REFUGE. L.M. 459

Arr. by C. Lewis
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1.God is the ref-uge of His saints, When storms of sharp dis-tress in-vade; Ere we can of-fer our com-plaints, Be-hold Him pres-ent with His aid.
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2. Loud may the trou-bled o-cean roar In sa-cred peace our souls a-bide; While ev -’ry na-tion, ev -'ry shore, Trem-bles, and dreads the swel-ling tide.
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3. There is a stream, whose gen-tle flow, Sup-plies the ci-ty  of our God; Life, love, and joy, still glid-ing through, And wa-t'ring our di -vine a - bode.
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