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= ¥ - = X 2 & 2. I'he seed that finds a stony soil,
shoots forth a hasty blade;
Ye sons of earth, pre -  pare the  plough, but ill repays the sower’s toil,
soon withered, scorched and dead.
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Ab° Eb G’ Cm Bb° B’ 3. I'he thorny ground is sure to balk
all hopes of harvest there;
o We find a tall and sickly stalk,
7% g bfg O but not the fruitful ear.
break up the fal - low ground;
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- < 4. The beaten path and highway side
receive the trust in vain:
the watchful birds the spoil divide,
El El’ Al and pick up all the grain.
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the SOW - er ig gone forth to SOW, 5. But where the Lord of grace and power
_ has blessed the happy field,
bﬁ— £ % B how plenteous is the golden store
Z S 7 7 the deep-wrought furrows yield!
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- 6. Father of mercies, we have need
o = # © of thy preparing grace;
let the same hand that gives the seed
rovide a fruitful place.
and scat - ter bless - ings round. P P
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