
'"*«*«.--.«.*^

348 THE HYMN OF HABAKKUK.

Tet I will rejoloe in the Lord,
I will Joy In the Ooil of my
salvation. The Lord Qod Is

my BtrenKth, and he will

make my feet like hinds'
feet, and he will make me to

walk upon mine high planes.

Yet in thi> Lord I will rcjoico,

And praiae my God with cheerful voice.

He is my strength,—he clothes my feet

With swiftness, like the ligl t gazelle.

He brings me to a safe retreat.

And makes me there in peace to dwell.

THE END.
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