THE LITCLe FLOCK

( J = Ca. 144)
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2. A little flock; so calls he thee: 3. Amid the restless eyes of earth,
> A z church of the first-born, hear! how steadfast is thine eye,
4 z z 7K Ib: - g Be not ashamed to own the name, fixed on the silent loveliness,
Z < z it is no name of fear. of the far eastern sky!
A it - tle flock! So calls he thee,
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a [ - - ° ~ ~ . 3. A little flock; yes, even so, 9. A little flock! 'Tis well, 'tis well;
- a handful among men; such be her lot and name;
such is the purpose of thy God, thro' ages past it has been so,
. C 7 so willeth he; Amen! and now 'tis still the same.
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—— 4. Not many rich nor noble calleq, 10. But the chief Shepherd comes at length,
who bought thee with his blood: not many great or wise; her feeble days are o'er,
| they whom God makes his kings and priests no more a handful in the earth,
= are poor in human eyes. a little flock no more.
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F A A’ Dm A’ Bb 5. Church of the everlasting God, 11. No more a lily among thorns,
the Father's gracious choice; weary, and faint, and few,
= > amid the voices of this earth, but countless as the stars of heaven,
= 2 . g : ’ #2. o how feeble is thy voice! or as the early dew.
3 it - tle flock, dis - owned by men,
5 7 E’ 2 &, - o 6. Thy words amid the words of earth, 12. Then entering the eternal halls
- > - X how noiseless and how low! in robes of victory,
Amid the hurrying crowds of time, that mighty multitude shall keep
thy steps how calm and slow! the joyous jubilee.
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bﬁ i = = >F 7. But 'mid the wrinkled brows of earth, 13. Unfading palms they bear aloft,
thy brow how free from care! unfaltering songs they sing;
but ownhed and loved by God. 'Mid the flushed cheeks of riot here, unending festival they keep,
thy cheek how pale and fair! in presence of the King.
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