OXFORDGRUPPEN

Korsfarer-sander

Kamp og triumf

Det finnes intet hoiere madl for ungdommens evner
og energi enn 4 skape en ny verdensorden uten
klassehat, nasjonalhat og alle de destruktive
krefter som har fdtt oss inn i vdr permanente
krisetilstand. Hvordan kan det skje? Fr ikke
alt provet? Jo, alt — undtagen en aktiv kristen-
dom. Jesus Kristus er istand til a revolusjonere
verden til sannhet og fred. Det skjer ved for-
vandling av mennesker under ledelse av Den
Hellige And. Den eneste mulighet for enhet og
fellesskap i menneskeheten er lydighet i et stort
korstog for Guds rike. Det er den eneste vei.
Det finnes intet annet hap.

RONALD FANGEN



AR GUD han er sa fast en borg,
han er vart skjold og verge,
han hjelper oss av ned og sorg
og vet oss vel a berge.
Var gamle fiende hard
til strid imot oss star,
stor makt og arge list
han bruker mot oss visst,
pa jord er ei hans like.

Var egen makt er intet verd,
vi var helt snart nedhugne;
men en gar frem i denne ferd,

for ham ma allting bugne.

2

Vil du hans navn fa visst?
Han heter Jesus Krist,
den hovding for Guds heer,
i ham kun frelse er,

han marken skal beholde.

Det ord de skal vel late sta
og utakk dertil have;
ti Gud han selv vil med oss ga
alt med sin And og gave.
Og tok de enn vart liv,
gods, sere, barn og viv,
la fare hen, la ga!
De kan ei mere {4,

Guds rike vi beholder.

Luther.

EILIG er jorden, prektig er Guds himmel,
skjonn er sjelenes pilgrimsgang!
Gjennem de fagre riker pa jorden
gar vi til paradis med sang.

Tider skal komme, tider skal henrulle,
slekt skal folge slekters gang,

aldri forstummer tonen fra himlen

i sjelens glade pilgrimssang.

Englene sang den forst for markens hyrder;
skjont fra sjel til sjel det lod:

Fred over jorden, menneske, fryd dig!

Oss er en evig Frelser fodt!
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B. 8. Ingemann.

KRIV dig, Jesus, pa mitt hjerte,
du min konge og min Gud,
at ei lyst ei heller smerte
dig forméar & slette ut!
Denne innskrift pA mig sett:
Jesus utav Nasaret,
den korsfestede, min cere

og min salighet skal veere.
Kingo.



BATTLE SONG
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UR God an army’s raised in these
tempestuous days
To rout the troops by Chaos hurled;
Break the chain of fate, redeem bar-
barian hate,
And forge His front across the world.
On they come, all wills in One unite,
Poised for danger, marshalled for the
fight,
From cities, lonely places, from all ranks
and races,
Sweeping onward in God’s might!

Pioneers of new and glorious years

We take the field for God’s great
victory.

Leave behind all doubt and raise the
warriors’ shout

‘Of those who venture and are free.

Guided by our God we march along.

We will fight with hearts both brave
and strong,

Christ’s new salients take, His slumbe-
ring armies wake,

And strike His world-wide battle song.

Through defeat we climb new victory
to greet

And plant His flag where terrors hide.

He will open doors long locked by secret
wars

And through the blackest darkness guide.

Men made new His brave new world
to build,

By His Spirit armed and led and skilled,

Daring any loss, emboldened at the
Cross,

Thy Plan through us, Lord, be fulfilled.

Eleanor Forde.
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MINE eyes have seen the glory of the coming of the Lord:

He is trampling out the vintage where the grapes of wrath are stored;
He hath loosed the fateful lightning of his terrible swift sword:

His Truth is marching on.

He has sounded forth the trumpet that shall never call retreat;
He is sifting out the hearts of men before his judgement-seat;
O, be swift, my soul, to answer him; be jubilant, my feet!

Our God is marching on.

In the beauty of the lilies Christ was born across the sea,
With a glory in his bosom that transfigures you and me;
As he died to make men holy, let us die to make men free,

While God is marching on.

He is coming like the glory of the morning on the wave;
He is wisdom to the mighty, he is succour to the brave;
So the world shall be his footstool, and the soul of time his slave:

Our God is marching on.

Julia Ward Howe, 1819—1910.



HYMNS

LL the past we leave behind:
We take up the task eternal, and the burden, and the lesson,
Conquering, holding, daring, venturing, so we go the unknown ways,
Pioneers! O pioneers!

All the pulses of the world,
All the joyous, all the sorrowing, these are of us, they are with us;
We to-day’s procession heading, we the route for travel clearing,
Pioneers! O pioneers!

On and on the compact ranks,
With accessions ever waiting, we must never yield or falter,
Through the battle, trough defeat, moving yet and never stopping,
Pioneers! O pioneers!
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UD signe vart dyre fedreland
og lat det som hagen bloma!
Lat lysa din fred fra fjell til strand
og vetter for varsol roma!
Lat folket som breder saman bu,
som kristne det kan seg soma!

No er det i Noreg atter dag
med- varsol og song i skogen.
Um sezedet enn gror pd ymist lag,
det brydder da etter plogen.

So signe da Gud det gode sad,

til groren ein gong er mogen!
Blix.

O. Fredr. Arnesens Bok- og Akecidenstrykkeri, Oslo.



