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586 TWAS THE MASTER THAT RNOCKED AT TWT DOOR.
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rene - ly, O he rides, Fast
3 - read - y, thon hear - est the fall of the
heart bled for chil - dren and wife, He
. safe  in the bo -« som of Love, His
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through the gloom of the night, Oh, ser-vant of God! thy dear
surge on E - ter - ni-ty’s shore; Thy dear - ly lov’d chil - dren and
show'd a face wea-ry and worn, A~ deep, gap-in wound in  his
suff-rings re-member’d no more, He sings with the se - raph - ic
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; home Shall nev - a - gain greet thy sight.
i wife Shall wel - cnme thee home unev-er - more.
| side, And hands and feet bleed - ing and torn.

choir, “Twas the the Mas-ter that knocked at door.”




