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Introduction 

Welcome to Tunes of Glory Vol. II; a collection of hymns, songs, their stories, lyrics, and settings for the Great 

Highland Bagpipe.  What began as a search for a requested hymn to be played at a funeral has resulted in a 

compilation of 67 tunes in Volume I and 39 in Volume II.  The title is derived from a 1960 film by the same name 

starring Alec Guiness and John Mills directed by Ronald Neame, based on the novel by James Kennaway, centering 

on events in a Scottish Highland military barracks in the period following World War II.   

I hope you enjoy the collection. 

http://hymnsite.com/
http://www.cyberhymnal.org/
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All Glory, Laud, and Honor 
"All Glory, Laud and Honor", is an English translation by John Mason Neale of Latin hymn 

"Gloria, laus et honor", which was written by Theodulf of Orléans in 820. It is a Palm Sunday 

hymn, based on Matthew 21:1–11 and the occasion of Christ's triumphal entry into Jerusalem. 

Theodulf became the Bishop of Orléans under Charlemagne. When Charlemagne died and 
Louis the Pious became the emperor of the Holy Roman Empire, Theodulf was removed from 
the bishopric and placed under house arrest at a monastery in Angers during the power 
struggle following Louis' ascension, mostly due to his opposition to icons and Louis' suspicion 
that Theodulf supported an Italian rival to the throne. During his arrest, Theodulf wrote "Gloria, 
laus et honor" for Palm Sunday. Although likely apocryphal, a 16th-century story asserted that 
Louis heard Theodulf sang "Gloria, laus et honor" one Palm Sunday, and was so inspired that 
he released Theodulf and ordered that the hymn be sung thereafter on every Palm Sunday. 

In 1851, John Neale translated the hymn from Latin into English to be published in his Medieval Hymns and Sequences. Neale 
revised his translation in 1854 and revised it further in 1861 when it was published in Hymns Ancient and Modern.  The hymn 
was originally made of thirty-nine verses however only the first twelve lines were sung since a ninth-century published 
manuscript attributed to St. Gall until Neale's translation. The original Latin words are used by Roman Catholics alongside the 
English translation. 

John Mason Neale (24 January 1818 – 6 August 1866) was an Anglican priest, scholar and hymn-writer.  Neale was born in 
London, his parents being the Revd Cornelius Neale and Susanna Neale, daughter of John Mason Good. He was educated at 
Sherborne School, Dorset, and Trinity College, Cambridge, where (despite being said to be the best classical scholar in his year) 
his lack of ability in mathematics prevented him taking an honors degree. 

At the age of 22 Neale was the chaplain of Downing College, Cambridge. At Cambridge he was affected by the Oxford 
Movement and helped to found the Cambridge Camden Society (afterwards known as the Ecclesiological Society). Though he 
was ordained in 1841 becoming the Vicar of Crawley the following year, but being forced to resign by 1846 due to disagreements 
with the diocesan bishop and his congregation, when he became warden of Sackville College, an almshouse at East Grinstead, 
an appointment which he held until his death. 

In 1854 Neale co-founded the Society of Saint Margaret, an order of women in the Church of England dedicated to nursing the 
sick. Many Anglicans in his day, however, were very suspicious of anything suggestive of Roman Catholicism. Only nine years 
earlier, John Henry Newman had encouraged Catholic practices in Anglican churches and had ended up becoming a Roman 
Catholic. This encouraged the suspicion that anyone such as Neale was an agent of the Vatican, assigned to destroy 
Anglicanism by subverting it from within. Once, Neale was attacked and mauled at a funeral of one of the Sisters. 

He was also the principal founder of the Anglican and Eastern Churches Association, a religious organization founded as the 
Anglican and Eastern Orthodox Churches Union in 1864. A result of this organization was the Hymns of the Eastern Church, 
edited by John Mason Neale and published in 1865. 

Neale was strongly high church in his sympathies, and had to endure a good deal of opposition, including a fourteen years' 
inhibition by his bishop. Neale translated the Eastern liturgies into English, and wrote a mystical and devotional commentary on 
the Psalms. However, he is best known as a hymn writer and, especially, translator, having enriched English hymnody with many 
ancient and mediaeval hymns translated from Latin and Greek. More than anyone else, he made English-speaking 
congregations aware of the centuries-old tradition of Latin, Greek, Russian, and Syrian hymns. The 1875 edition of the Hymns 
Ancient and Modern contains 58 of his translated hymns; The English Hymnal (1906) contains 63 of his translated hymns and six 
original hymns by Neale.  
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Lyrics by John Mason Neale 

 
Refrain 
All glory, laud and honor, 
To Thee, Redeemer, King, 
To Whom the lips of children 
Made sweet hosannas ring. 

Thou art the King of Israel, 
Thou David’s royal Son, 
Who in the Lord’s Name comest, 
The King and Blessèd One. 

                Refrain 

The company of angels 
Are praising Thee on High, 
And mortal men and all things 
Created make reply. 

                 Refrain 

Well might the sun in darkness hide 
And shut his glories in, 
When Christ, the mighty Maker died, 
For man the creature’s sin. 
 
                  Refrain 

Thus might I hide my blushing face 
While His dear cross appears, 
Dissolve my heart in thankfulness, 
And melt my eyes to tears. 

                   Refrain 

But drops of grief can ne’er repay 
The debt of love I owe: 
Here, Lord, I give my self away 
’Tis all that I can do. 
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Battle Hymn of the Republic 
The "Battle Hymn of the Republic," also known as "Mine Eyes Have 

Seen the Glory," outside of the United States, is a lyric by the American 

writer Julia Ward Howe using the music from the song "John Brown's 

Body." Howe's more famous lyrics were written in November 1861, and 

first published in The Atlantic Monthly in February 1862. The song links 

the judgment of the wicked at the end of the age (Old Testament, Isaiah 

63; New Testament, Rev. 19) with the American Civil War.  

On Nov. 18, 1861, Julia Ward Howe, a prominent Boston poet, attended a 
review of Union troops outside Washington, D.C. As her carriage made its 
way back to the city, inching along roads clogged with marching soldiers, 
Howe and her companions began singing some of the popular songs of 
the day, among them “John Brown’s Body,” an earthy Union marching 
tune. Together, the troops and the civilian spectators belted out the song’s rousing chorus: “Glory, glory 
hallelujah, his soul is marching on!” One of Howe’s traveling companions suggested that she write some 
more elevated lyrics for the tune. She replied that she had often thought of doing so, but that the words 
had not yet come to her. 

That night, as she slept at the Willard Hotel, the city’s most distinguished accommodation, the words 
finally came. As Howe later recalled, “I awoke in the gray of the morning twilight; and as I lay waiting for 
the dawn, the long lines of the desired poem began to twine themselves in my mind. Having thought out 
all the stanzas, I said to myself, ‘I must get up and write these verses down, lest I fall asleep again and 
forget them.’ ” She jumped out of bed, found an old stump of a pen nearby, and scrawled the verses on 
the back of a piece of stationery. Falling back to sleep with a drowsy sense of satisfaction, she thought to 
herself, “I like this better than most things that I have written.” 

When she awoke in the morning, she could not recall the words that had come to her just hours before. 
But there, on a sheet of paper next to her bed, she found six stanzas waiting in a neat, if uneven, hand. 
“Mine eyes have seen the glory of the coming of the Lord,” the poem began, and as it unspooled on the 
page, it continued to clothe the Union military campaign with biblical, and specifically apocalyptic, imagery 
and import. In perhaps its most famous lines, it compared the sacrifices of Northern soldiers on the 
battlefield, borne for the sake of preserving the Union and abolishing slavery, to the crucifixion of Christ: 
“As He died to make men holy, let us die to make men free.” With only minimal changes—most notably, 
the jettisoning of an awkward final stanza—the poem appeared much as it would when published in the 
Atlantic Monthly two-and-a-half months later as the “Battle Hymn of the Republic.” 

The “Battle Hymn” soon became the leading anthem of the Union cause and would emerge as one of the 
most enduring works of art of the Civil War years. Meanwhile, the tale of the poem’s composition—one of 
the great creation stories in American letters—became nearly as famous as the poem itself; it became, in 
a sense, an inextricable part of the poem. The millennial meanings attached to the hymn, with its 
portrayal of Union forces—God’s “terrible swift sword”—as apocalyptic agents, and the account of the 
hymn’s origins fed off each other. Together, they encouraged a sense of providential national identity 
deeply seductive to American audiences—then and now. 

Julia Ward Howe portrayed herself as a millennial witness, faithfully transcribing what her eyes had seen, 
but others depicted her as a medium, channeling the North’s righteous resolve. As Julia Ward Howe’s 
daughter declared in an essay on the song, “The soul of the vast army of the American people struggling 
for utterance in the greatest crisis of its existence” found expression in the “Battle Hymn.” It was “the work 
not of an individual, but of a nation.” Echoing that account, one mid-20th-century historian dubbed the 
hymn “the song that wrote itself.” 
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Lyrics on the following page 
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Lyrics by Julia Ward Howe 

 
Mine eyes have seen the glory  
of the coming of the Lord; 
He is trampling out the vintage  
where the grapes of wrath  
are stored; 
He hath loosed the fateful lightning  
of His terrible swift sword:  
His truth is marching on. 
 
Chorus 
Glory, Glory, hallelujah! 
Glory, glory, hallelujah! 
Glory, glory, hallelujah! 
His truth is marching on. 
 
I have seen Him in the watch-fires  
of a hundred circling camps, 
They have builded Him an altar  
in the evening dews and damps; 
I can read His righteous sentence 
 by the dim and flaring lamps: 
His day is marching on. 
 
Chorus 
Glory, glory, hallelujah! 
Glory, glory, hallelujah! 
Glory, glory, hallelujah! 
His day is marching on. 
 
I have read a fiery gospel  
writ in burnished rows of steel: 
"As ye deal with my contemners,  
so with you my grace shall deal"; 
Let the Hero, born of woman,  
crush the serpent with his heel, 
Since God is marching on. 
 
Chorus 
Glory, glory, hallelujah! 
Glory, glory, hallelujah! 
Glory, glory, hallelujah! 
Since God is marching on. 

He has sounded forth the trumpet  
that shall never call retreat; 
He is sifting out the hearts of men  
before His judgment-seat; 
Oh, be swift, my soul, to answer Him!  
Be jubilant, my feet! 
Our God is marching on. 
 
Chorus 
Glory, glory, hallelujah! 
Glory, glory, hallelujah! 
Glory, glory, hallelujah! 
Our God is marching on. 
 
In the beauty of the lilies  

Christ was born across the sea, 
With a glory in His bosom  
that transfigures you and me. 
As He died to make men holy,  
let us die* to make men free, 
While God is marching on. 
 
Chorus 
Glory, glory, hallelujah! 
Glory, glory, hallelujah! 
Glory, glory, hallelujah! 
While God is marching on. 

* Many modern recordings of the Battle Hymn of the Republic 
use the lyric "As He died to make men holy, let us live to 
make men free" as opposed to the lyric originally written by 
Julia Ward Howe: "let us die to make men free".  

 

 
  

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Battle_Hymn_of_the_Republic#cite_note-14
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Beautiful Isle of Somewhere 
"Beautiful Isle of Somewhere" is a song with words by Jessie Brown 

Pounds and music by John Sylvester Fearis written in 1897. The song 

gained huge popularity when it was used in William McKinley's funeral. It 

was a staple of funerals for decades subsequently, and there are dozens of 

recorded versions. 

Jessie Brown Pounds was born in Hiram, Ohio, a suburb of Cleveland on 
31 August 1861. She was not in good health when she was a child so she 
was taught at home. She began to write verses for the Cleveland 
newspapers and religious weeklies when she was fifteen. After an editor of 
a collection of her verses noted that some of them would be well suited for 
church or Sunday School hymns, J. H. Fillmore wrote to her asking her to 
write some hymns for a book he was publishing. She then regularly wrote 
hymns for Fillmore Brothers. She worked as an editor with Standard Publishing Company in Cincinnati 
from 1885 to 1896, when she married Rev. John E. Pounds, who at that time was a pastor of the Central 
Christian Church in Indianapolis.  

A memorable phrase would come to her, she would write it down in her notebook. Maybe a couple 
months later she would write out the entire hymn. She is the author of nine books, about fifty librettos for 
cantatas and operettas and of nearly four hundred hymns.  

"Beautiful Isle of Somewhere" was originally a poem entitled "Beautiful Isle" by Jessie Brown Pounds. The 
words were written in the winter of 1896, during a period of miserable weather. Persuaded or possibly 
forced to stay home, the words were written within an hour's time. It was set to music by John S. Fearis, 
who had purchased the poem for five dollars, and the song was published in 1897. In 1901, the song was 
sung by the Euterpian Ladies Quartet towards the beginning of the President McKinley's memorial 
service. 

"Beautiful Isle" follows a 19th-century tradition of depicting paradise. The song was written to contrast the 
difficulties on Earth with the tranquility of Heaven. The hearer is invited to think that in the long term, "all is 
well" because God is alive. The hymn has appeal at funerals because the lyrics state that "somewhere" 
we will "live anew". 

The song became highly popular for decades after McKinley’s service. The tune and lyrics have been 
praised as “beautiful,” but praise for the song has not been universal. Soon after the McKinley service it 
was panned by The Independent as a singular blot to the memory of the late president. Woodrow Wilson, 
while governor of New Jersey, stated the song could be harmful if taught to children, as it was "silly" and 
"vague." The Seventh-day Adventist publication Signs of the Times said "Amen" to the future U.S. 
President, listing it among songs "inexpressibly weak and shallow". At the same time, John D. Rockefeller 
was endorsing its use in church. In 1927, William Henry O'Connell, the Archbishop of Boston, banned the 
use of the tune in funerals, calling the hymn "inane" and "trashy." Cardinal O'Connell was concerned it 
was among a group of songs composed by authors whose "maudlin sentiment" overshadowed their faith. 
He threatened organists and choir directors who performed the piece with loss of their positions. Several 
Boston protestant ministers joined in criticizing the song at that time. Defenders of the hymn stated that 
descriptions of paradise were necessarily allegorical, and worried the ban would spread to other favorite 
hymns. A 1928 Lutheran publication used O'Connell's exact words when it described the song as a "sob-
producer" that was a "flagrant outrage to faith and the ritual." Later, Donald H. V. Hallock banned the use 
of this and other "popular" songs from use at Episcopalian services as they did not conform to rubric. 
Christian theologians have taken issue with the song because it describes Heaven in nebulous terms. 
Criticisms aside, others have noted that this sentimental song is a "joy to sing." 

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Beautiful_Isle_of_Somewhere#cite_note-10
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Lyrics by Jessie Brown Pounds 

 
Somewhere the sun is shining, 
Somewhere the songbirds dwell; 
Hush, then, thy sad repining, 
God lives, and all is well.  

Refrain 
Somewhere, somewhere, 
Beautiful Isle of Somewhere! 
Land of the true, where we live anew, 
Beautiful Isle of Somewhere! 

Somewhere the day is longer, 
Somewhere the task is done; 
Somewhere the heart is stronger, 
Somewhere the prize is won. 
  

                  Refrain 
  

Somewhere the load is lifted, 
Close by an open gate; 
Somewhere the clouds are rifted, 
Somewhere the angels wait. 
  

                  Refrain 
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Bring Them In 
The lyrics for “Bring Them In” also known as “Hark! 'Tis the Shepherd's Voice” were written by 
Alexcenah Thomas. Alexcenah Thomas taught or administered the education of children in many places 
by the beginning of the 20th Century, but seemed aware many years before then that waywardness was 
something she wanted to address. Not much else is known of Alexcenah, though she left some hymn 
poems, of which “Bring Them In” is the most well-known. She also collaborated with a musical composer, 
William Ogden (1841-1897), who was a noted producer of children’s music. 

When Ogden was six years old, his family moved to Indiana. He 
began studying music in local singing schools at age 8, and could 
read church music fairly well by age 10. A little later, he could write a 
melody by hearing it sung or played. When he was 18, he became a 
chorister in his home church.  

At the outbreak of the American civil war, Ogden enlisted in the 30th 
Indiana Volunteer Infantry. During the war he organized a male choir, 
which became well known throughout the Army of the Cumberland. 
After the war, Ogden returned home and resumed his musical stu-
dies. Among his teachers were Lowell Mason, Thomas Hastings, E. 
E. Baily, and B. F. Baker, president of the Boston Music School. As 
his skills developed, Ogden issued his first song book, The Silver 
Song, in 1870; it became immensely popular, selling 500,000 copies. 
He went on to publish numerous other song books. 

In addition to composing, Ogden taught at many schools in the United 
States and Canada. In 1887, he became superintendent of music in 
the public schools of Toledo, Ohio. 

Though it is unknown where the paths of Alexcenah Thomas and William Ogden intersected, most likely it 
was their mutual Christian outlook and interest in musical endeavors that compelled their meeting. 
Alexcenah evidently was from Philadelphia and was educated in Chicago, followed by various stints as a 
teacher or principal in central Pennsylvania, Washington, Massachusetts, New Jersey, Georgia, and New 
York. Meanwhile, Ogden was reportedly in Ohio and various other places to pursue his passion to 
educate children musically. It was the year 1885 when the two cooperated to produce Bring Them In. 
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Lyrics by Alexcenah Thomas 

Hark! 'tis the Shepherd's voice I hear, 
out in the desert dark and drear, 
calling the sheep who've gone astray 
far from the Shepherd's fold away. 

Refrain 

Bring them in, bring them in, 
bring them in from the fields of sin; 
Bring them in, bring them in, 
Bring the wand;ring ones to Jesus. 

Who'll go and help this Shepherd kind, 
help him the wand'ring ones to find? 
Who'll bring the lost ones to the fold, 
where they'll be sheltered from the cold? 
  

                       Refrain 
  

Out in the desert hear their cry, 
out on the mountains wild and high; 
hark! 'tis the Master speaks to thee, 
"Go find my sheep where'er they be." 
  

                         Refrain 
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Complete in Thee 
The lyrics to “Complete in Thee” were written by Aaron Robarts Wolfe 
(1821-1902). Wolfe was born at Mendham, New Jersey, Sep. 6, 1821, and 
educated at Williams College, 1844; and the Union Theological Seminary, 
New York, 1851. On April 9, 1851, he was licensed by the Third Presbytery 
of New York. For some lime he had charge of a school for young ladies at 
Tallahassee, Florida; and in 1859 he established "The Hillside Seminary 
for Young Ladies" at Montclair, New Jersey. In 1858 he contributed 7 
hymns under the signature "A. R. W." to Hastings's Church Melodies. 

The refrain was written by James M. 

Gray (1851-1935). Gray accepted Christ 

at age 22. He was educated at Bates 

College, Lewiston, Maine (Doctor of 

Divinity), and the University of Des 

Moines, Iowa (Doctor of Laws). In 1879 

he became Rector of the First Reformed 

Episcopal Church in Boston, Massachusetts, where he served 14 

years. He then became dean (1904-25) and president (1925-34) of the 

Moody Bible Institute, Chicago, Illinois, and directed publication of four 

editions (1921-28) of the Voice of Thanksgiving, official hymnal of the 

Institute. A conservative theologian, Gray was one of seven editors of 

the popular Scofield Reference Bible. He was a fine scholar and 

excellent Bible teacher, but his interests went beyond mere academics. 

He promoted the Sunday school, and took an interest in civic affairs 

and patriotic causes. He backed efforts at social betterment, supported 

Prohibition, and wrote about 20 books. 

The tune was written by Talmage J. Bittikofe (1892-1986).  

Tune and Lyrics on the following page. 
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Lyrics by Aaron Wolfe and James Gray 

Complete in Thee! no work of mine 
May take, dear Lord, the place of Thine; 
Thy blood hath pardon bought for me, 
And I am now complete in Thee. 

Refrain: 
Yea, justified! O blessed thought! 
And sanctified! Salvation wrought! 
Thy blood hath pardon bought for me, 
And glorified, I too, shall be! 

Complete in Thee! no more shall sin, 
Thy grace hath conquered, reign within; 
Thy voice shall bid the tempter flee, 
And I shall stand complete in Thee. 

                      Refrain 

Complete in Thee--each want supplied, 
And no good thing to me denied; 
Since Thou my portion, Lord, wilt be, 
I ask no more, complete in Thee. 

                      Refrain 

Dear Saviour! when before Thy bar 
All tribes and tongues assembled are, 
Among Thy chosen will I be, 
At Thy right hand, complete in Thee. 

                       Refrain 
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Deeper and Deeper 
"Deeper and Deeper" is a 1915 Christian hymn with words and music by 
Oswald J. Smith. Oswald Jeffrey Smith (November 8, 1889 – January 25, 
1986) was a Canadian pastor, author, and missions advocate. He founded 
The Peoples Church in Toronto in 1928.  

Smith attended the Toronto Bible Training School, the Manitoba 
Presbyterian College in Winnipeg, and the McCormick Seminary in 
Chicago. Smith was ordained as a minister of the Presbyterian Church of 
Canada in 1918. However, he resigned from the Presbyterian Church, set 
up his own church in Toronto, which merged with a small Christian and 
Missionary Alliance congregation in 1921. In 1928, he started another 
independent church in Toronto, the Peoples Church. Using his base in 
Toronto for fundraising, he traveled the world to recruit missionaries.  

Over the course of eighty years he preached more than 12,000 sermons in 
80 countries, wrote thirty-five books (with translations into 128 languages), 
as well as 1,200 poems, of which 100 have been set to music, including 
"Deeper and Deeper". 

 

 



13 

Lyrics by Oswald Smith 

Into the heart of Jesus 
Deeper and deeper I go, 
Seeking to know the reason 
Why He should love me so - 
Why He should stoop to lift me 
Up from the miry clay, 
Saving my soul, making me whole, 
Tho I had wandered away. 

Into the will of Jesus, 
Deeper and deeper I go, 
Praying for grace to follow, 
Seeking His way to know; 
Bowing in full surrender 
Low at His blessed feet, 
Bidding Him take, break me and make, 
Till I am molded and meet. 

Into the cross of Jesus 
Deeper and deeper I go, 
Following thru the garden, 
Facing the dreaded foe; 
Drinking the cup of sorrow - 
Sobbing with broken heart, 
"O Savior, help! dear Savior, help! 
Grace for my weakness impart." 

Into the joy of Jesus 
Deeper and deeper I go, 
Rising, with soul enraptured, 
Far from the world below; 
Joy in the place of sorrow, 
Peace in the midst of pain, 
Jesus will give, Jesus will give - 
He will uphold and sustain. 

Into the love of Jesus 
Deeper and deeper I go, 
Praising the One who brought me 
Out of my sin and woe; 
And thru eternal ages 
Gratefully I shall sing, 
"O how He loved! O how He loved! 
Jesus, my Lord and my King!" 

 

 

Face to Face 
"Face to Face" is a hymn born from the collaboration of a poem written 

by Carrie Ellis Breck and music composed by Grant Tullar. 

Carrie Ellis Breck was born January 22, 1855 in Vermont and raised in a 

Christian home. She later moved to Vineland, New Jersy, and then to 

Portland, Oregon. She wrote verse and prose for religious and household 

publications, In 1884 she married Frank A. Breck. She has written 

between fourteen and fifteen hundred hymns. 

Grant Colfax Tullar (1869-1950) was an American minister, composer, 

and hymn writer. Tullar was born on August 5, 1869 in Bolton, 

Connecticut. His parents named him after President Ulysses S. Grant and 

Vice President Schuyler Colfax. Tullar's mother died when he was two, 

and his father was disabled from the Civil War, so he had a rough 

childhood. Tullar became a Methodist in 1888 at a Methodist camp 

meeting. From there, he attended Hackettstown Academy in New Jersey, 

going on to be a Methodist minister in Dover, Delaware. In 1893, he 

helped found the Tullar-Meredith Publishing Company in New York City,  
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where he composed and produced church and Sunday school music in hymns  

and hymnals. 

 

Lyrics by Carrie Breck 

Face to face with Christ, my Savior,  
Face to face--what will it be  
When with rapture I behold Him,  
Jesus Christ who died for me?  

Refrain  
Face to face I shall behold Him,  
Far beyond the starry sky;  
Face to face in all His glory,  
I shall see Him by and by! 

Only faintly now I see Him  
With the darkened veil between,  
But a blessed day is coming  
When His glory shall be seen. 

                Refrain 

What rejoicing in His presence,  
When are banished grief and pain;  
When the crooked ways are straightened  
And the dark things shall be plain.  

                     Refrain 

Face to face--oh, blissful moment!  
Face to face--to see and know;  
Face to face with my Redeemer,  
Jesus Christ who loves me so.  

                      Refrain 
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Fade, Fade, Each Earthly Joy 
The lyrics to “Fade, Fade, Each Earthly Joy” were written by 

Catharine Jane Bonar, née Lundie, daughter of the Rev. Robert 

Lundie, sometime minister of the parish of Kelso, born at Kelso 

Manse, December, 1821, married, in 1843, to Dr. H. Bonar, and died 

in Edinburgh, Dec. 3, 1884. Her hymns appeared in Dr. Bonar's 

Songs for the Wilderness, 1843-4, and his Bible Hymn Book, 1845. 

Their use is very limited. Mrs. Bonar is chiefly known through her 

hymn:—Pass away, earthly joy. Jesus, all in all, which appeared in 

the Songs for the Wilderness, 2nd Series, 1844, and again in the 

Bible Hymn Book, 1845, No. 108, in 4 stanzas of 8 lines, including the 

refrain, "Jesus is mine!" The original text is given in Dr. Hatfield's 

Church Hymn Book. 1372, No. 661. Sometimes this is altered to 

"Fade, fade, each earthly joy," as in the American Songs for the 

Sanctuary, 1865, No. 114, and others.  

 

The melody was composed by Theodore E. Perkins. Perkins was born 

at Poughkeepsie, on the Hudson, N.Y., July 21, 1831. His father was a 

Baptist clergyman. The family of ten brothers and sisters sang and 

played various instruments, forming among themselves both choir and 

orchestra. His musical education began at the early age of three years. 

During his father's pastorate at Hamilton, N. Y., the choir rehearsals 

were often held at the parsonage, and the leader used to place the 

three-year-old on a small stool, on the table around which the choir was 

assembled, giving him a chance to both see and hear. Later on he 

played the violincello in church, standing on a stool in order to finger the 

instrument.  

The home gatherings — especially on Thanksgiving Day, are the 
recollections among the happiest of his childhood. His father became 
pastor of the Berean Baptist Church in New York City, in 1839, giving 
him the opportunity of studying the pianoforte, of which he became a 
proficient player. His fine alto voice soon gave him notoriety. At the age 

of nineteen while filling a position as clerk in New York, all his spare time was given to the study of voice 
and piano. In 1851 he went to Hamilton, N. Y., taught music in Madison University (now Colgate), and in 
the Female Seminary.  

In 1854 he went to Port Jervis, N. Y., where he taught singing school, and April 30, 1855, married Mary 
Frances Caskey, who was for years his soprano soloist in many musical Festivals and Conventions. Soon 
after marriage he removed to Salem, N. J., where his lifework as singing school teacher really began, 
including Bridgeton and prominent towns in southern New Jersey. During the summer of 1856 he and his 
wife were pupils of the Normal Academy of Music at North Reading, Mass., conducted by Drs. Lowell 
Mason and Geo. F. Root. During 1856-1858 he was given the position of assistant teacher and manager. 
His association with these two great men gave an inspiration to all his future work.  

In 1859 he was co-principal with Wm. B. Bradbury at the Normal Academy of Music, Geneseo, N. Y. He 
remained at Geneseo until 1863. Professor Perkins also held very successful schools in North Pelham 
Province of Ontario, Canada, and in 1864-1868 was principal in schools at Tunkhannock and Meadville, 
Pa.  
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In 1860, The Olive Branch, his first book of church music, was published by F. J. Huntington, New York 
City, the sales reaching 100,000. Next was Oriental, which sold over 30,000. The Union, Glees and 
Anthems, and Sabbath Anthems followed ; then The Sacred Lute, which sold over 300,000. His Sunday-
school books commenced with The Evergreen, followed by the Shining Star and New Shining Star. Then 
came Psalm King, which was the last of the books published by Mr. Huntington. Hallowed Songs was 
published by Philip Phillips; The Sunday School Banner was published by Wm. B. Bradbury. The Royal 
Standard was published in Toronto, Canada. The Golden Promise, Sabbath Carols, The Mount Zion 
Collection were published under his own supervision.  

His Free Sunday School Songs several times numbered over 500,000 a month. Coronation Songs with 
Rev. Dr. Deems as hymn editor was published by A. S. Barnes Co., who also published Psalms and 
Hymns and Spiritual Songs, in which Dr. C. S. Robinson was hymn editor, who with Professor Perkins 
edited Calvary Songs, published by the American S. S. Union. Gospel Tent Songs was evangelical. The 
Safe-Guard Singer was his temperance book.  

Mr. Perkins was musical director in the following churches in Brooklyn: The Lafayette Avenue 
Presbyterian Church, Rev. Dr. Cuyler; Strong Place Baptist Church, Rev. E. E. L. Taylor, D. D.; Madison 
Avenue Baptist Church, Rev. H. G. Weston, D. D., L. L. D.; Fifth Avenue Presbyterian Church, Rev. Dr. 
Rice, followed by Dr. John Hall; The Memorial Presbyterian Church, Rev. Dr. C. S. Robinson, who was 
his close friend; The Church of the Holy Trinity, Rev. Dr. Tyng, Jr. ; Trinity Baptist Church, Rev. Dr. J. B. 
Simmons, and Washington Square M. E. Church.  

In Philadelphia: The Fifth Baptist Church, Rev. Dr. Chase; The Eleventh Baptist Church, Rev. Dr. Colman; 
The Tabernacle M. E. Church, Rev. George Gaul, D. D. He was leader and singer in Evangelistic 
Services, at the Rink, The Old Madison Square Garden and Cooper Union, all of New York City. The 
music of the first great meeting of the world's Evangelical Alliance, held for ten days in New York City, 
was under his direction, as was the first National Sunday School convention, held in Newark, N. J. He 
was also conductor at the Golden Anniversary of the Female Guardian Society, leading a chorus of forty-
two hundred children. In the opening chorus, Great is the Lord, by Dr. Calcott, the word "Great" was given 
with so much decision and power that the clergymen on the platform sprang to their feet and remained 
standing until the chorus was finished.  

He taught voice culture in Princeton and Lafayette Universities, The Union Theological Seminary, New 
York City; Crozer Seminary, Chester, Pa., and organized the music department of Temple University, 
Philadelphia, continuing in charge four years. He had charge of the children's choir of Howard Mission, 
New York City, for twenty-five years, and thinks that some of the happiest and most restful of the working 
hours were spent in teaching the poor children of the fourth and sixth wards to sing the Gospel. Mr. 
Sankey said to Mr. Perkins that " Jesus of Nazareth was my banner song for eight years." Jesus is Mine 
has been sung at the Christian's death-bed, the grave, and once as the convict was going to the scaffold.  

His Christmas Carol Sweetly Carol had a very large sale in this country, and was republished in England, 
France, Italy, and Germany.  

For a period of forty years he has made the study of the voice special work. The most thorough 
investigations of the voice and its possibilities were made with the assistance of the late John Howard, 
extending over a period of twenty-five years, during which he has had the care of over two thousand 
voices. He published a work entitled, Physiological Yoice Culture, edited by his son, the late T. Edward 
Perkins, M. D., physician and throat specialist of Philadelphia. Mr. Perkins also completed a method of 
voice culture based on the principles of John Howard's Physiology of Artistic Singing." 

During these years of work he has found time to edit thirty-four books of church, Sunday-school, day-
school, and glee music, the larger portion having been previously mentioned. Also songs and ballads in 
sheet form, and a cantata entitled, The Excursion, libretto by Fanny Crosby, with whom there has existed 
an unbroken friendship for over forty years.  
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Lyrics by Catherine Bonar 

Fade, fade, each earthly joy; 
Jesus is mine. 
Break ev'ry tender tie; 
Jesus is mine. 
Dark is the wilderness,  
Earth has no resting place, 
Jesus alone can bless;  
Jesus is mine. 

Tempt not my soul away;  
Jesus is mine. 
Here would I ever stay;  
Jesus is mine. 
Perishing things of clay,  
Born but for one brief day, 
Pass from my heart away;  
Jesus is mine. 

Farewell, ye dreams of night;  
Jesus is mine. 
Lost in this dawning bright,  
Jesus is mine. 
All that my soul has tried  
Left but a dismal void; 
Jesus has satisfied;  
Jesus is mine. 

Farewell, mortality;  
Jesus is mine. 
Welcome, eternity; 
Jesus is mine. 
Welcome, O loved and blest,  
Welcome, sweet scenes of rest, 
Welcome, my Savior’s breast; 
Jesus is mine. 
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For All the Saints 
"For All the Saints" was written as a processional hymn by the 

Anglican Bishop of Wakefield, William Walsham How. Known as 

Walsham How, he was the son of a Shrewsbury solicitor, How was 

educated at Shrewsbury School, Wadham College, Oxford and 

University College, Durham. He was ordained in 1846, and after a 

curacy at Kidderminster, began more than thirty years actively 

engaged in parish work in Shropshire, as curate at the Abbey Church 

in Shrewsbury in 1848. In 1851 he became Rector of Whittington and 

was at one point Rural Dean of Oswestry in 1860, then Suffragan 

Bishop of Bedford and in turn Bishop of Wakefield. 

It was during his period at Whittington he wrote the bulk of his 
published works and founded the first public library in Oswestry. In 
1863–1868 he brought out a Commentary on the Four Gospels and 
he also wrote a manual for the Holy Communion. Published by the 
Society for Promoting Christian Knowledge during the 1890s under the title "Holy Communion, 
Preparation and Companion...together with the Collects, Epistles and Gospels" this book was widely 
distributed and many copies still survive today. In the movement for infusing new spiritual life into the 
church services, especially among the poor, How was a great force. He took a stand against what he 
regarded as immoral literature and Thomas Hardy claimed that he had burned a copy of his novel Jude 
the Obscure. How was much helped in his earlier work by his wife, Frances A. Douglas (died 1887). 

In 1888 he was made the first bishop of Wakefield, and in the north of England he continued to do 
valuable work. His sermons were straightforward, earnest and attractive; and besides publishing several 
volumes of these, he wrote a good deal of verse, including such well-known hymns as Who is this so 
weak and helpless, Lord, Thy children guide and keep and For All the Saints. As bishop he consecrated 
many churches, including the Church of St John the Divine, Calder Grove in 1892. 

He died while on holiday in Ireland, on 10 August 1897 in Leenane, County Mayo. Although there is a 
marble memorial to him in Wakefield Cathedral, he was buried in Whittington, Shropshire, where he had 
been rector for 28 years. There is also a memorial plaque to him inside the London city church of St 
Helen's, Bishopsgate, bearing the line "Sweet is the calm of Paradise the blest" from his hymn, "For all 
the saints" 
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Lyrics by William How 

For all the saints, who from their labours rest, 
Who Thee by faith before the world confessed, 
Thy Name, O Jesus, be forever blessed. 
Alleluia, Alleluia! 
 
Thou waste their Rock, their Fortress and their 
Might; 
Thou, Lord, their Captain in the well fought fight; 
Thou, in the darkness drear, their one true Light. 
Alleluia, Alleluia! 
 
For the Apostles’ glorious company, 
Who bearing forth the Cross o’er land and sea, 
Shook all the mighty world, we sing to Thee: 
Alleluia, Alleluia! 
 
O may Thy soldiers, faithful, true and bold, 
Fight as the saints who nobly fought of old, 
And win with them the victor’s crown of gold. 
Alleluia, Alleluia! 
 
For the Evangelists, by whose blest word, 
Like fourfold streams, the garden of the Lord, 
Is fair and fruitful, be Thy Name adored. 
Alleluia, Alleluia! 
 
For Martyrs, who with rapture kindled eye, 
Saw the bright crown descending from the sky, 
And seeing, grasped it, Thee we glorify. 
Alleluia, Alleluia! 

O blest communion, fellowship divine! 
We feebly struggle, they in glory shine; 
Yet all are one in Thee, for all are Thine. 
Alleluia, Alleluia! 
 
And when the strife is fierce, the warfare long, 
Steals on the ear the distant triumph song, 
And hearts are brave, again, and arms are strong. 
Alleluia, Alleluia! 
 
The golden evening brightens in the west; 
Soon, soon to faithful warriors comes their rest; 
Sweet is the calm of paradise the blessed. 
Alleluia, Alleluia! 
 
But lo! there breaks a yet more glorious day; 
The saints triumphant rise in bright array; 
The King of glory passes on His way. 
Alleluia, Alleluia! 
 
From earth’s wide bounds, from ocean’s farthest 
coast, 
Through gates of pearl streams in the countless 
host, 
Singing to Father, Son and Holy Ghost: 
Alleluia, Alleluia! 

 

 

Glory to His Name 
The words to “Glory to His Name” were penned by Elisha Hoffman. 

Hoffman (1839-1929) after graduating from Union Seminary in 

Pennsylvania was ordained in 1868. As a minister he was appointed to the 

circuit in Napoleon, Ohio in 1872. He worked with the Evangelical 

Association's publishing arm in Cleveland for eleven years. He served in 

many chapels and churches in Cleveland and in Grafton in the 1880s, 

among them Bethel Home for Sailors and Seamen, Chestnut Ridge Union 

Chapel, Grace Congregational Church and Rockport Congregational 

Church. In his lifetime he wrote more than 2,000 gospel songs 

including"Leaning on the everlasting arms" (1894).  

The melody was composed by John Stockton. Stockton, a Methodist 
minister, was born in 1813, and died in 1877. He was a member of the New 
Jersey Annual Conference of the Methodist Episcopal Church, and the 
successive pastoral charges that he filled as a member of that Conference 
are found in the Conference Journal. He was not only a preacher, but a 
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musician and composer of tunes, as well as hymn writer. He published two gospel song books: Salvation 
Melodies, 1874, and Precious Songs, 1875. 

 

Lyrics by Elisha Hoffman 

Down at the cross where my Savior died, 
Down where for cleansing from sin I cried, 
There to my heart was the blood applied; 
Singin', Glory to his name! 

Refrain: 
Glory to his name, Precious name. 
Glory to his name, Precious name 
There to my heart was the blood applied; 
singin', Glory to his name, his name. 

I am so wondrously saved from sin, 
Jesus so sweetly abides within; 
There at the cross where he took me in; 
singin', Glory to his name, his name! 

                           Refrain 

Oh, precious fountain that saves from sin, 
I am so glad I have entered in; 
There Jesus saves me and keeps me clean; 
singin', Glory to his name, his name!  

                         Refrain 

Come to this fountain so rich and sweet, 
Cast thy poor soul at the Savior’s feet; 
Plunge in today, and be made complete; 
singin', Glory to his name, his name! 

                         Refrain 
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God Be with You Till We Meet Again 
“God Be with You Till We Meet Again” was composed by Jeremiah 

Eames Rankin, D.D. Rankin was educated at Middleburg College, 

Vermont, and at Andover. For two years he resided at Potsdam, U.S. 

Subsequently he held pastoral charges as a Congregational Minister at 

New York, St. Albans, Charlestown, Washington D.C. He was President 

for several years of Howard University, Washington, D.C. In 1878 he 

edited the Gospel Temperance Hymnal, and later the Gospel Bells. His 

hymns appeared in these collections, and in D. E. Jones's Songs of the 

New Life, 1869. 

Dr. Rankin's account of this hymn is, "It was written as a Christian good-

bye, and first sung in the First Congregational Church, of which I was 

minister for fifteen years. We had Gospel meetings on Sunday nights, 

and our music was intentionally of the popular kind. I wrote the first 

stanza, and sent it to two gentlemen for music. The music which seemed 

to me to best suit the words was written by T. G. Tomer, teacher of public schools in New Jersey, at one 

time on the staff of General 0. 0. Howard. After receiving the music (which was revised by Dr. J. W. 

Bischoff, the organist of my church), I wrote the other stanzas." The hymn became at once popular, and 

has been translated into several languages.  

 

Lyrics by Jeremiah Rankin 

God be with you till we meet again, 
By His counsels guide, uphold you, 
With His sheep securely fold you, 
God be with you till we meet again. 

God be with you till we meet again, 
’Neath His wings protecting hide you, 
Daily manna still divide you, 
God be with you till we meet again. 

God be with you till we meet again, 
When life’s perils thick confound you, 
Put His arms unfailing round you, 
God be with you till we meet again. 

God be with you till we meet again, 
Keep love’s banner floating o’er you, 
Smite death’s threatening wave before you, 
God be with you till we meet again. 
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God Loved the World 
Martha Matilda (Brustar) Stockton (1821 – 1885) was the wife of Rev. W. C. 

Stockton of Ocean City, Cape May. Her hymn, "God loved the world of 

sinners lost" (The Love of God), in Laudes Domini, 1884, is dated 1871. 

The music was composed by William Fischer. In his youth, William G. Fischer 
(1835 - 1912) developed an interest in music while attending singing schools. 
His career included working in the book bindery of J. B. Lippencott Publishing 
Company, teaching music at Girard College, and co-owning a piano business 
and music store–all in Philadelphia. Fischer eventually became a popular 
director of music at revival meetings and choral festivals. In 1876 he conducted 
a thousand-voice choir at the Dwight L. Moody/Ira D. Sankey revival meeting in 
Philadelphia. Fischer composed some two hundred tunes for Sunday school 
hymns and gospel songs. 
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Lyrics by Martha Stockton 

God loved the world of sinners lost 
And ruined by the fall; 
Salvation full, at highest cost, 
He offers free to all. 

Refrain: 
O ‘twas love, ‘twas wondrous love, 
The love of God to me; 
It brought my Saviour from above, 
To die on Calvary! 

E’en now by faith I claim him mine, 
The risen Son of God; 
Redemption by his death I find, 
And cleansing through the blood. 

                    Refrain 

 

Love brings the glorious fulness in, 
And to his saints makes known 
The blessèd rest from inbred sin, 
Through faith in Christ alone. 

                   Refrain 

Believing souls, rejoicing go; 
There shall to you be given 
A glorious foretaste, here below, 
Of endless life in Heaven. 

                      Refrain 

 

 

He the Pearly Gates Will Open 
The lyrics to “He the Pearly Gates Will Open” were penned by Frederick 

Arvid Blom. Blom was born on May 21, 1867, near Enköpking, Sweden. He 

immigrated to America in the 1890s and joined the Salvation Army in 

Chicago. He attended North Park College and Seminary, served as a 

minister in the Evangelical Covenant Church. But he strayed from the 

church and ended up in prison. After be released from prison, Blom 

underwent a spiritual revival, and became pastor at a Swedish 

Congregational Church in Pennsylvania. He returned to his native Sweden 

in 1921 and died there on May 24, 1927.  

The lyrics were translated by Nathanial Carlson (1879-1957). Carlson was 

educated at the Free Church Bible School, Chicago, Illinois, and Northwest 

Bible College, Storm Lake, Iowa. He served as a pastor in the Evangelical 

Free Church, and edited the Chicagobladet. Carlson was author of many 

original hymns and translations. 

The melody is attributed to Alfred O. Duhlin. Duhlin was born in Trondheim, Norway in 1894 and died in 
New York City around 1960. 
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Lyrics by Frederick Blom tr. by Nathaniel Carlson 

Love divine, so great and wondrous,  
Deep and mighty, pure, sublime,  
Coming from the heart of Jesus,  
Just the same through tests of time! 

Chorus: 
He the pearly gates will open,  
So that I may enter in;  
For He purchased my redemption  
And forgave me all my sin. 

Like a dove when hunted, frightened,  
As a wounded fawn was I;  
Brokenhearted, yet He healed me.  
He will heed the sinner's cry. 

                      Chorus 

Love divine, so great and wondrous!  
All my sins He then forgave;  
I will sing His praise forever,  
For His blood, His power to save. 

                   Chorus 

In life's eventide, at twilight,  
At His door I'll knock and wait;  
By the precious love of Jesus,  
I shall enter heaven's gate. 

                   Chorus 
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Heaven Will Surely Be Worth It All 
Wendell Oliver Cooper was born October 24, 1885 in Meriwether County, Georgia. He received his music 

education in schools of Oklahoma and Tennessee. He was known for singing in a quartet over the radio 

in Birmingham, AL. It is estimated he wrote some 1,500 hymns. Hhis hymn, “Heaven Shall Surely Be 

Worth It All”, is far and away the most popular among churches of Christ; however, his most published 

hymn was “Here Among the Shadows Living In A Lonely Land”. He was musical editor for Hartford Song 

Books. He worked on the faculty of the Hartford Music Institute. He was married to Cammella W. Cooper, 

but she passed away in 1929 at the age of 38. He lived in Cullman County, Alabama when he passed 

away in October 24, 1963, on his birthday, at the age of 78 years old. He is buried in Mount Hope 

Cemetery near the Mt. Hope Baptist Church in Crane Hill, Cullman County, Alabama. His tombstone 

reads “Death Is Only The Gateway To Glory”. 

The music was composed by Minzo C. Jones is scarce. One source states Jones was born July 27, 1888 
and died June 1977. There is a reference to Jones being a resident in Bessemer, AL, but as of this writing 
there is no more information available to this researcher. 
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Lyrics by Wendell Oliver Cooper 

Often I’m hindered on my way, 
Burdened so heavy I almost fall; 
Then I hear Jesus sweetly say; 
“Heaven will surely be worth it all.” 

Chorus: 
Heaven will surely be worth it all. 
Worth all the sorrows that here befall; 
After this life with all its strife, 
Heaven will surely be worth it all. 

 

Many the trials, toils and tears, 
Many a heartache may here appall; 
But the dear Lord so truly says: 
“Heaven will surely be worth it all.” 

                      Chorus 

Toiling and pain I will endure, 
Till I shall hear the death angel call; 
Jesus has promised and I’m sure 
Heaven will surely be worth it all. 

                       Chorus 

 

I Know My Name is There 
The lyrics to “I Know My Name is There” were written in 1893 by Daniel 

Sidney Warner (1842--1895). During the Civil War, he substituted for a brother. 

Later he taught school. He attended Oberlin College briefly in 1865. By 1867 he 

was licensed to preach by the Western Ohio Eldership of the Church of God 

(Winebrennerian). His experience in preaching was gained on circuits in 

Nebraska and Ohio. In 1874 he was in trouble with the Eldership for preaching 

entire sanctification. Soon he joined the Indiana Eldership. In 1881 he was in 

trouble with this Eldership over sectism. 

Warner was an associate editor of the Herals of Gospel Freedom in 1878. This 

paper was merged with the Pilgrim about 1881, and the new paper was called 

the Gospel Trumpet, with Warner as its editor. Warner was forced to move the 

paper about, seeing for firm financial foundations. The publishing work was at 

last established in Grand Junction, Michigan, enabling Warner to travel more 

extensively with a group of evangelists. Warner's time was spent in editing the Trumpet, writing books, 

tracts, and songs, and making evangelistic tours of the United States. 

The music was composed by Barney Elliott Warren. Warren was an American 
Christian hymn writer and minister. He was born in Lewiston, New York on 
February 20, 1867. In 1884, during a revival meeting at Grand Junction near 
Bangor, Michigan, he converted to the Church of God of Anderson, Indiana. 
Two years later, he joined Daniel Sidney Warner as a bass in his company of 
singers. He married Nannie Kigar, another member of that company. He served 
as minister and pastor to several congregations. From 1888 to 1940, he worked 
on song books and hymnals for the Gospel Trumpet Company, the publishing 
arm of that Church of God. He died on April 21, 1951 in Springfield, Ohio, and is 
buried in Vale Cemetery there. He has been credited with writing either the 
words or the music or both for more than 2000 hymns and children's songs; but 
as of 2015, almost all have fallen out of fashion, though a number of Church of 
God congregations still sing them weekly. 
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Lyrics by Daniel Sidney Warner 

My name is in the book of Life, 
Oh, bless the name of Jesus; 
I rise above all doubt and strife, 
And read my title clear.  

Chorus: 
I know, I know, 
My name is there; 
I know, I know, 
My name is written there.  

My name once stood with sinners lost, 
And bore a painful record; 
But by His blood the Savior crossed, 
And placed it on His roll. 

                       Chorus 

Yet inward trouble often cast, 
A shadow o’er my title; 
But now with full salvation blest, 
Praise God! it’s ever clear. 

                  Chorus 

While others climb through worldly strife 
To carve a name of honor, 
High up in heaven’s book of Life, 
My name is written there. 

                   Chorus 
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I Will Look For You Up Yonder 
The lyrics to “I Will Look For You Up Yonder” were written by William C. 
Poole (1875-1949). Poole was born and raised on a farm in Maryland. His 
parents belonged to the Methodist church. He graduated from Washington 
College and became a Methodist minister in Wilmington, Delaware area. 
He was pastor of McCabe Memorial, Richardson Park and other churches. 
In 1913 he was superintendent of the Anti-Saloon League of Delaware. He 
wrote about five hundred hymns. The writing was done as recreation and a 
diversion from his pastoral work. His goal in writing as well as in being a 
minister was to help people. 

The music was composed by Bentley 
DeForrest Ackley. Ackley was born in 1872 in 
Spring Hill, Pennsylvania. He was the oldest 
son of Stanley Frank Ackley and the brother 
of A. H. Ackley. In his early years, he traveled with his father and his father's 
band. He learned to play several musical instruments. By the age of 16, 
after the family had moved to New York, he began to play the organ for 
churches. He married Bessie Hill Morley on December 20, 1893. In 1907 he 
joined the Billy Sunday and Homer Rodeheaver evangelist team as 
secretary/pianist. He worked for and traveled with the Billy Sunday 
organization for 8 years. He also worked as an editor for the Homer 
Rodeheaver publishing company. He composed more than 3000 tunes. He 
died September 3, 1958 in Winona Hills, Indiana at the age of 85. 
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Lyrics by William Poole 

I will look for you up yonder, 
When my days down here are o’er; 
When the roll is called in glory, 
Will you meet me on that shore? 

Chorus: 
At the roll call I will look for you, 
At the roll call up above the blue, 
When the roll is called in glory, 
Will you be there? 

I will look for you up yonder, 
On that wonderful great day, 
When we wake at call of Jesus, 
And the earth shall pass away. 

               Refrain 

I will look for you up yonder, 
In that city of the King, 
Thro’ eternity’s glad ages, 
There the praise of Him to sing.  

                   Chorus 

I will look for you up yonder, 
Will you meet me there that day? 
Will we meet with Christ the Savior, 
Forevermore there to stay? 

                   Chorus 
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I Will Praise Him 
A hymn that expresses praise to the Lord is “I Will Praise Him.” The text was written and the tune was 

composed both by Mrs. Margaret Jenkins Harris, who was born on July 31, 1865, at Rushville, IL. A 

member of the Iowa Holiness Association, she and her husband John Harris, also a songwriter, were 

active in holiness revivals and camp meetings. “I Will Praise Him” was copyrighted in 1898 and owned by 

the Nazarene Publishing House. The Harrises served as music directors for the 1901 General Holiness 

Convention in Chicago, IL. In 1910 Margaret edited the Glorious Gospel in Song for the Christian Witness 

Publishing Co. of Chicago. 

She wrote, “When I saw the cleansing fountain open wide for all my sin, I obeyed the Spirit’s wooing, 
when He said, ‘Wilt thou be clean?’” She recognized that sin had burdened and bogged her down. 
“Though the way seems straight and narrow, all I claimed was swept away; my ambitions, plans and 
wishes, at my feet in ashes lay.” But God sent the fire of His Spirit to change her life. She described how 
“the altar of my heart was set aflame.” 
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Lyrics by Margaret Harris 

When I saw the cleansing fountain, 
Open wide for all my sin, 
I obeyed the Spirit’s wooing 
When He said, “Wilt thou be clean?” 

Chorus: 
I will praise Him! I will praise Him! 
Praise the Lamb for sinners slain; 
Give Him glory, all ye people, 
For His blood can wash away each stain. 

Tho' the way seems straight and narrow, 
All I claimed was swept away; 
My ambitions, plans and wishes, 
At my feet in ashes lay.  

                       Chorus 

Blessed be the name of Jesus! 
I’m so glad He took me in; 
He’s forgiven my transgressions, 
He has cleansed my heart from sin.  

                        Chorus 

Glory, glory to the Father! 
Glory, glory to the Son! 
Glory, glory to the Spirit! 
Glory to the Three in One! 

                         Chorus 

 

In Heaven Above 
The song, “In Heaven Above” is attributed to Laurentius Laurentii Laurinus in 1622. Laurinus became a 

principal in Söderköping, Sweden, in 1603, and in 1609, a rector in Haradshammar in Linköping diocese, 

Östergötland, later a dean. But he was best known as a poet in the Swedish, German and Latin 

languages. 

 

The song was translated by William Maccall and Adapted by John Åström. Maccall was born at Largs, 

Ayrshire, Scotland, Feb. 25, 1812. In 1868, he published several translations from the Danish as Hymns 

of Denmark by Gilbert Tait. He has also published Hymns of Sweden rendered into English. Åström was 

Lutheran. Ordained in 1793, he was briefly pastor of the German church in Norrkoeping, then appointed 

rector (1805) at Tuna and Stavby and (1821) at Sigtune and Altuna; assisted Archbishop J.O. Wallin in 

preparing the Psalmbok (1816-1818). The 1819 edition contained 11 of his hymns and several 

translations. 
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Lyrics  

In heaven above, in heaven above, 
where God our Father dwells: 
how boundless there the blessedness! 
No tongue its greatness tells. 
There face to face, and full and free, 
the ever living God we see, 
our God, the Lord of hosts! 

In heaven above, in heaven above, 
what glory deep and bright! 
The splendor of the noonday sun 
grows pale before its light. 
The mighty sun that goes not down, 
before whose face clouds never frown, 
is God, the Lord of hosts! 

 

In heaven above, in heaven above, 
no tears of pain are shed, 
for nothing there can fade or die; 
life’s fullness round is spread, 
and like an ocean, joy overflows, 
and with immortal mercy glows 
our God, the Lord of hosts! 

In heaven above, in heaven above, 
God has a joy prepared, 
which mortal ear has never heard, 
nor mortal vision shared, 
which never entered mortal thought, 
in mortal dreams was never sought, 
O God, the Lord of hosts! 
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Is My Name Written There? 
The lyrics to “Is My Name Written There?” were written by Mary Ann 

Kidder, a prolific nineteenth-century hymnist. It is estimated she 

composed more than 1,000 hymns during her lifetime. Upon her death in 

1905, the Boston Herald hailed her as “the last of New England’s famous 

women hymn writers.” While perhaps a bit of an overstatement, it 

bespeaks of her importance as one of the leading female hymn writers of 

the late nineteenth century gospel song movement. Today, however, 

Kidder and her hymns are largely unknown. One of her hymns, “Did You 

Think to Pray,” is still included in the most recent Latter-day Saint hymnal, 

but other than birth and death dates, few facts concerning her life are to 

be found. Much of the following information is from a lengthy obituary 

published in the Boston Herald two weeks after her death. 

She was born Mary Ann Pepper on March 16, 1820, in Boston, 
Massachusetts, the oldest daughter of master mariner Daniel Freeman 

Pepper. She spent her childhood in Boston, and began writing poetry at an early age. 

When she was sixteen years old Kidder went blind, and it was thought that she would never recover. After 
about a year, however, her sight was miraculously restored. Her writing career commenced shortly 
afterward when her poem “The Sailor Boy” was published in one of the papers of magazine editor 
Nathaniel Parker Willis. 

She was married in 1844 to Ellis Usher Kidder, a music publisher employed at A. B. Kidder’s Music 
Typography, a music printing shop founded by his brother, Andrew Bradshaw Kidder. After their marriage, 
the Kidders resided at Charlestown, Massachusetts (now part of the city of Boston), where two children 
were later born: Mary Frances (also known as May), born January 11, 1845, and Edward Ellis, born 
September 15, 1847. Another son, Walter Bradshaw, was born on July 5, 1853, in nearby Malden, 
Massachusetts. 

The Kidder family moved to New York City in 1857. After the Civil War broke out, Ellis Kidder enlisted as 

a private in Company C of the 4th Regiment, New York Infantry on May 30, 1861. Mustered in for two 

years of service, Ellis died of disease on September 23, 1862, at Keedysville, Maryland, just six days 

after participating in the Battle of Antietam, one of the bloodiest battles of the Civil War. Left alone with 

three young children to care for, Kidder’s writing hobby became a much-needed source of income. She 

began to write with greater frequency, contributing both poems and short stories to various magazines 

and newspapers. 

Four years after the death of her husband, Kidder’s home was once again beset with tragedy. On August 
3, 1865, on a visit to Somerville, Massachusetts, her youngest son Walter drowned while swimming. 
Eighteen years later, her only daughter Mary Frances passed away on April 11, 1883, of heart disease. 
“May,” as she was known, was a talented sketch artist. 

Mrs. Kidder was active in the temperance movement and was one of the first members of the Sorosis 
club, the first women’s club in the United States. She was a religious woman, but as her daughter-in-law 
Augusta explains, “[she] was not hedged about by doctrinal or a dogmatic belief. She was a deedest, not 
a creedest, believing fully in the humanitarian idea of tolerance.” Most of the available biographical 
sketches on Kidder claim she was a Methodist, but evidence suggests she may have been a member of 
Charles Force Deems’ non-denominational Church of the Strangers, in New York City. 
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Kidder loved children and animals, and was described by her daughter-in-law as gentle, patient, and 

always serene. “Nothing ever marred her serenity, and everybody found in her a sympathetic listener.” 

She was fiercely independent and refused to lean on others for support, mentally and materially. 

“Absolutely fearless she was too, but not courageous,” said Augusta. “At the age of eighty-four I took her 

automobiling for the first time. Thinking it was a novel experience for an old lady, as we were tearing 

along I asked her if she was afraid. ‘Not a bit.’ was the reply; ‘why should I be? I wouldn’t mind going up in 

a balloon.’ Her will was of iron, but she never allowed her ideas to interfere with another’s; she respected 

every one’s opinion.” 

Kidder was a prolific writer, and it was claimed that she averaged two poems per week during the last 

sixty years of her life. For more than twenty five years she contributed a poem each week to the New 

York Ledger, and at the time of her death she was contributing a poem a week to both the Waverly 

Magazine and the New York Fireside Companion. Other periodicals to which she frequently contributed 

include Demorest’s Monthly, Packard’s Monthly, and the New York Weekly. In her later years Kidder 

began writing “passionate love poems,” although her son Edward, a noted playwright, maintains this was 

purely “for revenue only.” The Boston Herald estimated that during her lifetime Mrs. Kidder earned more 

than $80,000 from her verse. 

But it is her hymns for which she is remembered today. Some of her best-known hymns include “We Shall 
Sleep, but Not Forever” and “Is My Name Written There?” According to her daughter-in-law, Kidder was 
modest about her writing talent. “She utterly rejected the idea that she possessed even ordinary talent as 
a versifier but was vain about her sewing, and the dear little mother-in-law was no sewer at all. In her 
lifetime I have never seen her sew 20 stitches at a time, yet she would love to pose as a beautiful 
seamstress.” 

In 1903 Kidder returned to Chelsea, Massachusetts to live at the home of her brother, Daniel W. Pepper, 
where she died on November 24, 1905. She is interred at Woodlawn Cemetery in Everett, 
Massachusetts. 

The music was composed by Frank M. Davis (January 23, 1839-August 
1, 1896). Davis traveled extensively, living at different times in Marcellus, 
New York; Vicksburg, Mississippi; Baltimore, Maryland; Cincinnati, Ohio; 
and Burr Oak and Findley, Michigan. He taught voice and instrumental 
classes, had charge of choirs in various places, sang many solos. He 
never married. Davis’ first published composition appeared in Waverly 
Magazine. 
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Lyrics by Mary A. Kidder 

Lord, I care not for riches, neither silver nor gold 
I would make sure of Heaven, I would enter the fold 
In the book of thy Kingdom, with its pages so fair. 
Tell me, Jesus, my Savior, is my name written there? 

Chorus: 
Is my name written there, 
On the pages white and fair? 
In the book of thy Kingdom, 
Is my name written there? 

Lord, my sins they are many, like the sands of the sea, 
But thy blood, O my Savior, is sufficient for me; 
For thy promise is written in bright letters that glow 
Though your sins be as scarlet, I will make them like snow. 

Chorus 

 

O that beautiful city with its mansions of light, 
With its glorified beings in pure garments of white; 
Where no evil thing cometh to despoil what is fair; 
Where the angels are watching, yes, my name is written 
there. 

Chorus: 
Yes, my name’s written there, 
On the pages white and fair, 
In the book of thy Kingdom, 
Yes, my name’s written there. 
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Jesus, I Come 
The lyrics to “Jesus, I Come” were written by William Sleeper (1819-1904). 

Sleeper attended Phillips-Exeter Academy, the University of Vermont, and the An-

dover Theological Seminary. After ordination, he conducted home ministry work in 

Massachusetts and Maine. He later became pastor of the Summer Street Congre-

gational Church in Worcester, Massachusetts, where he served over 30 years. 

The melody was composed by George C. Stebbins 
(1846-1945) – a gospel songs writer. Stebbins was 
born February 26, 1846, in Orleans County, New York, 
where he spent the first 23 years of his life on a farm. In 1869 he moved to 
Chicago, Illinois, which marked the beginning of his musical career. 

Stebbins became the musical director of Chicago's First Baptist Church in 
1870, a position he held till the autumn of 1874, when he resigned to take up 
residence in Boston. During his residence in Chicago he became acquainted 
with Dwight L. Moody and Ira D. Sankey and also with Philip Paul Bliss and 
Major D. W. Whittle, both of whom early joined the great evangelistic 
movement. 

Stebbins was well equipped in the musical department of his work, as well as in the others, for he studied 
voice with some of the most celebrated teachers in the United States. Much as his voice was heard in 
different parts of the world, he is remembered foremost by the music which he composed, which has long 
survived him and demonstrated an appeal across time and cultural boundaries. Stebbins' lasting legacy, 
the hymns that have become gospel music classics. Among those are Jesus Is Calling, Jesus I Come, 
Have Thine Own Way, Lord, and Take Time to Be Holy. 
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Lyrics by William Sleeper 

Out of my bondage, sorrow and night, 
Jesus, I come, Jesus, I come; 
Into Thy freedom, gladness and light, 
Jesus, I come to Thee. 
Out of my sickness into Thy health, 
Out of my want and into Thy wealth, 
Out of my sin and into Thyself, 
Jesus, I come to Thee. 

Out of my shameful failure and loss, 
Jesus, I come, Jesus, I come; 
Into the glorious gain of Thy cross, 
Jesus, I come to Thee. 
Out of earth's sorrows into Thy balm, 
Out of life's storms and into Thy calm, 
Out of distress to jubilant psalm, 
Jesus, I come to Thee. 

Out of unrest and arrogant pride, 
Jesus, I come, Jesus, I come; 
Into Thy blessed will to abide, 
Jesus, I come to Thee. 
Out of myself to dwell in Thy love, 
Out of despair into raptures above, 
Upward for aye on wings like a dove, 
Jesus, I come to Thee. 

Out of the fear and dread of the tomb, 
Jesus, I come, Jesus, I come; 
Into the joy and light of Thy home, 
Jesus, I come to Thee. 
Out of the depths of ruin untold, 
Into the peace of Thy sheltering fold, 
Ever Thy glorious face to behold, 
Jesus, I come to Thee. 
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Leave It There 
The songs “Leave It There” was written and composed by Charles Albert 
Tindley. Tindley was born in Berlin, Maryland, July 7, 1851; son of Charles 
and Hester Tindley. His father was a slave, and his mother was free. Hester 
died when he was very young; he was taken in by his mother’s sister Caroline 
Miller Robbins in order to keep his freedom. It seems that he was expected to 
work to help the family. In his Book of Sermons (1932), he speaks of being 
“hired out” as a young boy, “wherever father could place me.” He married 
Daisy Henry when he was seventeen. Together they had eight children, some 
of whom would later assist him with the publication of his hymns. 
 
Tindley was largely self-taught throughout his lifetime. He learned to read mostly on his own. After he and 
Daisy moved to Philadelphia in 1875, he took correspondence courses toward becoming a Methodist 
minister. He did this while working as a sexton (building caretaker) for the East Bainbridge Street Church. 
Beginning in 1885, he was appointed by the local bishop to serve two or three-year terms at a series of 
churches, until coming full circle to become pastor at East Bainbridge in 1902. Under his leadership, the 
church grew rapidly. They relocated in 1904 to the East Calvary Methodist Episcopal Church, then again 
in 1924 to the new Tindley Temple, where the membership roll blossomed to about ten thousand. 
 
Tindley was known for being a captivating preacher, and for also taking an active role in the betterment of 
the people in his community. His songs were an outgrowth of his preaching ministry, often introduced 
during his sermons. Tindley was able to draw people of multiple races to his church ministry; likewise, his 
songs have been adopted and proliferated by white and black churches alike.  
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Lyrics by Charles Tindley 

If the world from you withhold of its silver and its gold, 
And you have to get along with meager fare, 
Just remember, in his Word, how he feeds the little bird 
- 
Take your burden to the Lord and leave it there. 

Chorus: 
Leave it there, leave it there,  
Take your burden to the Lord and leave it there; 
If you trust and never doubt, he will surely bring you 
out. 
Take your burden to the Lord and leave it there. 

If your body suffers pain and your health you can’t 
regain, 
And your soul is almost sinking in despair, 
Jesus knows the pain you feel, he can save and he can 
heal --  
Take your burden to the Lord and leave it there.  

                               Chorus 

When your enemies assail and your heart begins to fail, 
Don’t forget that God in heaven answers prayer; 
He will make a way for you and will lead you safely 
through - 
Take your burden to the Lord and leave it there.  

                                  Chorus 

When your youthful days are gone and old age is 
stealing on, 
And your body bends beneath the weight of care, 
He will never leave you then, he’ll go with you to the 
end - 
Take your burden to the Lord and leave it there.  

                                 Chorus 

 

 

Look to the Lamb of God 
The lyrics for “Look to the Lamb of God” were written by Henry Godden 

Jackson (1838-1914). A Methodist minister, Jackson and his wife Alice spent 

many years as missionaries in Buenos Aires, Argentina. Upon their return to 

America, they lived in the River Forest/Oak Park area of Chicago, Illinois. 

The tune was composed by James M. Black. 
James Milton Black (1856 – 1938) was an 
American composer of hymns, choir leader and 
Sunday school teacher. 
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Lyrics by Henry Jackson 

If you from sin are longing to be free, 
Look to the Lamb of God; 
He, to redeem you, died on Calvary, 
Look to the Lamb of God. 

Chorus: 
Look to the Lamb of God, 
Look to the Lamb of God, 
For He alone is able to save you-- 
Look to the Lamb of God. 

When Satan tempts and doubts and fears assail, 
Look to the Lamb of God; 
You in His strength shall over all prevail, 
Look to the Lamb of God. 

                 Chorus 

 

Are you aweary, does the way seem long? 
Look to the Lamb of God; 
His love will cheer and fill your heart with song, 
Look to the Lamb of God. 

                            Chorus 

Fear not when shadows on your pathway fall, 
Look to the Lamb of God; 
In joy or sorrow Christ is all in all, 
Look to the Lamb of God. 

                            Chorus 
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Love Divine All Love Excelling 
Love Divine, All Loves Excelling is a Christian hymn by Charles Wesley with a 

theme of "Christian perfection." Judging by general repute, it is among Wesley's 

finest: "justly famous and beloved, better known than almost any other hymn of 

Charles Wesley." Judging by its distribution, it is also among his most successful: 

by the end of the 19th century, it is found in 15 of the 17 hymn books consulted 

by the authors of Lyric Studies.  On a larger scale, it is found almost universally in 

general collections of the past century, including not only Methodist and Anglican 

hymn books and commercial and ecumenical collections, but also hymnals 

published by Reformed, Presbyterian, Baptist, Brethren, Seventh-day Adventist, 

Lutheran, Congregationalist, Pentecostal, and Roman Catholic traditions, among 

others including the Churches of Christ. 

The melody was inspired by the form and metre of Dryden’s patriotic poem 
Fairest isle, all isles excelling (set by Purcell). It became associated with the 
Welsh tune Hyfrydol in the twentieth century. This was composed by R H 
Prichard, a Welsh mill-worker and chapel precentor, and published in 1855. 
Rowland Huw Prichard (14 January 1811 – 25 January 1887) was a Welsh 
musician. A native of Graienyn, near Bala, he lived most of his life in the area, 
serving for a time as a loom tender's assistant in Holywell, where he died. In 
1844 Prichard published Cyfaill y Cantorion (The Singer's Friend), a song book 
intended for children. 
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Lyrics by Charles Wesley 

Love divine, all loves excelling, 
Joy of Heav’n to earth come down; 
Fix in us thy humble dwelling; 
All thy faithful mercies crown! 
Jesus, Thou art all compassion, 
Pure unbounded love Thou art; 
Visit us with Thy salvation, 
Enter every trembling heart. 

Breathe, O breathe Thy loving Spirit 
Into every troubled breast! 
Let us all in Thee inherit; 
Let us find that second rest. 
Take away our bent to sinning; 
Alpha and Omega be; 
End of faith, as its beginning, 
Set our hearts at liberty. 

Come, Almighty to deliver, 
Let us all Thy life receive; 
Suddenly return, and never, 
Nevermore Thy temples leave. 
Thee we would be always blessing, 
Serve Thee as Thy hosts above, 
Pray and praise Thee without ceasing, 
Glory in Thy perfect love. 

Finish, then, Thy new creation; 
Pure and spotless let us be; 
Let us see Thy great salvation 
Perfectly restored in Thee; 
Changed from glory into glory, 
Till in Heav’n we take our place, 
Till we cast our crowns before Thee, 
Lost in wonder, love, and praise. 

 

O Saving Host 
O salutaris hostia (English O Saving Host) is the penultimate stanza of the hymn Verbum supernum 

prodiens, composed by St. Thomas Aquinas for the Hour of Lauds in the Office of the Feast of Corpus 

Christi. This stanza and the final stanza, or doxology (Uni trinoque Domino), have been selected to form a 

separate hymn for Benediction of the Most Blessed Sacrament. Usually, and most appropriately, it is 

begun either when the door of the tabernacle is opened or when the monstrance is being placed on the 

throne of exposition. The hymn is often chosen as a motet for solemn Mass, and may thus be used after 

the proper Offertory for the day has been sung or recited. 

This popular melody was written by Anthony Werner (1817-1866) in the mid-19th century. The well-known 

melody of Tantum Ergo originated in a Stonyhurst manuscript in 1751 and was  arranged and published 

in London by Samuel Webbe (1740–1816) in his Motets and Antiphons, 1792.  

The text is by Thomas Aquinas. Gregorio Allegri was an Italian priest, composer, and tenor in the Papal 

Choir. Adoremus in Aeternum was the concluding antiphon at Benediction of the Blessed Sacrament. 

This well-known setting was  adapted by Sir Richard Terry in the late 19th century for use at Downside 

Abbey in England. The verses are sung to Gregorian Psalm Tone I. 
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Verse 1 

O salutaris Hostia 
Quae caeli pandis ostium 

Bella premunt hostilia 
Da robur, fer auxilium 

Verse 2 
Uni Trinoque Domino 
Sit sempterna gloria 

Qui vitam sine termino 
Nobis donet in patria 

Praise Ye the Father 
The lyrics for “Praise Ye the Father” were written by Elizabeth Rundle Charles. 
Charles (1828 –1896) was an English writer. She was born at Tavistock, Devon, 
the daughter of John Rundle, MP. Some of her youthful poems won the praise 
of Tennyson, who read them in manuscript. In 1851 she married Andrew Paton 
Charles. 

Charles's best known book, written to order for an editor who wished for a story 
about Martin Luther, The Chronicles of the Schönberg-Cotta Family, was 
published in 1862, and was translated into most of the European languages, 
into Arabic, and into many Indian dialects. Mrs Charles wrote in all over fifty 
books, the majority of a semi-religious character, as well as writing and 
translating a number of hymns. She took an active part in the work of various 
charitable institutions. 

Her works include The Voice of Christian Life in Song; or, Hymns and Hymn-writers of Many Lands and 
Ages (1859), The Three Wakings, and Other Poems (1859), Wanderings over Bible Lands and Seas 
(1862), The Early Dawn (1864), Winifred Bertram and the World She Lived In (1866), Poems (1867), The 
Draytons and the Davenants (1867), Songs Old and New (1882), and Conquering and to Conquer/The 
Diary of Brother Bartholomew. Our Seven Homes (1896) is autobiographical. A number of her hymns 
appeared in The Family Treasury, edited by William Arnot (1808–1875). 
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The music was composed by Frederick Ferdinand Flemming (1778-1813). Flemming studied medicine at 
Wittenberg (1796-1800), Jena, Vienna and Trieste. He practiced as a physician in Berlin until his death, 
but, musically, is mainly remembered for his setting of Horace’s ode beginning "Integer Vitae," from which 
the tune FLEMMING is adapted. 

 

Lyrics by Elizabeth Charles 

Praise ye the Father for His loving-kindness, 
tenderly caring for His erring children; 
praise Him, ye angels; praise Him in the heavens; 
praise to the Father! 

Praise ye the Savior for His deep compassion, 
graciously caring for His chosen people; 
young men and maidens, ye old men and children, 
praise to the Savior! 

Praise ye the Spirit, Comforter of Israel, 
 sent from the Father and the Son to bless us; 
 praise to the Father, Son, and Holy Spirit! 
 Praise to the triune God! 
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Precious Lord, Take My Hand 
"Precious Lord, Take My Hand" is a gospel song. The lyrics were written by 

the Rev. Thomas A. Dorsey, who also adapted the melody. Dorsey was born 

in Villa Rica, a small rural town near Atlanta, Georgia. In 1919 he moved to 

Chicago. Most of his musical training was in the church, but he also studied 

and played jazz and blues. He later combined jazz and blues with religious 

texts, giving birth to gospel music. In 1931, along with Magnolia Lewis-Butts 

and Theodore Roosevelt Frye, he established the first gospel choir at 

Ebenezer Baptist Church in Chicago. He went on to lead the gospel choir at 

Pilgrim Baptist Church, which he led for 60 years. Dorsey was also 

instrumental in founding the National Convention of Gospel Choirs and 

Choruses (NCGCC) in 1933. The convention taught choirs all over the 

country how to sing gospel music. 
 
The melody is credited to Dorsey, drawn extensively from the 1844 hymn 

tune, "Maitland". "Maitland" is often attributed to American composer George N. Allen (1812–1877), but 

the earliest known source (Plymouth Collection, 1855) shows that Allen was the author/adapter of the text 

"Must Jesus bear the cross alone," not the composer of the tune, and the tune itself was printed without 

attribution for many years. "Maitland" is also sometimes attributed to The Oberlin Social and Sabbath 

School Hymn Book, which Allen edited, but this collection does not contain music. This tune originally 

appeared in hymnals and tune books as "Cross and Crown"; the name "Maitland" appears as early as 

1868. Dorsey said that he had heard Blind Connie Williams sing his version of this song with "Precious 

Lord" and used it as inspiration. Dorsey wrote "Precious Lord" in response to his inconsolable 

bereavement at the death of his wife, Nettie Harper, in childbirth, and his infant son in August 1932. (Mr. 

Dorsey can be seen telling this story in the 1982 gospel music documentary Say Amen, Somebody.) The 

earliest known recording was made on February 16, 1937, by the Heavenly Gospel Singers. "Take My 

Hand, Precious Lord" is published in more than 40 languages. 

It was Martin Luther King Jr.'s favorite song, and he often invited gospel singer Mahalia Jackson to sing it 
at civil rights rallies to inspire crowds; at his request she sang it at his funeral in April 1968. King's last 
words before his assassination was a request to play it at a mass he was due to attend that night. Opera 
singer Leontyne Price sang it at the state funeral of President Lyndon B. Johnson in January 1973, and 
Aretha Franklin sang it at Mahalia Jackson's funeral in 1972. 
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Lyrics by Thomas Dorsey 

Precious Lord, take my hand  
 Lead me on, let me stand  
 I'm tired, I’m weak, I’m lone  
 Through the storm, through the night  
 Lead me on to the light  
 Take my hand precious Lord, lead me home. 
  
 When my way grows drear precious Lord linger near  
 When my light is almost gone  
 Hear my cry, hear my call  
 Hold my hand lest I fall  
 Take my hand precious Lord, lead me home. 

When the darkness appears and the night draws near  
 And the day is past and gone  
 At the river I stand  
 Guide my feet, hold my hand  
 Take my hand precious Lord, lead me home . 
  
 Precious Lord, take my hand  
 Lead me on, let me stand  
 I'm tired, I’m weak, I’m lone  
 Through the storm, through the night  
 Lead me on to the light  
 Take my hand precious Lord, lead me home. 
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Saved! Saved! 
Saved! Saved! was written and composed by John “Jack” Prentice Scholfield (1882-1972). Scholfield 
graduated from Baker University, Baldwin City, Kansas, in 1906. He taught school, became an evangelis-
tic singer, and worked for the Home Mission Board (1912–17, 1919). Around age 49, he entered the real 
estate field in Fort Scott, Kansas. In 1950, he retired and moved to Poplar Bluff, Missouri. 
 

 
 

Lyrics by Jack Scholfield 

I've found a friend who is all to me;  
His love is ever true.  
I love to tell how He lifted me,  
And what His grace can do for you. 

Chorus: 
Saved (Saved by His power)by His power divine,  
Saved (Saved to new life) to new life sublime!  
Life now is sweet and my joy is complete,  
For I'm saved, saved, saved! 

He saves me from ev'ry sin and harm;  
Secures my soul each day.  
I'm leaning strong on His mighty arm;  
I know He'll guide me all the way.  

                      Chorus 

When poor and needy and all alone,  
In love He said to me, 
"Come unto Me and I'll lead you home, 
To live with Me eternally." 

                       Chorus 
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Some Golden Daybreak 
“Some Golden Daybreak” was written and composed by Carl A. Blackmore (1904-1965). The following 

is the story behind the hymn, “Some Golden Daybreak,” just as his wife related it to Lindsay Terry in a 

letter. 

While preaching over the radio on the subject of the rapture – the glorious hope of Christians – the Rev. 
C.A. Blackmore was outlining some of the wonderful things that will happen to Christians.  Their 
deformities and pains will vanish as they leave this old body of clay and instantaneously take on a 
glorified spiritual body. 
  
A lady who had been bedridden for twenty-three years heard the message.  It seemed too good to be 
true.  She wrote to Rev. Blcakmore, inquiring, “Will I really be well?  Will all pain and sorrow actually be 
gone?” 
  
Rev Blackmore replied, “Yes, my friend, some glorious day when Jesus comes, you will leap from that 
bed with all the vigor of youth and never again know pain.  Little cripples will be made perfect; there will 
be no more crying, no more heartaches; all will be peace.” 
  
His son Carl, who had already become widely known for his musical achievements, was greatly 
impressed with the reality of the event; and as he pondered the glorious prospects, the words and melody 
of the chorus took form in his mind.  Simultaneously a melody for some verses was inspired, and so he 
said to his father: “Dad, you should write some verses for this chorus.”  They agreed to ask the Lord to 
give the inspiration and guidance. 
  
After much prayer and meditation, early one morning, unable to sleep as he anticipated the thrill of the 
rapture, Rev. Blackmore got up and wrote the verses as they are today. 
  
As the song has become more and more well-known, it has grown in popularity until today it is used by all 
the leading publishers of gospel songs in America and abroad. 
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Lyrics by Carl Blackmore 

Some glorious morning sorrow will cease  
Some glorious morning all will be peace  
Heartaches all ended, school days all done  
Heaven will open - Jesus will come. 

Chorus: 
Some golden daybreak Jesus will come  
Some golden daybreak, battles all won  
He'll shout the vict'ry, break thro' the blue  
Some golden daybreak, for me, for you. 

 

Sad hearts will gladden, all shall be bright  
Goodbye forever to earth's dark night  
Changed in a moment, like Him to be  
Oh, glorious daybreak, Jesus I'll see. 

                          Chorus 

Oh, what a meeting, there in the skies  
No tears nor crying shall dim our eyes  
Loved ones united eternally  
Oh, what a daybreak that morn will be. 

                          Chorus 
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That Beautiful Name 
The lyrics to “That Beautiful Name” were penned by Jean Perry (1865-1935). Little is known of Perry 
beyond her name, and the years of her birth and death.  But an interesting story centers around the tune 
which was written by Mabel Johnston Camp (1871-1937). Mabel was the daughter of a banker, and wife 
of lawyer Norman Harvey Camp. A gifted pianist and singer, Mabel went to a girls’ school in Steubenville, 
Ohio. She and her husband became Christians together at one of Dwight Moody’s Bible Union classes 
taught by William Newell. Mabel and Norman were members of the Moody Memorial Church. 

Apparently, the hymn poem was given to her by the author and she attempted to compose a tune to suit 

it. Dissatisfied with the result, she tore up the manuscript and dropped it in the waste basket. But her 

husband came by, sometime later, and spotted the scraps. On a whim, he took them up and patiently 

fitted the pieces back together. Norman Camp believed the music provided a lovely setting for the words, 

and he convinced his wife to have the song published. And as a result this hymn has ministered to many 

over the years. 
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Lyrics by Jean Perry 

I know of a name,  
A beautiful name, 
That angels bro't down to earth; 
They whispered it low  
One night long ago, 
To a maiden of lowly birth. 

Chorus: 
That beautiful name,  
That beautiful name, 
From sin has power to free us! 
That beautiful name,  
That wonderful name, 
That matchless name is Jesus! 

I know of a name,  
A beautiful name, 
That unto a Babe was given; 
The stars glittered bright  
Thro'out that glad night, 
And angels praised God in heav’n.  

                  Chorus 

 

The One of that name,  
My Savior became, 
My Savior of Calvary; 
My sins nailed Him there,  
My burdens He bare. 
He suffered all this for me.  

               Chorus 

I love that blest name,  
That wonderful name, 
Made higher than all in heaven; 
’Twas whispered, I know,  
In my heart long ago, 
To Jesus my life I’ve given.  

               Chorus 

 

The Haven of Rest 
The lyrics to “The Haven of Rest” were written by Henry Lake Gilmore (1836-1920). Henry was the hus-
band of Letitia Pauline Howard (married 1858). He emigrated to America at age 16. He started working as 
a painter, then served in the American civil war, where he was captured and spent several months in Lib-
by Prison, Richmond, Virginia. After the war, he became a dentist. In 1869, he moved to Wenonah, New 
Jersey, and helped found the Wenonah Methodist Church in 1885. For four decades, he directed the 
choir at the Pitman Grove Camp Meeting, and worked at camp meetings and revivals in Mountain Lake 
Park, Maryland, and Ridgeview Park, Pennsylvania. 

The music was composed by George D. Moore. No information could be found for the composer. 
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Lyrics by Henry Gilmore 

My soul in sad exile was out on life’s sea, 
So burdened with sin and distressed, 
Till I heard a sweet voice, saying, 
Make Me your choice; 
And I entered the Haven of Rest! 

Chorus: 
I’ve anchored my soul in the Haven of Rest, 
I’ll sail the wide seas no more; 
The tempest may sweep over wild, stormy, deep, 
In Jesus I’m safe evermore. 

I yielded myself to His tender embrace, 
In faith taking hold of the Word, 
My fetters fell off, and I anchored my soul; 
The Haven of Rest is my Lord. 

                     Chorus 

The song of my soul, since the Lord made me whole, 
Has been the old story so blest, 
Of Jesus, who’ll save whosoever will have 
A home in the Haven of Rest. 

                           Chorus 

How precious the thought that we all may recline, 
Like John, the belovèd so blest, 
On Jesus’ strong arm, where no tempest can harm, 
Secure in the Haven of Rest. 

                           Chorus 

O come to the Savior, He patiently waits 
To save by His power divine; 
Come, anchor your soul in the Haven of Rest, 
And say, My Belovèd is mine. 

                           Chorus 
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The Home Beyond the River 
The lyrics and words to "The Home Beyond the River" were written by Frank B. Smith in the 1900s. 
Other than that, I can find no information on the tune or the composer. 
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Lyrics by Frank Smith 

There’s a home beyond death’s river, 
Where sad partings come no more, 
And if true to Christ our Saviour 
He will guide us to that shore. 

Chorus: 
Are you going to that country, 
To that home so bright and fair? 
Will you meet me, surely meet me 
Will you meet me over there? 

There our conflicts will be over, 
When we reach that land so blest, 
When o’er sin and death we’ve triumphed, 
And have entered into rest.  

                Chorus 

 

There in that bright land of Eden, 
Robed in garments pure and white, 
Stand the blood washed of all ages, 
Who from earth have taken flight.  

                        Chorus 

There the tree of life is blooming, 
By the waters pure and sweet; 
There we’ll join the angels’ singing, 
Bending low at Jesus’ feet.  

                        Chorus 

 

The Master Has Come 
The lyrics to “The Master Has Come” were written by Sarah Doudney, daughter of Mr. George E. 

Doudney, of Cosham, Hants She was born near Portsmouth, but removed into a remote village in 

Hampshire at an early age. Her first efforts in literature were made when she was quite young, her poem, 

"The Lessons of the Water-Mill," a popular song, especially in America, having been written when she 

was only fifteen. Known mainly to the reading public through her stories, A Woman's Glory, Stepping 

Stones, and others, and through her contributions to the Sunday Magazine, Good Words, and other 

serials, her works, including fiction, and sacred and secular poems, have been widely read and 

appreciated. Her sacred poems are the least numerous of her writings. Some of these, as, "The Master 

hath come, and He calls us to follow," and "Savior, now the day is ending," for use at the close of Evening 

Service, and of more than usual merit, create the desire for more of a like kind. Greater use, however, 

may be made of what she has written than has been done. By being buried in magazine literature, her 

hymns are somewhat difficult to trace. Her Psalms of Life was published by Houlston in 1871. 

The melody is a traditional Welsh tune, The Ash Grove.  
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Lyrics by Sarah Doudney 

The Master has come, and He calls us to follow 
the track of the footprints He leaves on our way; 
far over the mountain and through the deep hollow, 
the path leads us on to the mansions of day: 
the Master has called us, the children who fear Him, 
who march 'neath Christ's banner, His own little band; 
we love Him and seek Him, we long to be near Him, 
and rest in the light of His beautiful land. 
  

The Master has called us; the road may be dreary, 
and dangers and sorrows are strewn on the track; 
but God's Holy Spirit shall comfort the weary; 
we follow the Savior and cannot turn back; 
The Master has called us: though doubt and temptation 
may compass our journey, we cheerfully sing: 
"press onward, look upward," thru much tribulation; 
the children of Zion must follow their King. 

The Master has called us, in life's early morning, 
with spirits as fresh as the dew on the sod: 
we turn from the world, with its smiles and its scorning, 
to cast in our lot with the people of God: 
the Master has called us, His sons and His daughters, 
We plead for His blessing and trust in His love; 
and thru the green pastures, beside the still waters, 
He'll lead us at last to His kingdom above. 

 
 

Trusting Jesus 
The lyrics to “Trusting Jesus” wre written by Edgar Page Stites (1836–1921). 

Stites was of English descent and was born at Cape May, New Jersey, where 

his ancestors had settled after coming over on the Mayflower. Edgar was 

converted to Christ at the age of 19 during the great revival of Philadelphia, often 

called the Awakening of 1857 and 1858. Shortly thereafter, he joined the 

Methodist Church of Cape May and became a local “lay pastor.” As a home 

missionary, he also was involved in the starting of new churches in the South 

Jersey area. In 1869, Stites, along with other Methodist ministers and laymen, 

founded the “Ocean Grove Camp Meeting Association” to run a Methodist camp 

meeting south of Ocean Grove, New Jersey. By 1875, the camp was quite 

active. Popular hymn writers of the day would visit each summer: Ira D. Sankey, 

William H. Doane, William J. Kirkpatrick, John R. Sweeney, Eliza E. Hewitt, 

Fanny Crosby, and others. 

The melody was composed by Ira D. Sankey (1840 – 1908). Sankey, born 

in Pennsylvania, was an amateur singer and church worker when he was 

recruited by Moody in 1870, after the latter heard him sing at a convention. 

Until Moody's death in 1899 the two campaigned together, Moody 

preaching while Sankey sang both old and new hymns, inspired by writers 

such as Fanny Crosby and Philip Bliss. Sankey also became a prolific 

composer of hymn tunes, and a compiler and editor of popular hymn 

collections, in particular Sacred Songs and Solos and Gospel Hymns and 

Sacred Songs. The proceeds from these publishing ventures were used for 

a range of charitable purposes. He was inducted into the Gospel Music Hall 

of Fame in 1980. 
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Lyrics by Edgar Stites 

Simply trusting every day, 
Trusting through a stormy way; 
Even when my faith is small, 
Trusting Jesus, that is all. 

Chorus: 
Trusting as the moments fly, 
Trusting as the days go by; 
Trusting Him whate’er befall, 
Trusting Jesus, that is all. 

Brightly doth His Spirit shine 
Into this poor heart of mine; 
While He leads I cannot fall; 
Trusting Jesus, that is all. 

                  Chorus 

Singing if my way is clear, 
Praying if the path be drear; 
If in danger for Him call; 
Trusting Jesus, that is all. 

                Chorus 

Trusting Him while life shall last, 
Trusting Him till earth be past; 
Till within the jasper wall, 
Trusting Jesus, that is all. 

                Chorus 
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What a Wonderful Savior 
The words and music for “What a Wonderful Savior” were written by Elisha 

Hoffman (1839-1929). After graduating from Union Seminary in Pennsylvania, 

Hoffman was ordained in 1868. As a minister he was appointed to the circuit in 

Napoleon, Ohio in 1872. He worked with the Evangelical Association's publishing 

arm in Cleveland for eleven years. He served in many chapels and churches in 

Cleveland and in Grafton in the 1880s, among them Bethel Home for Sailors and 

Seamen, Chestnut Ridge Union Chapel, Grace Congregational Church and 

Rockport Congregational Church. In his lifetime he wrote more than 2,000 gospel 

songs. 
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Lyrics by Elisha Hoffman 

Christ has for sin atonement made– 
What a wonderful Savior! 
We are redeemed, the price is paid– 
What a wonderful Savior! 

Chorus: 
What a wonderful Savior is Jesus, my Jesus! 
What a wonderful Savior is Jesus, my Lord! 

I praise Him for the cleansing blood– 
What a wonderful Savior! 
That reconciled my soul to God– 
What a wonderful Savior!  

                      Chorus 

 

He cleansed my heart from all its sin– 
What a wonderful Savior! 
And now He reigns and rules therein– 
What a wonderful Savior!  

                     Chorus 

He gives me overcoming pow'r– 
What a wonderful Savior! 
And triumph in each trying hour– 
What a wonderful Savior!  

                     Chorus 

 

When I Can Read My Title Clear 
The lyrics to "When I Can Read My Title Clear" were written by Isaac Watts 
(July 17, 1674 – November 25, 1748). Watts is recognized as the "Father of 
English Hymnody", as he was the first prolific and popular English hymn writer, 
credited with some 750 hymns.   

Born in Southampton, Watts was brought up in the home of a committed 
Nonconformist — his father, also Isaac Watts, had been incarcerated twice for 
his controversial views. At King Edward VI School (where one of the houses is 
now named "Watts" in his honor), he learned Latin, Greek and Hebrew. 

Watts, unable to go to either Oxford or Cambridge due to his Non-conformity, 
went to the Dissenting Academy at Stoke Newington in 1690, and much of his 
life centered around that village, then a rural idyll but now part of Inner London. 

His education led him to the pastorate of a large Independent Chapel in London, and he also found 
himself in the position of helping trainee preachers, despite poor health. Taking work as a private tutor, he 
lived with the non-conformist Hartopp family at Fleetwood House, Abney Park in Stoke Newington, and 
later in the household of Sir Thomas Abney and Lady Mary Abney at Theobalds, Cheshunt, in 
Hertfordshire, and at their second residence, Abney House, Stoke Newington. Though a non-conformist, 
Sir Thomas practiced occasional conformity to the Church of England as necessitated by his being Lord 
Mayor of London 1700–01. Likewise, Isaac Watts held religious opinions that were more non-
denominational or ecumenical than was at that time common for a non-conformist, having a greater 
interest in promoting education and scholarship, than preaching for any particular ministry. 

On the death of Sir Thomas Abney, Watts moved permanently with his widow and her remaining 
daughter to Abney House, a property that Mary had inherited from her brother, along with title to the 
Manor itself. The beautiful grounds at Abney Park, which became Watts' permanent home from 1736 to 
1748, led down to an island heronry in the Hackney Brook where he sought inspiration for the many 
books and hymns he wrote. He is likely to have attended the nearby Newington Green Unitarian Church, 
as "in later life [he] was known to have adopted decidedly Unitarian opinions." 

He died in Stoke Newington and was buried in Bunhill Fields, having left behind him a massive legacy, 
not only of hymns, but also of treatises, educational works, essays and the like. His work was influential 
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amongst independents and early religious revivalists in his circle, amongst whom was Philip Doddridge, 
who dedicated his best known work to Watts. On his death, Isaac Watts' papers were given to Yale 
University, an institution with which he was connected due to its being founded predominantly by fellow 
Independents (Congregationalists). 

 

Lyrics by Isaac Watts 

When I can read my title clear 
to mansions in the skies, 
I'll bid farewell to every fear, 
and wipe my weeping eyes; 
and wipe my weeping eyes, 
and wipe my weeping eyes, 
I'll bid farewell to every fear, 
and wipe my weeping eyes. 

Should earth against my soul engage, 
and fiery darts be hurled, 
then I can smile at Satan's rage, 
and face a frowning world; 
and face a frowning world, 
and face a frowning world, 
then I can smile at Satan's rage, 
and face a frowning world. 

Let cares, like a wild deluge come, 
and storms of sorrow fall! 
May I but safely reach my home, 
my God, my heaven, my all; 
my God, my heaven, my all, 
my God, my heaven, my all, 
may I but safely reach my home, 
my God, my heaven, my all. 

There I shall bathe my weary soul 
in seas of heavenly rest, 
and not a wave of trouble roll 
across my peaceful breast; 
across my peaceful breast, 
across my peaceful breast, 
and not a wave of trouble roll 
across my peaceful breast. 
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When I Survey the Wondrous Cross 
The lyrics to "When I Survey the Wondrous Cross" were written by Isaac Watts – see biography above. 
 
 

 
 

Lyrics by Isaac Watts 

When I survey the wond'rous Cross 
 On which the Prince of Glory dy'd, 
 My richest Gain I count but Loss, 
 And pour Contempt on all my Pride. 
  
 Forbid it, Lord, that I should boast, 
 Save in the Death of Christ my God: 
 All the vain Things that charm me most, 
 I sacrifice them to his Blood. 
  
 See from his Head, his Hands, his Feet, 
 Sorrow and Love flow mingled down! 
 Did e'er such Love and Sorrow meet? 
 Or Thorns compose so rich a Crown? 

His dying Crimson, like a Robe, 
 Spreads o'er his Body on the Tree; 
 Then am I dead to all the Globe, 
 And all the Globe is dead to me. 
  
 Were the whole Realm of Nature mine, 
 That were a Present far too small; 
 Love so amazing, so divine, 
 Demands my Soul, my Life, my All. 

 

 

Where He Leads Me 
The text for “Where He Leads Me” was written by Ernest W. Blandy, a 19th-century author about whom 
no other information is available. His name is often misspelled Blandly. The tune was composed by John 
Samuel Norris, who was born on Dec. 4, 1844, at West Cowes on the Isle of Wight in the English 
Channel off the coast of England, the son of John and Harriet Chalk Norris. Moving to Canada, he was 
educated there and began to serve as a Methodist minister at Oshawa, Ontario, in 1868. For ten years he 
served Methodist churches in Ontario, Canada, and Wisconsin. 



62 

In 1870, Norris was married to Elizabeth Ann Hurd in Sunderland, Ontario, Canada, and seven children 
were born to this home. Several years later, in 1878, he became a member of the Congregational Church 
and for five years served as a Congregationalist minister in the United States with churches in Wisconsin 
at Mondovi, Hixton, Grand Rapids, and Shullsburg. Then from 1882 to 1901, he served churches in Iowa 
at Ames, Webster City, Parkersburg, Peterson, and Tripoli. 

Norris published one collection of hymns, Songs of the Soul, but of the more than 100 hymns which he 
produced, only "Where He Leads Me" remains in common usage. It is not known exactly when it first 
appeared, but in many older collections it bears the copyright date of 1890. If this indicates the 
approximate date of its publication, it occurred during or immediately following the two years that Norris 
was with the Congregational Church in Webster City, IA. In 1901 Norris moved to Chicago, IL, where he 
remained until his death on Sept. 23, 1907. 

 
Lyrics by Ernest Blandly 

I can hear my Savior calling, 
I can hear my Savior calling, 
I can hear my Savior calling, 
"Take thy cross and follow, follow me." 

Chorus:  
Where he leads me I will follow, 
Where he leads me I will follow, 
Where he leads me I will follow, 
I'll go with him, with him all the way. 

I'll go with him through the garden, 
I'll go with him through the garden, 
I'll go with him through the garden, 
I'll go with him, with him all the way. 

                        Chorus 

I'll go with him through the judgment, 
I'll go with him through the judgment, 
I'll go with him through the judgment, 
I'll go with him, with him all the way.  

                        Chorus 

He will give me grace and glory, 
He will give me grace and glory, 
He will give me grace and glory, 
And go with me, with me all the way. 

                        Chorus 
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Whiter than Snow 
The lyrics to “Whiter than Snow” were penned by James L. Nicholson (1828-1876). Nicholson 

immigrated to America from Ireland around age 25. He lived in Philadelphia, Pennsylvania, for almost two 

decades, and was a member of the Wharton Street Methodist Episcopal Church there. Around 1871, he 

moved to Washington, DC, where he found a clerk’s job in the Post Office Department. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

The melody was composed by 

William G. Fischer (1835-1912). 

In his youth, Fischer developed 

an interest in music while 

attending singing schools. His 

career included working in the 

book bindery of J. B. Lippencott 

Publishing Company, teaching 

music at Girard College, and co-

owning a piano business and 

music store–all in Philadelphia. 

Fischer eventually became a 

popular director of music at 

revival meetings and choral 

festivals. In 1876 he conducted 

a thousand-voice choir at the 

Dwight L. Moody/Ira D. Sankey 

revival meeting in Philadelphia. 

Fischer composed some two 

hundred tunes for Sunday 

school hymns and gospel 

songs. 
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Lyrics by James Nicholson 

Lord Jesus, I long to be perfectly whole;  
I want Thee forever to ransom my soul.  
Break down ev'ry idol, cast out ev'ry foe:  
Now wash me, and I shall be whiter than snow. 

Chorus: 
Whiter than snow, yes, whiter than snow;  
Now wash me, and I shall be whiter than snow 

 

Lord Jesus, for this I most humbly entreat;  
I wait, blessed Lord, at Thy crucified feet.  
By faith, for my cleansing I see Thy blood flow:  
Now wash me, and I shall be whiter than snow.  

                                Chorus 

Lord Jesus, Thou knowest I patiently wait;  
Come now, and within me a new heart create.  
To those who have sought Thee, Thou never said "No:" 
Now wash me, and I shall be whiter than snow.  

                                 Chorus 
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Yield Not to Temptation 
The words and music to “Yield Not to Temptation” were written by Horatio Richmond 

Palmer (1834-1907). Palmer is the author of several works on the theory of music; 

and the editor of some musical editions of hymnbooks. To the latter he contributed 

numerous tunes, some of which have attained to great popularity, and 5 of which are 

in I. D. Sankey's Sacred Songs and Solos, London, 1881. His publications include 

Songs of Love for the Bible School; and Book of Anthems, the combined sale of which 

has exceeded one million copies. As a hymnwriter he is known by his "Yield not to 

temptation," which was written in 1868, and published in the National Sunday School 

Teachers' Magazine, from which it passed, with music by the author, into his Songs of 

Love, &c, 1874, and other collections. In America its use is extensive.  
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Lyrics by Horatio Palmer 

Yield not to temptation, 
For yielding is sin; 
Each vict’ry will help you, 
Some other to win; 
Fight valiantly onward, 
Evil passions subdue; 
Look ever to Jesus, 
He will carry you through. 

Chorus: 
Ask the Savior to help you, 
Comfort, strengthen and keep you; 
He is willing to aid you, 
He will carry you through. 

Shun evil companions, 
Bad language disdain; 
God’s name hold in rev’rence, 
Nor take it in vain; 
Be thoughtful and earnest, 
Kindhearted and true;  
Look ever to Jesus, 
He will carry you through.  

               Chorus 

To him that o’ercometh, 
God giveth a crown; 
Through faith we will conquer, 
Though often cast down; 
He who is our Savior, 
Our strength will renew; 
Look ever to Jesus, 
He will carry you through.  

                Chorus 
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