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“RETURN UNTO THY REST, O MY SCUL.”

Psalm cxvi. 7.

P~ HOU hidden love of God, wkose height,

. Bl “Taie I,

Whose depth unfathomed, no maun knows,
I see from far thy beauteous light;

Inly I sigh for thy repose:

My heart is pained, nor can it be
At rest, till it find rest in thee.

"Tis merey all, that ﬂlOl'l hast brought
My wind to scek its peace in thee;
Yet while I seck, but find thee not,
No peace my wandering soul shall see.
O when shall all my wanderings end,

And all my steps to thee-ward tend!

Is there 2 thing bepeath the sun

That strives with thee my heart to share?
Ab! tear it thence, and reign alone

The Lord of cvery motion there.
Then shall my heart from carth be frec,
When it hath found repose in thee.

Each moment draw from carth away
My heart, that lowly waits thy call;
Speak to my inmost soul and sy,
“] am thy Saviour, God, and All!”
To fecl thy power, to hear thy voice,
To know thy love, be all my chaice.

* From “Hymas for the Worship of God, selecled and amanged for the use of congregations
connecled with the Charch of Scotland.”



