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As pants thc hart for watcr brooks,
Pursued afar, and sorely J)resse(,-

So pants iny soul, and upward lookis
To Thece for x'cst!1

Frr Thiec 1 thirst, O Godi alone!
For Thec, the living Goa, for Thee!

W len shial I corne before Thiy thronc,
My Glod to sec ?

My tears have been iny ment by day;
.ýl1y si-lis the night-wiud bears abroad;

As cornle niy rnocking focs to say.
" W liore is thy God ?

This 1 reniember aud lainent,
And pour niy soul iii sighis to Thec ;

For once 1 w'ith Thy people wvent,
Thy Courts to sec:

WVith solemn joy thiey onward swept,
The Lord in lis owvn Ilouse to praise;

And with the multitude I kept
God's hioly-days.

Thon ivly art thou cast doiwn, iny sou] ?
])ejected, and to grief a prcy;

Hope thou in God! llus mtile shahl roll
Thy glooni iiway!

Cast dowvn, rny God, ar.d sorely trio(1,
My sou] to Thee turns yearningr stil];

Frozîî Jordan's land, and llcrinon's side,
And Mizar's hiii.

Afaîr, deep caflltli unto deep,
iy wvaterspout, 1 hear wvith dIread;

Thy -waters close, Thy billowvs leap,
Above niy licad !

The Lord to mie wvill yet display
Ilis love, aud calin my .5pirit's strife

My song by nighit, xny lirayer by day-
God of mly life!1

lIlI say unto thec Lord iny Rock,
WTliy hast Thoun me forgotten so ?

For focs oppress, and haters inock,
And 1 have wo!

My focs' reproach within cach boue
Is dsaily likze a picrcin- sivord;

Thecy say,,Whcere is Thy refuge Ilown ?
And where's thy Lord ?

Buit why, niy soul, art thon cast dowui ?
Disquicted iu sore amaze ?

Trust Hmii wvho is my heith, my crown,
My Goa, miy Praise!1
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