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1. In a world where sor-row Ev - er will be known, Where are found the
2. Slight-est ac - tions of - ten Meet the sor-est needs, For the world wants
3. When the days are gloom-y, Sing some hap-py song; Meet the world’s re -
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Cheerfully   q. = 72-88
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need - y And the sad and lone, How much joy and com- fort You can
dai - ly Lit - tle kind - ly deeds. Oh, what care and sor - row You may
pin - ing With a cour-age strong. Go with faith un - daunt-ed Thru the
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all be - stow, If you scat - ter sun-shine Ev - ’ry-where you go.
help re - move, With your songs and cour - age, Sym-pa - thy and love.
ills of life; Scat - ter smiles and sun-shine O’er its toil and strife.
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Scat - ter sun-shine all a-long your way. Cheer and bless and
Scat-ter the smiles and sun-shine all a-long o-ver your way.

?

# œ

œ

œ

œ

j

œ .

.œ

œ .

.œ

œ

œ

œ

œ

j

œ .
.œ

œ
œ
œ
œ

œ

œ

œ .
.œ œœ

œ
œ

J

œ
œ
œ
œ

J

œ

œ

œ

œ

œ

œ{

{

Scatter Sunshine230
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bright - en Ev - ’ry pass-ing day. Ev - ’ry pass - ing day.
Ev - ’ry pass-ing, pass-ing day.
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1. 2.U

Text:  Lanta Wilson Smith
Music:  Edwin O. Excell, 1851–1921

Psalm 100:2
James 1:27
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1. Fa - ther, cheer our souls to - night; Lift our bur - dens, make them light.
2. Calm the surg - es of the soul; Bid the dark waves back-ward roll.
3. Bless our loved ones far a - way; Grant them health and peace, we pray.
4. Let im - plic - it faith and trust Help us know thy ways are just.
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Thoughtfully   q = 80-100
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Let thine all - per - vad - ing love Shine up - on us from a - bove.
Let us all thy mer - cies feel Thru the pow’r thou dost re - veal.
In their hearts let ho - ly light Beam to guide their steps a - right.
May thine ev - er - ten - der love Lead our hearts to thee a - bove.
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Father, Cheer Our Souls Tonight 231

Text:  Ellis Reynolds Shipp, 1847–1939
Music:  Orlando Gibbons, 1583–1625, alt.

Doctrine and Covenants 61:36–37
Proverbs 3:5–6, 23–26


