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1. When the worn spir - it wants rte - pose, And sighs her God to seek,
2.How sweet to haill the ear -1ly dawn That o - pens on the sight,
3. Sweet day! thy hours too soon will cease, Yet while they gen - tly  roll,
4. When will my  pil - grim - age be done, The world's long week be o'er,

. A A A A A A A A ﬂ
_5\:1'-\' (Y ) 9 9 9 . . - - - . 9 . - . =
" Y q/ -l " q} " Y " "N q/ " Y "N " Y lP
4 4 4 4 |

0 -H' . p— | A ﬂ h —

v 4 ﬁu | I\ A A | asmnttll | | | IR | I [ I |

GE | N N N ¢ WA A g g

ANV ! ! ﬁ . ! * pai

How sweet to haill the eve - ning's close That ends the wea - 1y week!
When first the soul rte - viv - ing morn Beams its new  rays of light!
Breathe, Ho - ly Spir - it, Source of peace, A Sab - bath oer my soul
That Sab - bath dawn which needs no sun, That day which fades no more!
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Words: James Edmeston

Music: R. M. MclIntosh
PDHymns.com



