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But un to- thee, O God the Lord,
A bout- the grave's de vour- ing- mouth

 
 =80

   
    

        

     
    

     
   

mine eyes up lift- ed- be:
our bones are scat ter'd- round,
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My soul do not leave des ti- tute;-
As wood which men do cut and cleave
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my trust is set on thee.
lies scat ter'd- on the ground.
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