THE OUTCAST

( J = Ca. 108)
A A" Bm’' Ci’ Ff m Ct
3 Lo TN 2. I'he glory of Lebanon was not there,
nhor the shittah nor myrtle sweet;
4 & < < & ¢ #’ : ’ #@ nor was the place of his sojourning fair,
Ne g hor glorious the place of his feet.
Eor him the wil - der - ness did not sing, 8. Thou carest that in the pastures green,
where the life eternal flows,
P ] . . = Py = in the midst of the paradise of our God,
3 o - #P o br' = & o = we should find our deep repose.
i o o o o o d 3. [hrough the great and terrible waste he trod,
where water springs were none —
TS in the weary desert alone with God,
Ff m Ffm’ E’ A and his heritage God alone.
AT N 9. Thou carest not to give desert songs,
z #‘ T where through the wilds we roam,
’\ :_ ﬁ = o u but a golden Psalm hast thou put in our mouths
R to sing in our Father's Home.
4. No way in the desert prepared for him,
nor  the des - o - late place re - Joice- nor the mountains and hills made low —
PN . nhor crooked straight, nor the rough ways plain,
ot :' % 7:' %‘ % where his pilgrim feet must go.
10. Whilst yet we walk through the weary lanq,
; 5 where we bear the outcast name,
R where the foxes have holes, and the birds have nests,
o A7 D and our Lord the cross of shame.
7T TN P == 5. O Father, thy care is not to make
5 ° the desert a waste no more,
d : o : & ® o ® i “ but to keep our feet lest we lose the track
= = '\,,_____,__/‘ '\_____ 9 o y where his feet went before.
i 11. Apart from all in the joy we dwell
nor as the rose did the des -  ert bloom, which the eye hath never seen -
P S 'tis a dry and a thirsty land below,
o o 4 o =~ but there the fields are green.
: E_n_ﬁ ; 5 2 s - h: t @ : 6. Thou carest not that the rose should bloom,
<~ <> ui nor the myrtle where we must treaga;
Ny not to make the fir and the cedar tree
) a shadow above our head.
A Cim’ Ffm’ E’ A 12. Where he is no more the outcast Man,
e~ P /7T but the Lamb whom all adore,
5 o o ] there is now the place of our joy and song,
d k]: r o . and shall be for evermore.
M- 7. But thou carest that through the golden street
we walk in light above,
nor the wastes lift up their voice. that we sit in his shadow with great delight,
U = - LTS N » _ and feed on the fruit of his love.
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