
Backward  with  sorrow  my  steps  to  trace,  Seek-ing  my  heav-en-ly  Fa-ther’s  face, 
Deep-ly  re-pent-ing  the  wrong  I’ve  done,  Wor-thy  no  more  to  be  called  a  son, 
Others  have  gone  who  had  wandered,  too,  They  were  forgiven,  were  clothed  a-new, 

Something  is  saying  “God  loves  you  still,  Tho’  yon  have  treated  His  love  so  ill,” 



Ct?e  prodigal  Son. 

457  3  Will  Ctrise  anb  (So  to  3esus. 
J.  Hart.  Arise.  8.  7.  8.  7.  4.  7. 

1.  Come,  ye  sin  -  ners,  poor  and  need-y,  Weak  and  wound 

2.  Come,  ye  thirst-y,  come,  and  welcome,  God’s  free  boun  - 
3.  Come,  ye  wea-ry,  heav-y  -  la  -  den,  Lost  and  ru  -  i 
4.  Let  not  consciencemakeyoulin-ger,  Nor  of  fit  - 1 

i  i  n  J  J  n  ,  .  . 

-ed,  sick  and  sore; 

ty  glo  -  ri  -  fy; ined  by  the  fall; 
ness  fond-ly  dream; 

Cho.— I  will  a-rise  and  go  to  Je-  sus,  Ht 
I  V'-'D  1 3  willem-braci !  me  in  His  arms; 

Je  -  bus  read-y  stands  to  save  you,  Full  of  pit  -  y,  love  and  pow’r. 
True  be  -  lief  and  true  re-pen-tance,Ev-’ry  grace  that  brings  you  nigh. 

If  you  tar-ry  till  you’re  bet-tcr,  You  will  nev  -<er  comeat  all. 
All  the  fit  -  ness  He  re  -  quir-eth  Is  to  feel  your  need  of  Him.  A-MEN 

'  \  « y  ̂  

In  the  arms  of  my  dear  Sav-ior,  Oh,  there  are  ten  thousand  charms. 


