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  1.  I        love   to     steal   a   -   while  a  -   way     From   ev  -  ’ry     ‘cumb-’ring  care,      And   spend  the   hours  of       clos - ing    day       In     hum- ble,     grate-ful    prayer.  prayer.

  2.  I       love   to     think  on      mer-cies     past,     And   fu  -  ture    good  im - plore,       And  all     my      cares  and    sor - rows   cast      On   God,  whom  I       a   -   dore.    dore.

  3. Thus, when life’s  toil - some   day    is      o’er,       May   its    de   -   part - ing    ray         Be     calm  at       this    im  -  press - ive   hour,    And   lead   to       end - less    day.     day.

Wicker Park. C.M.
Aldous, 2009.F# minor  Elizabeth King Mills, c.1829.
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 1. O        land of rest, for  thee  I       sigh;          When   will            the mo-ment  come,       When   I      shall      lay   my       ar - mor     by,              And   dwell         with Christ at home?

 2. No   tran-quil joys on  earth  I      know,          No     peace     -     ful, shelt-’ring dome;   This  world’s  a       wil - der - ness     of     woe;             This   world            is  not  my   home.

 3. Wear-y of wand-’ring round and  round,      This    vale               of sin and  gloom;          I        long   to     leave  th’un - hal-low’d  ground,       And   dwell         with Christ at home.

W I C K E R   P A R K .   C . M .
Aldous, OMMV.F# Minor  Elizabeth King Mills, c. NUOV.

&### 44 Ï Ï Ë ú Ï Ï Ï ú Ï Ï Ë ú ú Ï

&### 44 â Ê Ï ú î Ê â Ï â î Ë Ï Ë Ê Ê î ú Ë Ê â Ï
&### 44 Ê â Ï Ë Ê î Ë ú . ÌÏ Ï Ê â Ë î ú Ï Ï Ì Ë ú î ú . Ï Ï Ê â
? ### 44 â Í Í ú Ï Ï Í Ï â ú ú Í Ï

    1. O       land of rest, for  thee  I       sigh;            When  will            the mo-ment  come,        When  I     shall      lay   my        ar - mor    by,                And   dwell         with Christ at home?

    2. No   tran-quil joys on  earth  I      know,           No    peace     -     ful, shelt-’ring dome;       This  world’s  a        wil-der   -   ness  of      woe;             This   world             is  not  my  home.

    3. Wear-y of wand-’ring round and  round,          This    vale                of sin and   gloom;         I        long to       leave  th’un -  hal-low’d  ground,        And   dwell          with Christ at home.


