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To Thee, O Lord, Our Hearts We Raise

Music:Arthur Sullivan

(1842-1900)

Words: W. Chatterton Dix 

(1837-98)
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3. We bear the burden of the day, 4. O blessed is that land of God,

and often toil seems dreary; where saints abide forever;

but labour ends with sunset ray, where golden fields spread far and broad,

and rest comes for the weary: where flows the crystal river:

may we, the angel-reaping o'er, the strains of all its holy throng

stand at the last accepted, with ours today are blending;

Christ's golden sheaves for evermore thrice blessed is that harvest song

to garners bright elected. which never hath an ending.
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3. We bear the burden of the day, 4. O blessed is that land of God,

and often toil seems dreary; where saints abide forever;

but labour ends with sunset ray, where golden fields spread far and broad,

and rest comes for the weary: where flows the crystal river:

may we, the angel-reaping o'er, the strains of all its holy throng

stand at the last accepted, with ours today are blending;

Christ's golden sheaves for evermore thrice blessed is that harvest song

to garners bright elected. which never hath an ending.

?

b

œ
œ œ œ

œ œ
œ œ

œ œ œ œ œ
˙

œ

œ

œ
œ œ

œ œ
œ œ œ

œ œ

œ œ ˙

œ œ œ ™ œ

j

œ
œ

œ ™ œ

J

œ#
œ

œ œ œn œ
˙

œ

œ œ

œ
œ œ

œ

œ œ
œ œ œ œ œ

˙

˙


