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Here by Babylon's wave
Though heathen hands have bound
us,
Though afar from our land,
The pains of death surround us;
Sion! thy memory still
In our heart we are keeping,
And still we turn to thee,
QOur eyes all sad with weeping.
Through our harps that we hung on
the trees,
Goes the low wind wearily moaning:
Mingles the sad note of the breeze,
With voice as sad of sigh and
groaning.
en mad with wine our foe rejoices,
When unto their altars they throng,
Loud for mirth then they call—"A
song!
A song of Sion sing, lift up your
voices!”

; Hymn 32
Closing Voluntary: Finale (Fourth

The flowers on the Altar
Dr B

O Lord, though the victor command
Our captavity sad and lowly,
How shall we raise thy song so holy,
That we sung in our fathers’ land?
Jerusalem, if we forget thee,
Let our hands remember not their
power,
And our tongues be silent from that
hour,

Jerusalem, if we forget thee.
Woe unto thee, Babylon, mighty city,
For the day of thy fall is nigh!
For thee no hope, for thee no pity,

Though loud thy wail riseth on
high-

Then shalt thou, desolate, forsaken,
Be torn from thy fanes and thy
thrones;

In that day shall thy babes be taken

And dashed against the stones.

O Babylon the mighty,

| Be woe!
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