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"ENOUGH."

1 arn so weak, (lear Lor'd! 1 cannot stand
One moment without Thee;

But oh, the teiiderncss of Thine enfolding!
And oh, the faitif uiness of 'I'line'uplhodixg f
And oh, the strengthi of Tliy righit hand!

That streiigth is enouglh for ine.

I amn so needy, Lord! and yet I know
Ail fulness dwells in ice;

Amrd hiour by hiour that iiever-failing treasuire
Supplies, ani fils ini overllowiing measure,

MyIcast, iny greatest nec(l. And so
Thy grace is eiougli for mie.

It is so sweet to trust Thiy Word alone.
1 do not ask to sec

The unveiling of Thy purpose, or the shining
0f future lighit on mysteries untwimiing:
Thy promise-roll is ail my o%. n-

Thy Word is enoughi for nie.

The human hieart asks love. But now I know
That my lieart hiathi froni Thee

Ail real, and full, and marvellous affection;
So near, so humami! Yet Divine perfection
Thrills gioriously the mighty giow!

Thy love is enough for nie.

There were strange soul-depthis, restiess, vast, and broad,
Unfathomed as the sea,

An infinite craving for soine inlinite stiliing;
But now Thy perfect love is perfect filling;
Lord Jesus Christ, rny Lord, my God,

Thou, Thou art enough for me.
-elecied.


