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The crystal river flows not here,

still stand we on the
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hor on these plains blooms Sharon's rose;
nhot in this clime the tree of life,

4. Amid this mass of human sin,
in this the day of Satan's power;

> o o with its fruit-laden beauty, grows. we cast ourselves on thee, O Lord,
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to do thy work, to sow thy seed,
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Oh, hear the pleadings of thine own!
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we fix our longing gaze on thee,
Lord, this is not our rest; we press through light and dark-ness, good and ill, Father of peace: oh, fight for us,
oh, give us more than victory!
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Oh, hear the pleadings of thine own!
through thorns and bri-ars, till we reach the calm of the e-ter-nal  hill. We have no refuge but the throne.
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