Father of mercies, in Your Word
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Father of mercies, in Thy Word Oh, may these hallowed pages be
What endless glory shines! Our joy by day and night,

Forever be Thy Name adored And still new beauties may we see,
For these celestial lines. And still increasing light.

Here may the wretched sons of want DivineInstructor, graciousLord,
Exhaustlessrichesfind; O grant our fervent prayer,
Riches above what earth can grant, Teach ustolove Thy sacred Word,
And lasting asthe mind. And view the Savior there.

Here springs of consolation rise

To cheer thefainting mind,

And thirsty soulsreceive supplies,

And sweet refreshment find. Anne Steele
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