
	
  

“Princes Fall and strongholds tumble, 
As we hear a righteous rumble, 
Calling forth the sons of men 
Wakened now from fitful sin. 
 
See a plume of cloud arise, 
In resistant, distant skies, 
Bearing in its canopy,  
Gems of heaven’s panoply. 
 
Le and mercy to rain down 
On our county in our town, 
In response to faith-filled cries, 
Proof resplendent for our eyes. 
 
The angel of the city sits 
Vigil keeping, loathe to quit. 
Poised to stand, awaiting sound 
Raised by will and voice unbound. 
 
Faint at first, a song is heard 
Through din of battle breaks a word, 
‘Arise, arise, arise…’ it rings- 
The angel stands and spreads its wings. 
At once a host appears at arms. 
To lend its force against all harms. 
And now the fight is joined again. 
With hope and faith and love sustained.” 
	
  
Harry Skandera - Seen and heard at Friday night prayer, 1/27/12 
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