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1.  A  -  wake,  my  soul,  and  with  the  sun  Thy  dai  -  ly  stage  of  du  -  ty  run; 

2.  Wake  and  lift  up  thy-self,  my  heart,  And  with  the  an  -  gels  hear  thy  part, 
3.  Glo  -  ry  to  Thee  who  safe  hast  kept,  And  hast  re-freshed  me  whilst  I  slept! 

4.  Lord,  I  my  vows  to  Thee  re -new;  Dis- perse  my  sins  as  morn-ingdew; 
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Shake  off  dull  sloth,  and  j 

Who,  rall  night  long,  un- we 
Grant,  Lord,  when  I  from  de 

Guard  my  first  springs  of  th 

1 

r  |  • oy-fulrise  To  pay  thy  mom-ing  sac-ri-fice. 
ariedsing  High  praise  to  the  e  -  ter -nal  King, 

ath  shall  wake,  I  may  of  end- less  life  par-take! 

n’t  and  will,  And  with  Thy-self  my  spir-it  fill.  A-MEN. 
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128  St ueet  £?our  of  prayer. 
W.  W.  Walford.  Wm.  B.  Bradbury. 

1.  Sweet  hour  of  prayer,  sweet  hour  of  prayer,  That  calls  me  from  a  world  of  care, 

2.  Sweet  hour  of  prayer,  sweet  hour  of  prayer,  The  joys  I  feel,  the  bliss  I  share 

3.  Sweet  hour  of  prayer,  sweet  hour  of  prayer,  Thy  wings  shall  my  pe  -  ti  -  tion  bear 

And  bids  me  at  my  Fa-ther’s  throne,  Make  all  my  wants  and  wish  -  es  known! 
Of  those  whose  anxious  spir  -  its  burn  With  strong  de-sires  for  thy  re -turn! 

To  Him,  whose  truth  and  faith-ful-ness  En-gage  the  wait-ing  soul  to  bless: 
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In  sea -sons  of  dis  -  tress  and  grief,  My  soul  has  oft  -  en  found 
 re  -  lief, 

With  such  I  has -ten  to  the  place  Where  God,  my  Sav-ior,  shows  His
  face, 

And  since  He  bids  me  seek  His  face,  Be-lieve  His  word,  and  trust  His  gr
ace, 

And  oft  escaped  the  tempter’s  snare,  By  thy  re-turn,  sweet  hour  of  prayer. 

And  glad-ly  take  my  station  there,  And  wait  for  thee,  sweet  hour  of 
 prayer. 

I’ll  cast  on  Him  my  ev-’ry  care,  And  wait  for  thee,  sweet  hour  of  prayer
.  A-men. 

129  Ho  Cfyere. 

1.  A  land  by  faith  I  see,  Where  saints  shall  ever  he  Free  fr
om  mor-tal  -i  -  ty, 

2.  There  friends  shall  meet  again, In  happiness  to  reign,  While  thro’  that  bl
est  domain, 

3  There  sorrow  cannot  stay;  There  tears  are  wiped  away,  One  bright,  eternal  day,
 

D.  S  —In  that  fair,  heav’nly  land. 


