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'Olnlo Hlhrc, (0 }L'nl^, ^o E lift up my soul.

Y soul is waiting for its God,

His ways, His times are best
;

"
I build my hope upon His word,

And here I lind my rest.

But while ! wait 1 lift to Him
An earnest, longing gaze,

As watchmen wait, with wakeful eyes,

For the first morning rays :

Yea, even more than watchmen look

Until the darkness flee,

Looks forth my soul, with strong desire

The Lord of Light to see.
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