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Margaret  Mackay. 

Ctsfcep  tn  3esus. 
Rest.  L.  M.  Wm.  B.  Bradbury. 

1.  A-sleep  in  Je  -  sus!  blessed  sleep,  From  which  nor 
2.  A-sleep  in  Je  -  sus!  0  how  sweet  To  be  for  st 

3.  A-sleep  in  Je  -  sus!  peace-ful  rest,  Whose  waking 

4.  A-sleep  in  Je  -  sus!  0  for  me  May  such  a  bli 
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ie  ev-er  wakes  to  weep! 

ich  a  slum-ber  meet! 

is  su-preme-ly  blest! 
iss  -  ful  ref  -  uge  be! 
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A  calm  and  an-dis-turbed  repose,  TJn-bro-ken'by  the  last  of  foes. 
With  ho-ly  con  -fl-dence  to  sing,  That  death  hath  lost  his  venomed  sting. 

No  fear,  no  woe,  shall  dim  that  hour  That  manifests  the  Savior’s  pow’r. 
Se  -  cnre-ly  shall  my  ash-es  lie,  Wait-ing  the  summons  from  on  high.  A  -MEN. 
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125 Beautiful  Dailey  of  (Efcen. 
Walter  O.  Cushing.  Kelley.  8.  6.  8.  6.  William  F.  Sherwin. 
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1.  Beau  -  ti  -  ful  val  -  ley  of  E  -  den!  Sweet  is  thy  noon-tide  calm; 

2.  0  -  ver  the  heart  of  the  mourn -er  Shin-eth  thy  gold-en  day, 
3.  There  is  the  home  of  my  Sav  -  ior;  There,  with  the  blood-washed  throng, 
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0  -  ver  the  heart  of  the  wear  -  y,  Breath-ing  thy  waves  of  balm. 

Waft-ing  the  songs  of  the  an  -  gels  Down  from  the  far  a  -  way. 
0  -  ver  the  high-lands  of  glo  -  ry  Roll  -  eth  the  great  new  song. 



Beautiful  Bailey  of  €fcert. 
Refrain. 

Beau-ti-fi al  val  -  ley  of  I 2  -  den,  Home  of  tl le  pure  and  blest,  How 
the  pure  and  blest. 
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126  XPe’ll  IDork  tEill  3esus  (£omes. Elizabeth  Mills. William  Miller. 

1.  0  land  of  rest,  for  thee  I  sigh!  When  will  the  moment  come 
 When  I  shall 

2*.  To  Je  -  sns  Christ  I  fled  for  rest;  He  bade  me  cease  to  roam,  And  lean  for 

3.  I  sought  at  once  my  Sav-ior’s  side,  No  more  my  steps  shall  roam
;  Witt  Him  I’ll 

lay  my  ar  -  mor  by,  And  dwell  in  peace  at  home? 
 We’ll  work 

sue  -  cor  on  His  breast  Till  He  con -duct  me  home, 

brave  death’s  chilling  tide ,  And  reach  my  heav’nly  home.  We’ll  work 
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Je-sus  comes,  We’ll  work  till  Jesus  comes;  And  we’ll  he  gathered  home.  A-Ml 

J  We’ll 
 work 


