JEPHTHAH.
CHORUS.

A sword, a sword, to smite our foes withal !

ELEAZAR.
A help shall come from desert lands to us.

: CHORUS.
Toward what end ? For present help is much,
. But uttermost destruction more, for we
~ Have no strong hope in any hand of man:
~ God is our refuge and our tower of strength.
~ In Him if any man abide ; but if
~ He put his faith in horsemen, or the sword,
* The sword he trusted shall be for an end.

ﬁ‘ ELEAZAR.
',_But evils fall like rain upon the land.




