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1.  Be-neath  the  cross  of  Je  -  sus 

2.  TJp  -  on  that  cross  of  Je  -  sns 
3.  I  take,  0  cross,  thy  shad  -  ow 

fain  would  take  my  stand, 

Mine  eye  at  times  can  see 
For  my  a  -  bid  -  ing  place; 
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1  f  J  "  #  5 ,  might  -  y  Eock  With  -  in  a  wea  -  ry  land, 
ig  form  of  One  Who  suf  -  fered  there  for  me; 
:  sun-shine  than  The  sun  -  shine  of  His  face; 

A  home  with  -  in  the  wil  -  der  -  ness,  A  rest  up  -  on  the  way, 
And  from  my  smit  -  ten  heart  with  tears,  Two  won  -  ders  I  con-fess,— 
n  to  let  the  world  go  by,  To  know  no  gain  i — 
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From  the  burning  of  the  noontide  heat,  And  the  burden  of  the  day. 

The  won -ders  of  His  glo-rious  love  And  my  own  worth-less-ness. 
My  sin  -  ful  self  my  on -lyshame,My  glo-ry  all  the  cross!  A-MEN.. 
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1.  I’m  not  a-shamed  to  own  my  Lord,  Or  to  de  -  fend  His  cause, 
2.  Je  -  sus,  my  God,  I  know  His  name;  His  name  is  all  my  trust; 
3.  Firm  as  His  throne  His  prom- ise  stands,  And  He  can  well  se  -  cure 

4.  Then  will  He  own  my  worth-less  name  Be  -  fore  His  Fa  -  ther’s  face, I ■f  .JgL- 
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Main-tain  the  hon  -  or  of  His  word,  The  glo-ry  of  His  cross. 
Nor  will  He  pat  ;ny  soul  to  shame,  Nor  let  my  soul  be  lost. 
What  I’ve  com-mit  -  ted  to  His  hands  Till  the  de  -  ci  -  sive  hour. 
And  in  the  New  Je  -  ru-sa-lem  Ap-point  my  soul  a  place.  A -MEN. 
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1.  We  are  liv  -  ing.we  are  dwell-ing  In  a  grand  and  aw  -  ful  time, 

2.  Worlds  are  charging, heav’nbe-hold-ing;  Thou  hast  but  an  hour  to  fight; 
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la-tions,  Gog  and  Ma  -  gog  to  the  fray; 

n  you  For  the  truth’s  sake  go  a -broad! 
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Hark!  what  soundeth  is  ere  -  a  -  tion  Groan-ing  for  the  lat  -  ter  day. 

Strike!  let  ev  -’ry  nerve  and  sin-  ew  Tell  on  a  -  ges,  tell  for  God.  A -men. 


