0 God, Our Help in Ages Past 632
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1 O God, our help in a - ges past, our hope for years to come,
2 Un - der the shad-ow  of your throne your saints have dwelt se - cure;
3 Be - fore the hills in or - der stood or earth re-ceived its frame,
4 A thou-sand a - ges in your sight are like an eve - ning gone,
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our shel-ter from the storm-y blast, and our e - ter-nal home:
suf - fi-cient is your arm a - lone, and our de-fense is sure.
from ev - er - last - ing you are God, to end-less years the same.
short as the watch that ends the night be - fore the ris-ing  sun.

5 Time, like an ever-rolling stream, 6 O God, our help in ages past.
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Now Thank We All Our God 840
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| Now thank we all  our God with hearts and hands and voic - es,
> Oh, may this boun-teous God through all  our life be near us.
3 All praise and thanks to  God the Fa - ther now be giv_- en,
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who won-drous t_hings has done, in whom this world re - joic - es;
with ev - er joy - ful hearts and bless - ed peace to cheer us,
the Son, and Spir - it  blest, who reien in high-est heav - en,
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who, from our moth-ers’ arms, has blest us on our way
and keep us all in grace, and guide us when per - plexed,
the one e - ter - nal God, whom earth and heav’'n a - dore;
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with count-less gifts of love, and still is ours to - day.
and free us from all harm in this world and the  next.
for thus it  was, is  now, and shall be ev - er - more.
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723 Canticle of the Turnin,

_ ful shout that ihe

M\/ 1 i out with a joy

1 sou cries

2 leough 1 am  smalljol mYy:ee® God,  my ~ all, you .,
3 From the halls of pow'ru 1O theit  fom -Afress tow'r, mnot g
4 Though the mna - tions rage from . . Aag€ t age, Wwe re

God of my heart is  great, and my spir - it sings of

work great. . things in ¢ and your mer - €Y will last from (.

stone will be left —on  stone. Let the king be - ware for you
God’s mer - CY must de

mem - ber who holds

that you bring to the ones who  wait.

won - drous things
of Athew..age » 10

depths of the past to the en C
jus - tice tears ey by rant . . . from his throne.
from the con - quer - Or’s crush - ing  grasp.

liv - er us

ser - vant’s plight, and my

’ You fixed #@ your = sight -~ - on your
Your ver - Y name puts the proud O shame, and (o
The hun - gry  poor SRallE 8weep s in6iY IMOIC, for the
i word  that our fore - bears heard is the

to west shall my

i weak-ness you did not  spurn, so from east

- those who would for you yearn,  you will show your might, put the

- food they ~can DeV - er  earn; there are ta - bles spread, ¢V -1y
bound,  till the spear and rod can D¢

~ prom - ise Wwhich holds us

_ Could the world be a - bout
flight, for the world js a-bout to

_fed‘,q;._.jfor the world is a-bout O
, is turn - ing the world a round-
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My heart shall sing of the day you bring. Let the fires of your jus-tice burn.
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Wipe a-way all tears, for the dawn draws near, and the world is a-bout to  turn.



