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Dedrication.

In loving memory of one whose life was in iself a hymn
of noble truths ; whose character was resonani with ever-change-
Jul and ever-beautiful harmonies, supporting melodies of strong
and majestic purpose.

The composer dedicales these tumes o his father,

Jay Cooke.






HYMNS FROM THE HYMNAL
SET TO NEW TUNES.
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Copyright, 1904, by H. E. Cooka.

2 When tho soft dews of kindly sleep Now, Lord, the gracions work beging

My weary eyelids gently steep, Lot him o more lis dowuy in sin.

Be sy a0kt o Weet S0 IO vty Vi ks et e

For ever on my Saviour's beesat. Withhlnmiuglhon;-’ﬂhyhﬂundroﬂmm;
8 Abide with me from morn till eve, Be every moarner's sleep so-night,

For withont Thee I cannot ::vn' N Like infant's slumbers, pure and light.

i i h b
ﬂﬁéﬁﬂﬁﬁl Td e ot dies” 6 Come near 03 bless us when we waks,

Ere throngh the world our way we take,
4 If some poor wandering child of Thine | Till in the ocean of Thy love
Have spurned to-day the voice divine, We lose onrselves in heaven ubq'w;.



2 Once More, O Lord,

34 o Church Hymnal. H. E. Coola.
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But girt with all thy Father’amight, His judgmens to de-clare. A - MEN.
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Copyright, 1604, by H. E. Cocks,
2 The tervors of that awful da;y 3 Then grant us, Baviour, so to pass,
who ean undastand Our time in 'ﬂmbling here,
Or who abide, when Thou in weath That when npﬂm the clotds of heaven

Shalt lift Thy holy hand ? “3‘
The earth sh Iyq ihamﬂllllrm, Upl lln,grllvihnnr bﬁalheadl,
The sun 1n heaven Wé MAY rise,

grow
But Thou hask sworn, and wils nuiuhnnge, And enter, 'Hiﬂl Thlne mgel train,
Thy taithtul shall ot fail. Thy palaoe in the skies oW



3 O'er the Distant Mountains Breaking,

46 lo Church Hymaal, H. E. Cooki
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Gopyright, 1906, by H, B, Coole.

2 O Thou long expented! weary Watching for Thee, till I stand,
Waita y soxiona sonl for Thes, (3 my Bavionr,
Life is dark, and earth is dreaty, In Thy bright, Thy promised land,
Whare Thy light I do ot see; :
0 my Saviour, & Wikl Loa el il and ‘i?“"
w to t to hear oW 10 roam, | IDg,
het wilt Thon return to me? Watoling for Thy glad resurning
3 Nearer is my soul's salvation, To restore me to my homs.

Speat the night, the day sl hand; Come, my Bavionr,
Keep me in my lowly station, Thou hast promised: qu}o];]jéo&m.



4 O Jesu, Saviour of the Lost.

i3 in Church Hymnal, H, E. Cooke,
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Copyright, 1809, by H. E, Jooke,

2 Guilty, forgive me, Lord, T cry;
Pursmed by foes, T come ;
A slnner, save me, or T die;
An outcast, tale me home.

8 Onee safe in Thine almighty arma,
Lot etorms come on amain ;
There danger never, never harms ;
There death iteelf is gain,

4 And when T stand before Thy throne,
And all Thy glory see,
8till be roy righteonsness alone

fi
To hide mysel nme.x.m .



