
133  Jerusalem,  tfje  (Solfcert. 
Bernard  of  Cluny.  Ewing,  ys.  6s.  D.  Alex.  Ewing. 

^  ^ 
1.  Je  -  ru- sa-lem,  the  gold-en,  With  milk  and  honey  blest!  Beneath^thycon-tem- 

2.  They  stand,  those  halls  oiZi-on,  Ali  ju-bi-lant  with  song,  And  bright  with  many  an 

3.  0  sweet  and  blessed  country,  Shall  I  e’er  see  thy  face?  0  sweet  and  blessed 

plation  Sink  heart  and  voice  oppressed;  I  know  not,  0  I  know  not  What  joys  a- 

an-gel,  And  all  the  inartyr  throng;  The  Prince  is  ev  -  er  in  them,  The  day-light 

country,ShallIe’erwinthygrace?Ex-ult,  0  dust  and  ash-es! The  Lord  shall 

^3=
 

wait  me  there;  What  ra-dian-cy  of  glo-ry,  What  bliss  beyond  compare, 
is  se  -  rene;  The  pastures  of  the  bless-ed  Are  decked  in  glorious  sheen, 

be  thy  part;  His  on  -  ly,  His  for  -  ev  -  er  Thou  shalt  be,  and  thou  art!  A-men. 

134  XDe  IDouIb  See  Jesus. 
Anna  B.  Warner.  Raynolds.  F.  Mendelssohn,  Arr. 

1.  We  would  see  Je  -  sus — for  the  shad-ows  length-en  A -cross  this 

2.  We  would  see  Je  -  sus — the  great  Kock-foun-da  -  tion,  Where -on  our 

3.  We  would  see  Je  -  sus — oth  -  er  lights  are  pal  -  ing,  Which  for  long 
4.  We  would  see  Je  -  sus — this  is  all  we’re  need  -  ing,  Strength,  joy,  and 
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lit  -  tie  land-scape  of  our  life;  We  would  see  Je  -  sus,  our  weak  faith  to 

feet  were  set  by  sov’reign  grace;  Not  life,  nor  death,  with  all  their  ag  -  i- 

years  we  have  re-joiced  to  see;  The  bless-ings  of  our  pil-grim-age  are 

will  -  ing-ness  come  with  the  sight;  We  would  see  Je  -  sus,  dy  -  ing,  ris  -  en, 

strengthen  For  the  last  wea  -  ri  -  ness — the  fi  -  nal  strife, 

ta  -  tion,  Can  thence  re  -  move  us,  if  we  see  His  face, 

fail  -  ing;  We  would  not  mourn  them,  for  we  go  to  Thee, 

plead-ing;  Then  wel-come,  day!  and  fare-well,  mor-tal  night
! 

135  $ohj  Spirit,  from  ©n  f?igfy 
W.  H.  Bathurst. C.  M.  von  Weber. 

1.  Ho  -  ly  Spir  -  it,  from  on  high,  Bend  o’er  us  a  pity  -  ing  eye; 

2.  Light  up  ev  -  ’ry  dark  re  -  cess  Of  our  heart’s  un  -  god  -  li  -  
ness; 

3.  Teach  us,  with  re  -  pent  -  ant  grief,  Hum-bly  to  im  -  plore  re  -  lief; 

4.  May  we  dai  -  ly  grow  in  grace,  And  pur  -  sue  the  heav’n-ly  
race, 

Now  re-fresh  the  droop-ing  heart;  Bid  thepow’rof  sin  de- part. 

Show  us  ev  -  ’ry  de  -  vious  way  Where  our  steps  have  gone  a-stray. 

Then  the  Sav-ior’s  blood  re,  -  veal,  And  our  bro-ken  spir -its  heal. 

Trained  in  wisdom,  led  by  love,  Till^  we  reach  our  rest  a-bove.  A
  -  MEN. 


