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1 O ho-ly cit-y, seen of John, where Christ, the Lamb, does reign,
2 O shameto us who rest con-tent while lust and greed for gain
3 Give us, O Qod, the strength to build the it - y that has stayed
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night, nor need, nor pain,
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love, whose ways are your own ways,
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Is your grace for all our days.
life and  build its glo-ry there.
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Tune: MORNING SONG 8.6.8
Melody from Sixteen Tupe Setti. s
Harm. C. Winfred Doy,

ngs, 1812
glas, 1940
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479. The River of Life.

J. C. F. J. C. FIsHER.
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of lifewith its pure crys-tallight, Flow-ing
2. By thisriv - er soclear blooms the fair tree of life, And its
8. On  theclearsea of glassthat is min-gled withfire Stand the
4. There’s a fountain,a stream where the thirsty may\drink Of the
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out from the great white throne ; In that beau-ti-ful land where there

sweet fragrance fillsthe soul In our heav-en-ly home where there

ho - ly that o-ver- came; And with harps in their hands, in the

wa - ter of life so free; Theyshall suffer noheatnor of
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is no night, And where sorrow never can be known.

is no strife, And thers's naught but love can there control. By the erys-tal
heav’nly choir, Sing the song of Moses and the Lamb.
hun-ger think, And no sor-row shall they ev-er see.

TN Dy S
0 - e e -
: e =
e ———— /B B R S——— 2SR | N RSN
| v I b ov |
) M N
i %}, I -. _j_—_p-‘ N ~
I‘. :]. :! .1 j"‘-Jh‘ ,k.‘;
- & V - ——" 0 P |

4 e
I stand all re-deemed by the blood ; I'll for -
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ever praise my God and King, For my cleansing in the crimson flood.
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