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Bright,  bright  as  day;  Oh,  how  they  sweet  - 1 
Love  can  -  not  die.  Oh,  then,  to  glo  -  i 
Why  still  de  -  lay?  Oh,  we  shall  hap  -  p 
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in;  Be  a  crown  a: 
e,  When  from  sin  a: 
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Sav  -  ior  King;”  Loud  let  His  prais  -  es  ring,  Praise,  praise  for  aye! 
king-dom  won;  And  bright,  a  -  bove  the  sun,  Reign  ev  -  er-more. 
sor  -  row  free,  Lord,  we  shall  dwell  with  Thee, Blest  ev  -  er-more. 

205  <£fyilbren  of  tfye  I?ecn?enly  King. 
Rev.  John  Cennick.  Pleyel's  Hymn.  ys.  Arr.  from  Ignace  Pleyel. 

4 
— 1 — 

4 

1.  Chil-dren  of  the  heav’n-ly  King,  As  ye 
2.  We  are  trav  -  ’ling  home  to  God,  In  th 
3.  Fear  not,  breth  -  ren,  joy  -  ful  stand  On  tb 
4.  Lord,  o  -  be  -dient-ly  we  go,  Glad-ly 
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i  jour -ney,  sweet -ly  sing; 
e  way  the  fa  -  thers  trod: 
e  bor-ders  of  your  land; 

leav  -  ing  all  be  -  low; 
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Sing  your  Sav-ior’s  wor  -  thy  praise,  Glo-rious  in  His  works  and  ways. 
They  are  hap -py  now,  and  we  Soon  their  hap-pi  -  ness  shall  see. 
Je  -  sus  Christ,  your  Fa-ther’s  Son,  Bids  you  un  -  dis-mayed  go  on. 
On  -  ly  Thou  our  Lead  -  er  be,  And  we  still  will  fol  -  low  Thee.  A-men. 
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