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1. Come, let us a - new our jour - ney pur - sue, Roll
2. Our life as a dream, our time as a stream Glide
3. Oh, that each in the day of His com - ing may say, “I have
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round with the year, And nev - er stand still till the Mas - ter ap-pear.
swift - ly a - way, And the fu - gi - tive mo - ment re - fus - es to stay;
fought my way thru; I have fin - ished the work thou didst give me to do.”
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His a - dor - a - ble will let us glad - ly ful - fill, And our
For the ar - row is flown and the mo - ments are gone. The mil -
Oh, that each from his Lord may re - ceive the glad word: “Well and
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tal - ents im-prove By the pa - tience of hope and the la - bor of love,
len - ni - al year Press-es on to our view, and e - ter - ni - ty’s here,
faith - ful - ly done; En - ter in - to my joy and sit down on my throne;
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By the pa - tience of hope and the la - bor of love.
Press - es on to our view, and e - ter - ni - ty’s here.
En - ter in - to my joy and sit down on my throne.”
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Text:  Charles Wesley, 1707–1788
Music:  Attr. to James Lucas, b. 1726

2 Timothy 4:7–8
Matthew 25:21 (14–30)

& # 44 œœ œœ œ œ œœ ˙ ..˙ œœ œœ œœ œœ œœ œ ˙œ œ ˙ .
1. We give thee but thine own, What - e’er the gift may be,
2. May we thy boun - ties thus As stew - ards true re - ceive,
3. To com - fort and to bless, To find a balm for woe,
4. And we be - lieve thy word, Tho dim our faith may be;
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For all we have is thine a - lone, A trust, O Lord, from thee.
And glad - ly, as thou bless - est us, To thee our first - fruits give.
To tend the lone and fa - ther - less Is an - gels’ work be - low.
What - e’er we do for thine, O Lord, We do it un - to thee.
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Text:  William Walsham How, 1823–1897
Music:  Anon., arr. by Lowell Mason, 1792–1872,
     and George J. Webb, 1803–1887

Proverbs 3:9
Matthew 25:34–40


