3. O loving and forgiving.

Ye angel words of earth.

Years were not worth the living,

If ye, too, had not birth

:

Still breathe your influence o'er us,

When'er by passion cross'd.

And, angel-like, restore us.

The paradise we lost.

EVENING BELL. 4s & 3s.

angiiliiiiiS:t:±:t=:t=:
L Hark, the peal - Ing, Soft - ly steal - ing Eve - ning boll

!

±l:zt±:fc.-=ti1;;j:=-:=i:|=-*:i*=:*:±?=ll
Sweet - ly e - choed. Sweet - ly e - choed Down the dell.

2. Day is sleeping,

Flowers are weeping
Tears of dew;

Stars are peeping.
Stars are peeping,
Ever true.

3. Happy hour,
May thy power

Fill my breast;
Each wild passion,

Each wild passion
Soothe to rest.



60 AWAY WITH MELANCHOLY.

:z4z5l?=?z:?z?=izz?z:??±g;:«rr^
1. Shall we oppressed with sadness, Strike mel - an-chol-y's
2. In sweet har-rao-nious measures We '11 praise ere - a-tion's

8. The God of con - so - la - tion, Ke - lief will quickly

1-?^
-^^--f^

-0-0— -+0-0-0-0—

string ? O no, we '11 tune to

King; The au - thor of our
bring; He pro-mi - ses sal

0-9 9-
glad - ness. And mer - ri - ly,

plea-sures. Will grate-ful - ly,

va - tion. So hope - ful - ly.

I mer-ri - ly sing,-

\

grate-ful - ly sing,-

i hope - ful - ly sing,-

-We '11 sing. Bright val - leys crown'd with
-We '11 sing. Al - though some grief may
-We '11 sing. We hope to meet in

-H- :tm
——— ±Lrf L^ lJ D—I *-\^ M 1^—1^

flowers, Gay birds on
wound us With a - go
heav'n, Where prai - ses

fs
soar - ing wing. In - cite our tune-ful

• ni - zing sting, Yet blessings still sur-

cease - less ring, When we shall be for-

zi^zzizipiiipiiiji-pz^iz^:
>— —•--i-i— I—-1-1— I— I

—
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pow - ers, Then cheer - i - ly, cheer - i - ly sing, We'll
round us, Then joy - fal - ly, joy - ful - ly sing, We '11

giv - en. And glo - rious-ly, glo-rious - ly sing, We '11

z:^=:q^q^iqi:q5:zp:zC:^::t

sing,

sing.

INDUSTRY.

1. Improve the passing hours,

For tinie is on the wing

;

Sip honey from the flowers,

And merrily, merrily sing,—
O, sing.

All folly ends in sadness.

And trouble it will bring;

But wisdom leads to gladness,

And merrily, merrily sing,

—

O, sing.

2. Repine not, if from labor
Your health and comfort spring;

Work hard, and help your neighbor,
And merrily, merrily sing,

—

O, sing.

Store not your minds with fable,

To truth your homage bring

;

Do all the good you are able,

And merrily, merrily sing,

—

O, sing.

GOLDEN RULE.

LET EACH ONE LOVE THE OTHER.

;(.^- \zM~

1. Let each one love the o - ther, Let each one love the o - ther ;

2. We all love one an - o - ther. We all love one an - o - ther

:

:pzi»:

t=t=tp:±tzztzf=?ftzz:*l

p^-^z^z^qzqziz^jJzqz^z^iUz^iu
z*j|3z*z5zi^:Pr8-iiJf*=;=i-1:J^=¥:fl

^ -0- ^ -0—0~
I

Let all be kind, and keep in mind The rule to love each o - ther.

I

We will not fight, but do what's right. And always love each other.

t—tzrfezrfJ



62 COLD WATER. C. M.
SCOTCH. 1

-m l-rH 1- ^ L L L ^0-0-0 ^ ^ ^
1. Shall e'er cold wa-ter be for-got When we set down to dine ?

2. To beauty's cheek, tho' strange it seems, 'T is not more strange than true!

-*l^-L^-^-^-^J- ±^_^_^_^±—_r_Ji

S FINE.

O, no, my friends, for is it not Pour'd out by hands di - vine ?

Cold wa-ter, tho' it - self so pale, Im - parts the ro - siest hue

;

=izftzU=t:=t|*z*z*:^rpz3zir*z|:^r§^—_—I i^_Lrf_Lrf_i^j (r_i—

?

L-i -
B.C. From springs and wells it gushes forth, Pour'd out by hands divine,

Yes, Beau-ty in a wa - ter-pail, Im - parts the ro- siest hue.

1^ CHORUS

-0—

> D. C. ^.

^--^^::ti*Ti:z:
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,

_

Sfal-ai——-f^

—

^^-0-\%-^-m-%-\0--,-\

Pour'd out by hands di-vine, my friends, Pour'd out by hands divine.

Ira - parts the ro - siest hue, my friends. Imparts the ro-siest hue,-

li^zi^za-zi^zitztzztizt:

8. The sturdy oak, full many a cup
Doth hold up to the sky.

To catch the rain: then drinks it up.

And thus the oak gets high ;

'Tis thus the oak gets high, my
friends,

"T is thus the oak gets high.

By having water in its cup,

'Then why not you and I ?

4. Then let cold water armies give
Their banners to the air;

So shall the boys like oaks be strong,

The girls like tulips fair

;

The girls like tulips fair, my friends,

The girls like tulips fair

;

The boys shall grow like sturdy
oaks.

The girls like tulips fair.
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SONG OF THE DECANTER.

[Sing " and the," in the ninth line, as one syllable.]

These was an old decan-
ter, and its mouth was
gaping wide; the
rosy wine had
ebb'd away,
and left

its crys-

tal side

;

and the wind
went humming

—

humming
up and

down ; the
wind it flew

;

and through the
reed-like,

hollow neck
the wildest notes it

blew. I placed it in the
window, where the blast was

blowing free, and fancied that its

pale mouth sang the queerest strains to

me. " They tell me—puny conquerors ! the
Plague has slain his ten, and War his hundred
thousands of the very best of men ; but I "—

"t was
thus the Bottle spoke—"but I have conquered
more than all your famous conquerors, so
fear'd and famed of yore. Then come, ye
youths and maidens all, come, drink from
out my cup the beverage that dulls the
brain, and burns the spirits up ; that puts
to shame your conquerors that slay their

scores below ; for tliis has deluged mil-
lions with the lava tide of woe. Though
in the path of battle dark streams of
blood may roll

;
yet while I kill'd

the body', I have damn'd the ve-
ry soul. The cholera, the plague,
the sword, such ruin never wro't
as I, in mirth or malice, on the
innocent have brought. And
still I breathe upon them,
and they shrink before

my breath, and year by year my
thousands tread the dusty way of death."

[The song of the decanter is so truthful, we do not fear to trust our young
friends with its invitation, assured that they will prefer the beverage that

makes them "strong," and "fair," before that which "dulls the brain, and

burns the spirits up."]



64 THE MOTHER AT REST. S. M.

She sleeps—a wea-ry one—Rash boy, arouse her not ; Her

-j-j-j-

slumbers will be past full soon, For toil-some is her lot.

THE MOTHER AT REST.

1. She sleeps—a weary one-
Rash boy, arouse her not

;

Her slumbers will be past full soon,

For toilsome is her lot.

2. She sleeps—be quiet, now,
Thou young and thoughtless child.

Look on thy mother's placid brow.
Thy words be low and mild,

3. Through many a silent night
She 's watch'd with thee alone

;

And found no joy with morning light.

When joy from thee was gone.

4. "When sickness laid thee lov.'.

She sat beside thy bed;
When fever burn'd upon thy brow,
Her cool hand there was laid.

5. Then softly, gently tread.

And speak in accents low;
How soon she'll sleep as sleep the

dead,

O child, thou canst not know.

PRAISE TO GOD.

1. The praises of my tongue
I oflFer to the Lord,

That I was taught and learn'd so

young
To read his holy word.

2. That I am brought to know
The danger I am in,

By nature and by practice, too,

A wretched slave to sin.

3. Dear Lord, this book of thine
Informs me where to go

For grace, to pardon all my sin,

And make me holy, too.

4 Here I can read and learn

How Christ, the Son of God,
Has undertook our great concern

:

Our ransom cost his blood.

5. Then shall I praise the Lord
In a more cheerful strain,

That I was taught to read his word.
And have not learn'd in vain.



THE HAPPY MEETING. P. M. 65

1. Here we suf - fer grief and pain, Here we
2. All who love the Lord be - low, When they
3. Ho - ly chil - dren will be there. Who have
4 Teach -ers, too, shall meet a - bove, And our
5. O how hap - py we shall be. For our
6. There we all shall sing with joy. And e-

SEE liiiill

=g-*=^fc='=:*:ztzlp=f=:p::=izfp--P=^
meet to part a - gain ; In heaven we part no more,
die to heaven will go. And sing with saints a

sought the Lord by prayer. From eve-ry Sun - day
pas - tors, whom we love. Shall meet to part no
Sa - viour we shall see Ex - alt - ed on his

ter - ni - ty em - ploy In prais-ing Christ the

bove.
school
more,
throne

!

Lord.

=jil^iEgi?^^l?g
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that will be joy - ful, joy - ful,

:iC5:p=::p=:p:i:p3:p3

joy - ful, joy - full

O that will be joy-ful. When we meet to part no more.

iigiisiiiiigEi



66 HOW SWEET IS THE SABBATH.

1. How sweet is the Sabbath, the morning rest,

=rJ=S::?:fez?r;i?:±:t=:U-t"-fctr-ti:*:3

The day of the week which I ought to love best—

:ti::|trt=t:^::p=:p=:p:4:t-=#—

P
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D.C. And took from the grave all its ter - ror and gloom.

D. C. ^.

2. In the house of my God, in his presence and fear,

"While I worship to-day may my heart be sincere

;

In the school while I learn may I listen with care.

And be grateful to those who watch over me there.

3. Instruct me, my Saviour, for thine would I be,
Nor am I too young to be noticed by thee

;

Kenew all my heart, keep me firm in thy ways,
I would love thee, and serve thee, and give thee the prais

4 6 let me be thoughtful and prayerful to-day.
And not spend a moment in trifling or play

;

Kememb'ring these seasons were graciously given
To teach me to seek, and prepare me for heaven.
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WHAT SERAPH-LIKE MUSIC.
1

.

What seraph-like music falls sweet on my ear,

In strains so delightful? list that ye hear

—

Those rich flowing numbers, so liquid and clear,

Breathe rapture untold from some heavenly sphere.

2. 'T is the sweet-flowing music that steals o'er the wave,
Of Jordan's lone river, as its billows I brave,

'Tis the music of angels, who hasten to bear
My soul o'er the waters to that blessed shore.

3. A glimpse of bright glory now beams on my sight,

I sink in sweet visions of heaven's dawning light;

Bright spirits are whispering so soft in my ear
Of heaven, sweet heaven ! I long to be there.

THE CHILD AND THE BEE.
1. " Stay awhile, little bee, in this blossom so gay,

I am sure you must tire working thus all the day

;

"What beautifal things in this garden we see.

—

Sweet flowers, and ripe fruits,—stay awhile, little bee."

2. " Little lady, I only can happiness know
"When what is my duty I cheerfully do;
Except I seek honey when flowers are in bloom,
"What food shall I have when the winter is come ?

"

8. How wise is the bee ! What a lesson it gives
To the child who in folly or idleness lives;

Who passes in sin and vain pleasure his days.
And seeks not the knowledge of God and his ways.

4. Henceforth like the bee may he lay up a store.

To serve him when youth's sunny time is no more;
For youth is the season which Mercy has given
To prepare for old age, and to fit us "for heaven.

A SWARM OF BEES WORTH HIVING.
B patient, B prayerful, B humble, B mild,
B wise as a Solon, B meek as a child

:

B studious, B thoughtful, B loving, B kind,
B sure you make matter B subject to mind;
B cautious, B prudent, B trustful and true,

B courteous to all men, B friendly with few;
B temperate in all things, B sure to shun crime,
B careful of conduct, of money, of time;
B cheerful, B grateful, B hopeful,^lways
B ready for prayer, and B joyful in praise;
B courageous, B gentle, B "liberal, B just,

B aspiring, yet humble, for thou art but dust;
B penitent, circumspect, sound in the faith,

B active, devoted, B faithful till death;
B honest, B holy, transparent and pure,
B dependent on Christ, and of heaven B sure.



68 COME, LET US SING.

1. O come, let us sing ! Our youthful hearts now swelling, To
2. O swell, swell the song. His prai-ses oft re - peating ; His
3. We '11 chant, chant his praise—Our lofty strains now blending ; A

~
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God a - bove, a God of love—O come, let us sing ! Our
Son he gave, our souls to save—O swell, swell the ^song! The
tribute bring to Christ, our King, And chant, chant his' praise. Our

zLz±EzLzLz:bztilz:i^z.-i^zffc:3i;:]

joy - ful spi - rits, glad and free. With high e - mo-tions raise to thee
humble heart's devotion bring, Whence gushing streams of love do spring,

Saviour, Prince, was cruci-fied ;
" 'T is finish"!," then he meek-ly cried,

-H-+
0+0-0—0- -0-0

I
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In heav'n-ly n^gl - o - dy— O come, let us sing!
Aud make the wel - kin ring With sweet swell-ing song.
And bow'd his head and died—Then chant, chant his praise

!



GOD SPEED THE RIGHT. 69

^ GERMAN.

1. Now to heav'n our pray'r ascending, God speed the right ; )

In a no - ble cause contending, God speed the right. )

2. Be that pray'r a - gain re - peated^ God speed the right ; \

Ne'er de - spair- i ng, tho' de - feated, God speed the right f

as?is"^-4-1—^-^-1— +^

E^3^:S:
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Be our zeal in heav'n re - cord - ed, "With sue - cess on
Like the good and great in sto - ry, K we fail we

earth reward-ed, God speed the right, God speed the right,

fail in glo-ry, God speed the right, God speed the right.

iiilgiiigiill
3. Patient, firm and persevering,
God speed the right

;

Ne'er th' event nor danger fearing,

God speed the right
Pains, nor toils, nor trials heeding,
And in heaven's time succeeding,
God speed the right

4. Still our onward course pursuing,
God speed the right

;

Every foe at length subduing,
God speed the right

Truth our cause, whate'er delay It,

There's no power on earth can stay it,

God speed the right



70 THE SABBATH SCHOOL. C. M.
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W. B. BRADBURY.
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1. O wel - come light That ri - ses bright U - pon the

2. On fros - ty dawn Of win - ter's morn, "When earth is

«3K|

Sab -bath day! I

wrapp'd in snow ; Or

43-^4 ^j_-t.
^^^m^^^^:

hall thy gleam, Thy gold - en beam Shall

sum - mer breeze Plays round the trees : To

e-=|:^i=!=ip:1=^i
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guide my cheer -ful way, Shall guide my cheer -ful

Sab - bath school I '11 go, To Sab - bath school I '11

way-
go—

zwtii

^-0

I To Sabbath school, To Sabbath school : My own loved Sabbath school!

:-=q^=;z:;^iz|=:il-j3^^m -5q_p_
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8. In class I meet,
"With friends I greet,

At time of morning prayer

;

Our hearts we raise

In hymns of praise,

'T is always pleasant there,

At Sabbath school,
At Sabbath school,

Our own loved Sabbath school.

4 May dews of grace
Fill this dear place,

And sunshine never fail;

"While each sweet rose
"Which memory knows.

Shall sweet perfume exhale,
In Sabbath school,

In Sabbath school.

Our own loved Sabbath school.

5. Father in heaven,
To us 'tis given

To learn thy wondrous grace

;

Spirit of love.

Bend from above,
And may we seek thy face,

In Sabbath school, &c.

A WATER SONG.
1. Each flower holds up
A dainty cup,

To catch the rain and dew

;

The drink of flowers.

That falls in showers,
Is just the drink for you;
The drink of flowers.

That falls in showers,
Is just the drink for you.

2. The stars so bright,

That gem the night,

In the round heaven of blue,

Fling down their beams
Upon the streams

Which flow with drink for you

:

Fling down their beams
Upon the streams

"Which flow with drink for you.

3. That nightingale
"Which charms the vale.

From yonder fountain flew

;

The song-bird's drink
Should be, I think.

The drink for birds like you :

The song-bird's drink
Should be, I think.

The drink for birds like you.

ITORXING HYMN.
1. The morning bright,

"With rosy light.

Has waked me up from sleep

:

Father, I own
Thy love alone

Thy little one doth keep.
Father, I own, &c.

2. All through the day
I humbly pray,

Be thou my guard and guide 1

My sins forgive.

And let me live,

Blest Jesus, near thy side.

My sins forgive, &c.

3. O make thy rest
"Within my breast.

Great Spiritof all grace

;

Make me like thee.

Then shall I be
Prepared to see thy face.

Make me like thee, &c.

EVENING HYMN.
1. The daylight fades

;

The evening shades
Are gath'ring round my head

:

Father above,
I praise that love

Which smooths and guards my bed-
Father above, &c.

2. While thou art near
I need not fear

The gloom of midnight hour

:

Blest Jesus, still

From every ill

Defend me with thy power.
Blest Jesus, still, &c.

3. Pardon my sin,

And enter in,

And sanctify my heart :

Spirit divine,

O make me thine.

And ne'er from me depart
Spirit divine, &c.



72 BUY THE TRUTH. 7s & 6s.

1. Go thou, In life's fair morning—Go in tlio bloom of youth—
2. Go, while the day-star sliineth ; Go, wliile thy heart is light;

8. Go, ere the clouds of sor-row Steal o'er the bloom of youth

;

t:t=t=:

iiiEl
I
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And buy, for thine a - dorn - ing, The pro - cious pearl of truth

:

Go, ere thy strength de-clin-eth. While eve-ry sense is bright:
De - fer not til to - mor-row: Go now, and buy the truth.

\
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1
8e - cure this heav'n-ly trea- sure. And bind it on thy heart;

I Sell all thou hast, and buy it ; 'T is worth all earth-ly things—

I

Go, seek thy great Ore - a - tor. Learn ear - ly to be wise:
:

1 Q— —•-t:^ IT

izt:fc=i.=:?=t:E=£z£:lE=:tt=»E£=3

j

And let not worldly plea -sure E'er cause It to de - part
I Ru - bles, and gold, and diamonds, Scepters, and crowns of kings.

;

Go, place up - on hia al - tar A morn - ing sa - crl - flee.

^^yiia



GOOD ATTENDANCE. P.M. 73

1. Ejiow ye the place where we gather each day, Ear - ly at

Go wo a - broad in the wildwood to play. When wo are

D.C. Bat 'tis to school that we hie us a -way, "When we are

I

FINE. ^^ k-

morn, ear-ly at morn? ) ( No, 'tis not there that we
gone, when we are gone? )

"j Leav-ing our homes, all our

zqzziqzq^^^iiULTiiaxizpii^ii-pzj::

E^zk*E*E}EEzdllEE^t£t5|
0-0-0..

gone, when wo are gone.

^^ V. C.

~
I

j
I

jT I
•"! 2. Come to our school through the white

—^-0—0f—^X.—\—^ - T 1 winter snows,
—*-#—#- K-}-#-f ^-| Cold is the air, cold is the air

!

^-^1 ^— Come when the loud wind a wild tempest
,, ,

'

, blows,
ga - ther each day, I ^^g s,,ji„ ^^ ^^^^^ ^.^ g|,all be there

!

friends and our play, f q.^o at the close of a bright summer day,
Come when the suu sheds his last lingring

ray.

Come to our school, you '11 not find us away,
"We shall be there, we shall be there!

^-

,

\^v

— <^—\^± i-i

HERE IS NO REST.
1. Here o'er the earth as a stranger I roam.
Here is no rest, here is no rest

!

Here as a pilgrim I wander alone,

Yet I am blest, yet I am blest

!

For I look forward to that glorious day
"When sin and sorrow shall vanish away;
My heart doth leap, while I hear Jesus say.

There, there is rest I there, there is rest

!

2. Here are afflictions and trials severe,
' Here is no rest, here is no rest

!

Here I must part with the friends I hold dear.
Yet I am blest, yet I am blest

!

Sweet is the promise I read in His word

:

Bless'd are those who have died in the Lord,
Thev have been call'd to receive their reward.

There, there Is rest! there, there is rest!



74 THE LORD'S PRAYER

z:^:d^=n:

lis.
1st time.

1. OurFa-ther in liea-ven, "We hal - low thy name;
May thy king-dom ho - ly On earth be be-

2. For-give our transgress-ions, And teach us to know,
That hum - ble corn-pass - ion That par - dons each

2d time.

.-^"J.

^^=i^^

It

And

I

is from thy boun - ty That
thine be the glo - ry, For

-^^^: -^..

:=];

:•::

gun ; O, give to us dai - ly Our por - tion of bres

foe; Keep us from tempta-tion, From weakness and sin

z^zzifiiizizz^z^i^z^z^iiqizq^^iizzz^i

CHORUS.

--—vi/ 0-^

£EtEfe*E*i£fe:?E:l

EaE5gi;gteg|=J^fe33
z^z:S:IS:^:SlEfztzgf^zfz*±jiz:3ziI^3l
sweet, sweet home I Prepare us, dear Saviour, For glo - ry, our home.

zz|z=l:ii:z:ii:i=iZiiiZiz»i*z!tz!!liirJ3
z?z:*:|t--5:t|:t=tztfFztzaEz;^*ftB

must be fed.

- er, A -men.

Note.—This piece can be sung with or without the Chorus, according to

the singer's taste.



THE BOOK OF TRUTH.* P. M. 75

1. "We'll not give up tiie

2. We '11 not give up the
8. We'll not give up the

Bi - ble, God's ho - ly book of
Bi - ble, For pleasure or for

Bi - ble, But spread it far and

m
f^f •

i^_^_j^_j,,_-

rn :-^^J^J=^-ii!li^^:ii:iq^it^q^l

:!?zS7?zi^:±!?^i^zJz:^c±!?z?zSziz:

truth ; The blessed staff of hoar - y age, The guide of ear - ly
pain; We'll buy the truth, and sell it not, For all that -we might

til • -^
wide : Un its sav-ing truth be heard Be - yond the roU-ing

z=:tpzT«z*zrz^:Tpz^zq'^z1tTZ]^i]^q^itT

zqz:=:T-jz:H:T^z:^z:^:T;j^:z^z:^i?|:T:^:zz(

_{—^_5-]_J_^__^_X|
1

i__X| 1 1
p__X»_i_(_

youth,
gain,

tide.

f"

E-

O, my Bi

itzzwtitzi^zjii.

^ ^ ^
ble ! Sweet book of Je - sus' love, The

1^ 1^

:iz^=t::]5
-.-.-..^0 1-«

^ •»

—

l-^^H^-

light that shines up

zpz^zzpztz
-I— I— I—k^-

on the path That leads us homo to Q-od

a?
pzp
-I- -0-0-

-t-H—

* By permission of H Waters. Publisher.



76 A SOFT ANSWER. P. M. or 8s & 7s.

[This is a very sweet melody ; and one which, with the accompanying
words, if sung, when children are indulging angry feelings, would scarcely

fail to calm the elements of strife.]

fc=4:f-5=tt:r.%:=U=i:tt?=i-:f:i
1. O speak soft -

Do thou good
2. Cast thou oil

"When is calm'd

for

up
the

to thy
e - vil,

on the
ra-ging

r
com-rade. When the
rend - er. Else thou
wa-ters, Let thy
tu-mult, thy

:=t:

waves
Shalt

voice
voice

of
re -

like

passion mad - ly

mem-ber sad - ly,

Da - vid's mu - sic

not re - fuse it.

-1—^^ 1-
Roll forth -in an -

That heaven the strife

Drive forth the e -

So see thou harm

will

vil

him

#—

^

-^—^

—

^
--1

-B-9 1

-| 4
word. Or prompt the vengeful blow
see ; Thy Fa - ther all will know,

thought, Thy friend doth che-rish now,
not, Nor scorn-ful bend the brow

I P'
His law may not be

Thy Fa - ther hath com-

:p—:zi^:

:t=::j:i

word is clear - ly spo - ken : "Who - so

Fa - ther doth re - ward thee. And thou
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Z[I i*._i„_^.I.^_E—^ 1^_ T_«_I|r
hat - eth thee, be - friend him, As God be-friend-eth thee,

gain - est now a bro - ther, Who else were lost to thee.

:?:::i=pz:^=?!:x:p=:p=ipq:^:

:=^i::^z^:±:E=±iz3:*:±ti: :f^=f-^-^— i
Note.—Omit the slurs marked thus * for P. M. For 8s & 7s, omit all

the ties except those marked *.

ANGRY WOEDS.*
1. Angi-y words are lightly spoken
In a rash and thoughtless hour

;

Brightest links of life are broken
By their deep insidious power.

Hearts inspired by warmest feeling.

Ne'er before by anger stirr'd,

Oft are rent, past human healing,

By a single angry word.

2. Poison-drops of care and sorrow.
Bitter poison-drops are they.

Weaving for the coming morrow
Saddest memories of to-day.

Angry words ! let them never
From the tongue unbridled slip

;

May the heart's best impulse ever
Check them, ere they soil the

lip!

3. Love is much too poor and holy.
Friendship is too sacred far.

For a moment's reckless folly,

Thus to desolate and mar.
Angry words are lightly spoken,

Bitt'rest thoughts are rashly stirr'd;

Brightest links of life are broken
By a single angi-y word.

* A clergyman, whose family was noted for their uncommon amiability
and mutual affection, was asked the secret of his successful training: "I
call," said he, "the influence of mn*ic to my aid. If I see any of my family
indulging angry emotions, I say : Sing, children, sing ! And before a single
strain is ended, every unpleasant feeling disappears, and the sweetest har-
mony again prevails." May it not be well for parents and teachera to
profit by this hint ?

MUTUAL lOYE.
1. " Little children, love each other ;

"

'T is the blessed Saviour's rule

:

Every little one is brother
To his play-fellows at school.

We're all children of one Father,
That great God who reigns above;

Shall we quarrel ? No : much rather
Would we dwell like him—in love.

2. He has placed us here together.

That we may be good and kind,
He is ever watching whether
We are one in heart and mind.

Who is stronger than the other?
Let him be the weak one's friend;

Who 's more playthings than his bro-
ther,

He should like to give or lend.

8. All good children love each other.
Keeping thns the Saviour's rule

;

Each one proves himself a brother
To his dear playmates at school.

All they have they share with others,
With kind looks and gentle words

:

Thus they live like happy brothers.
And are known to be the Lord's.



78 CHILDHOOD'S HOURS. C. M.

1. A - mid the blue and star - ry 6ky, A group of
2. They all were mer-ry child-hood's hours, Thnt just had
3. And they were go - ing up to heav'n, "SVith all that

aib:Jp:|pj^=:pz:p:g=^^z£|p=^

=t==^.:
-^---|~«-4-*--—^---«-+H |-«-f»--F- -|— I—

-^-i 1—I 1--

hours one ev"n Met as they took their up-ward flight In-
left the earth, "Wing-ing their -way a - bove the world That
had been done By lit - tie chil-dren, good or bad, Since

CHORUS.

—i—1

—

—«-4~H—^- r-*-+-»---^— I—I—

t

-#—• ^-^-^—K-J-|_-T.| ^

—

\z—|z:i

Ee - mem - ber, chil - dren
to the high - est heav'n
gave to them their birth

the last ris - ing sun.

,—1—

i

__—I—

i

k_—I—I—1—1-_—

I

,—

^

rt=*=*=:f:i:W=i=5=j5:g=i:3=t:l
of the earth, Each hour is on its way, Bear-
-# ^—# a-T •—a

—

-z T"^ T
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ing its

zw:r.wz.w

I—f-^l

—

'^-^-T-^—•-J-^^-Tp-^"
all you do and say.

—:i=?:i:fztt=ii

•rr
re - port to heav'n, Of

;=t=t±-:;^--tr-:±:=~?
4. And some had gold and purple

wings,
Some droop'd like fading flowers;

And sadly soar'd to tell the tale,

Tiiat they were misspent hours.

Remember, children, &c.

5. Some glow'd with rosy hopes and
smiles.

And some had many a tear

;

Others had unkind words and acts

To carry upward there.

Remember, children, &c.

6. A shining hour, with golden plumes,
Was laden with a deed

Of generous sacrifice, a child

Ilad done for one in need.
Remember, children, &c.

7. And one was bearing up a prayer,
A little child had "^aid

;

All full of penitence and love,

"While kneeling by his bed.
Remember, children, &c.

8. And thus they glided on, and gave
Their records dark and bright,

To Ilim who marks each passing hour
Of childhood's day and night.

Remember, children, &c.

GOD EVEUYWHERE PRESENT.

1. None is like God, who reigns above.
So great, so pure, so high

;

None is like God, whose name is love,
And who is always nigh.

He sees us when we are alone.

Though no one else can see

;

And all our thoughts to him are
Wherever we may be. [known,

2. In all the earth, there is no spot
Excluded from his care;

We cannot go where God is not,

For God is everywhere.
He sees us, &c.

3. He is our best and kindest friend,

And guards us night and day

;

To all our wants hewill attend,

And answer when we pray.

He sees us, &c.

4. 0, if we love him as we oTight,

And on his grace rely,

We shall be joyful at the thought
That God is always nigh.

He sees us, &c.

LITTLE PREACHERS.
1. We have no words with which to
The truths that others teach

;
[tell

And scarcely one would hearken well
Unto our childish speech.

Yet day by day, if we should try
To do the things we know.

The wisest that would pass us by,
Might wiser, holier grow.

2. Our Saviour, Christ, a lesson taught
From lilies in the grass

;

From little birds, "that quick as
thought

Among the branches pass.

And day by day, «&c.

I

3. A wise man, and a holy one,

I

God's blessed word should preach
;

; But if by us his will be done,

I

Some truth may children teach.

I

And day by day, &c.

4. If, when our neighbor does us
wrong,

An answer kind we make
;

And bear it patiently and long,

A lesson he may take.

And day by day, &c.

5. And sinner thus from sinner learns
Something that God has taught

;

And, by a lamp that feebly burns,
To holier light is brought

And day by day, Ac.



80 SONG OF PKAISE. lis & 12s.
By permission of 0. Ditson, owiier of the copyright.

I u ^ ^
join in full cho-
elept in a man
chil-dren when sing
grant us thy Spi

="?

^ ^ ^ ^ -9- -

1. Come, let us sweet - ly sing,

2. Hail! hail to Him who once
8. O thou who once did hear
4 Be thou our guard and guide,

g:i:s::::1--»=:izp;:~-z!:i:i=:ir^r
H5l:fc:Pz:t:zfe-?-il4:t=:t-*=|

Z* |rf_J L^ L-l u« Li

rus!
-ger!
-ing,

-rit,

u-^̂^ ^ -#- -J- ^ -

Praise to the migh-ty King, Him who reign-eth o'er us:
Wander'd from place to place, home-less, and a stran-ger,

Thou who didst sweet-ly say, Suf - fer ye their bring-ing,

Own us as thine at last through thy per-fect me - rit

;

l^—i^ J 1

:::5-'=:i:p

Once,
Suf

-

From
Then

tiehe, a lit

fer'd and died foi

thy bright home a

shall we sweet - ly

child, gen
us, O

bove, gra -

sing In

- tie and low - ly,

wond - rous sto - ry I

cious - ly bend-ing,
angel - ic cho-rus:

..^A-X^^-

Taught us bow we should live, lov-ing, pure, and ho - ly.

Suf- fer'd that we might all dwell with him in glo - ry.

List to our joy - ful songs, grate-ful - ly as-cend - ing.

Praise e - ver-more to him, who shall there reign o'er us!

EEiE|EluE|EE:iE|#il^?Ell



HAPPY DAY. L. M. 81

.:«5:z=q.-q:ri=-:rq=:iT:^-^-±r^

—^"•i-|—*-^ci--»--|

—

^-^- ^
1. Pre-served by thine Al-migh-ty power, O Lord our
And brought to see this hap - py hour, We come thy

2. We praise thee for thy con - stant care, For life pre-
O may we still those mer - cies share, And taste the

3. We praise thee for the joy - ful news Of par - don
O Lord, in - cline our hearts to choose The road to

4 And when on earth our days are doue. Grant, Lord, that
Teach-ers and schol-ars round thy throne, The song of

CHORUS.

Eg^*E?£iSd-fe*Ef~fi£fe=?E!E?i
p^aTi';1S;T;'?ii?n='^-t>^ day,h^p-py day, Here in thy

served, for mer-cies given ; > tt „ a t a » tt :„ +i

joys of sins fop-|lTen, ] '"P-P^ ''V' '"'P-Py ^»y' Here in thy

'hT-pi-nrsrrd'"^°„l'lH.p.py day.hap-py day. Here in tty

MT-s:s'3'tKaSf=''P-P^ day.hap.py day. Here In thy

t:zLzizz[z±£z:itEz:?':±:zzEzUz±Ez:

-J:i;JzJzSi:f;zJz|zjt^z3
ilztztztltztiztztt^zcdf-~*-^-'

coarts we'll fflad-lv stav -!
-^^ ^t thy foot-stool hum-bly pray, )courts we u giaa ly stay,

-|
rpj^^^

^.j^^^ ^ouldst take our sins a-way : f

zzz:-=r=ZT:^:i:q|:i:^zpz«:

zzlz^Tiizqzq^i^zrrjz^zJrizq^^z^zqza]

z?z*zfczzfjlz±^_v?z*z?±i±fzfziz^^JJ
Hap - py day, hap - py day, When Christ shall wash our sins a-way

!

qs3:i:i:2z^zzzpxpzpzpizz::zzzzzzpgg

EEE^I;EEE^EfeEEEt|E?EfEf^



82 THE BIBLE, lis.

1. The Bi - ble—the Bi - ble I more precious than gold,

2, The Bi - ble—the Bi - ble! we hail it 'with joy,

ipiiiipiippp
The hopes and the glo - ries its pa - ges un - fold;

Its truths and its glo - ries our tongues shall em - ploy

;

j #-T--# # T

Eiiil3=^l3Ei=ii=lr 9 _Q.
It speaks of sal - va - tion—wide o - pens the door

—

We '11 sing of its tri - umphs, we '11 tell of its worth,

.k:^=^=^zH=:1=
^-=jt=3t±3t. 311111111

Its of

And send

fers are free to the rich and the poor;

its glad ti - dings a - far o'er the earth

:

—

I

-r-m '^-

-Jfzzwrzftlg
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The BI - ble! the Bi - blel blest vol - ume of truth,

The Bi - ble I the Bi - ble I the val - leys shaU ring,

zJ:l±?zz?z:?:l:?=z?z:S:±i:J:i:?:^^t:?zJ
How sweet - \y
And h''Jl - tops

it smiles on the sea - son
re - e - cho the notes that

of youth

;

we sing

;

S|^E03
r

:zij

-4.

feSi-
lt bids us seek ear - ly the " pearl of great price,"
Our ban - ners, in - scribed with its pre - cepts and rules,

iiiiiir^liilll

-•- -•- • ^
I -#- ^ -o-

Ere the heart is en-slaved in the bond - age of vice.

Shall long wave in tri - umph, the joy of our schools.



84 CHILDREN AT THE GATE OF HEAVEN.
SWISS.

1. Lit - tie trav - 'lers, Zi - on - ward, Each one en - t'ring

In the king - dom of your Lord, In the man-sions

'_zzi^zM-J^. i^__i^__M__s__i[^_r±i__i_:i_t

CHORUS. H > M IN

,
9 W 9 ^ 1^ ^

I ^ '

l^^
^''jgg*' j- There to wel - come Je - bus waits,

EiE3EEg:S*E^~^*EliEE^.fel

^M. E^^EiiH^i

Gives the crowns his fol - low'rs win ; Lift up your ye

zipz:t-:zM^T^zd^^Hi:rf:ip:i^:qV

z^:f:p=zpi:J^£^z^qi^zzTri^rf^i

^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^
;

gold - en gates, And let the chil - dren in

:

Lift up your

iit^l^irl^zgirizizpzzpzgz^iip
:fc;fcitr.-H:tztzt;z::UzS=3:*t «t:*zz



^^.
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gold-en gates, ye gold - en gates, ye Liftgold -en gates

zt*jfcPz3=:t=*4t:tp-E4

I
r-^-r-\-

up your heads, ye gold-en gates, and let the chil-dren in.

m^m
2. "Who are they whose little feet, ' 4 " All our earthly journey past,

Pacing life's dark journey through, Every tear and pain gone by,
Now have reach'd that heavenly seat Here together met at last,

They had ever kept in view ? At the portal of the sky 1"

There to welcome, &c. There to welcome, «fec.

" I from Greenland's frozen land

;

"I from India's sultry plain
;"

I from Afric's barren sand ;"

" I from islands of the main."
There to welcome, &c.

5. "Eachthewelcome 'Come' awaits,

Conqu'rors over death and sin I"—
Lift your heads, ye golden gates,

And let the children in.

There to welcome, &c.

ROUND FOR TWO VOICES.

—I 1 1

L.

Hap-py are the chil-dren whose God is the Lord,

^mpiipi
Hap - py, hap - py, bap-py» bap-py, *^ ^

hap-py.



SQ COME TO THE SAVIOUR. C. M. or P. M.
By permission of 0. Ditson, owner of the copyright.

f-ii5—g=izir^!^~^=jziqTq=:5=

^~ 1^?* ""* '-0^9--^-
1. Our Sa-viour bids the chil-dren come ; He bids us
2. For - ev - er bless - ed be his name ; No earth-lv
8. There may we come at last, to sing In no - bier

-W- ^m.

t=t:

m—0-

tEEi

come to him

;

love like his

;

strains his praise; And join the

And, as in o - ther days, he spreads His
O may it draw our hearts to him, And

lit - tie ones who stand Be-

CHORUS.
I ^

arms to take us in.

to the world of bliss,

fore our Fa - ther's face.

8a-viourI dear Sa-viour!

m^^mm^m
i

O joy of the blest 1 How I long to be thine. In bright

.^_^-

O
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r=&:iK:^r

8=:*:i:»

glo - ry to shine, And to at rest

111
for - ev - er

W=r.w
-m~9-

THE SAYIOUR.
1. See the kind Shepherd, Jesus,

stands,

And calls his sheep by name

;

Gathers the feeble in his arms.
And feeds each tender lamb.
O Saviour, dear Saviour 1

O joy of the blest

;

How 1 long to be thine, in bright

glory to shine,

And to be forever at rest.

2. He '11 lead us to the heav'nly
streams,

"Where living waters flow:
And guide us to the fruitful fields,

Where trees of knowledge grow.
Saviour, &c.

3. When, wand'ring from the fold, we
leave

The straight and narrrow way,
Our faithful Shepherd still is near
To guide us when we stray.

O Saviour, «fec.

4. The feeblest lamb amid the flock.

Shall be the Shepherd's care

;

While folded in our Saviour's arms,
We 're safe from every snare.

Saviour, &c

LOVELY ZION.
1. Zion ! bright and fair, strong thy

bulwarks are, ""

And thy towers majestic stand

!

City of our God, now our blest abode
In this free and happy land.

Zion, dear Zion 1

Lovely and fair

;

Now arise and shine, for thy light

has come

:

In thy beautiful robes appear.

2. Now the isles of the sea look im-

ploring to thee,

For the Gospel's joyful sound

;

And from heathen lands rrtillions

stretch their hands
For the word which you have found.

O Zion, &c.
3. Let the word go forth, to the south

and north.
And thy light he seen afar.

Till the east and west with the rays
are bless'd.

Of the bright and morning star.

O Zion, &c.
4. Then the heav'nly strain shall be

heard again.

As it once o'er Judah ran

;

And all nations join in the song di-

vine

—

Peace on earth, good will to man.
O Zion, &c.

HEAVEX.
1. happy land ! happy land

!

Where saints and angels dwell

;

We long to join that glorious band.
And all their anthems swelL
O Heaven, sweet Heaven I

O home of the blest

;

How I long to be there, all its glory
to share,

And to lean on my Saviour's breast

!

2. But every voice in yonder throng.
On earth has breathed a prayer

;

No lips untaught may join that song,

Or learn the music there.

O Heaven, &c.
3. Thou heav'nly Friend 1 thou hea-

venly Friend

!

O hear us when we pray

;

Now let thy pard'ning grace descend,
And take our sins away.

O Heaven, &c.
4 Be all our fresh, our youthful days.

To thy blest service given ;

Then we shall meet to sing thy praise,

A ransom'd band in heaven.
O Heaven, &c.



88 MISSIONARY VERSES, lis.

1. Should you wish to be told the best use of a penny, }

T is not on ap - pies, cakes, or playthings to spend it, f

2. Their skins are quite black, for our God made them thus ; J

But he made them with bod - ies and feel - ings like us : f

-.,_/_J

^p:i^z:p-_i:p!i:i=:==::
-fc^ - -I 1 b«*-f-#—•-#—

I will tell you a way that is bet - ter than any ; |

But away o'er the seas to the hea - then to send it. J

A soul, too, that nev - er will die has been giv - en.

And there 's room for black chil - dren with Je - sus in heav'n.

;e?REflSgE^^lJ
Come, lis - ten to

But few go to

zqz:Iq=:Ii^zq^Tq=zqi
-#—-

h

# # -r-#-4-# ^

I

I'll tell, if you please,

such good things as these

^9-
Of some poor lit - tie

To the poor lit - tie

hea -then far o - ver the seas,

hea -then far o - ver the
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8. In this country poor children are well off indeed

;

They have schools every day, where they sing, sew, and read;
Their church, too, on Sunday, and pastor to teach
How the true way to heaven through JesiTs to reach.
Yet, sad to remember, there's so few of these,

For the poor little heathen far over the seas.

4 No schools have the Pagans for reading and singing;

No Sunday for them, with its cheerful bells ringing

;

And most little blacks have no Bibles to read

;

Ah I poor little children, you tc ill off indeed !

But a penny each week would procure books with ease,

For the poor little heathen far over the seas.

5. O think, then, of this, when a penny is given,
" I can help a poor child on his way home to heaven ;"

Then give it to Jesus, and he will approve,
Nor scorn e'en a mite, if 't is offer'd in love.

And, O ! when in prayer you to him bend your knees,
Remember the heathen far over the seas.

THE LITTLE GIRL'S GOOD MORNING.
1. "0 1 I am so happy !" the little girl said.

As she sprang, like a lark, from her low trundle-bed
;

"T is morning, bright morning ! Good morning, papa,
O, give me one kiss for good morning, mamma I

Only look, just now, at my pretty canary.
Chirping his sweet ' Good morning to Mary.'

2. "The sunshine is peeping straight into my eyes,
Good morning to you, Mr. Sun—for you rise

So early, to wake up my birdie and me,
And make bs as happy as happy can be 1"

" Happy you may be. my dear 'little girl
!"

And the mother stroked softly a clustering curl

—

8. "Happy you can be—^but think of the One
Who waken'd, this morning, both you and the sun."
The little one turn'd her bright eye with a nod

—

"Mamma, may I say, then, 'Good morning,' to God?"
"O yes, little darling, surely you may

—

Now kneel as you kneel every morning to pray."

4 Then Mary knelt solemnly down, with her eyes
Looking up with sweet earnestness into the skies

;

Her two little hands that were folded together,
So softly she laid on the lap of her mother

:

" Good morning, dear Father in heaven," she said

;

" I thank thee for watching my snug little bed;

5. "For taking good care of me all the dark night,
And waking me up with the beautiful light

!

O, keep me from naughtiness all the long day.
Blest Jesus, who taught little children to pray."
An angel look'd down in the sunshine, and smiled

;

But she saw not the angel, that beautiful child

!



THE HAPPY SCHOOL BOY. P. M,

1. I '11 a - way, I '11 a - way like a plea - eant boy, For my
I '11 not stay, come a - way, it shall be my joy To my

:tiixfcfc*zfc±»tBiz*zfcfc*.l

D. C. Then a - way, then a-way like a plea - sant boy, I wlU

^^1 l^.
80 qulck-ly can learn: ) r^^ ^ ^ ^^

shool with good wiU to re - turn. )
^'

r-"P!=p=:pT.pp=t:::i3i=|iq=r=r—t:

play and wiU stn - dy in turn.

n:^

ti' heart is glad time flies so fest

2. Who '8 afraid, who 's afraid of a little toil,

Or to work in the rain or the sun

;

Study hard, study hard, 'tis but for a while,

And your work will the sooner be done.

"When the heart's content, the mind is clear,

When the sun shines out, the scene 'twill cheer:

Come away, come away, like a merry boy
With a tug, and a pull, and a smile 1
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>=4t5lir:^:::Ji^*zr8:±i-j:?z:S:l:^:3
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1. I walk'd in a field of fresh clo - ver this morn,

4:3=iziiz:tzij:i=|z:J=|:iirz:^::t-j:i:j5?5

ri:t±:i^zJlz::f:±:t=?=:f:±:fz:l-i:fciri1^1
Where lambs play'd so mer - ri

Or rubb'd their soft coats on
un - der the trees,

na - ked old thorn.

IEE^ ff?=f-ff-^3

Or nib - bled the clo - ver, or rest - ed at ease.

J—cs- i^m
2. And under the hedge ran a clear water brook,
To drink from when thirsty, or weary with play,

And so gay did the daisies and buttercups look,
That I thought little lambs must be happy all day.

8. And when I remember the beautiful psalm
That tells about Christ, and his pastures so green,

I know he is willing to make me his lamb.
And happier far than the lambs I have seen.

4 If I drink of the waters, so peaceful and still.

That flow in his field, I forever shall live,

If I love him, and seek his commands to fulfill,

A place in his sheepfold to me he will give.

5. The lambs are at peace in the fields when they play;
The long sjimmer's day in contentment they spend

;

But happier I, if in God's holy way
I try to walk always with Christ for my friend.



92 MY COUNTRY! 'TIS OP THEE. P.M.

1. My coun-try! 'tis of thee, Sweet land of lib - er - ty,

=:a::i&:f{:zJ:=StS:;:|=:ii:|=:|z:^|
z/_-=fl:::*I^±Et==t-tte5=:'i:'=:5-'i

Of thee I sing: Land where my fa-there died, Land of the

:i::il=:z|:i-=:|:-=:qr:=!i:pxpr:^i:==:i=:fi

pil-grim's pride, From ev' - ry moun-tain's side Let Free-dom ring.

2. My native country 1 thee,

Land of the noble free,

Thy name I love 1

I love thy rocks and rills,

Thy woods and templed hills

:

My heart with raptm-e thrills.

Like that above.

8. Let music swell the breeze.

And ring from all the trees

Sweet freedom's song

:

Let mortal tongues awake

;

Let all that breathe partake

;

Let rocks their silence break-

The sound prolong.

4 Our fathers' God, to tbee,

Author of liberty,

To thee we sing:

Long may our land be bright

With freedom's holy light;

Protect us by thy might,

Great God, our King I
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•6— f> tf^ I N-^T-I--I^Ht-I-—^-^T-l--i-i—^^-^'^-f^
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1. Come, youthful sinners, come, haste to the Saviour, Come, ye young
Kneel at his mercy-seat, sue for his fa-vor, Lambs of his

D. C. How fair is grace, the young bosom adorning I "What robe so

.^,^.^s-P"
Cv FINE.

r.-fJ^-for'^KLb: SthShomelo his ,em-p,e gate,

L:?z:?z:?:fbz:S5:±^-zttfz:?=f:l!?z^z:f:±
pure as the rai-ment of truth 1

(^ D. C

+-^.-^-^-fj—

j

come in life's morning; Give up your souls to the Guide of your youth

;

2. Can you find pleasure in pathways unholy ?

Hope ye for wisdom in wandVing from God?
Sorrow and shame wait the votaries of folly,

Earth has no comfort not found in his blood.

Has he not died for you ? gaze on his passion

:

There see the tokens of sorrow and love
;

Lives he not now for you ? Jesus, the Saviour,

Bled and ascended to crown you above.
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GERMAN MELODY.

^-43ifzJzSz:W:±|.|z|-i;.±g;Jz*=:?j.±
L What is It shows my soul tho way To realms of ev - er-
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last - ing day, And tells the dan - ger of de - lay ? My

i^izt^^^'*^^"-^"

J-^

Bl - ble, My Bi - blel

2. What teaches me I 'm bound to
love

The glorions God who reigns above,
And that I may his goodness prove ?

My Bible 1

8. What is it gives my spirit rest,

When with the cares of earth opprest,

And points to regions of the blest ?

My Bible 1

MI PATHER.
L Who took me from my mother's

arms.
And smiling at her soft alarms,
Show'd me the world and nature's

charms ? My father.

2. Who made me feel, and understand
The wonders of the sea and land.

And mark, through all, the M^er's
hand ? "My father.

8. Who climb'd with me the moun-
tain's height,

And watch"d"my look of dread de-
light.

While rose the glorious orb of light ?

My father.

4. Who from each flower, and verdant
stalk,

Gathcr'd a subject for our talk,

To fill the long delightful walk ?

My father.

5. Who taught my early mind to
know

The God, from whom all blessings

flow.

Creator of all things below ?

My father.

6. Soon, and before the mercy-seat,

Spirits made perfect, we shall meet,

iThen, with what transports I shall

I greet My father.
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MY MOTHER.
1. "Who fed me from her gentle

breast.

And hush'd me in her arms to rest,

And on my cheek sweet kisses prest ?

My mother.

2. Who sat and watch'd my infant
head,

"When sleeping on my cradle bed,
And tears of sweet affection shed ?

My mother.

8. "Who tanght my infant heart to
pray,

To look to God, both night and day.
And strive to walk in wisdom's way ?

My mother.

4. And can I ever cease to be
Affectionate and kind to thee,
"Who was so very kind to me.

My mother.

5. Ah, no I the thought I cannot bear

;

And if God please my life to spare,
I hope I shall reward thy care,

My mother.

6. And when I see thee hang thy head,
'T will be my turn to watch thy bed,
And tears of sweet affection shed.

My mother.

MY BROTHER.
1. "Who often with me kindly play'd.

And all my little playthings made ?

4. And when a present he had got,

O ! who was it that ne'er forgot

To share with me his happy lot?

My brother.

5. These joyful days must have an
end.

But O, to me thy kindness lend,

And still remain my dearest friend,

My brother.

6. And may I ever grateful be.

For all thy kindness shown to me.
And ne'er withdraw my love from

thee, My brother.

MY SISTER.

1. "Who was it, when we both were
young,

Oft praised me with her artless

tongue.
And on my neck delighted hung?

My sister.

2. "Who ran about with me all day.
And when at hide and seek we'd

play,

Who came to find me where I lay ?

My sister.

3. And when to school I went to
stay.

To seek for knowledge, day by day,
"Who grieved to see me go away ?

My sister.

4. "Who was it ever with delight,

Kan forth to meet me, noon and
night,

Who sought for me the cooling shade ? ,

^o free from envy, wrath or spite?

My brother My sister.

2. Who to school my books would
bear.

And lead me o'er the bridge with care,

And lessons find for me, when there?
My brother.

3. Who gatherd apples from the tree.

Chestnuts, and walnut^*, too, for me?
i

Who, cheerful, did all this? 'twasi
thee. My brother.

|

0, may it be our constant care,

Each other's griefs and pains to share,

And thus our mutual burdens bear.
My sister.

6. And may that heav'nly power
abovi«

Still fiU our hearts with mutual
love,

And all our virtuous ways approve,
My sister.
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1. The lit - tie child who loves to pray
2. Look up, dear chil - dreii, see that star,

I

And read
Which Shi

his

ncs so

?!l:i^=^^:

Bi - ble too, Shall rise a - bovo the sky one day, And
bright-ly there, For you shaU bright-er shine by far. When

y==^-f(i=t:=fci=:^-4ziz:t:±i^=t:i^=4^:±
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sing as an - gels do;
in that world so fair;

Shall live in heav'n, that
A harp of gold you

itzztizzprz-lzzi^zpztpztpzz^izpzi^z:

a - bove, Where all Is joy, and peace, and love.
haU have, And -sing the pow'r of Christ to save.

::p=p: m
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THE BOY'S PENNY.
1. *' I 've got a penny, dear mamma 1"

So cried a little boy

;

"And fivepcnce which I 've in my box,
Makes sixpence for a toy

;

I never was so rich before

;

I 've sixpence ; when shall I have
more ?"

2. " But, Henry, love," the mother
said,

" If you will list to me,
Cll tell you how that sixpence, dear,

Much better spent may be !"

And then she took the prattler up.

And placed him gently on her knee.

8. " My child, there 's many a boy and
girl,

Living across the sea,

To whom the Church her missions
sends,

That they may Christians be

;

And, through their Saviour, find the
road

That leads to the right hand of God."

4 The child sat silent for a while.

And tlien look'd up, and said,

"Toys soon do break, don't they,

mamma?
"We '11 help Christ's word instead."

And jumping off his mother's knee,

He fetch'd his sixpence cheerfully.

6. "But will it help the work, mam-
ma,

So small a sum ?" he cried

;

" I would it were a dollar more,"
And then he deeply sigh'd.

" But I shall soon a man become,
And then can give a greater sum."

6. Reader, that little boy henceforth
His pence and halfpence saved.

And never, from that time, I hear,

Has he for trifles craved.

Like him, who'll save their half-

pence, too.

For heathen souls?—My dear, will

you?

rOVERTY.
1. We were so poor when baby died,

And mother stitch'd the shroud,
The others in their hunger cried.

With, sorrow wild and loud

;

"We were so poor, we could not pay
The man to carry him away.

2. 1 see it still before my eyes

—

It lies upon the bed:
And mother whispers through her

sighs,

"The little babe is dead!"
A little box of common pine
His coffin was—and may be mine.

3. They laid our little brother out.

And wrapp'd his form in white.
And, as they turn'd his head about,
"We saw the solemn sight

;

And wept as little children weep.
And kiss'd the dead one in his sleep.

4. "We look'd our last upon his face.

And said our last "good-by,"
"While mother laid him in the place,

"Where those are laid who die

:

The sexton shoved the box away.
Because we were too poor to pay.

5. We were too poor to hire a hearse,
And couldn 't get a pall.

And when we drove him to the
grave,

A wagon held us all

:

'T was I who drove the horse, and I
"Who told my mother not to cry.

6. "We rode along the crowded town,
And felt so lone and drear.

And oft our tears came trickling

down,
Because no friends were near

:

The folks were strangers, selfish men,
"Who hadn 't lost a baby then.

7. "We reach'd the grave, and laid him
there.

With all the dead around

;

There was no priest to say a prayer.
And bless the holy ground

;

So home we went with grief and
pain.

But home was never home again

!

8. And there he sleeps, without a
stone

To mark the sacred spot

;

But though, to all the world un-
known.

By us 't is not forgot.

We mean to raise a stone some
day,

But now we are too poor to pay I



98 BE KIND TO LOVED ONES.
By permission of H. Waters, pnblisher.
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thy fa-tker, for when thou wert young
hy brother,—his heart will have dearth

1. Be kind to ™^ .,

I

2. Be kind to thy brot/ier, _
8. Be kind to thy teach -er, the burd-en she bears

Who
If the

i
i^H^'

loved thee so fond - ly as he? He caught the first accents which
smile of thy love be withdrawn; The ilow-ers of feel-ing will

wear - ing her spi - rits a - way. No price for her la - bors so

z*r:*z:*ZHz?zfzid;::54--+--—-T*-~-+

|=?z:fz:Sz%zJzfS:*Jz^rli-iz3ri"c^J
fell from thy tongue, And join'd in thy in - no - cent glee,

fade at their birth If the dew of af - fee - tion be gone,
pre - cious ap - pears As the kindness she meets day by day.

z=^iqz:z&::tizz::qid^i^z:t^g~^T

zlz±Jz:lz:fzIjz:|z:Szi^?zSzSz±^:2zfzI
Be kind to thy mo - ther, for lo I on her brow, May
Be kind to thy sis - ter, not ma - ny may know The
Be kind to thy schoolmates, not long canst thou be With

:zziqz:z^zqiiz|z:q*:q^ii:-zzzq^i::1:z:q^;
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' tra - cfts of sor-row be seen I

depth of true sis-ter-ly love,

schoolmates to etu - dy, or play

;

O well mayst thou cherish and
The wealth of the o-cean lies

Thy kindness will make thee more

mil

com - fort her now, for lov - ing and kind hath she been,
fa - thoms be - low The sur - face that spark - les a - bove.
hap - py and free When school-plea-sures va - nish a - way.

fcizitzzJJ:iiz:z=±i^:

"BE GOOD."

1. "Be good, little children," your mother will say,

She will whisper it soft in your ear,

And ofttimes repeat it, by night and by day,

That you may not forget it, my dear.

The ant at its work, and the flower-loving bee.

And the sweet little bird in the wood.

As it warbles its song from its nest in the tree.

Seem to .say, "Little children, be good."

2. " Be good," says the Bible, that volume of love,

Which the wisest delight to obey.

And the truths which it teaches will lead you above,

When death calls the spirit away.

As sure as the brook to the river doth run,

And the river to ocean's broad wave.

This rule, if well learn'd, in the cradle, my dears,

Will prove your best wealth in the grave.
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1. How plea-sant thus to dwell be -low In fel- low -ship of

And though we part, 't is bliss to know The good will meet a-

2. Yes, happy thought! When we are free From earthly grief and
in heaven we shall each o-ther see, And nev-er part a-

bove'- f
'^^® S^^^ ^^^^ ™®^*' a-t>ove, The good shall meet a-bove;

—1-4

2>. (7. To meet to part no more, On Ca-naan's hap-py shore,

__± ^^t ^_^J^_j__.i_,l^^^JJ

I

And tho' we part 't is bliss to know, The good shall meet a - bove.

I

In heaven we shall each other see, And nev - er part a - gain.

|zpipr^±=jipzpztzH:|pz^z:pz:pfaz:=tH
!ztfczuEEzUftzztzEz*:±tzUztzi±fc--*:H
And sing the ev-er-last-ing song With those who 've gone be-fore.

CHORUS.
I I 1^

1 4 1
1.-±_^

1

J-__.^_^ --^-0--
hr-*--#-• •--^ -• -#-• -0-

O that will be joy - ful, joy - ful, joy - ful,

^ 0^ 0. ^0 .0—0
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D. C. ^,

/•,j,.J„J--^*-^-^-U--V-U-f-*-*-^J:^:^
O that will be joy - ful, To meet to part no more

;

8. The children who have loved the
Lord,

Shall hail their teachers there

;

And teachers gain the rich reward
Of all their toil and care.

that will be joyful, &c.

4. Then let us each, in strength divine,
Still walk in wisdom's ways

;

That we, with those wo love, may
In never-ending praise I [join

O that will be joyful, «&c.

THE PROMISED LAXD.
1. On Jordan's stormy banks I stand,

And cast a wishful eye
To Canaan's fair and happy land.

Where my possessions lie.

O that will be joyful, &c.

2. Othe transporting, rapturous scene.
That rises to my sight!

Sweet fields array'd in living green,
And rivers of delight.

O that will be joyful, &c.

8. There generous fruits that never
On trees immortal grow

;

[fail,

There rock, and hill, and brook, and
With milk and honey flow. [vale

O that will be joyful, &c.

4. O'er all those wide-extended plains
Shines one eternal day

;

There God the Son forever reigns.
And scatters night away.

O, that wilfbe joyful, &c.

6. No chilling winds, or poisonous
breath

Can reach that healthful shore

;

Sickness and sorrow, pain and death
Are felt and fear'd no more.

O that will be joyful, &c.

6. When shall I reach that happy
And be forever blest? [place,

When shall I see my Father's face.

And in his bosom rest ?

O that will be joyful, &c.

7. Fill'd with delight, my raptured
Would here no longer stay : [soul

Though Jordan's waves around me
Fearless I'd launch away. [roll,

O that will be joyful, &c.

HEAVEN.
1. glorious rest ! There joys sublime

Shall fill the immortal soul

;

There holy saints in vernal prime
On harps sweet music roll

O that will be joyful, &c.

2. There fields of amaranthine flowers,
And trees of life are found

;

There God's own love like gentle
Sheds gladness all around, [showers

O that will be joyful, «&c.

8. There crystal streams meander
through

—

And round the Almighty's throne,
Pure holiness distills like dew.
And sin is all unknown.

O that will be joyful, &c.

4. There grief and pain will never
Nor shall the starting tear [come.

E'er blight the luster and the bloom
Of heaven's eternal year.

that will be joyful, &c.

5. And there—what most of all I
My Saviour I shall see

; [prize^
Shall gaze with unbeclouded eyes
On him who died for me.

O that will be joyful, &c

6. There I shall slake my burning
With infinite delight;— [thirst

O, when shall this glad moment
On my enraptured sight? [burst

O that will be joyful, «fec
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1. Who'll buy a nose -gay, cried a sweet lit -tie child. An
2. Pray buy my ro - ses—ve - ry hard Is my fate, My

iwlz:

z^i:^:=^rilz5iIj-.*-±*±frSrIs.-::8:S
-#- -0- ^
or - phan, left wretch-ed and poor ; I've rose-buds and pinks, and
poor lit - tie sis-ters want bread; Be -stow but a mice, be-

sweet bri - ar wild, And hea-ven will bless you thrice o'er,

fore 'tis too late, Our pa -rents to hea-ven are fled.

pzipzii:

-t£^
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.

-ai—«-*
^ ^ ^

Then pray buy my ro - ses, in - deed they 're not dear. Each

i^ElME5E|E|=t; :t=4==i*=fc:
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I

bud shall be molst-en'd with gra - tl - tude's tear.

i^:z:iizd^Tq'^:itztj:=|^=:=pz:ij^T:i=-:n|i

VERY LITTLE THINGS. 7s.

lit - tie thinss are we, how mild we all should be:1. Ye - ry lit - tie things are we, how mild we all should be;
2. Nev-er quar - rel, never fight, That would be a shocking sight.

3. Just like pret - ty lit-tle lambs, Soft-ly skip-ping by their dams.
4 We'll be gen -tie all the day, Love to learn as well as play;
5. And at -tend to eve-ry rule Of our much loved, happy school

THE CHILMEX'S DAI.

1. How should children spend the
Early rise and early pray

;

[day ?

2. Then to breakfast, then away
To labor, or their lesson say

;

3. Then to dinner, then to play

;

To school again then hie away,

4. Unless it be a holiday

;

And when sinks the evening ray,

5. Again to God their duty pay.
And close with prayer the Christian

day.

MORNING PRAYER.
1. Jesus, Lord, to thee I pray

:

Guide and guard me through this

day,

2. As the shepherd tends the sheep,
Lord ! me safe from evil keep.

3. Keep my feet from every snare,

Keep me with thy watchful care:

4 All my little wants supply.
If I live, or if I die.

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

Take me to thyself at last.

EVENING PRAYER.

1. Lord ! this night I come to own
All my sins before thy throne

:

2. All the ill I've done this day.
In thy blood, O, wash away.

3. Put on me, Lord, this night.
Put on me a robe of white

:

4 Say to me, with voice from heaven,
"Little child, thy sin 's forgiven I"

5. Joyful then my rest I '11 take,

Jesus 1 all for thy dear sake.



104 OFT IN THE STILLY NIGHT. P. M.

1. Oft in the stil-ly night, Ere slumber's chain hath bound me,
2. When I re - mem-ber all The friends from me now riv - en,

=|?--U=5t?±S=*=:^ig=f:i:*:i:3=±t:iza
Sweet faith brings up the light Of heav'n-ly joys a - round me;
I Ve seen a - round me fell, With pros-pects bright for hea-ven,

—

z^zr^-ir
M—trM. iLzX:

j.-^_.^_^_^.

The love and peace that doth increase Throughout e-ter-nal a - ges;
I feel like one, nev -er a - lone, With bless-ed spirits near me.

zr^iq^qjq'I*-** J^ZjjTZp^ZtSr—q^
*z±iixfcfc*±zh*zfc*z±«Tit:iz.

The harps of gold, the bliss untold Which all the blest en - ga - ges:
Whose hope is bright, who finds delight In thoughts of heaven which cheer

IT"

E?Ee£?E?E33i-'EjS^^^i
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I

Thus in the stil - ly night, Ere slum-ber's chain hath bound me,

I

Thus in the stil - ly nii^ht, Ere slum-ber's chain hath bound me,

l==l-:q^Sji=#:5:i=:izi-=:-==t=!!5i^iz=:q::j

^miig^iigS
Sweet faith brings up the light Of heav"n-ly joys a - round me.
Sweet faith brings up the light Of heav'n-ly joys a - round me.

LIKE MISTS ON THE MOUNT. 5s.

^- ,^-P

1. Like mists on the mount, Like ships on the sea. So swift-ly the
2. In the grave of our sires, How soon we shall lie, Dear children, to-

3. How sweet are the flow'rs In A-pril and May 1 But oft the frost

4. Like flow'rs you may fade—Are you ready to die? While "yet there is

^-h~+l 1 H+l h-+'^-^-^-|-l i-K-l-l 1 h-4

iiiiia
years Of our short lives flee,

day To a 8a - viour fly.

makes Them wlth-er a - way,
room," To a Sa - vlour fly,

1

5. "When Samuel was young,

He first knew the Lord,

He slept in his smile.

And rejoic'd in his word.

6. So most of Christ's flock

Are early brought nigh

:

O seek him in youth.

To a Saviour fly.



106 SWEAR NOT IN THY PLAYING.

1. When joy thy heart is swelling, When thou art wild with glee,

2. When angry thoughts invade thee, And prompt unkind desire,

—

8. When sportive tongues invite thee To wor - dy con-tests vile,

[When laugh-ter-shouts are tell - ing Of school-boys' re - vel - ry,

—

If pet - ty wrongs have made thee Speak out thy burn-ing ire

;

Still striv-ing to de- light thee By oaths and ming-led smile,-

p:i|i-p-=z:=:i:pr:pr:ii:p=:qz-z:=i:-rj

tz:t±:t::

iiiiiiiiiiiliiig
swear not in thy play -ing, Swear not thy wrr to show I

O swear not in thy play - ing, *?icert7' 7io< thy wrath to showl
O swear not in thy play -ing, Swear not thy skill to show!

:pzq»z:5Bi:i=:pz:iii:i

SiJ

The Name we use in pray-ing. Canst thou profane it so?
The Name we use in pray-ing. Canst thou profane it so?
The Name we use in pray-ing. Do not profane it so!

zi^iipz:,:^i:pz:|iz:-z=:ipzazq»zi:

tfetz|z^it=tEtiitztzlzzpfi::



SABBATH BELL.

:«z«r^:

6s & 4s. 107

j=g=^±jr|:
U '^

L Sweet -ly the Sabbath bell steals on the air: That in the
2. Oft as the Sabbath chimes summon to pray, May we their

'house of God Bids us ap - pear. " Children of God," it seems
ho - ly call Glad - ly o - bey, That, when the last sad kneU

Soft-ly to say, "Haste to your Father's house, hasten to pray."
For us shall sound, Eea - dy our Judge to meet we may be found.

:t=:t=:t:

SHTJX ANGER.
I must not be angry, nor snatch rudely away
The playthings from sister, when we are at play •

I must not be angry when things do not suit,

Or be peevish and cry, or sulky and mute.

Be not hasty in thy spirit to be angry : for anger resteth in the bosom
of fools. Eccl. vii, 9.

lie that is slow to anger Is better than the mighty ; and he that ruletb

his spirit, than he that taketh a city. Prov. xvi, 32.



108 LITTLE LOVING ONES. P. M.

>-lfc-pr T J>—I*—It-I P—I^T-)--S'-I-'^T

1. We all love one an-oth-er, "We all love one an-oth-er,
2. We al-ways love our pa-rents, Wo al-ways love our pa-rents,

8, We love oiir lit - tie sis-ters, We love our lit - tie sis-ters,

4. We love the Ho - ly Bi - ble, We love the Ho - ly Bi - ble,

5. We try to love the Sa-viour, We try to love the Sa-viour,

6. We hope to get to hea-ven, We hope to get to hea-ven,

zz:zAt±^z5i^z^-

}*: LU get lu uea-ycu,

M- ^itT«=KiF
-*-

We
We
We

z:iz?zf:±zzz:z?zffczz2

keepall love one an - oth - er, And keep the gold - en rule,

al - ways love our pa - rents, As chil - dren ought to do.

love our lit - tie sis - ters. We love our bro-thers, too.

love the Ho - ly Bi - ble, Which tells us what to do.

try to love the Sa-viour, Who shed for us his blood-

hope to get to hea-ven, And sing the songs a - bov&

:iz:zpZ|tTpz::pzpzi-z=zi|5q!L-z]5
~0~\—h—1-1—1—I—4-F-—^-#-;-r
—^ -L X^

CHORUS.
1

£=^i^L:iR--=cd^:f::*

i Sing on, love on, lit - tie band of lov - ing ones:

:i-jizziz^i=i=l=rft:H^:^iici=p:i

sing on, love on, a lit - tie hap - py band.

fcfcg^^isngi



HAPPY LAND. P. M. 109

bf4-^:=S=:fcIj=:t:*:I:J-Sz
1. There is a hap-py land, Far, far a -

"Where saints in glo-ry stand, Bright, 'bright as

2. Bright in that hap - py land Beams ev' - ry
Kept by a Fa-ther's hand. Love can - not

I
O how they sweet -ly sing, "Wor-thy is our Sa-viour King,

I O, then, to glo - ry run; Be a crown and king-dom won;

-p-pz:^zipz:4iz:^:E|iZ^:^z:pz&pz:|i:i
-\ 1 1 +1 1 H-|-l •— I

! +^— I 1—

+

m^^m
Loud let his prai - ses ring. Praise, praise for ayel
And bright a - bove the sun Eeign o - ver - more.

P=P=^iTlife
B'FAXT PRAISE AND PHAYEE.
1. Help me to praise thy name
While I am young;

Let me thy truth proclaim
With my infant tongue

:

Angels from the skies
Will look down with gladsome eyes,
When thy praises rise^

By infants sung.

2. Keep us in peace and joy
Through childhood's days

;

Help each little girl and boy
To walk in thy ways

:

So shall we be free

From the thorns of misery;
Heaven our home shall be.

Thine all the praise.

SCHOLARS' PLEDGE.
Never the drunkard's drink
Our lips shall stain,

Ne'er shall the szceorer's words
Our tongues profane

!

Ever our breath shall be
From tobacco's poison free.

Wars we will shun, yon see.

Peace here shall reign.



110 GET UP EARLY. 8s & 5s.

--*-* :^^=C
^"^

''^^m^m^
1. Get up ear - ly I time is precious—Waste it not in

2. Get up ear-lyl it is sin-ful To be wast-Ing

zzizfi^fciti^zi^ziLzSzSztzfi^z^zi^zez:-^-^-^-^-

;^3iit:i:=C^7

_.zj_f«xSfi--i^3±g_j^;_^'-.x;i^j_«^3_t^_.p.j
-#- -#-#- * -#- ^ -0-0- ^ -0- -0-
bed;

time;

Get up ear-ly I while the dew-drops O'er the fields are spread;

Get up early 1 while the dear birds Sing their morning chime

;

=*;

Get up ear - ly I when the red sun First be-gins to rise

;

Get up ear - ly 1 while the flow-ers Blush up - on the Bod

;

^zj5^-pzl^zp
jLjoI

"1^ -^-1

—

> 1^ 1^

^ W ^ ^ -0-0- ^ -0- -0-
Get up ear - ly I

Get up ear - ly

!

when the darkness Fades from earth and skies,

while all na - turo Bless - es na-ture's God.

zt^zpz:pzI^^«ztzI^:^^zRfezp:H
z^i±:|;;z:5z±*z!l:jJz?!zf*z;*z*z*zf*zz;:lJ



STUDY. 7s. Ill

-H^€-€+«-ai-€-d+-i-J

i
^-0- —r-m-m+m-:g,-m—i+h-
$-0^j^-0-0^0 -$-0-0-^^-.

1. In the school-room while we stay, There is work enough to do,

2. Here, then, let us early sow, While we're in our opening youth,

-4

*z:*:±izdzJ=:*Iii^--r-*=*z±JzJzJ=gfg;|3-*-*-

Stu - dy, stu - dy through the day—Keep our les-sons all in view.

Seed that will take root and grow—Seed of knowledge, virtue, truth

;

-'Z»:iE»2E5HS5SgciEiE3}3i^-+' 1 1 K+-| 1 \ +1 1 Hi -0+0

Izfc
- ^-^,J_H^^_-^,iz:i:igz:^ziz:H:8:|^z_-^:T^zzt^zizfcj

t:?iiE3^ESiEE^E:«:feE?E^y
There's no time to waste or lose, Eve-ry mo-ment we should use

For the time is com - ing, when Wo-men we shall be, and men.

zliiiiiligiiil

For the hours are glid-ing fast. Soon our school day will be past.

Then, O then we '11 need it all, In dis - charg-ing du-ty's call

-^Ei|»E»EtEgE=E:jiE§E5EpE^E$H=H
z*zzfEzEzzztfztz£ztzItzztztzfzifzJ3



112 FIRST BEGINNINGS.

l^y^^l*^ ^ ^ ]^ ]^ ^ l^ %
1. Wil - lie said, "Nowwill I learn to read and spell,

2. Soon he fails, and o - ther schol-ars take the lead,

-^4t^—

b

.^__^_j t ^-

,-^-

Cheer-ful, hap - py

!

I will try to learn my les - son well,
Cheer-ful, hap - py I Yet he says, " I 'D try a - gain to read,"

i
#_^_^_^____-#_#— [—iLi: :|:^_^._,—i—i—i—i^__^_ip-
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0, cheerful-ly,

O, cheerful-ly,

hap -pi - ly!
hap - pi - ly 1

cheerful - ly, hap-pi - ly 1

cheerful - ly, hap-pi - ly I

ESgg^-g|E^:=iz:*zit=rt=)^^il^
itat*HH

3. Though I fail'd at first, yet I 've begun to learn,

Cheerful, happy!
"When I fail, I '11 take another turn,

O, cheerfully, happily ! cheerfully, happily I

4 Often failing, often bravely he returns.

Cheerful, happy

!

Till he reads quite well, and finely learns,

O, cheerfully, happily! cheerfully, happUy!

6. Now let 's something learn, from Willie's reading song,
Cheerful, happy

!

Never get discouraged your life long,

0, cheerfully, happily! cheerfully, happily!

6. First beginnings oft are hard—yea, very hard^
Cheerful, happy I

Never mind it, on ! there 's your reward,
O, cheerfully, happily I cheerfully, happily I

Light let us trip along, soon wc "11 be there l*

8



114 THE TRUANTS. P. M.

'^ 1. Now is it not s pi - ty that such pret-ty girls and boys
2. I 'm sure they can-not re - al - ize what a plea-sure 't is to learn,

3. I wish I could per-suade them all, now in their youthful days,

4. But if they will not come with me, I will not go with them,
5. I '11 make my res - o - lu - tions now, to do what-e'er is right.

Should spend their time in i - dle-ness, or sport-ing with their toys?
Or ne - ver will - ing - ly would they from school and study turn.

To turn a - way from fool - ish - ness, and walk in -wisdom's ways.
Lest ming-ling with bad com - pa - ny, I lose truth's di - a - dem.
E'er shun-ning eve - ry sin - ful way, and walk-ing in the rightE'er shun-nmg eve - ry sm - lul way, and walk-ing m the nght

L ^—^—^- -L^-^—^—^-«-^ J-l

r'Tjr>t>TTO

But I won't stay from school, no,

=^:=pq:q^zpz-=i;^z=^;

But I won't stay from school, no, I won't stay from school;

zMz:Mz±ii:

I'm so fond of learn - ing that I will not stay from school

i XlLl—1^—1^1 1^ 1^ 1^ 1^ Xi^ XlTi^ ^ ^



AWAY TO SCHOOL. P. M.

1^=^.

115

1. Onr youthful bearts for learn*iDg barn, A - way, a-
To 6ci - enee now our steps we turn, A - way, a-

2. Be - hold I a hap - py band ap - pears, A - way, a-

The shout of joy now fills our ears, A - way, a-

A - way,

way to school;
way to school,

way to school ; )

way to school.
)

way to school
mm
)oL

D. C.

^-

Fare - well to home, and all its charms, "We

The voi - ces ring, the hands they wave. Each

3. No more we walk, no more we play,

Away, away to school

;

In study now we spend the day,

Away, away to school,

break from love's pa-ter-nal arms. United in a peaceful band,
jheart rebounds with vig - or brave. "vVe 're join'd iu heart, we 're join'd in

|ZpZp=pZpiZiq^Ij5^q| ^and

;

—^—I——

I

r^~^~'9'~~l ^""'^y to school, away to school,~^
1 -jlJ Away, away to schooL

ROUND FOR FOUR VOICES.

O, may truth Guide our youth, Never let a false word Here be heard.



116 CHEERFUL SONGS. P. M.

1. Don 't you hear the school-bell ringing ? Don 't you hear the school-
bell

2. "We will mind our dearest teachers, "We will mind our dearest
3. We must try to learn our les-sons, "We must try to learn our

-SELl^—l^J LLrf_;^_t^_;^_J -L

Tinging? Don 't you hear the school-bell ring-ing? Calling us to

teachers, We will mind our dear - est teach - ers. And do as they
les-sons. We must try to learn our les - sons, We will learn them

=i]!ri:|::i=i:ifz:fzf=:f:iiriz:i-i:ii::r|:r

^-1-^-^-L -^^-^—^—^-J- -L

(Cs CHORUS. ^-

school I 1

wish. VWe'rea band of sing-ers, We 're a band of sing-era,

well.
)

We 're a band of sing - ers, And we'll sing our cheer-ful songs.

-:^.f?l;;i-j:^::pi3:^r:i]^:^:;q'^:rS:t:!!1:?=!=:

Efci^^fEEl
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4 We '11 take pains with our reading,
"We'll take pains with our reading,

We '11 take pains with our reading,

We will do our best.

We 're a band, &c.

6. Try again, shall be our motto,
Try again, shall be our motto,
Try again, shall be our motto,

And we shall succeed.
We 're a band, &c.

6. We will never eay, I cannot.
We will never say, I cannot.

We will never say, I cannot.
Though the task be hard.

We 're a band, &c.

7. We will always say, I cannot.
We will always say, I cannot.
We will always say, I cannot,

When tempted to sin.

We 're a band, &c.

SING, SING, SING. P. M.
f f f GERMAN MELODY.f f f GERMAN MELODY.

1. Sing, sing,^ng! Sing, dear children, sing!
] Though tht'^hr^g

::t=t
-Z-

I— I—^-#il-#-2-#-*+!—-+I—^-#-2t*~;^-H

tSs'Je^'rdtl' [Sing, sing, sing, sing, sing! Sing, dear children, singl

-I 1—

I

^-\\ 1 ! 1— ~ ~pEfEEHf5f=ir^gEai
*-V^-^-^-^\\ 4 1— I— I—1-4-^ 1

1

2. Watch, watch, watch I

Watch, dear children, watch I

That no sin may e'er defile you.
Or the tempting foe beguile yon

;

Watch,watch,watch,watch,watch I

Watch, dear children, watch I

3. Pray, pray, pray !

Pray, dear children, pray

!

That in endlrss.joy before you.
You may join the songs of glory;

Pray, pray, pray, pray, pray I

Pray, dear children, pray

!

4. Joy, joy, joy 1

Nothing shall annoy,
For in heaven no foe can harm yon,
Naught disturb you, or alarm you;

Joy, joy, joy, joy, joy !

Nothing shall annoy.

5. Shout, shout, shout I

Shout, dear children, shout!
For your Saviour will be near you.
With his presence he will cheer you.

Shout, shout, shout, shout, .shout I

Shout, dear children, shout

!



118 THE BOY WHO TOLD A LIE.

;^^3: .^K-flfl--^^^
--1«K^-

1. The mo-ther look'd pale, and her face was sad, She
2. He was a plea-sant, af-fec-tion - ate child, His
8. He stood by the win - dow a - lone with-in. And he

4, Then he came and lean'd by his mo - therms side. And

seem'd to have no-thing to make her glad, She si - lent - ly

ways they were winning, his tem-per was mild. There was joy and
felt that his soul was stain'd with sin ; And his mother could
ask'd for a kiss, which she de - nied; And he told her with

::^~^:ifr;

sat with tears in her eye,

love in his soft blue eye,
hear him sob and cry,

ma - ny a pen - i - tent sigh,

.^_,_.^ • • • •

For 1 her dear
But 01 this sweet
Be - cause he had

That he nev - er would

g£^:E=^^^g^^^f

boy had told her a
boy had told her a
told her that wick - ed
tell her an - oth - er

lie,

lie,

lie,

lie,

Had told her a lie.

Had told her a lie.

That wick - ed He.

An oth - er He.

-o- -#-#-
-J- ^=^'

—

^-m-
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5. Then she took his small hands within her own,
And bade him before her kneel gently down

;

And she kiss"d his cheek while he look"d on high,

And pray'd to be pardon'd for telling a lie

!

Go to my mother, And tell her I love her, And now if she wishes it I will
come to her.

ROUND IN FOUR PARTS.

>-^»- t=t=t t^=tr;
Go to my mo-ther, And tell her, I love her. And

I 5c:i=::p=:p=p:s
^ow if she wish • es it, I will come to her.



120 THE BIRD'S NEST. C. M.

1. A lit - tie Eob - in built a nest With - in a
2. The old tree in a play-ground grew, The school-house
8. A - way they ran to search the tree, And soon the
4. And, 6 ! that pret - ty lit - tie nest Of down, and
5. Poor lit - tie oird ! with - out a home ! How sad was

iz:=f=fi;*zEz:^t==:tiit:?rt

g
hoi - low tree,

stood hard by

;

nest they found

;

moss, and hay,
now his song I

Where it might lay its eggs, and rest. From
And once, when Rob-in from it flew, Some
The lit - tie eggs—there were but three—They
Which took poor Eob - in weeks to make. They
"What have I done? where shall I roam From

=Ez:fc±t==:Eb=iE=;?!z£E:bzi?z:fcfc:fc:

--z^^zrz^dizzfl

fear and dan - ger free,

chil-dren saw it fly.

broke up - on the ground,
tore and threw a - way.
cru - el - ty and wrong ?

z*E?zt:z.^l*z=H

6. " If children, taught God's holy
word

—

To love what God has made-
Are cruel to a little bird.

Well may I be afraid 1

7. " I nestled where they play'd and
learn'd,

And sung sweet songs all day

;

But all my notes of love they've
spurn'd,

And driven me away."

BE KOT
1. O, turn thy little foot aside, I

Nor crush beneath its tread
The humblest creature of the earth
That looks to God for bread.

2. Thou should 'st not dare, in wanton
sport, !

Such wondrous skill to mar,
\

To stop that tide of joyous life

Which God has nourish'd there.

8. If he who made the universe
Stoops down in kindest love

CRUEL.
To make an insect of the earth,
From his high throne above,

4. 1 who should dare that insect's

life

In wanton ess destroy,
Or give a pang to anything
That he has made for joy ?

5. My child, begin in little things
To act a gentle part.

For God will turn his love away
From the cold and cruel heart



A CHILD'S MORNING THOUGHTS. 121

1. Hap-py birds are on the wing; Hark! how loud and
See that speck up - on the sky; 'Tis a lark—

I

2. But, be - fore I run to play, Let me not for-

To Him who kept me thro' the night, "Woke me with the

g:|g::=pn^^:^r:ix::1-n=r]=-x:t:qzq=:izr

pdr:::|z:^rr:||::g-»=:iz:|i::gz:»=i--i:8=-j---«—#—^-.K-;-|-i—|«_-i»_-|ex.|—!•—ig-O-i—1«_

sweet they sing

!

' saw her fly.

j

get to pray
j
mom-ing light;

,

iz^z:-=l=zqi:pz

Hap - py birds, I 'm hap - py too, I will

Gives me life, and health, and food, Fills my

rt:
,i—I—I— I

—

skip
soul

and sing with yon I Hap - py birds, I 'm hap - py too,

with eve - ry good. Gives me life, and health, and food.

i=::tT:^^:i::=??:i=l=:1^:q=ir-

i

I will skip and sing with you I

Fills my soul with every good.

ztzJzMztzh-^i

8. Lord, may every morning sun

See a better life begun I

May I love and serve thee more

Than I ever did before

!

In my work and in my play

Be thou with me. Lord, to-day I

In my work and in my play

Be thou with me, Lord, to-day I



122 SPRING HAS COME.

I >
1. The win-ter is o - ver and gone, The thrush whistles

The dove echoes forth her soft moan, The lark mounts and

' -H+-+^H—^-t—^
f 1-1-1—

I

1—

+

D. C. And we, his dear children, be found. prai-ses to

FIXE.

-^-m—m-^'

Taiwes^^'-'w.'} S'^^'l ev-e-ry crea-ture a-round Thei

take less de-light ?

1^^-

nite.voi-ces in concert u - nite.

• #-•-«

LITTLE CHILD'S PRATER.
1. O, make me a very good child,

My Father in heaven, I ask
;

Ne'er let me be careless or wild,

Or consider my lessons a task.

I '11 do what my teachers direct

—

My gratitude show for their care.

By treating their rules with respect,

And walking each day in thy fear.

GRATITUDE TO PARENTS.

1. My father, my mother, I know,
I cannot your kindness repay.

But I hope that as older I grow,
I shall learn your commands to

obey.
You loved me before I could tell

Who it was that so tenderly smiled,

But now that I know it so well,

I should be a most dutiful child-

2. 1 am sorry that ever I should
Be naughty and give you a pain

I hope I shall learn to be good.

And so never grieve you again.

But lest, after all, I should dare
To act an undutiful part.

Whenever I 'm saying my prayer,

I '11 ask for a teachable heart.
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SPANISH MELODY.

1. Smil-ing May comes in play, Mak-ing all things fresh and gay

;

2. As we stray, breez-es play Thro' the mea-dow's rich ar - ray

;

S ^ FINE.

From the hall come ye all! Thus the flow-ers call.

All is bright, cheer-ful sight, Af - ter win - ter's night.

z:].T:q^:i]^z=]:pi-:i-il^:q^i:irz:m
E*:l?E*Ez*:fetz:tfcf£5g

D. C.

Mn - sic floats cheer-ing notes, Mu - sic sweet - ly

In - sects bright sail in light, Cheer-ful, bap - py sight.

g.

Fra-grant is the flow-'ry vale, Sparkles now the dewy dale;
Shadows, now in quiv-'ring glance. On the silvery foun-tain dance

;

SILENTLY. SILENTLY.
1. Silently, silently

Ope and close the school-room door;
Carefully, carefully

Walk upon the floor.

Let us, let us strive to be
From disorder ever free.

Happily, happily
Passing time away.

2. Cheerfully, cheerfully

Let us in our work engage;
With a zeal, with a zeal

Far beyond our age

!

And if we should chance to find

Lessons that perplex the mind,
Persevere! persevere!
Never borrow fear.

3. Now we sing, now we sing
Gaily as the birds of spring;

As they hop, as they hop
On the high tree top.

Lot us be as prompt as they
In our work or in our play;

Happily, liappily

Passing time away.



124 THE STRAW-PIAITER'S SONG.
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1. O,

O,

here I

much I

sit, and

thank the

plait my straw, Thro' all the

la - dy there, 'T was she would
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live-long day, ma'am. And neat - er, ncT-er la - dy saw ; So
have me tausht it ; For once I used to romp, and tear, It

i-f— t: ::i^^^^

-\—r-X-^.

I am sure you'll say, ma'am; It

^z_^fe?3^^S
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poor concern, 'T is no - thing ve - ry spright - ly. But yet some

used to go, I had a sick - ly mo - ther, And I could

«=z]^:zi^id^zd5ztr:tf:l=q^:»
:ziz^:tjfc:izi^
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pen -Dies I can earn, To give my mo-ther night - 17.

nei - ther knit nor sew, But on - ly nursed my bro - ther.

;4rr:*=±t:ri=:*

3. But now my brother runs alone,

He's able just to totter

—

Full long my mother had to groan,

Until her meals I got her.

O, how it cheer'd her languid eye

When first my gains I brought her,

Now oft I hear her sigh and cry

—

"God bless thee, my dear daugh-

ter."

4 And oft I wish that each poor one

"Were taught to do like me, ma'am

:

For 1 am sure, from sun to sun,

Much happiness they 'd see, ma'am.

"With industry I pass my day

—

At night I rest most sweetly,

I 'm very glad I know the way
Of plaiting straw so neatly.

A gentleman passing by a cottage saw a little girl busily plaiting straw,

and singing, at the same time, the above sweet song. From her mother

he learned that she had formerly been an idle, disobedient child, till a kind

lady had taken her to Sunday school ; and had also taught her at home to

sing, and plait straw. Since then, she had been an industrious, happy child,

making her mother and all about her happy. As the gentleman passed on,

with the sweet notes still ringing in his ear, he too was happy, in thinking

how much good had been eflFected by one kind Sunday-school teacher.

And do not the same thoughts make you happy, dear children, as you

sing the straw-plaiter's song?

1, Angry looks can do no good.

And blows nre dealt in blindness

;

Words are better understood

If spoken but in kindness.

Simple love far more hath wrought.

Although by childhood mutter'd.

Than all the battles ever fought.

Or oaths that men have utter'd.

LOVE YOUR ENEMIES.

1
2. Friendship oft would longer last,

And quarrels be prevented.

If little words were let go past

—

Forgiven, not resented.

Foolish things are frowns and sneers.

For angry thoughts reveal them

;

Eather drown them all in tears,

Than let another feel them.



126 GOLDEN RULE.
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C. M.

1. To
2. Nor

to o - thers
thers should I

as

treat

:^z:g=:

I would That
with spite, Or

—5-4-»-t-*-^»—»-^ T-p—
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they should do to

I

strike an an - gry
me;
blow:

Will make me hon - est,

Be - cause I would not

E3E
tt £zz:E;fz±*±:?=?:=zz:

D. C. Which I should nev - er
As I am ve - ry

1^ FINE.

=^zl:f=g:z:|=Jszrfz^—:izl:^«:3l
kind and good, As chil-dren ought to be.kind and good. As chil-dren ought
think it right, If they should serve

;^E^E3E$i^:,
like

glad

t:
to lose, If it be - longed

in - deed. When they are kind

liiili

I

But

^3
me.
me.

Eji3^E3SES^?iSEfz5HgEi3
z-|-t,ttfeH3^zr^=tpz:jz:piU=tfr?-J
know I should not steal, or use The small-est thing I see

;

an - y kind-ness they may need, I '11 do, what - e'er it be

;

^I*ErEg3ES:iipEi^3E^|Ei-:3



ALL FOR THE BEST

Say, mother, why do peo-ple weep, With grief and sorrow prest?

2. While thou, my mother, art so kind, O - bey - ing God's be-hest,

3. Yet e'en tho' thou should'st leave the world, Like father, and the rest,

4. Tho' trou-bles should as-sail us hard, And all our pa-tience test:

5. Yes, o - ver all our Fa-ther sees. He's present, east and west;
6. Then, mother, weep no more, but pray For faith to fill your breast;

3ST*h^W~1S
_L_J-l .^-H 1 ^ ^_|

Do they not know that God will keep,
And he so kind to leave me thee.

The Lord will take me up and show
Yet af - ter-wards we see they were
He guides our steps, protects our ways,
To think, as I have heard you say,

CHORUS.

And rule all for the best?
I '11 trust all "s for the best.

That all is for the best
Di - rect - ed for the best
And al-ways for the best
God ru-leth for the bast

Why are -we not all hap - py then, And feel that we are blest?

1 L^ LL^ L^ Lrf_J 1

We know we have a Fa-ther God, Who does all for the best

:iSil^iC:^^z^zpzi]5rfi5^zpz:
'^
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128 THE CHILD TO HER PILLOW, lis.

1. My dear lit - tie pil - low, so nice, soft and -warm,
So fuU of fine down made on pur - pose for me,

2. How ma - ny poor In - fants are houseless and cold.

And have no soft pil -low where -on they can sleep,

=8z±:fzS:?rg:?:±8=:S=:J=If=S;*=^*±:g::l

j

"When the sa - vage wolves howl, and loud blows the storm,

No pa - rent's dear face do they have to be - hold,

=^:

J._l^ 1^ 1^—J -L i> i^ 1^_J 1
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^ ^ ^ Cd ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ I

Dear pil - low how calm - ly I sleep up - on thee.

O, moth-er, aweet moth - er, the thought makes me weep.

^—L^ ^ ^ L^ ^ !I I L_l IJi

8. When to God I have breathed my humble prayer

For all those who ne'er on a pillow recline,

1 cling to my own in my pretty bed there,

I bless thee, dear mother, it is close to thine.

4. 1 shall not awake till morning's bright dawn
Sheds over the fair earth its warm, cheering light

;

But hush ! let me pray for the orphan forlorn,

And then one more kiss, mother, good-night, good-night,

LITTLE EYA'S GOOD-NIGHT.

[Repeat the last two strains of the tune to suit this piece.]

1. Good-night, little birds 1 I am going to bed,

To lay on nice pillow my tired little head

;

And you, pretty warblers, have flown to your nest.

To fold your sweet wings, and then quietly rest.

So we '11 both shut our eyes, till again it is light.

Kindly wishing each other a very " good-night"

2. Good-night to you too, my dear, pretty young lambs,

That all the day long have skipp'd by your dams

;

For you, I am sure, must be wearied with play.

Then close to your mothers your little heads lay;

See—the beautiful sun gives no longer its light.

So is it not time to say, kindly, " Good-night ?"

3. Good-night, pretty pussy, 't is too late for play,

For I have not, like you, been sleeping all day

;

'Tis no use to look as if asking for fun-
No, no I perhaps to-morrow we '11 have a run

;

9
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But now, little pussy, I 'm tired outright,

Bo I 'II stroke your smooth coat, and say, kindly, " Good-night
'

4 €lood-night, dearest papa, and yoo, mamma, too,

See how wet are the daisies with evening dew

;

The dark clouds of night soon like curtains will close

Bound the beds where God's children in quiet repose

—

So kindly he draws them to hide the bright light,

That we all may enjoy a peaceful "good-night."

5. Good-night, then, to God, may I venture to say—
To him who has loved me and kept me all day?

Mamma, is it wrong, ere I sink to repose.

And these eyelids in sleep so heavily close

—

To thank him who made all that 's good and that 's bright.

And with baby-lips say, "God, I wish thee good-night?"

ROUND IN TWO PARTS.

And now to all good-night, Good-night, good-night, good-night



THE BUND BOY. L. M. 131
E. M. T.
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flow - 'rets bloom'd, the air was mild. The lit - tie birds pour'd
neath the deep wood's am - pie shade, Till sud - den - ly I

lit - tie girl and boy re-clined. His hands in hers she
lit - tie bird sings ve - ry long; Say, do you see him
see the bird on yon - der tree

:" The poor boy sigh'd and
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forth their lay. And eve - ry thing in

came up - on Two chU-dren that had
kind - ly put, And then I saw the
in his joy. And is he pret - ty
gent-ly said,—" Sis - ter, I wish that

I

na - ture smiled-
hith - er stray'd.

boy was blind

!

as his song ?"

I could see 1"
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6. " The flowers, you say, are very fair.

And bright green leaves are on the
trees, I

And pretty birds are singing there

—

How beautiful for one who sees

!

7. " Yet I the fragrant flower can

!

smell,
IAnd can feci the green leafs shade.

And I can hear the notes that swell
From these dear birds that God has
made. I

8. "So, sister, God is kind to me.
Though sight, alas! he has not

given;
But tell me, are there any blind
Among the children up in heav-
en?"

9. " No, dearest Edward, these all

seel
But wherefore ask a thing so odd?"

" O Mary, he 's so good to me,
I thought I'd like to look at God.'^



132 JESUS INVITING CHILDREN.

t4:f=SiSi^=:ptiSr:S;lli:=^
1. Je - BUS Christ, our Lord and Sa-viour, Who has
Now ex - tend to us thy fa - vor, Lit - tie

D. C. Lord of and light, and glo - ry, Hear us

FINE.

^HiS^^agii
bid us come to
chil - dren though we

*^®®'
j- Low we hum - bly

be.

from thy throne a - bove.

ijiiigigi^i^ti
thee, All un - wor - thy of thy love

;

bend be -

2. Thou who boldest high domin-
ion

Over air, and earth, and sea.

Yet didst bless the little children
That of old were brought to thee.

Lord, this day we ask thy blessing.

Send thy Holy Spirit down

;

May we all, our sins confessing.

Thee, our Lord and Saviour, own I

8. So when death this frame shall

sever,

(For we know that all must die,)

May our souls, O Lord, forever
Live and reign with thee on high.

O that we, to whom 'tis given.

Here to join in praise and prayer,

May, around thy throne in heaven.
Meet, and none be wanting there

!

Save the young, and we save all.
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CHILDREN PRAISING JESTJS.

1. Here we throng to praise the Sa-
viour,

Cheerfully our voices raise

:

He who died for our behavior,
Says he will accept our praise.

Hinder not the young from coming,
For of such, the Saviour said,

Is composed my heavenly kingdom,
'T is a rapturous thought, indeed.

2. Let us love him and adore him,
In our days of feeble youth

;

May we ever walk before him.
In the glorious paths of truth.

Let us never grieve the Saviour,
Who has died our souls to win

;

Let us ever seek his favor,

Shunning all the paths of sin.

8. If our sins are all forgiven,

We may read our titles clear

:

To eternal joy in heaven,
Far beyond this earthly sphere,

In that blest abode of glory.

We may join the angel throng;
Jesus' love shall be the story
Of our never-ending song.

EVENING HYITN.

1. Jesus, tender Shepherd, hear me.
Bless thy little lamb to-night;

Through the darkness be thou near
me.

Keep me safe till morning light
Let my sins be all forgiven.

Bless the friends I love so well

;

Take me, when I die, to heaven,
Happy there, with thee to dwell.

2. Through this day thy hand has led
me.

And I thank thee for thy care;
Thou hast warm'd me, clothed and

fed me.
Listen to my evening prayer.

Let n)y sins be all forgiven,

Bless the friends I love so well

;

Take me, when 1 die, to heaven,
Happy there with thee to dwell

COME TO JESTJS.

[Repeat the last two lines to each verge.J

1. Let the children come unto me,
Once on earth the Saviour said.

Then upon them, with a blessing.
Hands divine were gently laid.

Come to Jesus, little children,
Youthful pilgrims, come to-day.

2. Still that voice of gentle kindness
Calls away from earth, to sin.

Let the children early seeking.
Serve him now—to-day begin

;

Come to Jesus, little children,

Youthful pilgrims, come to-day.

3. Suffer them and not forbid them,
They my Father's blessing share 1

Thus he speaks,—"Theirs too the
kingdom,"

Train them with a pious care

;

Come to Jesus, little children.

Youthful pilgrims, come to-day.

FOR OP SUCH IS THE KINGDOM.
[Repeat the last two lines to each verse.]

1. Saviour, once fond parents brought
thee

Infanta smiling in their arms.
For thy blessing they besought thee.

When they saw thy gracious
charms.

Friend of children, friend of childrcA
How he clasp'd them in his arnas.

2. Now he sits in yonder heaven,
Kindly bidding us to come,

K our hearts to him are given,
There we'll sing a sweeter song:

We will praise him, we will prais

him,
When we join the happy throng.

8. May we meet each faithful teacher
On that bright and flowery plain.

With our parents and kind preacher,
There in bliss for aye to reign

;

And the glory, and the glory.

We '11 ascribe to Jesus' name.

•» See page 136.



134 " Suffer the little ones to come unto me."

'^^^mw
1. I think, when I read that sweet sto-ry of old,

^m^^^s^m
When Je-sus was here among men, How he call'd lit-tle cbil-dren, as
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lambs to his fold, I should like to have been with him then.

-©—#—•- iiiliigiH
2. 1 wish that his hands had been placed on my head,
That his arms had been thrown around me,

That I might have seen his kind look when he said,

"Let the little ones come unto me."

8. Tet still to his footstool in prayer I may go,

And ask for a share in his love

;

And if I thus earnestly seek him below,
I shall see him and hear him above.

4 In that beautiful place he has gone to prepare,
For all who are wash'd and forgiven

;

And many dear children are gathering there,
"For of such is the kingdom of heaven."
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136 CHILDREN, LOVE ONE ANOTHER.
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All
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bound with vel - vet, and edged with gold, And its

She walk'd on her way with a trust - ing grace, And a

^_^± m—if:—p—^__^_t^__^i
D. C.

For it said—and she look'd at her smil - ing mother, It
So, mamma, I '11 be kind to my dar - ling brother, For

FINE.

^^ I ^ -m-m-^-m-m- ^^ ^ ^
weight was more than the child could hold. Yet dear-ly she loved to
dove - like look in her meek young fece, Which said just as plain as

said, "Little children, love one an-other."
" Lit - tie children must love each other."

H
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pond-er it o'er, And eve - ry day she prized it more:
words can say, The Ho - ly Bi - ble I must o - bey;

-0—0-0-
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8. I 'm sorry he 's naughty, and will not play,

But I '11 love him still, for I think the way
To make him gentle and kind to me,
And loving, as children ought to be,
Will be to do what I think" is right;
And thus, when I kneel in prayer to-night,

I will clasp my arms around my brother,
And say, " Little children, love one another."

4. The little girl did as her Bible taught,
And pleasant, indeed, was the change it wrought.
For the boy look'd up in glad surprise
To meet the light of her loving eyes:
His heart was full—he could not speak

—

But he press'd a kiss on his sister's cheek

;

And God look'd down on the happy mother,
Whose "little children loved one another."

DIALOGUE BETWEEX EDWARD AXD HIS MOTHER.

[Eepeat the last line to each verse.]

1.

Edwakd. I hear thee speak of a better land

;

Thou call'st its children a happy band

;

Mother ! where is that radiant shore,

—

Shall we not seek it and weep no more ?

Is it where the flower of the orange blows,
And the fire-flies dance through the myrtle boughs?

MoTHEK. O no, no ; not there, not there, my child.

2.

Edwabd. Is it where the feathery palm trees rise.

And the date grows ripe under sunny skies,

Or mid the green islands of glittering seas,

Where fragrant forests perfume the breeze,
And strange bright birds, on their starry wings,
Bear the rich hues of all glorious things?

MoTHEB. O no, no; not there, not there, my chfidl

Edward Is it far away in some region old
Where the rivers wander o'er sands of gold

—
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Where the burning rays of the ruby shine,

And the diamond lights up the secret mine,
And the pearl gleams forth from the coral strand,-

Is it there, sweet mother, that better land?
MOTHEB. O no, no ; not there, not there, my child I

4
Eye hath not seen it, my gentle boy I

Ear hath not heard its deep songs of joy

;

Dreams cannot picture a world so fair.

Sorrow and death may not enter there;
Time doth not breathe on its fadeless bloom.
For beyond the clouds and beyond the tomb.
There, yes, there is that better land, my child 1

DIALOGUE BETWEEN THOMAS AND HIS MOTHER.

Thoiias. Mother.
1. What is that, mother? The lark, my child.

The mom has but just look'd out, and smiled.
When he starts from his humble grassy nest,

And is up and away, with the dew on his breast.

And a hymn in his lieart, to yon pure bright sphere,
To warble it out in his Maker's ear.

Ever, my child, be thy morn's first lays
Tuned, like the lark, to thy Maker's praise.

Thomas. Mother.
2. What is that, mother? The dove, my son.

And that low sweet voice, like a widow's moan,
Is flowing out from her gentle breast.

Constant and pure by that lonely nest.

As the wave is pour'd from some crystal urn.
For her distant dear one's quick return.

Ever, my son, be thou like the dove.

In friendship as faithful, as constant in love.

Thomas. Mother.
3. What is that, mother? The eagle, boy.
Proudly careering his course of joy,

Firm on his own mountain vigor relying.

Breasting the dark storm, the red bolt defying:
His wing on the wind, and his eye on the sun.
He swerves not a hair, but bears onward right on.

Boy, may the eagle's flight ever be thine.

Onward, and upward, and true to the line.

Thomas. Mother.
4. What is that, mother? The swan, my love,

He is floating down from his native grove.
No loved one now, no nestling nigh,

He is floating down by himself to die;

Death darkens his eye, and unplumes his wings,
Yet the sweetest note is the last he sings.

Live so, my love, that when death shall come.
Swan-like and sweet it may waft thee home.



THE SCHOOIrBELL. 139
A DIALOGUE BETWEEN JAMES, THOMAS AND JULIA.

1st. 2nd.

JAMES. ! i
JULIA.

1. O say, lit - tie girl, whither now are you going ? l T 'in
Whither now are you go-ing, to work or to play?

J
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hound to the school-room, the school-bell is ringing, For I must be
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8tudy-ing my les-so'ns to - day : Hear it ring ! hear it ring I

1^
thought, I '11 be bound-ing a - way,

2.

Jakes. O say, little boy, whither now are you running?
I wish this fine morning with me you would stay,

—

Thoiias. I am bound to the school-house, my teacher is waiting,

The bell it is ringing, I must not delay

!

Hear it ring! hear it ring!

And I have no time now to loiter and play.

3.

All. So we all must hasten, our bright faces bringing.

Engaged in our sport we no longer must stay,

—

Much better our sweet songs at school to be singing
Than wasting in play the best part of the day,

While the bell, while the bell

Calls all with sweet music to hasten away.



140 THE SABBATH DAY. 8s & 7s.

DIALOGUE BETWEEN ALBERT AND BENJAMIN.

:iid=:q:T=l=:r|:T::j=q:T=lz:iti±:^]
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ALBERT.
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1. While the Sun-day bells are ring - ing, Let us wan - der
While the flow'rs a - round are springing, Come and play a-

2. Yes ! but who would mourn and sorrow When he might some
Perhaps there may be rain to - morrow : Come to - day, and

8. While our frames are strong and hear- ty, Let '8 be hap-py;
Let us join a plea-sant par - ty ; Spare an hour to

iiiiEiiii^iiSiiil
::1=::n:

I
j I

RTTTJTAMT'Nr

wild and free

long with me.
plea - sure see
play with me.
come, a - gree
play with me.

BENJAMIN.

What ! and mock the God who made us,

The Gos-pel is the great - est trea-sure,

Du - ty loud - ly bids me stay not

;

zt==tr±££z:iEE=:E::

Scorn what his com-mand-ments say ?

Shall I cast it all a - way?
Bids me hear not what you say;

God is migh - ty,

Not for eve - ry
Life goes quick - ly,

:p=p:ip=^:ii=p:i=:===r^=p:ii=^:

::1=:itq:=l-q:T:]=id=:=l:T=fc::ag==:31

;lE:i-:i?E|l?E?fe?l^:it!p;i3
and he bade us Ho - ly keep the Sab - bath day.

world-ly plea -sure Will I "

and I may not Live an - o - ther Sab - bath
break the Sab - bath day.

day.

rP—#-gigiiiiiiiiB
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Albebt.
I

Albebt,

4 Sure you have not lost your reason,

"Why should children churlish be?
Only for a little season,

For one moment play with me.
Benjamin.

Not a moment ;
grace is stronger

Than the snares the wicked lay;

Sin it is to linger longer

;

I will keep the Sabbath day.

5. Serious thoughts will do to-morrow,
I will spend a merry day

;

Children need not dwell in sorrow,

They should now be brisk and gay.

Benjamin.
Boast not, here there 's no abiding,

I would seek the Lord to-day

;

And in Christ alone confiding.

Spend aright the Sabbath day.

DIALOGUE BETWEEN WILLIAil AND CLARA.
[Adapted to tune on page 146.]

WrLLiAM. ;
Your cry would be so shrill and loud,

1. 1 wish I were a mountain lark,
j

Your hearers you 'd confuse.

I M rise at early day, i Claea.
And fly through eyery wood and park, ' 4 ^^ jf ^ere a lark, you know,
Warblmg my cheerful lay.

, You 'd dress in russet brown

;

* ^i* T*^„i-i K-. o r.^o„^v ^^ While I should my rich colors show,
^- ^A Tv K t f

P^*^^^ say, And thus get great renown.
And walk about the green

;

° °

1 'd spread my feathers all the day, William.
To have their beauty seen. 5. If I were plain, yet all would love
William.

!
To hear my morning songs;

8. But then you would be cross and Pour'd forth with joy to God above.
And of but little use

;

[proud,
[

To whom all praise belongs.

WILLIE AND HIS CONSCIENCE.
[Adapted to tune on page 88.]

1. Little Willie stood under an apple-tree old.

The fruit was all shining with crimson and gold.

Hanging temptingly low—how he long'd for a bite.

Though he knew if he took one, it wouldn't be right.

2. Said he, " I do n't see why my father should say,
' Do n't touch the old apple-tree, Willie, to-day ;'

I shouldn't have thought, now they're hanging so low,
When I ask'd for just one, he should answer me ' no.'

8. " He would never find out, if I took but just one.

And they do look so good, shining out in the sun.
There are hundreds and hundreds, and he would n't miss
So paltry a little red apple as this."

4 He stretch'd forth his hand, but a low, mournful strain

Came wandering dreamily over his brain
;

In his bosom a beautiful harp had long laid,

That the angel of conscience quite frequently play'd.

5. And she sung, " Little Willie, beware, O ! beware.
Your father has gone, but your Maker is there

;

How sad you would feel, if you heard the Lord say,
' This dear little boy stole an apple one day.'

"

6. Then Willie turn'd round, and as still as a mouse.
Crept slowly and carefully into the house

;

In his own little chamber, he knelt down to pray
That the Lord would forgive him, and please not to say,
" Little Willie almost stole an apple one day."
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A DIALOGUE BETWEEN ELIZA AND HER MOTHER.

ELIZA. ^ ^ -#- •
1. O where, tell me where, has my lit -tie bro-ther gone?

O where, tell me where, has my lit - tie bro-ther gone ? )

-I--I-—I^-]-tH-—-g»->-^-T-i-

«

m-m—l-#i-+^—H»*-l-H-+H-|

The morn-ing lark a -wakes, and sings at ear - ly dawn of day,

I
+^-^-1 -l-l ^-1 1 V^rt

1^—L ^—^—L;^—i^_i^_i^_J-KiJ

I cannot play alone; where doth my brother stay?

zztii=:zi=iriii=ir*rji'z»^linH
z*zibz:zSzszUiUztzUzt±l?z!t*zfcItzzB

2. O where, tell me where, has my little brother gone?
where, tell me where, has my little brother gone ?

The butterfly is glancing bright across the sunbeam's track
Yet now no more I chase its flight, call my brother back ?

3. where, tell me where, has my little brother gone ?

O where, tell me where, has my little brother gone?
The flowers are blooming sweetly that we sow'd around the tree,

And pretty clusters load the vine, call him back to me

!

4. O where, tell me where, has my little brother gone ?

O where, tell me where, has my little brother gone ?

Mother.
He cannot hear thy voice, my child, he cannot come to thee,

And that sweet face that oft bath smiled, no more on earth thou Ft see.
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EuzA.
5. O where, tell me where, has my little brother gone?

where, tell me where, has my little brother gone ?

Mother.
A rose's short, bright life of joy was only to him given,

And thou must play alone, my child, thy brother is in heaven.

Eliza.

6. Alone! all alone I I cannot play alone!

Alone ! all alone ! I cannot play alone

!

And has he left his birds and flowers, and must I call in vain.

And through the long long summer hours will he ne'er come again ?

7. Alone ! all alono ! O I cannot play alone 1

Alone ! all alone ! O I cannot play alone

!

And by the brook and in the glade are all our wand'rings o'er I

O while my brother with me play'd, would I had loved him more.
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DIALOGUE BETWEEN EVA AND OTHERS.

,-)—p^,_|-4^_p^

Qttestions.

I

1. School-mates, can you tell me, why An-gel-light il-lumed the sky,

j

2. School-mates, could you feel her grief. When lone Mary sought relief,

8. School-mates, come, your Lord aidore. High he lives, to die no more

;

-^

IWhen up - on the fear-ful night Mer-cy smiled in hea-ven's light?

iWould you not with her de - light Still to watch the tar - dy night ?

j
Once he slept in Jo-seph's grave, Now he reigns, a Prince to save.

&E^z:

E - va, yes, that glo-rious hour Saw the Sa-viour's wond'rous power,
E - va, yes, perfumes we 'd strew. Tears would mingle with the dew

;

E - va, yes, with glo-ry's throng We will chant re-demp-tion's song

;

ztztzitz:t=t=t4t3zzi=fcz:t-t-tM_^_^_±i—^_^_^_±i—^_^_i.i—^ i—

J

When he ban - ish'd Salem's gloom, Rose in triumph fVom the tomb.
Glad-ness then should chase our gloom, Jesus ris-ing from the tomb.
He hath dri - ven death a - far. Reigns he now "the morning star."

"'"tz^zC;
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DIALOGUE BETWEEN MARTHA AND ISA.

ISA.

1. "Who are they in heaven who stand
Clothed in white at God's right hand ?

In their robes so fair and bright
They are shining like the light.

Harps of gold and palms they bear,

All are good and happy there

;

Much I wonder what their name,
Who they are, and whence they came.

Martha.
2. They who now are praising God,
Once the path of sorrow trod

;

Now by Christ their Saviour led.

Crowns of joy are on their heads.

They shall never weep again.
Never know a grief or pain

;

All is bright and shining day,
God has wiped their tears away.

ISA.

3. May I with them also stand,

Kobed in white at God's right hand.
And with joy forever sing
Praises to my God and King!

Mabtha.
Yes, dear girl, if, till you die,

You will serve the Lord on high,
You shall reign with him in heaven,
Where eternal joys are given.

LITTLE
QlTESTIOy.

1. Little schoolmates, can you tell

Who has kept us safe and well

Through the watches of the night.

Brought us safe to see the light?

Answer.
Yes, it is our God does keep
Little children while thcj' sleep;

He has kept us safe from harm.
Let us sleep so sweet and calm.
Question.

2. Can you tell who gives us food.

Clothes, and home, and parents good.

Schoolmates dear, and teachers kind.

Useful books, and activa mind ?

SCHOOLMATES, CAN YOU TELL.
I Answkr.
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.

All.
3. O, then, let us thankful be
For his mercies large and free

;

Every morning let us raise

Our young voices in his praise.

Worthy thou, our heavenly Lord,
To be honor'd and adored

:

God of all-creating grace.

Take the everlasting praise.

10



146 WHAT IS HEAVEN?
DIALOGUE BETWEEN GERTRUDE AND HERBERT.

4-^- -T-
German Melody.

i=fi:«±*=:fcl:=l±:»=:fcf=l±J=23j|:^
GERTRUDE. ^

1. O, what is heav'n ? I want to know: And what is passing
HERBERT.

2. Yes, there are flow^ which never fade, And streatos that never

—[__.prZt::«_±S—^—J—^-±5—«—«zz«_±
there? Do gen - tie riv - ers bright - ly flow, And
dry; And there is known no eve - ning shade. To

flow'rs per-fume the air ?

dim the glo - rious sky.

#—

Gebtbttde.
5. Bnt where is heaven ? O, is it far

Above the ground I tread ?

Or is it fix'd in yonder star,

"Whose beams shine mildly red ?

Herbert.
6. No : "t is the Saviour's smiling face,

That make5 the heaven above

;

And would we reach that happy place,

We here his name must love.

Qebtrube.
8. O, what is heav'n ? I want to know,
Are children playing there?

And do they thirst and hunger now,
And feel a parent's care ?

Herbert.
4 No, never do they hunger there.

Nor precious moments waste

;

But beauteous as the angels are.

With Christ's own image graced.

7. 'T is in his word that we are told

Of bliss beyond the sky,

And how to obtain a crown of gold,

All glorious, when we die.

Gertrude.
8. Dear Jesus, may I now be thine,

I

And have my sins forgiv'n :

Along with saints and angels shine

1 With thee—for that is heav'n.
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WHAT IS DEATH 1

DIALOGUE BETWEEN ELIZA AND HEE MOTHEE.

Eliza-
1. "Mother, how still the baby lies,

I cannot hear his breath
;

I cannot see his laughing eyes

—

They tell me this is death.

2. " My little work I thought to bring,

And sit down by his bed

;

And pleasantly I tried to sing

—

They hush'd me—He is dead 1

3. "They say that he again will rise,

More beautiful than now

;

That God will bless him in the skies,

O, mother, tell me how."

MOTHEE.
4 " Daughter, do you remember, dear.

The cold, dark thing you brought
And laid upon the casement here ?

A withered worm you thought.

5. " I told you, that almighty power
Could break that withered shell.

And show you, in a future hour.

Something would please you well.

6. "Look at that chrysalis, my love;

An empty shell it lies : [above
Now raise your wond'ring glance

I
To where yon insect flies."'

Eliza.
7. " 0, yes, mamma, how very gay

Its wings of starry gold

—

And sec 1 it lightly flies away.
Beyond my gentle hold.

8. " O, mother, now I know full well,

If God that worm can change.

And draw it from this broken shell.
On golden wings to range

;

9. " How beautiful will brother be.
When God shall give him wings

Above this dying world to flee.

And live with heav'nly things,"
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DIALOGUE BETWEEN WILLIE AND HIS MOTHER.

French Melody.

WILLIE.
1. Dear mo-ther, I ask for my

y5. FINE.

Has he sought some far coun-try his health tosougbt some far couD-try bis bea

z|^ztrt:z|fctfcgE3^=fc|t^-3§H [

Z>. C. For some warm sunny land, where the soft bree - zes blow

-IS^.H-
.'$.

—^^—± —0-±m ff ± —^_±«_5q.J
Has ho left our cold oil - mate of frost and of snow,

mm
MoTHEB. 2. " Yes, yes, gentle boy, thy loved father has gone

To a climate where sorrow and pain are unknown

;

His spirit is strengthenVl, his frame Is at rest,

There is health, there is peace in the land of the blest."

Willie. 8. " Is that land, my dear mother, more lovely than ours,

Are the rivers more clear, more blooming the flowers,

Does summer shine over it all the year long,

Is it cheered by the glad sounds of music and song ?"

Mother. 4. "Yes, the flow'rs are despoil'd not by winter or night,

The well-springs of life are exhau-stless and bright.

And by exquisite voices sweet hymn.s are address'd
To the Lord who reigns over the land of the blest."

Willie. 5. " How I long to partake of such meetings of blLss—
That land must be surely more happy than this;

On you, my kind mother, the journey depends.
Let us go to my father, his kindred and friends."
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MoTHBB. fi. " Not on me, love; I trust that I may reach that bright cllmo,
But in patience I stay till the Lord's chosen time,

And must strive, while awaiting his gracious behest,
To guide thy young steps to the land of the blest

7. " Thou must toil through a world full of dangers, my boy.
Thy peace it may blight, and thy virtue destroy

;

Nor wilt thou, alas! be withheld from its snares

By a father's kind counsels, a father's fond prayers.

8. " Yet fear not—the God, whose direction you crave.
Is mighty to strengthen, to shield, and to save,

And his hand may yet lead thee, a glorified guest.

To the home of thy father, the land of the blest.

' Dear mother, I ask for my father !n vain 1"
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DIALOGUE BETWEEN MARTHA AND ALICE.

Rev. G. COLES.

Martha.
1. Dear lit - tie sis - ter, how d'ye

Alice.
I 'm well, I thank you

;

I Alice. Maetha.
2. Who clothes us ? God, and keeps us warm. Guards us both day and

i=i=5r4E:
:^zd=dz±p=^=p=:pfcztrt±*:
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Maktha. Alice.
how are you ? I 'm well ; but 't is not you I thank. Are you so

Alice. Martha.
night from harm. And does God give us what we eat ? Yes, bread and
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::t^= -li

Maetha,
rude? No 1 on - ly frank. Thank you for ask-lng, not for health, That

Alice. Maktha,
fruit, herbs, fish, and meat But If we 're sick? God, If he please, Can

=i==i=Li=:pz::]:lpiE:^£=E:fcrprp:rtf
zt=t:3tr4i=itfc±E:E=Ei=:±==trt:~i
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you can't give, no more than wealth: 'Tis God that gives us
make us well and give us ease. Now let us sing com-

Ez:?=t=E:±±:=t:=t=lt:i:it:fc:*=:'i

iiiiliiipiillil
health and breath, And he can save
mand - ments ten, Which teach the ways

Both.
8. Have thou no other God than me.
Before no idol bow thy knee

;

Take not the name of God in vain.

Nor dare the Sabbath day profane.
Give both thy parents honor due,
Take heed that thou no murder do

;

Abstain from words and deeds un-
clean,

Nor steal, though thou art poor and
mean;

our souls from death,
of God to men :

—

4. Nor tell a willful lie, nor love It;

What is thy neighbor's, dare not
covet.

These let us keep in word and deed,
And God will bless in time of need

;

Then shall we walk in wisdom's
ways,

And in God's service spend our days,
Forever keeping in the road
That leads to glory and to God.
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" I 'm not afraid to go
To God, who showers my plants with dew,
And covers them with snow."

WE ONLY SEEit TO DIE.
A DIALOGUE BETWEEN MARY AND ELIZA.

[Adapted to tune on page 146.]

Eliza. 1.

My pretty flowers have come again,

See how the violets grow;
And all the plants which late have

been,
All cover'd o'er with snow.

I felt quite sure the leaves would peep
Again above the ground,

Although the roots were buried deep,
And not a stem was found.

Maet. 8.

Mamma says when the grave shall

O'er you, dear sis, and I, [close

We, like our sweet fading rose.

Shall only seem to die.

4
I know, my mother tells me true,

I 'm not afraid to go
To God, who showers my plants with

dew,
And covers them with snow.

A DIALOGUE BETWEEN WILLIE AND HIS MOTHER.

[Adapted to tune on page 142.]
WlLLIB.

1. O where, tell me where, has my dearest father gone?
where; tell me where, has my dearest father gone ?

1 miss his kind approving voice, his gentle words of love,
I miss the pleasant walks I took
With hira in yonder grove.
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2. O where, tell me where, has my dearest father gone ?

where, tell me where, has my dearest father gone ?

1 miss the sweet tones of his voice, when we are how'd in prayer,

I gaze, where oft he used to kneel, but O, he is not there.

8. O where, tell me where, has my dearest father gone ?

where, tell me where, has my dearest father gone?
Mother.

Thy father is at rest, my child, at home with God above;
Yet from his blest abode in heaven, still looks on us in love.

"Willie.
4 when, tell me when, shall I see his face again,

And how, tell me how, shall 1 reach that blessed plain?
MOTHEK.

When all your work on earth is done, and you are call'd to die.

If you have served your father's God, you '11 meet him then on high.
Willie.

5. O then, surely then, we shall have a joyful time,

And we will stay, ever stay, in that bright and glorious clime.

For you '11 be there, and sister dear, with all the friends we love

;

But best of all, the Saviour too, dwells in that home above.

A DIALOGUE BETWEEIT ALICE AND JULIA.

Julia,
Alice.
Julia.
Alice.
Julia.
Alice.
Julia.
Alice.
Julia.
Alice.
Julia.
Alice.
Julia.
Alice.
Julia.
Alice.
Julia.
Alice.
Julia.
Alice.
Julia.
Alice.
Julia.
Alice.

Both.

[Adapted to tune on page 150.]

Who came from heaven to bleed and diel

Jesus, the Son of God Most High.
But why did Jesus suffer thus ?

He suflFer'd, bled and died for us.

Were our sins then on Jesus laid?

They were ; he bore them in our stead.

Will God forgive what we have done?
Yes, if we ask through Christ, his Son.
But will he hear what children say?
He will, if with our hearts we pray.
Will Jesus help us if we try?
He'll send the Spirit from on high.
What will the holy Spirit do?
Teach us to pray—our hearts renew.
Is Jesus still the children's friend?
His love to children knows no end.
Does Jesus still the children bless?
He does, with truest happiness.
And may we all to Jesus come?
Yes, in his heart there yet is room.

should we not this Saviour love?
All other friends far, far above.
And surely we should praise him too.

Yes, and I '11 gladly join with you

;

He loves to hear our youtlitul tongues
Pour forth in praise our grateful songs.
How pleasant now for us to sini;

The love and goodness of our King.
Jesus, the Lord, let us adore.
And love and praise him evermora
Glory to Jesus Christ be given.

By m on earth, by all in heaven.
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1. En - list - ed In the cause of sin, Why should a
2. Who on the part of God will rise, In - no - cen-

D. C. en, or lewd, or light the ray, Flows to the
him of eve - ry mov - ing strain, Of eve - ry

I

good be e - vil ? Mu - sic too long, a - las I has been Press'd
sounds re - cov - er ; Fly on the prize, and seize the prize, Plun-

souls un - do - ing, Wi - dens and strews with flow'rs the way, Down
melt - Ing mea-sure; Mu - sic in vir - tue's cause re -tain, Ees-

FINE. —
I

p. ! 1^

to o - bey the dev - 11

:

Press'd to o - bey the
der the car - nal lov - er : Plun - der the car - nal

-# -#-

^e=p; il^
to our ut - ter ru - in.

cue the ho - ly plea - sure.

=i-=d==B
D.C.:s

dev - II, Press'd to o - bey the dev - 11: Drunk-
lov - er, Plun - der the car - nal lov - er: Strip
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8. Come, let us try if Jesus' love 5. Who has a right like us to sing?

Will not as well inspire us; i Us, whom his mercy raises;

This is the theme of those above, Merry our hearts, for Christ is King,
This upon earth shall fire us. Joyful we'll sing his praises.

Tiy, if your hearts are tuned to sing, Who of his love doth once partake,

fc there a subject greater ? He in the Lord rejoices

;

Harmony all its strains may bring. Melody in our hearts we make,
Melody with our voices.

6. Then, let us in his praises join,

I Triumph in his salvation

;

Glory ascribe to love divine,

! Worship, and adoration.

Heaven already is begun,

I

Open'd in each believer

;

Only believe, and still sing on,

j

Heaven is ours forever.

Note.—This poem was an impromptu, by a clergyman, when called upon
by a party of gay worldlings for a song. It is not inserted here as being
peculiarly appropriate for children; but because the sentiments were so

much in unison with those which prompted the preparation of this work.

THE LORD'S PRAYER.—Chant.

Jesus' name is sweeter.

4 Jesus, the soul of music is,

His is the noblest passion

;

Jesus' name is life, and peace,

Happiness and salvation.

Jesus' name the dead can raise,

Show us our sins forgiven.

Fill us with all the life of grace,

Carry us up to heaven-

:iEr§^§3rj
1. Our Father who art in heaven,

|
Hallowed ... be thy

|
name:

I

Thy kingdom come, thy will be done on
|
earth, . .as it |

is in
|
heaven.

2. Give us this day our
|
daily | bread

:

I

And forgive us our trespasses, as we forgive
|

I

those that | trespass a-
|
gainst us.

3. And lead us not into temptation, but de-
|
liver ... us firom |

evil:

For thine is the kingdom, and the power, and the glory,

for-
I

ever, . . . and
|
ever . . . A

|
men.

iilil^iSiiisi
I 'LL NEVER USE TOBACCO.
[Adapted to tune on page 62.]

1. " I '11 never use tobacco, no

!

It is a nasty weed

!

I '11 never put it in my mouth,"
Said little Robert Reid."

" 0, no ! I '11 never smoke nor chew,
'T is very wrong indeed

;

It hurts the health, it makes bad
Said little Robert Reid." [breath,

2. " Why, there was idle Jerry James,
As dirty as a pig;

Who smoked when only ten years old,

And thought it made him big.

O no, I '11 never," Ac

3. " He 'd puflf along the open street,

As if he had no shame

;

He 'd sit beside the tavern door,
And there he 'd do the same.

no, I '11 never," «fec.

4. " He spent his time, and money too.

And made his mother sad

;

She fear'd a worthless man would
come

From such a worthless lad.

O no, 1 11 never," &<x
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By permission of H. Waters, Publisher.

-I-

1. With joy we meet, With smiles we greet Oar schoolmates
2. Tis freedom's sound, That rings a-round, And bright-ens
8. While thunder breaks. And mu - sic wakes Its pa - tri-

8.

-•- ^ 1 ^ -•- -•-

1

bright and gay; Be dry each tear Of

E£*

and gay; Be dry each tear Of sor-row here, 'Tis
ry ray ; Our ban - ner floats With trum-pet notes, On
ic lay ; At tern - pie gate Our feet shall wait On

Z>. C. Be dry each tear Of sor-row here, 'Tis
Our ban - ner floats With trum-pet notes. On
At tem - pie gate Our feet shall wait On

FINE.

In -de - pend - ence day,
In - de - pend - ence day,
In - de - pend - ence day.

^ r r
'T is In - de - pend - ence day,

On In - de - pend - ence day.

On In - de - pend - ence day,

D. C. '$.

i

=fcfc:t-:tirifc
In - de - pend - ence day.

In - de - pend - ence day.

In - de - pend -ence day.

Mzt:±t=t=t=tHSS

4 O who from home
Would fail to come.

And join the children's lay,

When praise we bring
To God our King,

On Independence day ?

5. For liberty,

Great God, to theo
Our grateful thanks we pay:
For thanks, we know,
To thee we owe.

On Independence day.



WHEN THE FLOWERS.
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1. When the flow'rs are gai - ly blooming, When the sum-mer
' "all with-er'd. When the sum-mer2. When the flow'rs are all,

8. When, in childhood's play - ful hours. We put forth our
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fruits are com-ing, When de - light-ed in the spring, The lit - tie

fruits are gath-er'd, When the sing-ing birds are flown, And the
youth-ful pow-ers; When we sport up - on the grass. And quick-ly
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CHORUS.

birds so sweet-ly sing,

crick - ets make their moan,
make the time to pass.
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We will sing, with joy and love,
Still we sing, with grate - ful love,
We will sing, with joy and love,

i •-^-tt m

Of our mercies from a - bove.
Of our mercies from a - bove.
Of our mercies from a - bove,

4. When in youth benign employ-

ments,

Every hour brings new enjoyments,

Hands are strong and eyes are bright.

And all is pleasant to the sight,

We will sing, with joy and love,

Of our mercies from above.



158 WHEN SHALL WE MEET AGAIN?

1. When shall we meet a - gain? Meet ne'er to sev - er

?

1. When shall we meet a
2. When shall love free - ly flow
8. Up to that world of light,

Meet ne'er to sev - er 1

Pure as life's riv-er ?

Take us, dear Saviour

;
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When win peace wreath her chain
When shall sweet friend-ship glow.
May we all there u - nite,

CHORUS.

Round us for - ev - er ?

Changeless for - ev - er ?

Hap - py for - ev - er

;
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Our hearts will ne'er repose,

Where joys ce - les-tial thrill,

Where kindred spirits dwell,

Safe from each blast that blows,
Where bliss each heart shall fill,

There may our music swell,
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In this dark vale of woes,
And fears of part - ing chill.

And time our joys dis - pel.
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Nev - er,

Nev - er,

Nev - er.

no, nev - er

;

no, nev-er;
no, nov-er;
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4 Soon shall we meet again.

Meet ne'er to sever

;

Soon will peace wreath her chain

Eound us forever.

Our hearts will then repose

Safe from all worldly woes.

Our days of praise shall close,

Never, no, never.



INDEX OF SONGS.
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A giddy lamb one afternoon 89 How precious is the story. 18

A little girl with a happy look. . . 136 How should children spend 103
A little robin built a nest 120 How sweet is the Sabbath 66
Amid the blue and starry sky. . . 78 I am happy, happy wilt thou be. 45
And now to all good-night 130 I had a faithful mother 58
Angry looks can do no good 125 I hear thee speak of a better land 137

Angry words are lightly spoken. 77 I'll away, I "11 away 90
Be good little children 99 I '11 never use tobacco, no. 155
Be kind to thy father 98 I love the Sunday school 44
Be patient, be prayerful 67 I 'm a lonely traveler 30
Children all, both great and small 41 I 'm a pilgrim, and I "m a stranger 47
Children of Jerusalem 40 Improve the passing hours 61

Come, children, ere we part 17 I must not be angry 107
Como let our voices join 17 In class I meet with friends 71

Come let us sing of Jesus 54 In peace with all the world 52
Come let us sweetly sing. 80 In the school-room while we stay 111
Come to our Sunday school 51 I think when I read 134
Come to the mercy-seat 51 It only seems like yesterday 31
Come, youthful sinners 93 It was a blessed summer day 131
Dear little sister, how d' ye do. . . 150 I 've got a penny, dear mamma. . 97
Dear mother, I ask for my father 148 I walked in a field of fresh clover 91
Do n't you hear the school-bell . . 116 I want to be an angel 19
Each flower holds up a dainty cup 71 I wish I were a mountain-lark. . 141
Enlisted in the cause of sin 154 Jesus Christ, our Lonl and Sav"r 132
Escaped from mortal anguish 43 Jesus, Lord, to thee I pray 103
Farewell forever 28 Jesus, tender Shepherd, hear me. 133
Gentle words should oft 38 Join in a chorus 53
Get up early, time is precious. . . 110 Join we in chorus 53
Good night, little birds 129 Joyfully, joyfully 26
Go thou in life's fair morning.. . 72 Joy, joy through all the land 17
Go to my mother 119 Know ye the place where we gather 73
Ck) to thy rest, my child 45 Let each one love the other 61
Happy are the children 85 Let the children come unto me . 133
Happy birds are on the wing 121 Let us love one another 28
Hark the pealing softly stealing. 59 Like mists on the mount Ifi5

Haste thee, school-boy 40 Little children, love each other. . 77
Help me to praise thy name 109 Little children, love the Saviour. 8=?

Her dimpled hands were clasped 20 Little drops of water. 19
Here o'er the earth as a stranger, 73 Little schoolmates, can you tell. 145
Here we suffer grief and pain ... 65 Little travelers Zionwafd 84
Here we throng to praise the Lord 133 Little Willie stood under an apple 141
Home, home, can I forget thee. . 22 Lord, this night I come to own. . Iii3

How doth the little busy bee. ... 25 Lo, the heavens are breaking 56
How pleasant is the S. School ... 50 Morn amid the mountains 56
How pleasant thus to dwell 100 Mother, how still the baby lies. . 147



160 INDEX OF SONGS.

Music, t Is sweet to every ear ... 24
My country, 't is of thee 92
My days of youth, though not. .

.

42
My dear little pillow so nice. 128
My father and mother I know, .

.

122
My hands how nicely they are.

.

25
My pretty flowers have come. ,

.

152
Never say, I can't, my dear 49
Never the drunkard's drink 109
None is like God, who reigns 79
Now is it not a pity 114
Now to heaven our prayer 69
O children, come and look 57
O come, let us sing 68
Oft in the stilly night 104
O glorious rest, there joys 101
O happy land 87

here I sit and plait 124
O I am so happy 89
O Linden tree, how sweet 38
O, loving and forgiving 59
O make me a very good child. .

.

122
O may my heart discover 27
O may truth 115
On Jordan's stormy banks 101
On Sabbath morning 46
O say, httle girl 139
O see this Linden Harp 11
O speak softly 76
O turn thy little foot aside 120
Our Father in heaven 74
Our Father who art in heaven. .

.

155
Our Saviour bids the children... 86
Our youthful hearts 115
O welcome light 70
what a lovely thing 16

O, what is heaven 146
O where, tell me where 142
O where, tell me where, has my. 152
Preserved by thine 81
Saviour, do thou appear 51
Saviour, once fond parents 133
Say, mother, why do 127
Schoolmates, can you tell 144
See the kind Shepherd 87
Shall e'er cold water 62
Shall Simon bear his cross 37
Shall we oppressed 60
She sleeps, a weary one 64
Should you wish to be told 88
Silently 123
Sing, sing, brother sing 33

Sing, sing, sing 117
Smiling May comos in play 123
Stay awhile, little bee 67
Sweetly the Sabbath bell 107
The Bible, the Bible 82
The daylight fades 71
The flowers are blooming 25
The little child who loves 96
The morning bright 71
The mother looked pale 118
The pearl which worldlings 36
The praises of my tongue 64
The winter is over 122
There is a happy land 109
There is a home, fadeless 34
There is an hour 21
There was an old decanter 63
Though sinful, weak 55
Thou, Lord, reignest 22
'T is a lesson you should heed ... 48
'T is the last rose 28
To do to others 126
To thee, O blessed Saviour 55
Very little things 103
Wake and sing 15
Wake, little child 20
We all love one another. 108
We bring no glittering 56
We have no words 79
We '11 not give up the Bible 75
Wo were so poor 97
What is it shows 94
What is that, mother 138
What means that strange 49
What seraph-like music 67
Whene'er we meet 35
When joy thy heart is 106
When shall we meet 158
When the flowers 157
While the Sunday bells 140
Who are tht-y in heaven 145
Who came from heaven 153
Who fed me from her gentle 95
Who '11 buy a nosegay 102
Who often with mekindly played 95
Who shall sing if not 32
Who took me from my 94
Who was it when we both 95
Willie said. Now will I learn 112
With joy we meet 156

Zion bright and fair 87










