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CHORUS

048

Sie=

can.not

1

I

How they call

mother,

Mother,

hear the bu.gles call

tear

not shed a

=
7
do

mother,

Mother,
— E— |
7 -
=

¢ .

1,,
e

b
o 22Ty
-
LR S
g
Hy & &
5 e
ﬁuun asl

3

4

17

How I fought to save the land we love so
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The
dC @D’g}@w Cloclk

CHARLES KUNKEL

In the beginning of the 17th century there stood in Dordrecht
(Holland) the stately cloister of “Maria Roepaan.” Among their
priceless collection of works

wonderful clock, gift of Philip II. When it struck the hour, the

of art, the nuns valued above all a

statues of the Ap would appear and the chimes would play a
hymn, the processional march
And whilst the little cloister bells called the nuns to prayer, the

old clock ticked on its merry song, till, in high treble notes, the
chimes reminded one of cherubs at play
But the times were troublesome and religious war was raging.
Some high Sk scell
ordered the nuns to be driven out
eastle, and the cloister burned. When the walls ¢
building fe Tock, now
What then hz he inhabitants

Apostles hymn, rang out

crilegious hands, struck the hour

Dordrecht with

awe: the chime
in wonderful ha i throughout the town;
and al , swayed by an inv hand, joined and
protesting against the sacrilege just com:

silence, and since that time the clock was never

&

Nore.—Before playing this composition, make the listener
This will add greatly to

heard to strike again.

acquainted with the story by reading
his enjoyment and appreciation of the piece.




