Unto the Hills
Praise for the Lord #712

1

Unto the hills around do I lift up

My longing eyes;

O whence for me shall my salvation come,
From whence arise?

From God the Lord doth come my certain
aid,

From God the Lord who heaven and earth
hath made.

2

He will not suffer that thy foot be moved:
Safe shalt thou be.

No careless slumber shall His eyelids close,
Who keepeth thee.

Behold our God the Lord, He slumbereth
ne'er,

Who keepeth Israel in His holy care.

3

Jehovah is Himself thy keeper true,

Thy changeless shade;

Jehovah thy defense on thy right hand
Himself hath made.

And thee no sun by day shall ever smite;
No moon shall harm thee in the silent night.

4

From every evil shall He keep thy soul,
From every sin;

Jehovah shall preserve thy going out,
Thy coming in.

Above thee watching, He whom we adore
Shall keep thee henceforth, yea,
forevermore.

A las montainas

1

A las montafias mi_ojo alzaré

En afliccion.

Busco socorro; ¢,de dénde vendra
Mi salvacion?

Viene mi_ayuda de Dios el Sefior,
El que del cielo_y tierra_es Creador.

2

Que tu resbales no permitira;
Firme_estaras.

No se_adormece; El atento_est3;
Te guardara.

No dormira ni se_adormecera

El Guardador de Israel, Jehova.

3

El Sefor mismo es tu Guardador,
Tu sombra fiel.

Siempre_a tu lado como Protector
Acude El.

El sol de dia no te quemara;

La luna_en noche dafio no te_hara.

4

De los peligros te protegera,

De todo mal;

En tu salida_y en tu_entrada Dios
Te cuidara.

Desde ahora_y por la_eternidad
De_arriba nos vigilara Jehova.



