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Creator, 'Lord, Thou rulest stili.
This world is ail Thine own,

The creature of Thy mighty wvilI,
The foot-stool of Tliy throne.

Ere yet the angels voiced Thy praise,
Ere yet Thou madest mani, -

Thou, Lord, didst ineasure all his ways,
Ris every good didst plan.

So rest 1 niid the tempest's rage,
So sl.eep amid the storin ;

Sn 'witli the evil warfare wage,
Nor fear its horrid forni.

So flash the meteor 'tliwart the sky,
Storins beat me as they will ;

Nor shall I fear, nor fainting cry,
For, Lord, Thou rulest stili.

And oh, what comfort to, me brings
The thought Thou art my guide;

That Thou dost hold the hiddlen striugs,
\Vhicli lead mie to, Thy side.
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