
 

  When the Roll Is Called Up Yonder 

Songwriter: James Milton Black 

 

When the trumpet of the Lord shall sound, and time shall be no more, 
And the morning breaks, eternal, bright and fair 
When the saved of earth shall gather over on the other shore, 
And the roll is called up yonder, I’ll be there 
When the roll, is called up yon-der, 
When the roll, is called up yon-der, 
When the roll, is called up yon-der, 
When the roll is called up yonder I’ll be there 
 
On that bright and cloudless morning when the dead in Christ shall rise, 
And the glory of His resurrection share 
When His chosen ones shall gather to their home beyond the skies, 
And the roll is called up yonder, I’ll be there 
When the roll, is called up yon-der, 
When the roll, is called up yon-der, 
When the roll, is called up yon-der, 
When the roll is called up yonder I’ll be there 
 
Let us labor for the Master from the dawn till setting sun, 
Let us talk of all His wondrous love and care 
Then when all of life is over, and our work on earth is done, 
And the roll is called up yonder, I’ll be there 
When the roll, is called up yon-der, 
When the roll, is called up yon-der, 
When the roll, is called up yon-der, 
When the roll is called up yonder I’ll be there 
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Shall We Gather at the River? 
Songwriter: Robert Lowery 

 

Shall we gather at the river, 
Where bright angel feet have trod, 
With its crystal tide forever 
Flowing by the throne of God? 

Refrain 

Yes, we’ll gather at the river, 
The beautiful, the beautiful river; 
Gather with the saints at the river 
That flows by the throne of God. 

On the bosom of the river, 
Where the Savior King we own, 
We will meet and sorrow never, 
‘Neath the glory of the throne. 

Refrain 

Ere we reach the shining river, 
Lay we ev’ry burden down; 
Grace our spirits will deliver, 
And provide a robe and crown. 

Refrain 

At the smiling of the river, 
Mirror of the Savior’s face, 
Saints, whom death will never sever, 
Lift their songs of saving grace. 

Refrain 

Soon we’ll reach the silver river, 
Soon our pilgrimage will cease; 
Soon our happy hearts will quiver 
With the melody of peace. 

Refrain  
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