Please see the pages below for all the hymns for this Sunday:

First Hymn:
Hymn 2

Words: Author Unknown
Music: Lowell Mason

A glorious day is dawning,
And o'er the waking earth

The heralds of the morning
Are springing into birth.

In dark and hidden places
There shines the blessed light;
The beam of Truth displaces
The darkness of the night.

The advocates of error
Foresee the glorious morn,
And hear in shrinking terror,
The watchword of reform:

It rings from hill and valley,
It breaks oppression's chain.
A thousand freemen rally,
And swell the mighty strain.

The watchword has been spoken,
The light has broken forth,

Far shines the blessed token
Upon the startled earth.

To hearts and homes benighted
The blessed Truth is given,

And peace and love, united,
Point upward unto heaven.



Second Hymn:

Hymn 258

Words: James Russell Lowell (Adapted)
Music: Welsh Hymn Melody

Oft to every man and nation

Comes the moment to decide,

In the strife of Truth with falsehood,
For the good or evil side.

A great cause, God's new Messiah,
Shows to each the bloom or blight,
So can choice be made by all men
Twixt the darkness and the light.

New occasions teach new duties,
Time makes ancient creeds uncouth;
They must upward still and onward
Who would keep abreast of Truth,
And serenely down the future

See the thought of men incline

To the side of perfect justice

And to God's supreme design.

Though the cause of evil prosper,
Yet 'tis Truth alone is strong;
Though her portion be the scaffold,
And upon the throne be wrong,
Yet that scaffold sways the future,
And behind the dim unknown
Standeth God within the shadow
Keeping watch above His own.



Third Hymn:

Hymn 207

Words: Mary Baker Eddy
Music: Frederick C. Atkinson, arr. by A. F. Conant

O gentle presence, peace and joy and power;

O Life divine, that owns each waiting hour,

Thou Love that guards the nestling's faltering flight!
Keep Thou my child on upward wing tonight.

Love is our refuge; only with mine eye
Can I behold the snare, the pit, the fall:
His habitation high is here, and nigh,
His arm encircles me, and mine, and all.

O make me glad for every scalding tear,

For hope deferred, ingratitude, disdain!
Wait, and love more for every hate, and fear
No ill, — since God is good, and loss is gain.

Beneath the shadow of His mighty wing;

In that sweet secret of the narrow way,
Seeking and finding, with the angels sing:
"Lo, I am with you alway," — watch and pray.

No snare, no fowler, pestilence or pain;

No night drops down upon the troubled breast,
When heaven's aftersmile earth's tear-drops gain,
And mother finds her home and heav'nly rest.



