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For in the dark I ffropr. nor inuhrfttand

:

And in my heart fitflit silfishncas and sin:

Yrt, Lord, 1 do not srrk Thy helping hand;

Rather let me my own fialration win:

Let me throuyh strife and penitential pain

Onward and npward to thr heii/hts attain.

Yea, let me lire my life, its meaniny seek:

Hear myself fitly in the rinyiny fiyht:

Strirr to he strony that I may aid the weak:

Dare to he true—O dod! the Liyht, the Light!

Cometh the Dark so soon.' I'rc moeked Thy

word.

Yet do I know Thy Lore: hare merey, Lord.

FINIS.
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