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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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202  £De  Ctre  iiturtg,  XDe  (Ire  Dwelling. 
Arthur  Cleveland  Coxe.  Austria.  Franz  Joseph  Haydn. 
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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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Hark!  the  wak-ing  u 
On!  let  all  the  so p  of  I ul  with  -  i 
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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. 


