                          2001 History Concert Lyrics

Community Songs used in Bloom township, Clay County, Kansas,  in the 1870’s from Third Music Reader, 1872 by Luther Whiting Mason

Organ Selections from The Epworth Organ Teacher, 1886

Hymns of the 1880’s from The Best of All, c. 1910 by S. Carradine, C.J. Fowler, and                             W.J. Kirkpatrick

                       (Community Songs)   

SUMMER COMES

 l. Summer comes; the sportive swallow                                                         Skims delighted o’er the scene;

Harebells blue and cowslips yellow

Deck the fields and meadows green.

2. O’er the busy field around us,

See the mowers ply the scythe;

Joyeous hearts and looks surround us,

Jocund lads and maidens blithe.                                                                                                                           

GOOD-NIGHT

l. Goodnight! Sweetly has the light of day

Shed around its glorious beaming,

Kindly o’er our pathway gleaming,

Like the smiling dream of May. Goodnight!

2. Pure the bliss, Friendship’s lovely hand has given;

Pure affection’s sweet caresses

Sooth the heart which grief oppresses,

Shed a peace like that in heaven, Full of joy.

3. Oh, how soon Has this day returned to night!

So are all our days fast fleeing;

So must wane our earthly being,

Chilled at last by age’s blight, Soon, oh, soon.

4. Sweet the rest Destined to the man whose care,

Every sufferer’s sorrow heeding.

Every needy orphan feeding,

Loves in all that’s good to share. Sweet his rest.

5. Good-night! Love and peace to all around;

Evil fate shall not assail us,

Quiet sleeping shall regale us,

Till the morning bell shall sound. Good-night!

 (WORDS TO SONGS FROM THE ORGAN BOOK)

THE DRUNKARD’S LONE CHILD by J.G. Clark

l. I’m alone, all alone, my friends all have fled;

My father’s a drunkard, my  mother is dead;

I’m a poor little girl, I wander and weep

For the voice of my mother to sing me to sleep.

She sleeps on the hill, in a bed made of clay;

How cold it did seem to lay mother away;

She’s gone with the angels, and none do I see

So dear as the face of my mother to me.

(Refrain) I’m a little lone girl in this cold world so wild,

God, look down and pity the drunkard’s lone child;

Look down and pity; oh! soon come to me,

Take me to dwell with mother and thee.

2. ‘Tis springtime on earth, the birds seem so glad;

I listen, and wonder, my heart is so sad;

Sweet flow’rs bloom around, the crowd wanders by,

But the form of my mother no longer is nigh.

Last night in my dreams she seemed to draw near,

She pressed me as fondly as when she was here.

She smiled on me sweetly and fondles my brow,

And whispered, “Sleep on, I am watching thee now.”

BEAUTIFUL ANGELS   by Frank Howard
l. Beautiful angels are guarding us ever,

Sent by our Savior above;

Beckoning earnestly t’wards the bright river,

Sweet guiding angels of love.

Guarding us ever as onward we struggle,

Over life’s ocean so broad;

Vigils they’re keeping thro’ joy and thro’ trouble,

Beautiful angels of God.

2. Coming with heavenly mercies abounding,

Coming on missions of joy;

Life’s flitting journey with brightness surrounding,

Coming its griefs to destroy.

And as we pass from its changes forever,

Leaving its glitter and gloss;

When we arrive at the beautiful river,

Angels will guide us across.

3. Angels will strengthen our faltering footsteps,

If their still voices we heed;

Sweetly they’ll teach us the Lord’s hold precepts,

Unto his kingdom they lead;

And when at last we, through portals of brightness,

Enter his mansions above,

There we shall see in their heavenly whiteness,

Beautiful angels of love.

(WORDS TO HYMNS OF THE 1880’S)

THOU THINKEST, LORD, OF ME

By E.S. Lorenz and E.D. Mund, 1885

l. Amid the trials which I meet,

Amid the thorns which pierce my feet,

One thought remains supremely sweet,

Thou thinkest, Lord, of me! 

Thou thinkest, Lord of me!

2. The cares of life come thronging fast,

Upon my soul their shadow cast;

Their gloom reminds my heart at last,

Thou thinkest, Lord, of me! 

Thou thinkest, Lord, of me!

3. Let shadows come, let shadows go,

Let life be bright or dark with woe,

I am content, for this I know,

Thou thinkest, Lord, of me! 

Thou thinkest, Lord, of me!

I AM GLAD THERE IS CLEANSING

By Rev. L. and Alice Hartsough, 1979

l. How bright the Hope that Calv’ry brings,

Where Love divine with Mercy blends;

How full the joy that all may find,

Where flopws the Blood can save and cleanse.

(Chorus)

I am glad there is cleansing in the Blood. (repeat)

Tell the world there is cleansing,

All the world there is cleansing,

There is cleansing in the Saviour’s Blood.

2. ‘Tis there! ‘tis there the sould may go,

And wash its sins and stains away;

Who gives up all, - who comes by Faith,

This cleansing finds without delay.

3. Speak, speak to Zion’s burden’d ones,

Lead, lead them up to Calv’ry’s Mount;

The want of aching hearts is met,

‘Tis cleansing in Redemption’s Fount.

4. Why need we struggle on in self,

We cannot make one black spot white;

‘Tis Christ’s own Blood, and that alone

Can change and cleanse the heart aright.

5. I come! I come! And glad I am

That Jesus calls the lost and vile;

There thousands have a cleansing found,

I’ll heed the Saviour’s welcome smile.

