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4. Yea, though we err, and Thine averted face

Rebukes the folly in Thine Israel done,

Will not that hour of chastisement give place

To beams, the pledge of aneternal sun?

Yes! for His counsels to the end endure;

We shall be saved, our rest abideth sure.

5. But now, O Lord, our Father! we are Thine,

Design and fashion; senseless while we lay,

Thou, as the potter, with a Hand Divine,

Didst mould Thy vessels of the sluggish clay.

Mark not our guilt, Thy word of wrath recall,

Lo, we are Thine by price, Thy people all!TEXT: John Henry Newman (1801–1890), Paraphrase of Isaiah, Chap. LXIV, first publ. in Verses on Vario� Occasions, London, 1874.MUSIC: Jeremy Tingle, 1999–.


