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Heav- en - ly strains,  thro'the gath-er-ing gloom. 
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Floated so soft ly from the Sing - er's room: The sun had gone down, ' twas  the 

close of the day; And words of su^t t o . . .  4  l ieard him sav:—"I 
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k n o w  n o t  t h e  h o u r  w h e n  m y  1 1 1 tr- Lord wil l  come To take me a -  way 
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own dear home; But I  
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know that His presence wil l  l ight-  en the gloom, And 
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that wil l  be glo -  rv for me.  
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T w a s a  c o l d  w i n - t e r  n i g h t ,  a n d  
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f ierce the wind blew, And deep were the snow-drifts  the engine passed through; And the 
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Adagio.  

Slow moves the train o'er  the chasm so deep^ While ma-ny a t iavlei  is  

s i-  lent in sleep; But hark! there 's  a  crash as down they go! 'Mid 
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cries of des-pair ,  and an-guish,and woe! The bright,  lurid f lames use 
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higher and higher,  And make for the dy -  -  ing a fun'ral  pvre;  But 
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Hark! mid the groans that  fall  011 the ear,  The Singer is  heard,  in 
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(ones loud and clear: Up with thy hands to Je - sus,  He hears thy piteous 
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Ashes to ashes,  and dust  to dust;  The voice of the Singer in 
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death is  now hushed; But lo! as we l isten, we hear this sweet sons Come echo-ins 
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back from the glo-ri-fied throng: "Go bury thy sor-row, The world hath its  share; 

Go bu -  ry it  deep-ly,  Go hide it  with care; Go think of it  calm-ly,  
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W h e n  curtained by night; Go tell  i t  to ,Ie -  s . ts ,  And all  will  be right 
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