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1.  Lo!  He  comes,  with  clouds  de-scend-ing,  Once 

2.  Ev-’ry  eye  shall  now  be  -  hold  Him,  Robe< 
3.  Now  the  Sav-ior,  long  ex  -pect-ed,  See,  i 
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for  fa-yoredsin-ners slain: 

1  in  dread-ful  maj  -  es  -  ty ! 
in  sol  -  emn  pomp  ap-pear; 
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Thou-sand  thoa-sand  saints  at  -  tend-ing  Swell  the  tri  -  umph  of  His  train: 
Those  who  set  at  naught  and  sold  Him,  Pierced,  and  nailed  Him  to  the  tree, 

Hal-le -lu-jah!  hal-le -lu-jah!  God  ap -pears  on  earth  to  reign. 

Deep-ly  wail-ing,  deep-ly  wail-ing,  Shall  the  true  Mes- si  -  ah  see. 

Hal-le  -  lu-jah!  hal-le  -  lu-jah!  See  the  day  of  God  ap-pear.  A-men. 

146  (Drt  3orbatt*s  Stormy  3anks. 
Samuel  Stennett.  Arr.  by  R.  M.  McIntosh. 

1.  On  Jor  -  dan’s  storm-y  banks  I  stand,  And  cast  a  wist-ful  eye 

2.  All  o’er  those  wide,  ex  -  tend- ed  plains  Shines  one  e  -  ter  -  nal  day; 

3.  No  chill-ing  winds,  nor  pois’nous  breath,  Can  reach  that  health-ful  shore; 
4.  When  shall  I  reach  that  hap -py  place,  And  be  for  -  ev  -  er  blest? 



©rt  3orbart’s  Stormy  23anks. 

ij  h' . . .  i  L'n  i*i  i  “ To  Ca  -  naan’s  fair  and  hap-  py  land,  Where  my  pos  -  ses-sionslie. 

There  God,  the  Son,  for  -  ev  -  er  reigns,  And  scat  -  ters  night  a  -  way. 
Sick  -  ness  and  sor  -  row,  pain  and  death,  Are  felt  and  feared  no  more. 

When  shall  I  see  my  Fa-ther’sface,  And  in  His  bos  -  om  rest? 

I'  fn  inr  r if  r  r  fitt^ D.S.-O  who  will  come  and  go  with  me?  J  am  hound  for  the prom-ised  land. 

Refrain.  ^  i  f 
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I  am  bound  for  the  promised  land,  •  .  . I  am  bound  for  the  promised  land;  A-men. 
promised  land, 
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147  ©  3  !Knetx>  tfye  Secret  place. 
American  Air. 

1.  0  that  I  knew  the  se  -  cret  place  Where  I  might  find  my  God! 

2*  I’d  tell  Him  how  my  sins  a  -  rise;  What  sor  -  rows  I  sus-tain; 
3.  He  knows  what  ar  -  gu-ments  I’d  take  To  wres  -  tie  with  my  God; 

4.  A  -  rise,  my  soul,  from  deep  dis  -  tress,  And  ban  -  ish  ev  -  ’ry  fear; 

I’d  spread  my  wants  be -fore  His  face,  And  pour  my  woes  a -broad. 

How  grace  de-cays,  and  com  -  fort  dies,  And  leaves  my  heart  in  pain. 

I’d  plead  for  His  own  mer  -  cy’s  sake  And  for  my  Sav-ior’s  blood. 

He  calls  thee  to  His  throne  of  grace,  To  spread  thy_  sor  -  rows  there.  A-men. 


