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1.  Tell  me  the  Old,  Old  Sto  -  ry,  Of  un-seen  things  a  - 

2.  Tell  me  the  sto  -  ry  slow-ly,  That  I  may  take  it  in —  That  won-der- 
3.  Tell  me  the  sto  -  ry  soft-ly,  With  ear-nest  tones  and  grave;  Ke-mem-ber 

4.  Tell  me  the  same  old  sto  -  ry,  When  you  have  cause  to  fear  That  this  world’s 
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and  His  glo  -  ry,  Of  Je  -  sus  and  His  love;  Tell  me  the  sto  -  ry 

ful  re  -  demp-tion,  God’s  rem-e  -  dy  for  sin;  Tell  me  the  sto  -  ry 
I’m  the  sin  -  ner  Whom  Je  -  sus  came  to  save;  ’Tell  me  the  sto  -  ry 

emp-ty  glo  -  ry  Is  cost  -  ing  me  too  dear;  Yes,  and  when  that  world’s 



Cell  me  tfje  ©15,  ©16  Story. 

J—r i  i.i  ■  i .  i  j  n- 
T  i 

Sto-  r y,  Tell  me  the  Old,  ( Did  Sto  -  ry  Of  Je-sus  and  His  love.  A -men. 
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1.  When  morn-ing  gilds  the 

skies, 

My  heart  a  -  wak-ing 
cries: 

2.  When  sleep  her  halm  de  ■ 

■  nies, 

My 

si  -  lent  spir  -  it sighs: 
3.  Does  sad -ness  fill  my 

mind, 
A 

sol  -  ace  here  I 
find: 

4.  In  Heav’n’s  e  -  ter  -  nal hliss The love-liest  strain  is 
this: 

5.  Bt  this,  while  life  is 
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My 

can  -  ti  -  cle  di  ■ 

■  vine, 


