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wait-lug 'till the 
wait- ing 'till the 

slia-dows, Are a 
reapers, Have the It 

lit-tie Ion- ger 
ist sheaf gathefd 

grown, On - ly 
ho me, Far the 

wait- ing 'till the glim-iner, Of the 
sum-mer time is fa - ded, Arid the 

days last beam Is 
au - tumriwinds hate 

flown, ' Till the 
came, Q nick - ly 

night of earth Is 
veap - ers! gath-er 

fa-ded, From the 
quickly, The last 

heart, once full of 
ripe hours of my 

day; ' Till the 
heart, For the 
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break-lag, Through tie twilight soft and 
wither - ed, And I hast- en to de 

^ 

of heavn are stars 

bloom 

waiting, 
waiting, 

shadows, Are a 
reapers, Hate the 

lit-tie Ion - get 
last sheaf gathe red 

grown 
home, 

days last beam Is 
(m- I limn winrlft 

flown sunt time ded9 And 
cotne 

Onfe waltLng •HJ1 tbe ttngrts 

Open wide the mystic 
At whose feet T i 1 l«"g We ^wed) 

fleary, poor, and desolate; 
Even now I hear the footstep!, 

And their voices fa, away, 
If thej call me, I am waiting 

Only waiting to obey. 
Chorus. 
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^aitijig till the shadows 

Are a littlelonger grown; 

Only waiting 'till the glimmer 

Of the day's last beam is flown 

I ben from out the gath'ring darkness 

Ooly, deathless, stars shall rise, 

If A whos light uiy soul shall gladly 

' ,eud tts pathway to the skies. 
Chorus. 
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shadows till the wait-ing are a 

Tevove, 

Oia-ly wait -:i ng till the shadows 
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waiting 'till tlie glimmer of the days last beam is flown 
grown, 

days last beam Is flown. glimmer of the grown, On-ly 
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