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lea-  Borne  on*  the  night-winds,  voi-ces  of  yore  Come 
 from  the  far  -  off  shore, 

ast-  Lone  -  lv  I  wan  -  der,  sad  -  ly  I  roam,  Seek
  -  ing  that  ar  -  off  home. 

’  m _ natii.wflr  wViiIa here T  roam. Seek-  ing  that  far  -  off  home. 

1  Gone  from  my  heart  the  world  and  all  
its  charm;  Gone  are  my  sins  and 

2  Once  I  was  lost  up  -  on  the  plains 
 of  sin;  Once  was  a  slave  to 

I  Once  I  was  bound,  but  now  I  am 
 set  free;  Once  I  was  blind,  but 

D  S. — Be-cause  He  first  loved  me,  And 
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