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3.I laid me down and slept; 

I waked, for I was kept 

In His divine protection; 

The Lord was at my side, 

My succor He supplied, 

Whatever my affliction. 

Defended by His hand, 

I shall undaunted stand, 

While thousands surge about me; 

Though furious foemen wage 

Their war with mighty rage, 

I know they shall not rout me. 

  

4.Arise and save me, Lord, 

For Thou hast smitten hard 

The jaws of them that hate me; 

Yea, Thou didst fiercely break 

For me Thy servant's sake 

The teeth of the ungodly. 

I shall not suffer long, 

For my salvation strong 

Belongeth to Jehovah; 

Thou, Lord, wilt freely pour 

A blessing from Thy store 

Upon us; Hallelujah! 
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