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Out  &el-ter  from  the  storm -y  blast,  And  our 
 e  -  ter  -  nal  home! 

Suf  -  fi-cient  is  Thine  arm  a -lone,  And  our  de
-fenseis  sure. 

From  ev  -  er  -last-ing  Thou  art  God,  To  end-less  ye
ars  the  same. 

They  fly,  for-got-ten,  as  a  dream  Dies  at  the
  opening  day. 

Be  Thou  our  guide  while  life  shall  last, And  ou
r  e  -  ter  -  nal  home.  A-men. 
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Annie  L.  Coghill. Work  Song.  7s.  6s.  D. 

1  Work  forthenightis  coming,  Work  thro’ 
 the  morning  hours  jWorkwhilehe  dewm 

2  Work  for  the  night  is  coming,  Work  thro’ 
 the  sun-ny  noon;  Fill  brightest  hours  with 

3.  Work',  for  toe  night  is  coming,  Under  the
  sunset  skies;  While  their  bright  tints  are 

slow  -  ing  sun;  Work, for  the  night  is  com-ing,
  When  man’s  work  is  done, 

keen  in  store:  Work,  for  the  night  is  com-ing, 
 When  man  works  no  more, 

shine  no  more;Work  while  the  night  is  dark’
ning.When  man’ s  work  is  o  er.  A-M 


