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P R E F A C E. 

O fubje£l, on0, would imagine, is better fitted 
to call forth 'the nobleft exertions of the 

human faculties, to kindle every latent Ipark of 
genius, and to fill the mind with various and fub- 
lime ideas, than the praife of our Creator and 
Redeemer. And yet it mu ft be confefied that no 
fpecies of poetical compofition has been culti¬ 
vated with lefs fuccefs, than that which may be 
called devotional. The exploits of heroes and 
conquerors, the revolutions of flates and empires, 
the fatal e fife £1 s of human pafiions and defires, 
have been fung in the mo ft affefling and fublime 
ftrains. But the wonderful works and tender 
mercies of our God, the glorious atchievements 
and great deliverance wrought by the Captain of 
our Salvation, have been palled over in filence, 
or have been handled with coldnefs and indiffer¬ 
ence. 1 here is a natural grandeur and fublimity 
in the fubjeff, which mocks the vain effay of 
human ability ; it’s facred nature checks the bold- 
nefs of the imagination, and, inftead of that con¬ 
fidence which is requisite to fuccelsful exertion, 
produces timidity and defpair. 

Thefe remarks are not applicable to thofe 
divinely inlpired compofitions, which were em¬ 
ployed in the fervice of the Jewifh fanffuary ; 
the greater part of which were compofed by king 
David, and which are now collefledinto the book 
ol pfalms. Independent of the authority which 
thefe pofiefs from the infallibity of that fpirit by 
whom they were di&aled, confidered merely ££ 

a human 



a human compofition, they are, in fublimity of 
fentiment, variety of imagery, nice deferimina- 
tion of charafiler, and beauty of language, equal, 
if not fupenor to any other poetical compofition 
of the lyric kind, ancient or modern. They 
moreover breathe fuch a fpirit of piety and devo¬ 
tion, and exhibit fo faithful a delineation of the 
charaffer of a good man, in every fituation of life, 
that, though many of them arc of a local nature, 
and the greater part have a’diredf reference to cer¬ 
tain events in the Jewifh hiftory, or to particular 
incidents in the pfalmiil’s life, they have been 
univerfally adopted, by chriftian churches, as 
the model and groundwork of their devotion. 

o 

But though we are thus pofTefled of a collec¬ 
tion of devotional poems, in themfelves excellent 
and unexceptionable, two difficulties remain to 
be furmounted,—the tranflation of them into our 
language in a manner which will convey the true 
fpirit and beauty of the original—and the addi¬ 
tion of new fubjefts of praife, fmee the intro¬ 
duction of chriftianity, which were unknown or 
but imperfectly underflood at the time when the 

pfalms were compofed. 
Befides the difadvantages under which every 

tranflator labours, he who attempts a poetical 
verfion of the pfalms, is farther fubjeft to that 
reflraint whicli is impofed by the laws of rhime, 
and the necefiary adherence to numbers of a par¬ 
ticular conftru&ion. Tothiscaufe, probably, it 
is owing that notwitiiHanding tlie native charms 
of poetry, no tranflation in verfe has yet equalled 
the simplicity, elegance and beauty of the profe 

tranflation, The 
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The only complete tranflations of the whole 
Book of Pfalms, into Englifh verfe, which have 
come to our knowledge, are thofe of Sternhold 

, ✓ y 
mean not to trefoafs again ft the old maxim, Be 

i o 1 

Mortals nil ni/i bonum. 

this verfion is retained by a body of men renowed 
for their learning and tafle, who have given fuch 
admirable fpecimcns of pulpit eloquence, is only 
a proof, that ancient prejudices and popular at¬ 
tachments may triumph even over the plained 
di£Iates of the underflanding. It. poffelfes indeed 
the merit of fidelity to the original: but the vcr- 
{ideation, m mod places, is fuch as mud offend 

ji 7 

every reader of tafte, and knock every ear in the 
lead degree attuned to harmony. The few extrafls 
from it, contained in this feleclion, are preferved, 
not fo much from any high opinion we entertain 
of their merit, as from refpecl to the practice of 
our mother church, and m compliance with the 
advice of one of it’s greated luminaries*, who, 
when informed of the defign of the following 

publication, 

* Dr. Blair. 
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publication, expreffed himfelf in tbefe words : 
Your planjor improving the, pfalmody appears to 
he a good one ; tho’ I believe to execute it properly 
may not be eafy. Some few of our own old verfons+ 
and parts and verfes of feveral of them, I think, 
might be retained with advantage; as thev have a 
venerable and dignified fimplicity which is the proper 

Jlyle of worjhip. 

The Terfion of Tate and Brady is entitled to 
considerable praife. The language of it is, in 
general, eafy and flowing, in fome places ele¬ 
gant, and in others it rifes to the fublime. Still 
it has not been fuppofed free from defedls. There 
is a diffufe minutenefs in it, which borders on 
prolixity, and enfeebles the thought. The authors 
oi this verfion differ from the beft commenta¬ 
tors, and feem, in fome places, to have miftaken 
the meaning of the pfalmifl. Where this is not 
the cafe, we perceive fo ftridl an adherence to the 
original, as to fetter their exertions; to make them 
overlook the hidden and fpiritual meaning which 
conftitutes the great beauty and excellence of the 
pfalms; and to prevent all accommodation of their 
language to the phrafes and modes of gofpel- 
times. 

This latter defe£f appeared an important one to 
Dr. Watts, and induced him to imitate, as he 
himfelf expreffes it, the pjalms of David in the 
language of the New Tef ament, The attempt was 
laudable, and has produced fome excellent com¬ 
positions ; more valuable, however, for their piety, 
than for their poetical merit. His devotional 
poetry, fays Dr. Johnfon, is, like that of others* 

imfotisfaffory; 
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unfatisfaftory; and it is fufficient for Watts to 
have done better than others what no man has 
done well. Eefldes, in the chara&er of an imi¬ 
tator, he has ufed greater freedom with the ori¬ 
ginal, than can be allowed to a tranflator—- and 
introduced many fentiments foreign to the mean¬ 
ing of the pfalmift. And though the language is 
profefTedly accommodated to the New I eft ament, 
yet, in one inftance, contrary to what his preface 
leads us to expcft, we perceive too much of the 
fpirit of the old, in retaining thofe paffages of 
which the enemies of religion have ever made a 
handle, and which, though in the original onlypro- 
phetical denunciations of God’s wrath again ft the 
wicked, are yet, in the prefent tranflation, repre- 
fented as imprecations again ft the enemies of 

God and of good men. 
Mr. Merrick’s tranflation is undoubtedly en¬ 

titled to high praife. In it we difcern the hand 
of a fcholar and a poet; and, in general, the 
beauty and fpirit of the original are well pre¬ 
ferred. Still there were objections to it’s adop¬ 
tion. It poffeffes rather that beauty which de¬ 
lights the imagination than that piety and devo¬ 
tion which warm the heart. We frequently meet 
with laboured expreffions which render tne mean¬ 
ing obfcure and unintelligible to the unlearned 
reader. And the great variety of fubjecls treated 
of in the pfalms would feem to require a greater 
variety of expreflion and meafure than is to be 

found in this verb on. 
All the different verflons of the pfalms being 

thus liable to objections, two courfes only re¬ 
mained 
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mamed to oe purfued. The fir ft was to compof* 
x a new Rnd original vcrfion; a work of greater 

labour and time than was confident with the pref- 
fing and immediate call for reformation in our 
pfalrhody, and requiring greater abilities than we 
iia\ c the prefumption to claim. It was only an 
Addifon or Steele, writing with the fame fire and 
energy which the few fpecimens of their com- 
pofition, contained in this feleftion, difplay, that 
could have attempted this with any profpeft of 
fuccefs. 

f 1 he other plan that occurred was, to fele/d 
jioni tne feveral verfions before mentioned, thofe 
pialms which appeared beft executed in each, 
anu to add likewife, fuch as other poets had in¬ 
cidentally tranHated with fuccefs/ This felec- 
tion, it made with judgment, would give us as 
pei fc& a verfion of the pfalms as, m the 
prefent ftate of things, could be obtained. And 
this has been attempted in the find part of the 
following publication, io each pfalm, or part 
oi a pfalm, we have prefixed the name of the 
tranflator, unlefs where the author was anony¬ 
mous, or the compofition was fo altered or com¬ 
bined, as to render this impoftible. The longer 
pfalms have been divided, when the fubjedf per¬ 
mitted it, into fuch parts as may conveniently be 
fung at. one time. It is neceffary farther to ob¬ 
serve, that feveral pfalms, and paffages of others, 
have been wholly omitted, either, becaufe they 
were nearly or altogether the fame with fome 
preceding ones; or, becaufe they were of a local 
and temporary nature, confined folely to the Jewifh 

difpenfat-ion ; 
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difpenfation ; or, in fhort, bccaufe they contained 
fentiments lefs congenial to the fpirit ol the gof- 
pel, and which, without much comment and 
explanation, would have given offence to weak 
or prejudiced minds. 

The fecond defefl in our pfalmody, while 
limited to the pfalms ol David, arofe from this, 
that the gofpel afforded new fubjedfs ol praife, 
and had introduced us to the knowledge of many 
truths which were unknown under the ancient 
difpenfation. To remedy this defedl is the objebl 
of the fecond part of this publication, namely. 
The Colle&ion of Hymns, moft of which are 
founded on paffagesof facred writ, and verbified 
by men ol acknowledged genius and worth. 
With refpedl to this part of the work, we have 
only to obferve that, in forming the coHediion, 
regard has been paid not only to poetical beauty, 
but alfo to fimplicity of language, and to piety 
of fentiment. In arranging the hymns we have 
followed the order of the fubjefts; and though, 
to avoid prolixity and confuiion, we have not 
publifhed as many as are contained in fome for¬ 
mer colledfions, yet we believe there is no fub- 
je61 which can be handled in the pulpit, and no 
occafion either ol a public or private nature, to 
which there may not be found a pfalm or hymn 
diredily or indiredlly applicable. 

Charlejlon, Augujl ijl, iygC\ 



A GENERAL TABLE of the PSALMSj 

CLASSED UNDER THEIR SEVERAL SUBJECTS. 

I. PRAYERS. 

1. TJR AYERS for Pardon of Sin. Pfalm 
JL 6, 25, 38, 51, 130. PfalmsJlyled 
Penitential, 6, 32, 38, 51, 102. 130, 

143- . 
2. Prayers compofed when the Pfalmijl was 

deprived of an opportunity of the public 
exercife of Religion. Pfalm 42, 43, 
63, 84. 

3. Prayers wherein the Pfalmijl feems ex¬ 
tremely dejeCled,though not totally deprived 
of confolation under his afflictions. Pfalm 
13, 22, 69, 77, 88, 143. 

4. Prayers wherein the Pfalmijl afk eth help of 
God, in conf deration of his own integrity 
and the uprightnefs of his caufe. Pfalm 

Is 17s 2<5> 35- 
5. Prayers 



[ hr ] 
5» Prayers compofed when the people of God 

were under affliction or perfecution. Pfalm 

44, 6o, 745 79? 8o* 83> % 94> *02, 

123> 137; 
6. Prayers in time of trouble and affliction* 

Pfalm 4? 5’ 415 55^ 59? ^4? 

70, tog, 120, 140, 141, 142. 

7. Prayers expr effing the Jirmefl trufl and 
confidence in God under afflictions. Pfalm 
3, 16, 27, 31, 54,56,57,61, 62, 71, 86. 

8. Prayers of inter cefjion. Pfalm 20, 673 

122, 132, 144. 

II. Psalms of Thanksgiving. 

1. Thankfgivings for mercies vouchfafed to 
particular per Jons. Pfalms g, 18, 2 2s 

3°> 345 405 755 *03, ic8, 116, 118, 

138’ 144- 
±. Thankfgivings for mercies vouchfafed to 

the people of God in general. Pfalm 46* 

48, 65, 66, 68, 76, 81, 85, g8? 105, 

124, 126, 129, 135, 136, 149. 

III. Psalms of Praise and Adoration. 

l General acknowledgements of God's good- 
nefs and mercy, and particularly his care 
and protection of good men. Pfalm 23, 

34, 36, 913 lOO^ 103, 107, 117, 121* 

245? *4°* 
2. Pfalms 



2. 
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pfaints difplaying the power, majefa 
dory, and other attributes of the Divine 

Being. Pfaint 8, iQ’ 24, 23’ 33’ 47* 

50, 65, 66, 76, 77, 93’ 95’ 96’ 97* 

99, 104, in, 1 ‘3’ 114> 115> 134» 

139, 147, i48’ 15°' 

IV. Instructive Psalms. 

The different characters of good and bad 
men: the happinefs of the one and the 
miferies of the other, are reprefented m 

the following Pfalms, 1, 5’ 7’ 9’ 10’ 1 *5 

12, 14, 15, 17* 24’ 25’ 32’ 34’ 3 » 

37, 50, 52’ 53’ 58’ 73’ 75’ 84’ 9l» 

92, 94, 11*, 119’ 125’ »7. 

2. The excellency of God’s law. Pfalm 19, 

1. 

3. The vanity of human life. Pfalm 39* 

4. ^Advice to magif rates. Pfa,lm 82, icio 

5. The virtue of humility. Pfalm 131. 

V. Psalms directly Prophetical. 

Pfalm 2, 16, 22, 4°> 45» 68’ 72> 

no, ii8. 

VI. Historical Psalms. 

Pfalm 785 105, 106. 
PSALMS. 
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PSALM I. Tate and Brady* 

a.T TOW bled is he who ne'er confen A 
I I By ill advice to walk, 

Nor dands in finners ways, nor fits 
Where men profanely talk! 

£, But makes the perfeH law of God 
His ftudy and delight, 

Devoutly reads therein by day. 
And meditates by night* 

g. Like fome fair tree which, fed by dreamy 
With timely fruit does bend, 

He {till (hall flourifh, and fuccefs 
All his defigns attend. 

4. Ungodly men, and their attempts 
No lading root (hall find; 

Untimely bladed, and difperscl 
Like chaff before the wind. 

5* 111 
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5. In judgment therefore fhall not ftand3 
Such as ungodly are; 

Nor in th’ afsembly of the juft 
Shall wicked men appear. 

6. For God approves the juft man’s ways;; 
To happinefs they tend : 

But finners, and the paths they tread3 
Shall both in ruin end, 

PSALM II. Watts, 

xTTf 7HY did the Gentiles rage, 
V V And Jews with one accord^ 

Bend all their counfels to deftroy 
' Th’ Anointed of the Lord? 

2. Rulers and kings agree 
To form a vain defign; 

Again ft the Lord their pow’rs unite5 
Againft his Chrift they join. 

3. The Lord derides their rage* 
And will fupport his throne; 

He that hath rais’d him from the dead* 
4r 

Hath own’d him for his fon. 

4. He afks, and God beftows 
A large inheritance; 

Far as the world s remoteft ends 
His kingdom fhall advance, 

5. The 
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5. The nations that rebel. 
Shall feel his iron rod; 

Thofe honours he will vindicate. 
Which he received from God, 

6. Be wife, ye rulers, then, 
And worfhip at his throne, 

With trembling joy, *ye people, bow 
To God’s exalted Son. 

7. If once his wrath arife. 
Ye perifli on the place; 

Then blefsed is the foul that flies 
For refuge to his grace. 

PSALM III. Merrick. 

1. THY fav’ring beams around me fliine; 
JL Thou Lord from Sion’s hallow’d {brine 

With kind regard (halt hear my cry, 
And inftant grant the wifli’d reply. 

2. Opprefs’d with toil I fought repofe, 
I laid me down, I flept, I rofe; 
For thou, my God, wert waking dill. 
To guard my flumb’ring head from ill. 

3. Though myriads leagu’d againft me rife. 
My heart feeure their pow’r defies: 
Thy aid, bleft Lord! indulgent yield; 
Thou art my God, my only fhield. 

A 2. 4. Tb 
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4. Tis thine, great God, ’tis thine to fave 
Thy fervants from th’ expending grave; 
Tis thine to blefs them from above. 
And crown them with eternal love* N 

PSALM IV. 

1. /^Y LORD! that art my righteous j udge* 
To my complaint give ear: 

Thou haft enlarg’d me in diftrefs, 
Have mercy. Lord, and hear. 

2. How long will ye, O fons of men3 
Such vain purfuits devife ? 

How long my glory turn to fhame? 
And follow after lies? 

3. Confider that the righteous man 
Is God’s peculiar choice; 

Aud when to him I make my pray’r* 
He always hears my voice. 

4. Then ftand in awe of his commands^ 
Shun every thing that’s ill; 

Commune in private with your hearts* 
And bend them to his will. 

5. The place of other facrifice. 
Let righteoufnefs fupply: 

And let your hope, fecurely fix’d* 
On God alone rely. 

6. 0 
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S. 0 who will [hew us any good ? 

Is that which many fay; 
But of thy countenance the light, 

Lord, lift on us alway. 

7. Upon my heart thou haft bellow'd 
More lafting joy and peace, 

Than wicked men know, when their corn 
And wine do moll increafe. 

8. Then will I lay me down in peace 
And quiet deep will take; 

Becaufe in fafety me to dwell 
The Lord alone doth make. 

PSALM V. Watts. 

f ORD, in the morning thou {halt hear 
I i My voice afeending high; 

To thee will I direft my pray’r, 
To thee lift up mine eye. 

2. Thou art a God, before whofe fight. 
The wicked (hall not Hand; 

Sinners (hall ne’er be thy delight. 
Nor dwell at thy right hand. 

3. But to thy houfe will I refort. 
To tafte thy mercies there; 

I will frequent thine holy court, 
And worlhip in thy fear. 
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4. O may thy fpirit guide my feet, 
In ways of righteoufnefs; 

Make ev’ry path of duty ftraight 
And plain before my face: 

5* My watchful enemies combine 
To tempt my feet affray; 

They flatter with a bafe defign. 
To make my foul their prey. 

6. Lord, crufli the wicked in the duff. 
And all their plots deftroy; 

While thofe that in thy mercy truft3 
For ever fhout for joy. 

7* 1 men who love and fear thy nameg 
Shall fee their hopes fulfill’d; 

The mighty God will compafs them 
With favour, as a fiiield. * 

P S A L M VI. Watts. 

1. T ORD, I can fuffer thy rebukes, 

When thou with kindnefs doff chaftife; 
But thy fierce wrath I cannot bear, 

O let it not againft me rife. 

2. Pity my languishing effate, 

And eafe the Sorrows that I feel; 
The wounds thy heavy hand hath made, 

O let thy gentler touches heal. 

3. See 
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3. See how I pafs my weary days 
In fighs and groans! and in the night. 

My bed is water’d with my tears; 
My grief confumes and dims my fight. 

4. See how the pow rs of nature mourn S 
How long, Almighty God, how long? 

When fhall thine hour of grace return ? 
When fhall I make thy love my fbng? 

5. I feel my fiefh fo near the grave. 
My thoughts are tempted to defpairj* 

But graves can never praife the Lordf 
For all is dull and filence there. 

6. Depart, ye tempters, from my foul. 
And all defpairing thoughts depart; 

My God, who hears my humble moan, 
Will eafe my fiefh, and chear my hear!, 

PSALM VII. Watts. 

i.Ti/FY trufl is in my heavenly friend5 
iVJL My hope in thee, my God: 

Rife, and my helplefs life defend, 
F^)m thofe that feek my blood. 

£. With infolence and fury they 
My foul in pieces tear, 

As hungry lions rend their prey5 
When no deliverers near, 

B 3- ^ 
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3. If e’er my pride provok’d them fit ft. 

Or once abus'd my foe. 
Then let them tread rny life to duflj 

And lay my honour low. 

4. If there be malice found in me, 

I know thy piercing eyes; 
I fhould not dare appeal to thee. 

Nor afk rny God to rife. 

5. Arife, my God, lift up thy hand. 
Their pride and pow'r controul; 

Awake to judgment, and command , ; 

Deliv’rance for my foul. 

6. Let finners, and their wicked rage, 
Be humbled to the duft; 

Shall not the God of truth engage 
To vindicate the jufl ? 

y. He knows the heart, he tries the reins, 
He will defend th’upright: 

His fharpeft arrows he ordains, 
Againfi the fons of fpite. 

8. Tho’ leagued in guile their malice ipreac 

A fnare before my way; 
Their mifchiefs on their impious head. 

His vengeance fhail repay. 

9 . That 
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g. That cruel perfecting race, 
Muft feel his dreadful fword; 

Awake, my foul, and praile the grace 

And juftice of the Lord. 

PSALM VIII. Merrick. 

1. TMMORTAL king! through earth’s wide 

A frame, 
How great thy honour, praife and name! 
Whofe reign o’er diftant worlds extends, 
Whofe glory heav’n’s vaft height tranfcends. 

2. When wrapt in thought, with wakeful 

eye, 
We view the wonders of the iky, 
Whofe frame, thy fingers, o’er our head 
In rich magnificence have fipread, 

3. Lord! what is man, that in thy care 
His humble lot fhould find a (hare? 
Or what the Ton of man, that thou 
Thus to his wants thy ear fhould’fi bow ? 

4. Subjefted to his feet by thee, 
To him all nature bows the knee; 
The beafts in him their lord behold, 

The grazing herd, the bieating fold: 

5- The 



m 

i S PSALMS, 

5. The fowls of various wing that fly 
O'er the vaft defert of the iky; 
And all the wat’ry tribes that glide 
Through paths to human fight deny’d. 

6. Immortal king! through earth’s wide 
frame! 

How great thy honour, praife and name ! 
Whofe reign o'er diftant worlds extends, 
Whole glory heav’n’s vaft height tranfcends* 

PSALM IX. Tate and Brady, 

PART FIRST, 

1. O celebrate thy praife, O Lord*. 
I will my heart prepare; 

To all die lift’ning world thy works, 
Thy wond rous works, declare. 

2. The thought of them fliall, to my foul^ 
Exalted pleafure bring; 

Whiift to thy name, O thou Moft High! 
Triumphant praife I fing. 

3. Thou mad’ft my haughty foes to turn 
Their backs in fhameful flight: 

Struck with thy prefence, down they fell; 
They perifh at thy fight. 

4. Againft 
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[. Againft infulting foes advanc’d, 
Thou didft my caui'e maintain ; 

Vly right afserting from thy throne, 
Where truth and juftice reign. 

y The infolence of heathen pride, 
Thou haft reduced to ftiame; 

Fheir wicked offspring quite deftroy’d, 
And blotted out their name. 

6. Miftaken foes! your haughty threats. 

Are to a period come : 
Our city ftands, which you defign’d 

To make our common tomb. 

7. The Lord for ever lives; he has 
His righteous throne prepai d, 

Impartial juftice to difpenfe, 
To puriilh, or reward. 

8. God is a conftant fure defence 

To faints in ev’ry age; 
As troubles rife, his needful aids 

In their behalf engage. 

g. All thofe who have his goodnefs prov’d. 

Will in his truth confide; 
His mercy ne’er forfook the man 

Who on his help rely’d. 
10. When 



10. When he enquiry makes for blood 
He calls the poor to mind; 

The injur’d humble man’s complaint. 
Relief from him (hall find. 

11. Sing praifes, therefore, to the Lord* 
From Sion, his abode; 

Proclaim his deeds, ’till all the world 
Confefs no other God. 

PART SECOND. 

12. Take pity on my troubles, Lord*, 
Which fpiteful foes create; 

Thou who fio oft halt refcued me 
From death’s devouring gate. 

13. In Sion, then, I ll fing thy praife 
To all that love thy name; 

And, with loud fhouts of grateful joy* 
Thy laving pow’r proclaim. 

14. Deep in the pit they digg'd for me* 
The heathen pride is laid; 

Their guilty feet to their own fnare 
Are heedlelsly betray’d. 

15. Thus, by the juft returns he makes* 
The mightv Lord is known ; 

While wicked men, by their own plots, 

Are fhamefully o’erthrown. 
16. No 
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i6# No fingle finner fhall efcape, 

By privacy obfcur d ; 
Nor nation, from his juft revenge, 

By numbers be fecurd. 

17. His fuff ring faints, when moft diftrefs’d. 

He ne’er forgets to aid; 
Their expectation fhall be crown’d. 

Though for a time delay'd, 

18. A rife, O Lord, afsert thy powr, 
And let not man o’ercome; 

Defcend to judgment, and pronounce 

The guilty heathen's doom. 

19. Strike terror through the nations round, 

’Till, by confenting fear, 
They, to each other, and themfelves, 

But mortal men appear. 

P S A L M X. Watts. 

1. T % 7HY doth the Lord depart to far? 
V V And why conceal his face. 

When great calamities appear, 
And times of deep diftrefs ? 

2. Lord! fhall the wicked ftill deride 
Thy juftice and thy laws ? 

Shall they advance their heads in pride. 
And flight the righteous caufe ? 

s- They 



g. They caff thy judgments from their fight 
And then inlult the poor: 

They boaft, in their exalted height, 
That they fhall fall no more. 

4- Arife, O God, lift up thine hand5 
Attend our humble cry; 

No enemy fhall dare to hand, 
When God afcends on high. 

5. Why do the men of malice rage, 
And fay with foolifin pride, 

The God of heav'n will ne’er engage 
To fight on Sion’s fide ? 

6. But thou, for ever, art our Lord; 
And powerful is thy hand, 

As when the heathen felt thy fword. 
And peri fil'd from thy land. 

7. Thou wilt prepare our hearts to pray. 
And caufe thine ear to hear: 

Accept the vows thy children pay, 
And free thy faints from fear. 

8. Proud tyrants fhall no more opprefs, 
No more defpife the juft; 

And mighty finners finali confefs 
They are but earth and dull. 

PSALM XL 



1. QINCE I have plac'd my truft in God, 

O A refuge always nigh; 
Why fpeak ye thus, “ Flee as a bird, 

Unto your mountain high P 

2. « Behold the wicked bend their bows 
a And ready fix their dart; 

« Lurking in ambufh, to deilroy 
“ The man of upright heart. 

3. “ When once the firm afsurance fails 
« Which public faith imparts; 

« Tis time for innocence to fiy5 
“ From fuch deceitful arts.” 

4. God in his holy temple is. 
His throne is fix’d above. 

Whence he beholds the fens of men, 
And how their counfels move. 

5. If God, the righteous whom he loves, 

For trial does correQ, 
What mull the wicked of the earth. 

Whom he abhors, expert ? 

6. Snares, fire and brimftone, furious dorms 
On finners he fhall rain; 

This, as the portion of their cup, 
Doth unto them pertain. 

B % 7. Becaufe 
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7. Bccaafe the Lord, mod righteous, dot! 

In righteoufnefs delight 
And, with a fmiling countenance, 

Beholdeth the upright. 

PSAL M XIL Tate and B^ady. 

t. ELP, Lord, becaufe the godly 
Doth daily fade away; 

And from among the fons of men! 
The faithful do decay. 

A 
U 2. Unto his neighbour evry on 

Doth boaft, both falfe and vain 
With lips of flattery they fpeak. 

Their hearts deceit contain. 

3. But lips that with deceit abound. 
Can never profper long; 

God’s righteous vengeance will confound 
The proud blafpherning tongue. 

4. Our God, who hears the fuff ring poor. 
And their oppreflion knows, 

Will foon arife, and give them reft, 
In fpite of all their foes. 

5, The word of God fliall ftill abide, 
And void of falfehood be, ~ 

As is the filver feven times try’d, 

From drofsy mixture free. 
6. Thy 
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6. Thy faints thou (halt prefeave, O Lord*, 
For ever from this race; 

On each fide walk the wicked, when 
Vile men are high in place. 

P S A L M XIII. 

1. TTOW long fhall I repine? 
11 Lord, mu ft I ever mourn? 

Halt thou withdrawn from me ? 
And wilt thou ne’er return ? 

2. How long fhall anxious thoughts 
My heart with grief opprefs ? 

How long my foes infult, 
And I find no redrefs ? 

g. ! to my longing eyes* 
Re ft o'je thy wonted light; 

Make haor I &al1 fieeP 
In everlahfng night. 

4. Reftore me, It ft they boaft 
Twas their own i?rength overcame: 

Left thofe who vex my foul. 
Should triumph in my ihame, 

5. Since I my trull have plac’d 
Beneath thy mercy's wing; 

Thy help will come, and then 
Mv heart with joy fhall fing. 

6. Then 
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6. Then fhall my fong. infpired, 
To thee, iny God, afcend, 

Who to my foul diftrefs d, 

Such bounty didft extend. 

P S A L M XIV. Watts. 

1. TPOOLS, in their heart, believe and fay 
Jl That all religion's vain; 

There is no God who reigns on high, 
Or minds th’ affairs of men. 

2. From thoughts fo dreadful and profane, 

Corrupt difcourfe proceeds; 
And in their impious hands are found 

Abominable deeds. 

3. The Lord, from his celeflial throne, 
Look’d down on things below, 

To find the man that fought his grace, 

Or did his juflice know. 

4. By nature, all are gone affray, 
Their practice all the fame; 

There’s none that fears his maker’s hand, 
There’s none that loves his name. 

k. Are finners, then, fo fenfelefs grown? 
That they the faints devour; 

And never worfhip at thy throne, 

Nor fear thy awful pow’r. 
6. Great 
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to. Great God, appear to their furprife, 
Reveal thy dreadful name; 

Let them no more thy wrath defpife. 
Nor tumour hope to fhame. 

7. O that the joyful day were come 
To finifh ourdiftrefs! 

When God fhall bring his children home. 
Our fongs {hail never ceafe. 

PSALM XV. Tate and Brady* 

1. Y (3RD 1 who’s the happy man that may 
JLj To thy bleft courts repair? 

And while he bows before thy throne. 
Shall find acceptance there? 

2. The man whofe ev’ry thought and deed 
By rules of virtue moves; 

Whofe gen’rous tongue difdains to {peak 
The thing his heart difproves. 

3. Who never will a flander forge. 
His neighbour’s fame to wound; 

Nor harken to a falfe report 
By malice whifper d round. 

4. Who vice, when dreft in pomp and powY^ 
Can treat with juft negle£t; 

And piety, though cloth d in rags, 
Religioufly refpedk 

C 5. Who? 
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5. Who, to his plighted vows and trufu 
Hath ever firmly flood, 

And though he pro mile to his lofs. 
Still makes his promife good, 

6. Who feeks not by oppreffive ways 
His wealth to multiply; 

Whom no rewards can ever bribe 
The guiltlefs to deflroy. 

7. The man who, by his fteady courfe? 
Hath happinefs enlur’d; 

When earth’s foundations fhake, fhall ftand 
By Providence fecur’d. 

P S A L M XVI. Watts. 

PART FIRST. 

1. RESERVE me Lord, in time of 
JL need; 

For fuccour to thy throne I flee ; 
But have no merit there to plead; 
My goodnefs cannot reach to thee. 

2. Yet, Lord, thy faints on earth may reap 
Some profit by the good we do; 
Thefe are the company I keep, 
Thefe are the choiceft friends I know. 

3. How 
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3. How fad their guilt and forrows rife* 
Who hafte to feek fome idol God; 
I will nottafte their facrifice, 
Their off’rings of forbidden blood. 

4. My God provides me nobler food; 
His love is my perpetual feaft; 
By night and day he doth me guide. 
And let his name be ever bleft. 

5. I fet him ftill before my eyes; 
At my right hand he Hands prepar’d 
To keep my foul from all furpriie3 
And be my everlafting guard. 

PART SECOND. 

6. When God is nigh, my faith is ftrong. 
His arm is my almighty prop : 
Be glad my heart, rejoice my tongue. 
My dying flefh fhall reft in hope. 

7. Though in the duft I lay my head, 
Yet, gracious God, thou wilt not leave 
My foul for ever with the dead; 
Nor lofe thy children in the grave. 

8. My flefh fhall thy firfl call obey, 
Shake off the duft, and rife on high; 
Then (halt thou lead the wondrous way 
Up to the throne above the Iky. 

9. There 
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9- There ftreams of endlefs pleafure flow: 
And full difcov’ries of thy grace 
(Which we but tailed here belowj 
Spread heav'nly joys through all the place. 

PSALM XVII. 

PART FIRST, 

i.HpO my juft plea, and fad complaint,. 
Jl Attend, O righteous Lord, 

And to my pray’r, which is unfeign’d, 
A gracious ear afford. 

z. As in thy fight I am approv’d, 
So let my fentence be: 

And with impartial eyes, O Lord, 
My upright dealing fee. 

3. For thou haft fearch'd and prov’d each 
part, 

And watch’d me day and night; 
And thou haft feen my tongue and heart 

Have aim’d at what was right. 

4. Concerning all the works of men, 
Thou know’ft, omnifcient Lord, 

How true and faithful I have been 
According to thy word. 

5. Since, 
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Since, heretofore, I ne’er in vain 
To thee my pray’rs addrefs’d; 

> now, my God, incline thine ear 
To this my juft requeft. 

The wonders of thy truth and love* 
In my defence engage, 

"hou whofe right hand preferves thy faints 
From theiropprefsors rage. 

PART SECOND. WATTS. 

. Arife, my gracious God, 
And make the wicked flee; 

fhey are but thy chaftifing rod 
To drive thy faints to thee. 

. Behold the finner dies, 
His haughty words are vain; 

lere in this life his pleafure lies, 
And all beyond is pain. 

. Then let his pride advance, 
And boaft of all his (lore; 

"he Lord is my inheritance, 
j 

My foul can wilh no more. 

.. I fhall behold the face 
Of my forgiving God, 

ind ftand complete in righteoufnefs, 
Wafh’d in my Saviours blood. 

5. There’s 
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5. There’s a new heav’n begun, 
When I awake from death, 

Dreft in the likenefs of thy Son, 
And draw immortal breath. 

P S A L M XVIII. Tate akb Brady. 

PART FIRST. 

1. O change of times ftiall ever fhake 
My firm affe&ion, Lord, to thee ; 

For thou haft always been a rock, 
A fortrefs and defence to me. 

2. Thou my deliv’rer art, O Cod; 
My truft is in thy mighty pow’r; 
Thou art my fhield from foes abroad. 
At home my fafeguard and my tow’r. 

3. To thee I will addrefs my pray’r. 
To whom all praife we juftly owe; 
So (hall I, by thy watchful care, 
Be guarded from my treach’rous foe, 

4. By floods of wicked men diftrefs’d, 
With deadly forrows compafs’d round. 
With dire infernal pangs opprefs’d, 
In deaths unwieldy fetters bound; 

5. To 
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To heav’n I made my mournful pray’r, 
?o God addrefs’d my humble moan ; 
Nho gracioufly inclin’d his ear, 
Vnd heard me from his lofty throne* 

PART SECOND. 

>. When God arofe my part to take, 
rhe confcious earth was {truck with fear5 
fhe hills did at his prefence fhake, 
\Tor could his dreadful fury bear. 

k Thick clouds of fmoke difpers’d abroad* 
infigns of wrath before him came; 
Devouring fire around him glow’d, 
Fhat coals were kindied at its flame. 

?. He left the beauteous realms of light, 
Whilft heav'n b ow’d down its awful head; 
Beneath his feet fubfiantia! night 
Was, like a fable carpet, fpread. 

). The chariot of the King of Kings, 
Which aftive troops of angels drew, 
Dn a ftrong tempeft’s rapid wings, 
With moft amazing fwiftnefs flew. 

to. Black watry mifts and clouds confpir’d 
With thickeft (hades his face to veil; 
But at his brightnefs foon retir’d, 
And fell in fhow’rs o( fire and hail. 

11. Thro' 



11. Thro’heav’n’s wide arch a thund’nng peal 
(God’s angry voice) did loudly roar; 
While earth’s fad face with heaps of hail. 
And flakes of fire was cover’d o’er. 

t2. His fharpen’d arrows round he threw. 
Which made his fcatter’d foes retreat; 
Like darts his nimble light’nings flew. 
And quickly finifh’d their defeat. 

13. The deep it’s fecret ftores difclos’d; 
The world’s foundations naked lay: 
By his avenging wrath expos’d, 
Which fiercely rag’d that dreadful day. 

PART THIRD, 

*14. The Lord did on my fide engage, 
Fromheav’n, his throne, my caufe upheld ; 
And fnatch’d me from the furious rage 
Of threat’ning waves that proudly fwell’d. 

15. God his refiftlefs pow’r employ’d 
My ftrongeft foe’s attempts to break; 
Who elfe, with eafe, had foon deftroy’d 
The weak defence that 1 could make. 

16, Their fubtle rage had near prevail’d. 
When I diftrefs’d and friendlefs lay; 
But {fill, when other fuccours fail’d, 
God was my firm fupport and lfay. 

17, From 
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17. From dangers that enclos’d me rounds 
He brought me forth and fet me free; 
For fome juft caufe his gooclnefs found3 
That mov d him to delight in me. 

PART FOURTH. 

18. Thou fuit’ft, O Lord, thy righteous rule5 
To various paths of human kind; 
The humble, meek and merciful. 
With thee fhall wondrous mercy find. 

0 

19 Thou to the juft (halt juftice fhoWj 
The pure thy purity (hall fee; 
Such as perverfely choofe to go9 
Shall meet with due returns from thee. 1 

ro. That he the humble foul will fave, 
\nd crufh the haughty’s boafted might> 
in me the Lord an inftance gave, 
Whofe darknefs he has turn’d to light* 

o 

11. On his firm fuccour I rely'd, 
\nd did o’er num'rous foes prevail; 
\Tor fear'd whilft he was on my fide. 
The beft defended walls to fcalc. 

>2, For God’s defigns fhall ftiil fucceed; 
dis work fhall bear the utmoft left; 
Tes a flrong fhield to all that need3 
ind on his fure prote&ion reft. 

C 2, 23. Who 



&3- Who then deferves to be ador’d, 
But God, on whom my hopes depend?3 
Or who, except the mighty Lord, 
Can with refiftlefs pow’r defend ? 

PART FIFTH. 

24. Tis God that girds my armour on, 
And all my juft defxgns fulfills; 
Through him my feet can fwiftly run. 
And nimbly climb the fteepeft hills. 

25. Lefsons of war from him I take. 
And manly weapons learn to wield; 
Strong bows of fteel with eafe I break. 
Forc’d by my ftronger arms to yield. 

26. The buckler of his faving health, 
Protefts me from afsaulting foes; 
His hand fuftains me ftill; my wealth 
And greatnefs from his bounty flows. 

27. My goings he enlarged abroad* 
"Till then to narrow paths confin'd; 
And when in flipp’ry ways I trod, 
The method of my fteps deflgn’d. 

28. Through him I num’rous hofts defeat 
And flying fquadrons captive take; 
Nor from my fierce purluit retreat, 
Till I a final conqueft make. 

29. Cover’d 
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19. Cover’d with wounds, in vain they try 
Again their vanquifh’d heads to rear ; 
Spite of their boafied ftrength, they lie 
Beneath my feet, and grovel there. 

30. God, when frefh armies take the fields 
Recruits my ftrength, my courage warms; 
He makes my ftrong oppofers yield, 
Subdu’d by my prevailing arms. 

31. Through him the necks of proftrate foes 
My conquering feet in triumph prefs ; 
Aided by him, I root out thole 
Who hate and envy my fuccefs. 

32. With loud complaints all friends they 
try’d, 

But none was able to defend: 
At length to God for help they cry'd. 
But God would no afliftance lend. 

33. Like flying duft, which winds purfue* 
Their broken troops I fcatter d round; 
Their flaughter'd bodies forth I threw. 
Like loathlome dirt that clogs the ground. 

PART SIXTH. 

34. The people oft at ftrife 'till now3 
By Gods appointment me obey; 
The heathen to my fceptre bow, 
And unknown nations own my fway. 

33. Remotcft 
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35. Remoteft realms their homage fend* 
When my fuccefsful name they hear; 
Strangers for my commands attend, 
Charm'd with refpeft, or aw’d with fear, 

36. All to my fummons tamely yield*. 
Or foon in battle are difmay’d; 
For Wronger holds they quit the field*. 
And ftill in ftrongeft holds afraid, 

37. Let the eternal Lord be prais’d* 
The rock on whofe defence I reft; 
O’er higheft heav’ns his name be rais’d* 
Who me with his falvation bleft. 

38. Tis God that ftill fapports my right* 
His juft revenge my foes ptirfues; 
Tis he that with reftitlefs might, 
Fierce nations to my yoke fubdues. 

39. My univerfal fafeguard he! 
From whom my lafting honours flow* 
He made me great, and fet me free 
From my remorfelefs, bloody foe. 

40. Therefore, to celebrate his fame* 
My grateful voice to heav’n I’ll raife; 
And nations, ftrangers to his name, 
Shall thus be taught to fing his praife. 

41. “ God 
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41. « God to his king deliv'rance fends, 
“ Shews his Anointed fignal grace; 
11 His mercy evermore extends 
« To David and his promis’d race." 

PSALM XIX, 

part first. Addison, 

1. rl^HE fpacious firmament on high, 
Jl With all the blue etherial fky. 

And fpangled heavens, a fhining frame, 
Their great Original proclaim. 

2. Th’ un weary’d fun, from day to day5 
Does his Creator’s pow’r difplay: 
And publifhes to ev’ry land 
The work of an almighty hand. 

3. Soon as the ev’ning {hades prevail. 
The moon takes up the wondrous tale5 
And nightly, to the lift’ning earth. 
Repeats the {lory of her birth, 

4. While all the ftars that round her burr^ 
And all the planets in their turn, 
Confirm the tidings as they roll. 
And fpread the truth from pole to pole. 

D 5, What 
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5. What* though, in folemn filence,all 
Move round this dark terreftrial ball; 
What, though no real voice nor found 
Amid their radiant orbs be found; 

6. In reafon’s ear they ajl rejoice. 
And utter forth a glorious voice; 
For ever fmging as they fhine. 
The hand that made us is divine, 

PART SECOND. SCOTCH VERSION* 

1. God’s law is perfefL and converts 
The foul in fin that lies; 

God’s teftimony is rnoft fare, 
And makes the fimple wife. 

2. The flatutes of the Lord are right o 
And do rejoice the heart: 

The Lord’s command is pure, and doth 
Light to our eyes impart. 

3. Unfpottecl is the fear of God, 
And doth endure for ever; 

The judgments of the Lord are true. 
And righteous altogether. 

4. They more than gold, yea much fine gold, 
To be defired are: 

Than honey dropping from the comb, 
Their talle is fvveeter fiir. 

5. Moreover, 
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g. Moreover, they thy fervant warn 
How he his life Ihould frame; 

A great reward provided is 
For fuch as keep the fame. 

PART THIRD. WATTS. 

1. I hear thy word with love, 
And I would fain obey: 

Send thy good fpirit from above, 
To guide me left 1 ft ray. 

2. O who can ever find 
The errors of his ways? 

Yet with a bold prefumptuous mind 
I would not dare tranfgrefs. 

3. Warn me of evry fin, 
Forgive my fecret faults, 

And cleanfethis guilty foul of mine, 
Whofe crimes exceed my thoughts. 

4. While, wdth my heart and tongue, 
1 fpread thy praife abroad; 

Accept the worfhip and the fong, 
My Saviour and tny God. 

PSALM XX, 
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PSALM XX. 

l. TEHOVAH hears thee in the day 
When trouble forth he fends; 

And {fill the name of Jacobs God, 
Thee from all ill defends. 

His mercy help fends from above. 
To thofe that helplefs be; 

From Sion his own holy hill. 
His arm gives ftrength to thee. 

3. He well remembers all thy gifts, 
Accepts thy facrifice; 

Grants thee what-e’er thy heart defires^ 
Fulfills thy counfel wife. 

4. In his falvation we will joy; 
In our God’s name we will 

Difplay our banners ; and the Lord 
Our prayers will fulfill. 

5. God his anointed king will fave, 
My heart is well afsur’d; 

Ke from his holy heav’n above 
Will having ftrength afford. 

6. In chariots and in horfes, fome 
Their confidence do place; 

But we no Itedfaft hope can find5 
But in Jehovah’s grace. 

PSALM XXL 
rl 
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P S A L M XXL Watts. 

i.np H E king, O Lord, with fongs of 
JL praife, 
Shall in thy ftrength rejoice; 

And bled with thy falvation raife 
To heav'n his chearful voice. 

2. For whatfoe’cr his lips defir’d, 
Thou kindly didft impart; 

And had with thy acceptance blefs’d 
The wifhes of his heart. 

3. Thv fare defence, through nations round. 
Has fpread his glorious name: 

And his fuccefsful aftions crown’d 
With majedy and fame. 

4. Then let the king on God alone 
For timely aid rely; 

His mercy fttall fupport his throne. 
And all our wants fupply. 

5. But, righteous Lord, thy dubborn foes 
Shall feel thy dreadful hand; 

Thy vengeful arm fhall find out thofe 
Who hate thy mild command. 

6. When thou againd them dod engage; 
Thy jud, but dreadful doom 

Shall, like a fiery oven’s rage, 
Their hopes and them con fume. 

y. Thus 
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7. Thus, Lord, thy wondrous pow'r declare 
And thus exalt thy fame; 

While we glad longs of praife prepare 
For thy Almighty name. 

P S A L M XXII. 

PART FIRST. 

Y God, my God, why leav’ft thou me3 
When 1 in ansuifh call on thee ? 

c) 

Why dolt thou me negleft 
And my loud pray’r rejefl: ? 
All day, but all the day in vain, 
To thee, O Lord, do I complain; 
jl 11 night have I implor'd 
Thy help to be reftor d. 

2. Yet thou, O Lord, art ever juft* 
Relieving thofe who in thee truit: 
Therefore, fhall Ifrael raife 
To thee continual praife : 
On thee our ancestors rely’d, 
And in thy ftrength their foes defy’d; 
To thee their pray’rs addrefs’d, 
And with fuccefs were biefs'd. 

3. Thy fure deliv’rance, Lord, they found* 
When dangers gather'd thickeft round; 
Thine ear their cries receiv'd, 
And they were loon reliev'd : 

But 
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?ut I, like none of human birth, 
\.m made the fcoffing rabble’s mirth, 
Lv’n like a reptile bafe, 
rhey hold me in difgrace, 

PART SECOND. 

. My agonies, the gazing crowd, 
urvey with fcorn and laughter loud; 
"hey mock whiiit I complain, 
ind thus my woes difdain: 

He boafted he was heav’n’s delight, 
1 Let God relieve his favourite; 
: Let him affi fiance fend 
; His fervant to defend. ’ 

. But thou did fi, from my mothers womb, • 
lake me a living offspring come; 
hy care tliou didit extend, 
ind helplefs me defend: 
iy youth thou didfi from dangers fhield, 
md guardian like, protection yield; 
n thee I will confide, 
or thou art ftill my guide. 

. Withdraw not then. O God, mofthigh! 
hy aid, when trouble is fo nigh; 

)o thou that help extend, 
)n which I ftill depend* 

My 
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My enemies, a frowning throng. 
Like favage bulls, both tierce and ftrong. 
Prepare with glowing rage, 
Againft me to engage. 

They gape on me, and to my Tears, 
Each mouth a yawning grave appears; 
Wide open to devour 
My foul, when in their pow’r; 
The defert lion’s favage roar 
Could not increafe my horrors more: 
In compaft clofe combin'd, 
They have my fall defign’d. 

PART THIRD. 

8. My joints are rack’d, and out of frame 
My heart like wax before the flame 
Within my bofom glows; 
My blood like water flows ; 
My (Length is parch’d like potters clay; 
My fault’ring tongue forgets to play; 
My foul all hope refigns, 
And to the grave declines. 

9 Like blood-hounds they afsemble round 
My harmlefs hands and feet they wound, 
And, through my conftant pain, 
1 languilh and complain. 

That 
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That all my bones may well be told; 
Yet this as paftime they behold; 
And dill their pleafure fhow. 
At each increale of woe. 

to. As fpoil, my garments they divide; 
By lots their portion they decide; 
Therefore, thy arm extend. 
And kind proteftion fend; 
From their ftiarp (word defend thou me5 
And let my life from danger free; 
Nor leave my foul o’erpowYd^ 
By dogs to be devour d. 

11. To me, O God, affidance fend; 
My life, from lion’s fierce, defend; 
As once thy drength prevail’d. 
When unicorns alsail’d. 
Then to my brethren I ll proclaim 
The triumphs of thy holy name; 
And to the iaints repair. 
Thy glory to declare. 

12. Praiie ye the Lord in fongs divine^ 
Ye num’rous race of Ifraels line; 
Jo him with fervour pray. 
And low oheifance pay; 
his people he hath ne’er difdain’d, 
Or turnd his face when they complain’d; 

D 2, But 



Bat to their humble pray'r 
Doth lend a gracious ear. 

PART FOURTH. 

13. Thus in thy courts, thy name I'll blefs. 
And in loud fongs my thanks exprefs, 
And to thy faints declare. 
Thy providential care. 
The meek companions of my grief, 
Shall at my table find relief. 
And all who feek thy face, 
Shall find refrefiiing grace. 

14. Then (hall the world their homage pa} 
To God, and his commands obey; 
His pow’r they fhall confefs, 
And pray Vs to him addrefs. 
From kings fubmiffion to receive, 
Is his fupreme prerogative 
Who doth the world fuftain, 
And over all things reign. 

15. The rich his bounty mud confefs. 
The poor their gen’rous patron bids, 
To him they all re fort 
For fuccour and fupport; 
Then fhall a race exalt his name, . 
And to their heirs his truth proclaim, 
Till heav’n and earth combin’d 
Are all to God refign’d. 

PSALM XXIII. 
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PSALM XXIII. Addison. 

1. HpHE Lord my pahure fhall prepare, 
JL And feed me with a fhepherd’s care; 

His prelence (hall my wants (apply. 
And guard me with a watchful eye; 
My noon-day walks he (hall attend, 
And all my midnight hours defend. 

2. When in the fultry glebe I faint. 
Or on the thirfty mountain pant. 
To fertile vales and dewy meads 
My weary wand ring heps he leads; 
Where peaceful rivers, (oft and flow, 
Amid the verdant landfcape flow. 

3. Though in the paths of death I tread. 
With gloomy horror overfpread, 
My hedfah heart fhall fear no ill, 
For thou, O Lord! art with me hill. 
Thy friendly crook fhall give me aid, 
And guide me through the dreadful fhade* 

4. Though in a bare and rugged way. 
Through devious lonely heps I hray; 
Thy bounty fhall my pains beguile, 
The barren wildernefs fhall fmile, 
With hidden greens and herbage crown'd, 
And ftreams fhall murmur all around. 

PSALM XXIV. 
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PSALM XXIV. Watts. 

i.npHE earth for ever is the Lords, 
JL With Adams num'rous race; 

He rais’d the arches o'er the floods* 
And built it on the leas, 

8. But who among the Tons of men 
Can viflt thine abode ? 

He that has hands from mifchief clean* 
a 

Whofe heart is right with God. 

3. This is the man who fhall receive 
The bleffings of his grace: 

This is the lot of thofe who feek 
The God of Jacobs face. 

4. Erecl your heads, eternal gates;. 
Unfold to entertain 

The king of glory : fee he comes 
With his celeftial train. 

5. Who is the king of glory ? Who P 
The Lord for ftrength renown’d; 

In battle mighty, o’er his foes 
Eternal vidtor crown’d. 

PSALM XXV, 
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P S A L M XXV. 

part first. Tate and Brady. 

1. npo God, in whom I trufl, 
A I lift my heart and voice; 

O let me not be put to fhame. 
Nor let my foes rejoice. 

2. Thofe who on thee rely. 
Let no difgrace attend; 

Be that the fhamefu! lot of fuch 
As wilfully oifend. 

3. To me thy truth impart, 
And lead me in thy way; 

For thou art he that brings me help, 
On thee 1 wait all day. 

4. Thy mercies and thy love, 
O Lord, recall to mind; 

And gracioufly continue {till. 
As thou wert ever kind. 

5. Let all my youthful crimes 
Be blotted out by thee; 

And, lor thy wondrous goodnefs fake. 
In mercy think on me. 

E PART 
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PAPvT second. Watts. 

1. The Lord is juft and kind, 
The meek fhall learn hi's ways; 

And every humble {inner find 
The methods of his grace. 

2. Where {hall the man be found, 
Who fears l offend his Godff 

Who loves the gofpePs joyful found, 
And trembles at the rod ? 

3. The Lord fhall make him know 
The fecrets of his heart; 

The wonders of his covenant {how, 
And all his love impart, 

a. The dealings of his hand 
JL O 

Are truth and mercy ftill 
✓ 

With fuch as to his cov’nant (land, 
A n ci love to do his will. 

5. Their foul fhall dwell at eafe 
Before their maker’s face ; 

Their feed fhall tafte the. promifes, 
In their extenfive grace. 

PART THIRD. WATTS. 

1. Mine eyes and my defire 
Are ever to the Lord; 

I love to plead the promifes. 
And reft upon his word. 

2. Turn, 
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2. Turn, turn thee to my foul. 
Bring thy falvation near; 

When will thy hands releafe my fe< 
Out of the deadly fnare ? 

3. With ev’ry morning light, 
My for row new begins; 

Look on my anguifh and my pain, 
And pardon all my fins. 

4. Behold the hafts of hell, 
How cruel is their hate! 

Againft my life they rife, and join 
Their fury with deceit. 

5. O keep my foul from death. 
Nor put my hope to fhame, 

For I have put my only truft 
In my Redeemers name. 

6. With humble faith I wait 
To fee thy face again, 

Of Ifrael let it ne’er be faid, 
He fought the Lord in vainj, 

PSAL M XXVI. Watts. 

2 • "l UDGE me, O God, and prove my ways; 
Jl Lord! try my reins and learch my heart, 

My faith upon thy promife flays, 
Nor from thy law my feet depart. 

O 
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2. I hate to walk, I hate to fit. 
With men of vanity and lies; 

The fcorner and the hypocrite 
Are the abhorrence of my eyes. 

3. Among thy faints will I appear, 
With hands well wafh’d in innocence; 

But when I ftand before thy bar, 
The blood of Chrift is my defence. 

4. I love thy habitation, Lord! 
The temple where thy honours dwell; 

There I fiiail hear thy holy word, 
And there thy works of wonder tell. 

5. Let not my foul be join'd at laft, 
With men of treachery and blood. 

Since I my days on earth have part, 
Among the faints, and near my God, 

P S A L M XXVII. 

part first. Scotch version* 

i.r]HHE Lord of glory is my light, 
JL And my falvation too : 

God is my ftrength; nor will I fear 
What all my foes can do. 

2. Againft 



2. Againft me though an hoft encamp. 
On my deftrufition bent; 

I will not fear; for in the Lord 
I ftill am confident. 

2* One thing I or the Loid deni d,. 
And will feek to obtain ; 

That while I live, within his courts 
My feet may ft ill remain; 

4. That I the beauty of the Lord 
Beholding, may admire; 

And in his holy place, his will 
May revrently inquire. 

5. For he, in his pavilion, fhall 
Hide me in evil days, 

Within his fecret tent me keep. 
And on a rock me raife. 

6. Evn now my head is lifted high 
Above my foes around: 

Therefore fhall joyful fongs of praife 
Within thy temple found. 

PART SECOND. WATTS. 

1. Soon as I heard my father fay, 
Ye children feck my grace; 

My heart replied without delay, 
HI feek my father s face. 

2. 



2. Let not thy face he hid from me, 
Nor frown my foul away ; 

Cod of my life, 111 fly to thee 
When comes the evil day. 

3. Should friends and kindred near and dear 
Leave me to want or die, 

.My God would make my life his care. 
And all my need fupply. 

4. My fainting flefh had dy cl with grief, 
Had not my foul believ'd, 

That thy rich grace would fend relief; 
Nor was my hope deceiv'd. 

5. Wait on the Lord with patient faith : 
He will infpire your breaft 

With inward [Length ; do thou thy part. 
And leave to him the red. 

PSALM XXVIII. Merrick. 

1. /^ OD, my [Length, to thee I pray, 
\J Turn not thou thine ear away ; 

Gracious to my words attend, 
While the fuppliant knee I bend. 

2. Let me not thofe judgments know, 
Ne'er to fee] that direful blow, 
By thy juft decrees afiign'd 
To the men of impious mind. 

3- °n 
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3. On thy long experienc’d aid, 
Set my hope for ever ftay'd; 
While my heart, with joy pofseft, 
Leaps within my throbbing breaft. 

4. Give me, Lord, thy love to (hare. 
Feed me with a fhepherd’s care; 
Save thy people from diftrefs. 
And thy patrimony blefs* 

PSALM. XXIX. Merrick, 

i.O ING, ye fons of might, O fing 
O Praife to heav’n’s eternal kins ; 

Pow’r and {L ength to him afhgn. 
Bow before his hallow’d fhrine. 

2. Hark! h is voice in thunder breaks; 
Hufh’d to filence, while he {peaks, 
Ocean’s waves, from pole to pole. 
Hear the awful accents roll. 

3. See, as louder yet they rife, 
Echoing through the vaulted {kies; 
See, uplifted from its feat, 
Labanon itfelf retreat! 

4. How the.burning clouds give way. 
And the vivid lightnings play ! 
Now the wilds, by man untrod, 
Hear difmay’d th’ approaching God. 

5. Pro ft rate- 
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5. Proflrate on the facred floor, 
Bow, ye faints, 'is name adore; 
While Ids ?&-, ■<> wry tongue, 
Yield it’s argument of long. 

6. TTe the fwd'ing furge commands; 
Fix’d hi, throne For ever Hands; 

% 

He his p-ople (ball increafe, 
Arm with (Length, and blefs with peace. 

PSALM XXX. Tate and Brady. 

PART FIRST. 

1. T’LL celebrate thy praifes, Lord, 
X Who didfl thy pow’r employ 

To raife my drooping head, and check 
My foe’s intuiting joy. 

2. In my diftrefs I cry'd to thee, 
Who kindly didfl relieve, 

And from the grave’s expeQing jaws, 
My helplefs life retrieve. 

3. Thus to his courts, ye faints of his, 
With longs of praife repair; 

With me commemorate his truth 
And providential care. 

4. His wrath hath but a moment’s reign, 
His favour no decay ; 

Your night of grief is recompens'd 
With joy’s returning day. 

PART 
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PART SECOND. 

j. Inprofp’rous days my heart prefumd; 
No hidden change I fear’d; 

Whilft in my funihine of luccefs. 
No lowring cloud appear d. 

6. But foon I found thy favour, Lord, 
My only certain trull; 

When thou thy face did 11 hide, I faw 
My honour laid in dull, 

y. Then, as I vainly had prefum'd, 
My error I confefs’d; 

And thus with fimplicating voice 
Thy mercies throne addrefs’d: 

8. 44 What profit is there in my blood, 
« Congeal’d by death’s cold night? 

44 Can filent allies fpeak thy praife, 
u Thy wondrous truths recite ? 

o. 44 Hear me, O Lord, in mercy hear; 
4i Thy wonted aid extend; 

44 Send help, O thou on whom alone 
u I can for help depend.” 

io. My mourning voice, O Lord, thou hall 
To joy and praifes turn'd; 

In robes of (late invefted me, 
Who late in fackcloth mourn’d. 

E 2. 11. Exalted 
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And, as thy favours endlds arc, 
I hy endlefs praife rehearfe. 

i i. Exalted thus, 111 gladlv fing 
Thy praife, in grateful verfe; 

P S A L M XXXI. 

PART FIRST. 

i. XiOM fhame and infult fet me free. 
Jl For flill, O Lord! I trufl: in thee ; 

Once more thy kind affiitance lend. 
Once more thy fervant’s caufe defend; 
As juft and righteous is thy name, 
So let me now thy favour claim. 

2. Bow down, O Lord, thy gracious ear, 
Do thou my ftedfaft rock appear; 
To me fome fpeedy fuccour fend. 
My foul from danger to defend : 
Hear thou my voice when I complain. 
And flill my righteous caufe maintain. 

3. Since thcu ’rt my rock, and foes opprefs, 
Oh ! lead me out of this diftrefs; 
Thy wonted help, my God, impart. 
For thou my flrength and fortrefs art; 
To thee alone I look for aid, 
To fhun the fnares my foes have laid. 

4. Thou 



4- Thou Cod of mercy, love and truth, 
Who halt prelerv'd me from my youth; 
My ! ife, my foul, and all that’s mine, 
To thee I willingly relign; 
To thee my foul for fuccour flies, 
For thofe I hate who trull in lies. 

PART SECOND. WATTS. 

1. My heart rejoices in thy name, * 
My God, my heav’nly trull; 

Thou hall preferv’d my face from fhame, 
Mine honour from the dull. 

2. My life is fpent in grief I cry’d, 
My years confum’d in groans; 

My ftrength decays, mine eyes are dry’d, 
And forrow waftes my bones. 

3. Among mine enemies, my name 
A proverb vile was grown. 

While to my neighbours I became 
Forgotten and unknown. 

4. Slander and fear, on ev’ry fide. 
Seiz’d and befet me round; 

I to the Throne of Grace apply’d. 
And fpeedy refcue found. 

PART 



part third. Watts. 

1. My time is in thy hand, I cry'd. 
Though I draw near the duft; 

Thou art the refuge where I hide. 
The Godin whom I tmft. 

2. O n take thy reconciled face. 
Upon thy fervant fhine; 

And have me for thy mercy’s fake, 
For I m entirely thine. 

3. How great deliv Vance thou haft wrought. 
Before the ions of men ! 

Trie lying lips to filence brought, 
And made their boafting vain ! 

4. Thy goodnefs how divinely free ! 
Flow fweet thy fouling face. 

To thofe who fear thy majefty, 
And truft thy promis'd grace ! 

5. Thy children, from the ftrife of tongues, 
Shall thy pavilion hide, 

Guard them from infamv and wrongs. 
And crufh the fons of pride. 

6. Twas in my hafte, my fpirit faid, 
I mujl defpair and die, 

I am cut off before thine 'eyes; 
But thou haft heard my cry. 
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7. O love the Lord, all ye his faints. 
And fing his praifes loud: 

Ids'll bend his ear to your complaints, 
And recompence the proud. 

P S A L M XXXII. Tate and Brady. 

PART FIRST. 

1. TJE’s bleft whofe fins have pardon 
JLl gaind. 
No more in judgement to appear; 

Whofe guilt remiffion has obtain’d, 
And whofe repentance is fincere. 

2. While I conceal’d my inward fore, 
My bones confum’d without relief; 

All day did I with anguifh roar. 
But no complaints afsuag'd my grief. 

3. Heavy on me thy hand remain’d. 
By day and night alike diftrefs’d; 

My vital moifture’s wholly drain’d, 
Like land with fummer drought opprefs’d, 

4. No fooner X my wound difclos’d. 
The guilt that tortur’d me within; 

But thy forgivenefs interpos’d, 
And mercy’s healing balm pour’d in. 

F PART 
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PART SECOND. 

1. True penitents fhali thus fucceed, 
Who feek thee while thou may'll be found; 

They, from the common deluge free’d, 
Shall fee remorfelefs finners drown'd. 

2. Thy favour, Lord, in all diltrefs*, 
My tow'r of refuge I will own ; 

My haughty foes thou (halt reprefs, 
And me with longs of triumph crown. 

g. In my inftrudlion then confide, 
You that would truth’s lafe path defery* 

Your progrefs I'll fecurely guide, 
And keep you with my wakeful eye. 

4, Submit yourfelves to wifdom rules, 
Like men who reafon have attain'd, 

Not like th’ ungovern’d horfe or mule, 
Whofe fury mult be curb'd and rein’d. 

5. Sorrows on forrows multiply d, 
The harden’d finner fhali confound ; 

But them who in his truth confide, 
Bleffingsof mercy fhali furroundL 

PSALM XXXIIL 
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P S A L M XXXIII. 

PART FIRST. 

i.T3 EJOICE, ye righteous, in the L 
JLV And praife him with delight; 

For thankfulnefs becomes the lips 
Of thole who are upright. 

2. For faithful is the word of God, 
His works with truth abound, 

He juftice loves,.and all the earth 
Is with his goodnefs crown’d. 

3. By his almighty word at firft, 
The heav’nly arch was rear’d; 

And all the beauteous hofts of light 
At his command appear’d. 

4. Let all the tribes of human race* 
The Lord their Maker fear; 

Let all that dwell on earth’s wide face, 
This awful Lord revere. 

5. For he but fpake, and it was done, 
He gave the great command; 

This fpacious world began to be. 
And doth unfhaken ftand. 

6. He fcorns the angry nations rage, 
And breaks their vain defigns; 

His counfel hands through ev’ry age. 
And in full glory fliines. 

■I 

PART 
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PART SFXOND. 

7. Blelt nation who can in the Lord, 
As in their God rejoice; 

To whom he makes his glories known* 
Who hear his heav’nly voice; 

8. He all the nations of the earth, 
From heav’n his throne furvey’d; 

He faw their works,and view’d their thoughts; 
By him their hearts were made* 

g. No king is fav’d by mighty hofts; 
Their ftrength the ftrong deceives: 

No manag’d horfe by force or fpeed. 
His warlike rider faves. 

10. Tis God, who thofe that trull in him5 
Beholds with gracious eyes ; 

He frees their fouls from death, their wants 
In famine he fupplies* 

11. Our fouls on God with patience wait: 
Our help and fhield is he; 

Then, Lord, let itill our hearts rejoice, 
Becaufe we truft in thee, 

12. The riches of thy mercy, Lora, 
Do thou to 11s extend : 

Since we, for all we want or wifh. 
On thee alone depend. 

PSALM XXXIV. 
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PSALM XXXIV. 

part first. Tate and Brady. 

1. TnHRO’ all the changing fcenes of life, 
X In trouble and in joy, 

The praifes of my God fhall {till 
My heart and tongue employ. 

2. Of his deliv’rance I will boaft. 
Till all that are diftreft, 

From my example comfort take. 
And charm their griefs to reft. 

3. O magnify the Lord with me. 
With me exalt his name; 

When in diftrefs to him I call’d. 
He to my refcue came. 

4. Their drooping hearts were foon refrefh’d. 
Who look’d to him for aid; 

Defir’d fuccefs in ev’ry face, 
A cheerful air difplay’d. 

5. The holts of God encamp around 
The dwellings of the juft: 

Deliv’rance he affords to all. 
Who in his fuccour trull. 

6. O make but trial of his love ; 
Experience will decide, 

How bleft are they, and only they 
Who in his truth confide. 

y. Fear 
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7. Fear him, ye faints, and you will then 
Have nothing elfe to fear: 

Make you his fervice your delight, 
Your wants fhail be his care. 

8. While hungry lions lack their prey. 
The Lord will food provide, 

For fuch as put their truft in him, 
And fee their wants fupplykL 

PART SECOND. WaT'TS, 

9- Come, children, learn to fear the Lord, 
And, that your days be long, 

Let not a falfe or fpiteful word, 
Be found upon your tongue. 

10. Depart from mifchief, praPtife love, 
Purfue the works of peace; 

So (hall the Lord your w'ays approve, 
And fet your fouls at eafe. 

11. His eyes awake to guard the juft; 
His ears attend their cry: 

When broken fpirits dwell in duft, 
The God of grace is nigh. 

12. What, tho’ the forrows here they tafte, 
Are fharp and tedious too, 

The Lord who faves them all at laft, 
Is their fupporter now* 

13. Evil 
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13. Evil (hall finite the wicked dead; 

But God fecures his own ; 
Prevents the mifchief when they Aide, 

Or heals the broken bone. 

14. When defolation like a flood. 
O’er the proud firmer rolls. 

Saints find a refuge in their God, 
l or he redeem’d their fouls. 

■w 
PSALM XXXVL 

part first. Watts. 

HEN man grows bold in fin. 
My heart within me cries. 

He hath no faith of God within. 
Nor fear before his eyes. 

2. He walks a while conceal’d, 
In a felf-flattering dream, 

Till his dark crimes at once reveal’d, 
Expofe his hateful name. 

3. His heart is falfe and foul; 
His words are fmooth and fair; 

Wifdom is banifh’d from his foul, 
And leaves no goodnefs there. 

4. He plots upon his bed, 
New mifchiefs to fulfill; 

He lets his heart, and hand and head. 
To pra&ife all that’s ilk 

5 But 
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5. But there's a dreadful Cod, 
Tho’ men renounce his fear; 

Hisjuftice hid behind the cloud 
Shall one great day appear* 

FART SECOND. SCOTCH VERSION. 

to Thy mercy. Lord, is in the heav’n’s; 
Thy truth doth reach the clouds, 

Thyjufiice is like mountains great; 
Thy judgements deep as floods. 

2. Lord, thou preferveft man and bead: 
How precious is thy grace! 

Therefore, in fhadow of thy wings 
Mens fons their truft fhall place. 

3. They with the riches of thy houfe 
Shall be well fatisfy’d; 

From rivers of thy pleafures thou 
Wilt drink to them provide. 

4. Becaufe of life th’ eternal fpring, 
Remains alone with thee, 

And in that pureft light of thine, 
We clearly light fhall fee. 

5. Thy loving kindnefs unto them 
Continue, that thee know : 

And ftill on men upright in heart 
Thy righteoufnels beftow. 

PSALM XXXVI. 
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PSALM XXXVII. Watts. 

PART FIRST. 

s.T 7T7HY fhould I vex my foul, and fret 
V V To fee the wicked rife ? 

Or envy finners waxing great 
By violence and lies? 

2. Soon is the grafs cut down, and dies; 
And beauteous flow’rs decay; 

More fwift the {inner’s glory flies3 
And fooner fades than they. 

3. Then let me make the Lord my trufl5 
And praftife all that’s good; 

So (hall I dwell among the juft. 
And he’ll provide me food, 

4. Mine innocence he fhall difplay. 
And make his judgements known3 

Fair as the light of dawning day5 
And glorious as the noon. 

5. The meek at laft the earth pofsefs5 
And are the heirs of heav’n; 

True riches, with abundant peace5 
To humble fouls are given* 

F 2. f ART 



PART SECOND. 

6. Reft in the Lord, and keep his way, 
Nor let your anger rife, 

Tho’Providence fhould long delay. 
To punifh haughty vice. 

7. Let Tinners join to break your peace. 
And plot and rage and foam; 

The Lord derides them, for he knows 
His day of wrath will come. 

8. For they have drawn the threat’ning fword. 
Have bent the murd’rous bow, 

To flay the men that fear the Lord, 
And bring the righteous low. 

9. But God fhall break their bow, and burn 
Their perfecuting darts; 

Shall their own fwords againft them turn, 
With ill am c o’erwhelm their hearts. 

PART THIRD. 

ao. Why do the wealthy wicked boaft3 
And grow profanely bold ? 

The meaneft portion of the juft 
Excels the Tinner’s gold. 

11. The wicked borrows of his friends. 
And ne’er defigns to pay; 

The faint is merciful and lends, 
Nor turns the poor away. 

12. His 
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12. His alms with liberal heart he gives. 
Among the fons of need; 

His mem’ry to long ages lives, 
And blefled is his feed, 

13. His lips abhor to talk profane. 
To Hander or defraud; 

His ready tongue declares to men. 
What he has learn’d from God. 

14. The law and gofpel of the Lord, 
Deep in his heart abide; 

Led by the Spirit and the word. 
His feet fliall never Hide. 

15. When Tinners fall, the righteous (land 
Preferv’d from evry fnare; 

They fhall pofsefs the promis'd land, 
And dwell for ever there, 

PART FOURTH. 

16. My God, the fieps of pious men. 
Are order'd by thy will; 

Though they fnould fall, they rife again, 
Thy hand fupports them ftill. 

ij. The Lord delights to fee their ways; 
Their virtue he approves: 

He 11 ne er deprive them of his grace, 
Nor leave the man he loves. 

18. The 



18. The heav’nly heritage is theirs. 
Their portion and their home; 

He feeds them now, and makes them heirs 
Of blefiings long to come. 

19. Wait on the Lord, ye fons of men. 
Nor fear when tyrants frown; 

Ye fhall confefs their pride was vain. 
When juftice cafts them down. 

20. The haughty {inner have I feen. 
Not fearing man nor God, 

Like a tall tree grow fair and green. 
His branches fpread abroad, 

21. But lo! he vanifh’d from the ground, 
Deftroy’d by hands unfeen; 

Nor root, nor branch, nor leaf was found 
Where all that pride had been. 

22. But mark the man of righteoufnefs. 
His fev’ral fleps attend; 

True pleafure runs through all his ways. 
And peaceful is his end. 

PSALM XXXVIII. Watts. 

1. A MIDST thy wrath remember love, 
j \ Reftore thy fervant, Lord; 

Nor let a father’s chaining prove 
Like an avenger’s fword. 

*• Thy 
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2. Thy arrows flick within my hearty 

My flelh is forely preft; 
Between the forrow and the fmart. 

My fpirit finds no reft. 

3. My fins a heavy load appear5 
And o’er my head are gone. 

Too heavy they for me to bear, 
Too hard for me t’ atone. 

4. My thoughts are like a troubled fea*> 
That finks my comforts down; 

And I go mourning all the day. 
Beneath my fathers frown. 

5. Lord I am weaken’d and difmaycl. 
None of my pow’rs are whole; 

My wounds with piercing anguifti bleed3 
The anguifti of my foul. 

6. All my defires to thee are known. 
Thine eye counts ev’ry tear; 

And every figh and ev’ry groan. 
Is notic’d by thine ear. 

y. Thou art my God, my only hope; 
My God will hear my cry, 

My God will bear my fpirit up. 
When Satan bids me die, 

G 8, My 
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8. My foes rejoice, whene’er I Aide, 
To fee my virtue fail; 

It forms their pleafure and their pride9 
Whene’er their wiles prevail. 

g. But I'll confefs my guilty ways, 
And grieve for all my fin; 

Ill mourn how weak the feeds of grace. 
And beg fupport divine. 

10. My Cod, forgive my follies paft*, 
And be forever nigh; 

O Lord, to my falvation hade, 
Before thy iervant die. 

PSALM XXXIX. Watts. 

PART FIRST. 

if | W1US I refolv’d before the Lord; 
JL Now will I watch my tongue, 

Left I let flip one finful word. 
Or do my neighbour wrong. 

2. Whene’er con ft rain’d awhile to flay 
With men of lives profane; 

Ill fet a double guard that day. 
Nor let my talk be vain. 

g. Ill fcarce allow my lips to fpeak 
The pious thoughts I feel, 

Left fcoffers fhould th’ occafion take 
To mock my holy zeal, 

4* Yet 
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4. Yet if fome proper hour appear. 
I’ll not be over aw’d, 

But let the fcoffing finners hear. 
That we can fpeak for God, 

PART SECOND, 

g. Teach me the meafure of my days. 
Thou maker of my frame; 

I would furvey life’s narrow fpace, 
And learn how frail I am. 

6. A fpan is all that we can boaft: 
How fhort, how fleet our time! 

Man is but vanity and duft. 
In all his flow’r and prime. 

7. See the vain race of mortals move 
Like fhadows o’er the plain; 

They rage and ftrive, deli re and love, 
But all their noife is vain. 

8. Some walk in honours gaudy fhow. 
Some dig for golden ore, 

They toil for heirs, they know not who. 
And flrait are feen no more. ■ 

9. What fhould I wifh or wait for then. 
From creatures, earth and duff ? 

They make our expectation vain. 
And difappoint our truft. 

10. Now 



10. Now I forbid my carnal hope, 
My fond defire recall; 

I give my mortal int’reft up, 
And make my God my alL 

PART THIRD. 

11. God of my life, look gently down, 
Behold the pains I feel; 

But I am dumb before thy throne, 
Nor dare difpute thy will. 

12. Yet I may plead with humble cries, 
Remove thy fnarp rebukes; 

My ftrength confumes, my fpirit dies. 
Through thy repeated ftrokes. 

13. Crufh’d as a moth beneath thy hand, 
We moulder to the duft: 

Our feeble powYs can ne’er withftand, 
And all our beauty’s loft. 

14. I’m but a ft ranger here below. 
As all my fathers were; 

May I be well prepar’d to go9 
When I the fummons hear. 

15. But if my life be {par’d awhile; 
Before I hence remove, 

Thy praife (hall be my bufinefs ftill, 
And I’ll declare thy love. 

PSALM XL, 
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part first. Merrick* 

7ITH patient hope my God I fought, 
V V He far beyond my u lino it thought 
His faving help apply’d; 

He from the dark and miry pit, 
High on a rock has rais’d my feet, 

Nor fear my Heps to hide. 

2. His praife infpires my grateful tongue, 
And diHates to my lips a long, 

In (trains unheard before; 
Admiring crowds his works [hall fee. 
Their ftrength on him repofe with me, 

With me his name adore. 

3. Blefs’d who in thee, great God, confide^ 
Nor madly truft the arm of pride. 

And helps that but betray: 
Thy mercies, Lord, all praife furmount, 
No numbers can their fum recount. 

Nor words their worth difplay, 

PART SECOND. WATTS. 

1. No blood of beafts, on altar’s fpilt, 
Can cleanfethe foul, O Lord, from guilt; 
But thou haft fet before our eyes, 
An all-fuffident facrifice. 

2. Lo! 
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2. Lo! thine eternal Son appears; 
To thy defigns he bows his ears; 
Afsumes a body well prepar'd, 
And well performs a work fo hard. 

3. Behold I come (the Saviour cries^ 
With love and duty in his eyes,] 
1 come to bear the heavy load 
Of Jins, and do thy will, my God. 

4. ’Tis written in thy great decree9 
9Tis in thy book foretold of me, 
1 mujlfulfil the Saviour s part, 
And lo ! thy law is in my heart« 

5* Til magnify thy holy law, 
And rebels to obedience draw, 
When on my crofs Tm lifted highly 
Or to my crown above theJky. 

6. The Spirit fhall defcend and flow 
What thou hajl done, what I do; 
The wondering world fall learn thy gracfy 
And all creation tune thy praife. 

PSALM XLI. 

E’s blefs’d whofe tender care, 
jL Relieves the poor diftrefs’d; 

When troubles gather round, 
The Lord fliall give him reft. 
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2. His life, with bleffings crown’d. 
The Lord (hall fare prolong; 

And check the will of thofe 
Who feek to do him wrong. 

0 

3. If he, in low eflate, 
Opprefs’d with ficknefs Iie9 

The Lord will comfort fend, 
And inward (Length fupply* 

4. Secure of this, to God 
I thus my pray'r addrefs’d: 

66 Lord, heal my wounded foul, 
u For I have much tranfgrefs’d.” 

5. My foes, with dandring words. 
Attempt to wound my fame; 

u When fhall he die,” fay they, 
i6 And men forget his name ?,s 

6. With whifpers fuch as thefe3 
To hurt me they devife : 

w His doom at length is come, 
“ He’s fall’n, no more to rife. 

7. My own familiar friend, 
On whom I moft rely'd, 

Has me, whofe gueft he was. 
With open fcorn defy’d, 

8. But 
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8. But thou my wretched ftate3 
In mercy. Lord, regard; 

And raife me up that they 
May meet their juft reward, 

9. Thou fuffer ft not my foes3 
To triumph in my fall; 

Therefore, I know thine ear3 
Is open when I call. 

10. My life thou doft fecure, 
From danger and di[grace; 

And thou [halt fet me ftiil 
Before thy glorious face. 

11. Let, therefore, Ifraels Lord 
From age to age be bleft3 

And all the people s joy 
With loud Amens exprefh 

PSALM XLIL Merrick. 

t. A S pants the hart for cooling fprings, 
IJL So longs my foul, O King of Kings3 

Thy face in near approach to lee; 
I thirft, great fource of life, for thee; 
When fhall I reach thy bleft abode? 
When meet the prefence of my God ? 

8. When up fair Zion’s high afcent. 
The tribes in long proceffion went; 

And 

■■■ 
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And while thy praife in grateful fongs, 
Refounded from a thousand tongues; 
I, rank’d among the feflive train, 
Exulting trod the hallow’d fane. 

3. Why now, my foul, with care opprefs’d? 
And whence the woes that fill my bread? 
In all thy cares, in all thy woes, 
On God thy ftedfaft hope repofe; 
To him my thanks fhall ftill be paid, 
My fure defence, my conftant aid. 

4* d hy mercies, Lord, before my eyes5 
Shall yet in fweet remembrance rife-, 
To thee my foul afcends in pray’r. 
And in thy bofom pours it’s care: 
d hy name to rapture prompts my tongue. 
My joy by day, by night my fong. 

^ ^ A M XLIII. Tate and Bead a o 

3. TLSr judge of heav’n, a gain ft my foes, 
0 Do thou afsert my injur’d ri<d«; 

O let me free, my God, from thofe 
ri:at in deceit and wrong delight. 

2. Since thou art ftill my only flay, 
Wny leav’ft thou me in deep ditheft? 

Why go I mourning all the day, 
\\ hile me infulting foes opprefs ? 

^ 3. Let 



g. Let me with light and truth be blefl; 
Be thefe my guides to lead the way j 

Till on thy holy hill I reft, 
And in thy facred temple pray. 

4. Then will I there frefh altars raife 
To God, who is my only joy; 

And well-tun’d harps, with longs of praife. 
Shall all my grateful hours employ. 

r. Why then call down my foul ? and why 
So much opprefs’d with anxious care ? 

On God, thy God for aid rely, 
Who will thy ruin’d ftate repair. 

PSALM XLIV. Watts. 

1. T ORD, we have heard thy works of old, 
fl 1 Thy works of pow’r and grace, 

When to our ears our fathers told 
The wonders of their days. 

2. They faw thy beauteous churches rife, 
The Spreading gofpel run; 

While light and glory from the hides, 
Through all their temples fnone. 

3. In God they boafted all the day, 
And in a cheerful throng 

Did thou hands meet to prail'e and pray, 
And grace was all their fong. 

4. But 
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4. But now our fouls are feiz’d with fhame3 
Confufion fills our face, 

To hear the enemy blafpheme, 
And fools reproach thy grace. 

5. Yet have we not forgot our God, 
Nor falfely dealt with heavn; 

Nor have our Heps declin’d the road 
Of duty thou haft giv n. 

6. We are expos'd all day to die 
As martyrs for thy name; 

As fheep for daughter bound, we lie3 
And wait the kindling flame. 

7. Awake, arife. Almighty Lord, 
Why fleeps thy wonted grace? 

Why fhould we feem like men abhorr cl. 
Or banifh'd from thy face. 

8. Wilt thou for ever caft us off. 
And ftill negleft our cries? 

For ever hide thy heav’nly love. 
From our afflifted eyes? 

9. Down to the duft our foul is bow’d. 
And dies upon the ground; 

Rife for our help, rebuke the proud. 
And all their pow’rs confound. 

10. Redeem 
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10. Redeem us from perpetual fhame. 
Our Saviour and our God; 

We plead the honours of thy name3 
The merits of thy blood, 

PSALM XLV. Watts, 

i-TV/TY Saviour and my King, 
i-VJL Thy beauties are divine; 

Thy lips with bleffmgs overflow. 
And evry grace is thine. 

2. Now make thy glory known. 
Gird on thy dreadful fword. 

And ride in majefly to fpread 
The conquers of thy word, 

3. Strike through thy ftubborn foes, 
Or make their hearts obey; 

While juhice, meeknefs, grace and truth, 
Attend thy glorious way. 

4. Thy laws, O God, are right; 
Thy throne lhall ever (land; 

And the victorious gofpel prove 
A fceptre in thy hand. 

5. Thy Father and thy God, 
Hath without meafure filed 

His Spirit, like a joyful oil, 
T anoint thy facred head. 

6, Behold 
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6. Behold at thy right hand, 
The Gentile church is feens 

Like a fair bride in rich attire, 
And princes guard the queen, 

y. Fair bride, receive his love, 
Forget thy father’s houfe; 

Forfake thy gods, thy idol gods. 
And pay the Lord thy vows. 

8. O let thy God and king, 
Thy fweeteft thoughts employ; 

Thy children fhall his honour fing$ 
In palaces of joy. 

PSALM XLVI. Scotch version. 

OD is our refuge and our ftrength, 
vJT In ftraits a prelent aid : 

Therefore, although the earth remove, 
We will not be afraid. 

* 

2. Though hills amidft the fea be call, 
Though waters roaring make, 

And troubled rife; yea, though the hills 
The fwelling billows fhake. 

3. A river is, whofe ft reams make glad 
The city of our God; 

The holy place, wherein the Lord 
Hath fi^d his firm abode, 

H God 
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4. God in the midit of her doth .dwell; 
Nothing fhall her remove; 

The Lord to her an helper will. 
And that right early, prove. 

5. In tumults did the heathen rage, 
The kingdoms moved were; 

The Lord God utter’d forth his voice. 
The earth did fhake for fear. 

6. Come and behold what wondrous works 
Have by the Lord been wrought; 

Come, fee what judgments, by his hand, 
Have on the earth been brought. 

7. Unto the ends of all the earth. 
War into peace he turns: 

The bow he breaks, the fpear he cuts, 
In fire the chariot burns. 

8. Ye people of the earth, be ftill, 
And know that I am God; 

Among the nations I'll be fear’d. 
My praife be fpread abroad, 

g. The Lord of hofts upon our fide 
Doth conflantly remain; 

The God of Jacob’s our refuge. 
Us fafely to maintain. 

PSALM XLVIU 
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PSALM XLVII. Tate and Brady^ 

All ye people, clap vour hands, 
And with triumphant voices fing; 

No force the mighty powr withftands, 
Of God, the univerfal king. 

2. He fhall oppofing nations quell, 
And with fuccefs our battles fight; 

Shall fix the place where we mult dwell2 
The pride of Jacob, his delight. 

3. God is gone up, our Lord and king, 
With fhouts of joy and trumpets found’ 

To him repeated praifes fing, 
And let the cheerful fong go round. 

4. Your utmofi: fkill in praife be fhown 
For him, who all the world commands; 
t * 

Who fits upon his righteous throne, 
And fpreads his fway o’er diftant lands* 

5. Our chiefs and tribes, that far from hence, 
To ferve the God of Abram came, 

Found him their conftant fure defence: 
How great and glorious is his name! 

PSALM XLVIII. 
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PSALM XLVIII. Watts® 

PART FIRST. 

1. /^ REAT is the Lord our God, 
And let his praife be great; 

He makes his churches his abode. 
His moft delightful feat. 

2. The temples of his grace. 
How beautiful they ftand! 

The honours of our dwelling place^ 
And bulwarks of our land. 

3. In Sion God is known, 
A refuge in diftrefs; 

How bright has his falvation flione! 
How fair his heav’nly grace! 

4. When kings againfl; her join’d. 
And faw the Lord was there; 

In wild confufion of the mind. 
They fled with hafty fear. 

5. When navies tall and proud. 
Attempt to fpoil our peace, 

Lie fends his tempeft roaring loud, 
And finks them in the feas. 

6. Oft have our fathers told. 
Our eyes have often feen, 

How well our God fecures the fold, 
Where his own flock has been. 

7. In 
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7. In ev’ry new diftrefs, 
We’ll to his houfe repair, 

Recall to mind his wond’rous grace. 
And feck deliv’rance there. 

PART SECOND. 

8. Far as thy name is known, 
The world declares thy praife, 

Thy faints, O Lord, before thy throne. 
Their font's of honour raife. o 

g. With joy the people ftand 
On Sion’s chofen hill; 

Proclaim the wonders of thy hand. 
And councils of thy will. 

10. Let ftranq;ers walk around 
The city where we dwell, 

Compafs and view thy holy ground*, 
And mark the buildings well, 

11. The order of thy houfe. 
The worfhip of thy court, 

The chearful fongs, the folemn vows, 
And make a fair report. 

12. Flow decent and how wife! 
Flow glorious to behold! 

Beyond the pomp that charms the eyes. 
And rites adorn’d with gold. 

13. The 
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13. The God we worfhip now. 
Will guide us till we die; 

Will be our God while here below* 
And our’s above the Iky. 

PSALM XLIX. Merrick. 

PART FIRST. 

1. "\7rE nations, hear; ye fons of earth* 
A Of highell or oblcureft birth; 

Ye who from wealth’s full board are fed* 
And ye who eat with toil your bread : 

2. My words with juft attention weigh* 
And liften to the hallow’d lay; 
My lips (hall wifdom’s lefsonsyield; 
My heart with nobleft fcience fill’d. 

3. Ceafe, mortals, ceafeyourpride; nor dream 
That riches fhall from death redeem; 
Or from the all-difpofing hand, 
A brother’s forfeit life demand. 

4. But, taught the foul’s juft price to know, 
At once the frantic thought forego; 
In vain would friendfhip’s zeal effay, 
The full equivalent to pay. 

5. In vain the fleeting breath to fave, 
And plead exemption from the grave, 
Though envied Ophir’s wealthieft mine 
Its treafures to the purchafe join. 

PART 
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PART SECOND. 

6. Behold the man in wifdom’s fchool 
Long tutor’d, like the untaught fool, 
To death fubmit, and leave his heir 
His heaps of gather’d wealth to fhare. 

7. Art bids him build the dome fubiime, 
Proof to the rage of eating time, 
W hile lands fubjefled to his claim, 
Take from their haughty lord a name, 

8. Yet man, with erring pride elate, 
And high in pow’r, in honour great. 
Shares with the brute an equal doom. 
And fleeps forgotten in the tomb. 

9. His hope thus vain, thus faithlefs founds 
His fons aisume: in endlefs round 
Another and another race 
Their father’s wayward fteps fhall traoe. 

10. T ogether now behold them laid, 
As fheep, when night extends her fhade % 
While death, within the vaulted rock, 
Stern fhepherd, guards the dumb’ring flock, 

11. Corruption there it’s work fhall ply, 
And, wiapt in darknefs as they lie, 
Each feature fair, each boafted grace, 

With unrelenting hand efface, ' 
12. Ye 
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12. Ye juft, exulting lift your eyes: 
Behold the promis’d morn arife, 
That bids you, o’er each haughty foe. 
Exalted, endlefs triumphs know. 

13, Mv foul, amidft your happy train. 
The wifh’d redemption fhall obtain, 
By God adopted, death fliall brave. 
And mock the difappointed grave* 

PSALM L. 

part first. Watts* 

1 .npHE Lord, the judge, before his throne 
I.. Bids the whole earth draw nigh^ 

The nations near the riling fun. 
And near the weftern fky. 

2. No more fhall bold blafphemers fay, 
Judgement will ne'er begin; 

No more abufe the long delay. 
To impudence and fin. 

g. Thron’d on a cloud our God fhall come. 
Bright flames prepare his way, 

Thunder and darknefs, fire and ftorm 
Lead on the dreadful day, 

4. Heav’n 
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4. Heav'n from above his call fliall hear, 
Attending angels come, 

And earth and hell fhall know and fear. 
His jufiice and their doom. 

5. But gather all my faints (he cries) 
That made their peace with God, 

By the Redeemers facrifice, 
And feal’d it with his blood. 

6. Their faith and works brought forth to 
light, 

Shall make the world confefs. 
My fentence of reward is right, 

And heav’n adore my grace. 

PART SECOND. 

7* Thus faith the Lord, the fpacious fields. 
And flocks and herds are mine; 

O’er all the cattle of the hills, 
I claim a right divine. 

8. I afk no fheep for facrifice. 
Nor bullocks burnt with fire ; 

To hope and love, to pray and praife. 
Is all that I require. 

9* Invoke my name when trouble’s near. 
My hand fhall fet thee free; 

Then fhall thy thankful lips declare 
The honour due to me, 

H 2, *0. The 
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10. The man that offers humble praife, 
Declares my glory beft ; 

And thofe that tread my holy ways. 
Shall my falvation tafte. 

PART THIRD, 

1. The righteous Lord his people warns; 
Let hypocrites attend and fear, 

Who place their hopes in rites and forms. 
But make not faith nor love their care, 

2. They impioufly rehearfe his name. 
With lips of falfehood and deceit; 

A friend or brother they defame, 
And footh and flatter thofe they hate. 

3. They watch to do their neighbour wrong. 
Yet dare to feek their Maker’s face; 

They take his cov’nant on their tongue. 
But break his laws, abufe his grace. 

4. To heav’n they lift their hands unclean, 
Defil’d with lull, and ftain’d with blood; 

By night they praftife ev’ry fin, 
By day their mouths draw near to God, 

f]. And while his judgements long delay. 
They grow fecure and fin theinorc; 

They think he fleeps as well as they, 
And put far off the dreadful hour. 

6. Oh 
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6. Oh dreadful hour! when God draws near, 
And fets their crimes before their eyes; 

His wrath their guilty fouls fhall tear. 
And no delivYer dare to rife. 

PSALM LI. Watts. 

PART I'IRST. 

1. /~\ GOD of grace! our fins forgive, 
And let repenting finners live; 

Great God! thy nature hath no bound. 
So let thy pardYiing love be found. 

2. Oh wafii our fouls from evYy {lain. 
And make our guilty confcience clean; 
Guilt like a burden on us lies, 
And pall offences pain our eyes. 

3. Our lips with flrame our fins confefs, 
Againfl thy law, againfl thy grace; 
Lord, fhould thy judgement grow fevere, 
We are condemn'd, but thou art clear. 

4. Soon as we draw our infant breathy 
The feeds of fin grow up for death; 
The law demands a perfect heart. 
But we Ye defil’d in cvYy part. 

5. Great God create our heart anew, 
And form our fpirit pure and true; 
Oh make us wile by times to fee 
Our danger and our remedy. 

6. While 
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6. While guilt difturbs and breaks our peace, 
Nor flefh nor foul hath reft or eafe; 
Lord ! let us hear thy pardning voice. 
And make our broken heart rejoice. 

PART SECOND. 

7. O thou that hear ft when Tinners cry. 
Though all our crimes before thee lie. 
Behold them not with angry look, 

* But blot their mem’ry from thy book. 

8. Create our nature pure within. 
And form our fouls averfe to fin; 
Let thy good fpirit ne’er depart. 
Nor hide thy prefence from our heart, 

g. We cannot live without thy light, 
Caft out and banifh’d from thy fight; 
Thine holy joys, OGod, reft ore, 
Uphold us that we fall no more. 

10. A broken heart, O God! our king, 
Is all the facrifice we bring; 
The God of grace will ne’er defpife 
A broken heart for facrifice. 

11. Our foul lies humbled in the duft, 
And owns thy dreadful fentencejuft; 
Look down, O Lord, with pitying eye, 
And fave the foul condemn’d to die. 

12, Then 

% 



PSALMS. 97 

12. Then {hall thy love infpire our tongue, 
Salvation {hall be all our fong; 
And all our pow’rs fhall join to blefs 
The Lord our {Length and righteoufnefs. 

PSALM LIV. Paraphrased. 

1. "TOEHOLD us, Lord, and let our cry 
JLj Before thy throne afcend ; 

Call thou on us a pitying eye5 
And ftill our lives defend* 

2. For flaught’ring foes infult us round5 
Oppreffive, proud and vain; 

They caft our temples to the ground^ 
And all our rites profane*, 

3. Yet thy forgiving grace we trull5 
And in thy pow’r rejoice; 

Thine arm fhall crufh our foes to dull;* 
Thy praife infpire our voice* 

4. Be thou with thofe whofe friendly hands 
Upheld us in diftrefs; 

Extend thy truth through ev’ry land* 
And ftill thy people blefs. 

I PSALM LV» 
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IVE ear thou judge of all the earthy 
And liften when I pray; 

Nor from thy humble fuppliant turn 
Thy glorious face away* 

2. My heart is rack’d with pain, my foul 
With fears of death diflrefs’d ; 

With dread and trembling compafs’d round, 
With horror quite opprefs’d. 

g. How often have I wifh’d that I 
The doves fwift wings could get9 

That I might take my fpeedy flighty 
And make a lafe retreat. 

4, Then would I wander far from hence$ 
And in wild deferts (tray. 

Till all this furious florin be fpent. 
This tempeft pafs’d away. 

PART SECOND. 

&. Deftroy, O Lord, the finners hopes, 
Their counfels quick divide: 

For through the city my griev’d eyes 

Have ftrife and rapine fpy’d, 

2* By 



2. By day and night on every wall. 
They walk their conftant round; 

And in the midft of all her flrength. 
Are grief and mifchief found, 

3. Nor was it any open foe 
That falfe reflections made; 

For then I could with eafe have borne 
The bitter things he faid. 

4. ’Twas none who hatred had profefs’dj 
That did againft me rife ; 

For then I had withdrawn myfelf 
From his malicious eyes. 

5. But ’twas e’en thou, my guide, my friend 
Whom tend’reft love did join, 

Whofe fweet advice I valu'd mod, 
Whofe pray’rs were mix’d with mine, 

6. Sure vengeance equal to their crimes*, 
Such traitors mult furprife, 

And fudden death requite thofe ills, 
They wickedly devife, 

£ ART THIRD® WATTS. 

i. Let finners take their cotirfe? 
And chufe the road to death; 

But in the worfhip of my God 
I’ll fpend my daily breath. 

S2. My 



100 PSALMS. 

2. My thoughts addrefs his throne^ 
When morning brings the light ^ 

I feek his bleffings evry noon3 
And pay my vows at night. 

g. Thou wilt regard my cries, 
O my eternal God, 

While finners perifh in furprize^ 
Beneath thine angry rod. 

4„ Becaufe they dwell at eafe, 
And no fad changes feel, 

They neither fear nor truft thy namej 
Nor learn to do thy will. 

5. But I, with all my cares. 
Will lean upon the Lord; 

I’ll call my burden on his arms 
And reft upon his word. 

6. His arm fhall well fuftaiti 
The children of his love; 

The ground on which their fafety ftands$ 

No earthly powY can move. 

PSALM LVI. Watts. 

PART FIRST. 

THOU whofejuftice reigns on high* 
And makes th’ opprefsor ceafe, 

Behold how envious finners try 

To vex and break my peace! 
2-. The 
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2. The fons of mifchief and of lies, 
Join to devour me, Lord? 

But as my hourly dangers rile, 
My refuge is thy word. 

3. In God moft holy, juft and true, 
I have repos’d my truft; 

Nor will I fear what flefh can do5 
The offspring of the duft. 

4. They wreft my words againft me ftill^ 
Charge me with unknown faults; 

With mifehief all their counfels fill. 
With malice all their thoughts,, 

5. Shall they efcape without thy frown P 
Muft their devices Hand ? 

O caft the haughty finner down, 
And let him feel thy hand* 

PART SECOND, 

6. God fees the forrows of his faints. 
Their groans affeft his ears; 

Thy mercy counts my juft complaints. 
And numbers all my tears, 

7. When to thy throne I raife my cry. 
The wicked fear and flee : 

So fwift is pray’r to reach the Iky, 
So near is God to me, 

« IJ V 
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8. In thee mo ft holy, juft and true* 
I have repos’d my truft; 

Nor will I fear what man can do. 
The offspring of the duft. 

9. Thy folemn vows are on me, Lord! 
Thou (halt receive my praife; 

I’ll fing, how faithful is thy word, 
How righteous all thy ways. 

10. Thou haft fecur’d my foul from deaths 
O fet thy prisoner free; 

That heart and hand, and life and breath* 
May be employ’d for thee, 

PSALM LVII. Watts. 

God! in whom are all the fprings 
Of boundlefs love, and unknown 

grace, 
Hide us beneath thy fpreading wings, 
Till thefe calamities o’erpafs. 

Up to the heav’n we fend our cry; 
The Lord will our defires perform; 
He fends his angel from the fky, 
And faves us from the threat’ning ftorm, 

3. Our hearts are fix’d; our fongs fhall raife 
Immortal honours to thy name, 
Awake our tongues, to found his praife, 
Our tongues, the glory of our frame. 

4. High 
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4• High o’er the earth his mercy reigns*. 
And reaches to the utmofi fky ; 
His truth to endlefs years remains, 
When lower worlds dissolve and die* 

5. Be thou exalted, O our God! 
Above the heav’ns where angels dwell % 
Thy pow'r on earth be known abroad^ 
And land to land thy wonders telh 

PSALM LVIIL Watts. 

1. I UDGES, who rule the world by laws, 
J Will ye delpife the righteous caufe. 
When th* injur’d poor before you (land? 

Dare ye condemn the righteous poor3 
And let rich finners ’fcape fecure. 

While gold and greatnefs bribe your hand ? 

2. Have you forgot, or never knew. 
That God will judge the judges too? 

High in the heav’ns his jultice reigns: 
Yet you invade the rights of God, 
And fend your bold decrees abroad 

1 o bind the confcience in your chains. 

3. A poifon’d arrow is your tongue. 

The arrow lharp, the poifon ftrong, 

Death 
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Death follows clofe where’er it wounds; 
You hear no counfels, cries or tears ; 
So the deaf adder flops her ears, 

Again 11 the pow’r of charming founds. 

4. Break out their teeth, eternal God: 
Thofe teeth of lions dy’d in blood; 

And crufh the ferpents in the dull: 
As empty chaff, when whirlwinds rile. 
Before the fweeping temped flies, 

So let their names and hopes be loll. 

5. Th’ Almighty thunders through the fky. 
Their grandeur melts, their titles die, 

As hills of fnow difsolve and run, 
Or fnails that perifh in their fume, 
Or births that come before their time. 

Vain births, that never fee the fun. 

6. Thus fhall the vengeance of the Lord, 
Safety and joy to faints afford; 

And all that hear fhall join and fay, 
« Sure there’s a God who rules on high, 
« A God that hears his children cry, 

« And will their fuff’rings well repay.” 

PSALM LIX. 
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PSA L M LIX. Abridged. Anon* 

1.17ROM foes that round us rife, 
Jl O God of heav’n defend, 

Who brave the vengeance of the Ikies* 
And with thy faints contend. 

2. Behold from difhant Chores* 
And deferts wild they come, 

Combine for blood their barb’rous force* 
And through thy cities roam. 

g. Beneath the filent fhade, 
Their fecret plots they lay, 

Our peaceful walls by night invade* 
And wafte the fields by day. 

4. And will the God of grace* 
Regardlefs of our pain, 

Permit fecure that impious race* 
To riot in their reign ? 

5. In vain their fecret guile. 
Or open force they prove; 

His eye can pierce the deepeft veil. 
His hand their ftrength remove. 

6. \ et lave them, Lord, from death. 
Left we forget their doom ; 

But drive them with thine angry breath* 
Thro diftant lands to roam, 

I 2, 7, Then 
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y. Then {hall our grateful voice. 
Proclaim our guardian God; 

The nations round the earth rejoice, 
And found thy praife abroad. 

PSALM LX. Merrick. 

EPULS’D, difpers’d, chaftis’dby thee. 
O grant us, Lord, thy face to fee. 

And let the people, once thy care3 
Again thy fav ring prefence fhare. 

2. How trembles this divided land. 
Beneath the terrors of thy hand! 
G thou the God whom we adore. 
Its breaches heal, its peace reftore. 

g. Our hope, on man repos’d in vain9 
O let thy (Length, great God, fuftain; 
Thus arm’d, each adverfe pow r we dare. 
And dauntlefs meet the rufhing war. 

4. Behold! thy hands a ftandard rear; 
Beneath it each, who owns thy fear. 
Engag’d in truth’s negleQed caufe, 
His fword, fecure of conqueft, draws. 

5. Such objefts of thy tend’refl love. 

Defend propitious from above; 
Let us with them thy mercy fhare, 

And hear, O hear our ceafelefs prayer. 
* «r xrr 

PSALM LXI, 
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PSALM LXI. 

PART FIRST. Watts. 

a.T II THEN overwhelm’d with grief? 
V V My heart within me dies? 

Helplefs and far from all relief? 
To heav’n I lift mine eyes; 

2. O lead me to the rock 
That’s high above my headj 

And make the covert of thy wings 
My the! ter and my fiiade. 

3. Within thy prefence? Lord? 
For ever I’ll abide; 

Thou art the tow’r of my defence? 
The refuge where I hide, 

4. Thou giveft me the lot 
Of thole that fear thy name* 

If endlefs life be their reward? 
I fliall pofsefs the fame, 

PART SECOND, 

1. My foul of thy protection fare? 
Againft her foes fliall reft fecure; 
For thou, O God, haft heard my vows? 
And brought me joyful to thy houfe. 

With 
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2. With all thy {aints I ll ftrive to fing 
The glories of my heav’nly King; 
Whom thou in mercy didft ordain 
Should o’er thy chofen people reign. 

3. This King fhall live for ever bleft. 
And give his chofen people reft; 
His years (hall laft, and God fhall ow% 
His righteous fceptre and his throne. 

4. O let thy truth prepare the way* 
In mercy, Lord, extend his fway; 
Thus we'll devote our future days. 
To pay our vows and fing thy praife. 

P S A L M LXIL Watts. 

—- 

Y Spirit looks to God alone; 
My rock and refuge is his throne 

In all my fears, in all my ftraits. 
My foul on his falvation waits. 

2. Truft him ye faints, in all your ways^ 
To him your fuppliant voices raife; 
When helpers fail, and foes invade3 
God is our all-fufficient aid. 

3. Falfe are the men of high degree* 
The loafer fort are vanity; 
Laid in the balance, both appear 
Light as a breath of empty air. 

4. Make 
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4. Make not increafing gold your truA, 
Nor fet your hearts on glitt’ring duft; 
Why will yougrafp the fleeting fhade. 
And not believe what God has laid ? 

5. Once has his awful voice declar’d, 
Once and again my ears have heard3 
u All power is his eternal due, 
45 He mud be fear'd and trufted too.” 

6. For fovereign powY reigns not alone3 
Grace is a partner of the throne: 
Thy grace and juftice, mighty Lord, 
Shall both appoint our laft reward. 

PSALM LXIIL Scotch version* 

My flefh longs in a dry parch’d land, 
Wherein no waters be. 

2. That I thy power may behold. 
And brightnefs of thy face. 

As I have feen thee heretofore. 
Within thy holy place. 

3. Since better is thy love than life. 
My lips thee praile flhall give; 

1 in thy name will lift my hands, 

And blefs thee while I live* 
K 4. Ev’jj 
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- 4. Ev'n as with marrow and with fat, 
My foul fhall fiiled be; 

Then fhall my mouth, with joyful lips. 
Sing praifes unto thee. 

5. When I do thee, upon my bed, 
Remember with delight; 

And when on thee I meditate 
In watches of the night. 

6. In fhadow of thy wings I’ll joy. 
For thou my help haft been : 

My foul cleaves fa ft to thee, and me 
1 hy right hand doth fuftaim 

PSALM LXV. 
PART FIRST. 

i.TJRAISE waits for thee in Sion, Lord; 
Jl To thee vows paid fnall be; 

O thou that hearer art of pray r. 
All flefh fhall come to thee. 

2. Lord, our iniquities prevail. 
But pard’ning grace is thine; 

And thou wilt grant us pow’rand fkill 
To conquer ev'ry fin. 

3, Bleft is the man whom thou doft chufe, 
And mak’ft approach to thee; 

That he within thy courts, G Lordf 

May flili a dweller be. 
4. He 



4* He furely fiial! be fatisfy’d 
With thine abundant grace, 

And with the goodnefs of thy houfe, 
Ev’n of thy holy place. 

5. By wonders wrought in our defence^ 
Thou dolt thy pow’r difplay; 

O God, who art the confidence 
Oi the whole earth and fea, 

PART SECOND* 

6. Tis by thy ftrength the mountains ftand5 
God of eternal pow’r; 

The fea grows calm at thy commands 
And tempefts ceafe to roar. 

4 . » 

7* Thy morning light, and ev’ning fhade3 
Succeffive comforts bring: 

Thy plenteous fruits make harveft glad; 
Thy flow’rs adorn the fpring. 

8. The clouds, like rivers rais’d on high., 
Pour out, at thy command, 

Their wat’ry bleffings from the fky3 
1 o cheer the thirfty land, 

9. Lo! thou the year moft liberally 
Doll with thy goodnefs crown; 

And all thy paths abundantly^ 
On us drop plenty down. 

io. With 
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10. With flocks the paftures clothed are$ 
The vales with corn are clad; 

And now they Oiout and ling to thee* 
For thou haft made them glad. 

P S A L M LXVL 

FART FIRST. SCOTCH VERSION. 

1. A LL lands to God in joyful founds* 
1 :L Aloft your voices raife; 

Sing forth the honour of his name* 
And glorious make his praife. 

2. Say unto him* how dreadful, Lord, 
In all thy works art thou ? 

Through thy great pow'r* to thee thy foes 
Shall be conftrain’d to bow, 

3. Through all the earth* the nations round 
Shall thee their God confefs; 

And with glad hymns their holy dread 
Of thy great name exprefs* 

4. Gome* and the works which God hath 
wrought* 

With admiration fee; 
His dealings tpw’rds the Ions of men, 

How glorious they be! 

5- He 



g. He by his pow’r for ever rules; 
His eyes the world furvey: 

Let not prefumptuous men rebel 
Againft his fov reign fway. 

6. O all ye nations blefs our God, 
And loudly fpeak his praife; 

Our fouls in life who fafe upholds* 
Our feet from Hiding flays* 

7. Now let the Lords mod glorious name* 
For ever praifed be* 

Who turned not my pray’r from him* 
Nor yet his grace from me. 

PART SECOND. WATTS* 

1. Now fhall my folemn vows be paid 
To that Almighty pow’r* 

That heard the long requefts I made* 
In my diftrefsful hour. 

2. Mv lips and cheerful heart prepare^, 
To make his mercies known; 

Come ye that fear my God, and hear 
The wonders he has done. 

3. When on my head huge forrows fell* 
I fought his heav’nly aid; 

He fav'd my finking foul from hell* 
And deaths eternal (hade. 

. If 
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4. If fin lay cover'd in my heart. 
While prayV employ’d my tongue* 

The Lord had fhown me no regard* 
Nor I his praifes fung. 

5. But God (his name be ever bleft) 
Has fet my fpirit free; 

Nor turn’d from him my poor requefi* 
Nor yet his grace from me. 

PSALM LXVIL Merrick, 

That all, thy counfels, Lord, may know* 
Where earth extends, or oceans how. 

2. To thee, of life th’ eternal fpring, 
Invifible, all potent King; 
One chorus let all nations raife* 
One fhout of univerfal praife. 

3. Exult each tribe, exult each land; 
Heav’n’s mighty Lord, with equal hand* 
The balance holds, and earth’s domain 
Shall own to lateft age his reign. 

4. Warm'd by his genial fun, the field 
With full increafe it’s fruits (hall yield; 
And God, thy God, O Sion! fhed 
His choicell bleffings on thy head. 

5. Great 



5* Great God! on us thy bleffings fhow’r; 
Let man’s whole race revere thy pow r; 
And, thankful, to their wondYing eyes 
Behold thy wifh’d falvation rife. 

PSALM LXVIIL 

part first* Watts* 

1. T ET God arife in all his mighty 
jLj And put his enemies to flight j 

As fmoke that fought to cloud the fkies9 
Before the rifing tempeft flies. 

2. He rides and thunders through the fkyj 
His name Jehovah founds on high; 
Sing to his name, ye ions of grace5 
Ye (kints rejoice before his face* 

3- The widow and the fatherlefs5 
Fly to his aid in fore diftrefs; 
In him the poor and helplefs find 
■A judge moftjuft, a father kind* 

4* He breaks the captives galling chain5 
And prisners fee the light again; 
But rebels that difpute his will, 
Shall dwell in chains and darknefs Hill, 

.PART 
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PART SECOND* TaTE AND BrADY. 

1. When thou, O Lord, of old didft lead. 
In perfon, I Tracis armies forth, 
Strange terrors through the defert fpread5 
ConvuHions fliook th’ aftonifh’d earth. 

2. The breaking clouds did rain diftil, 
And heav ns high arches fliook with fear; 
How then fiiould Sinai’s humble hill. 
Of Ifraefs God the prefence bear? 

3. Thy hand at famifii’d earth s complaint. 
Reliev’d her from celeftia! ftores; 
And when thy heritage was faint, 
A flang’d the drought with plenteous 

fhow'rs. 

4. Where favages had rang’d before, 
At eafe thou mad ft their tribes refide; 
And, in the defert, for the poor 
Thy gen rous bounty did provide. 

PART THXRDo 

When God his gracious word fent forth, 
To make his chofen glad; 

Numbers from eaft, fouth, weft and north. 
The joyful tidings (pread. 

2. Great 
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2. Great kings of armies fled apace. 
And met a fatal foil; 

While thofe that flaid at home, with cafe 
And pleafure fhar’d the fpoil. 

3. Though ye among the pots have lain. 
Like doves ye fhall appear, 

With filver wings and gold divine. 
From drofs and mixture clear. 

4. When God the potent kings expell’d 
From Canaan, at his will; 

The wbitenefs of his robes exceli’d 
The fnow on Salmon's hill. 

5. The hill of God, his chofen feat. 
On Zion’s mount is found ; 

Not Bafhans hill can boaft fuch ftate. 
Nor all the hills around* 

6. Ye lofty hills, why leap ye fo ? 
This is the hill of God; 

Here he hath chofe to dwell, and lo! 
Here is his fix’d abode. 

PART FOURTH. WATTS* 

i. Lord, when thou did ft afeend on high? 
Ten thoufand angels fill’d the fky : 
Thofe heav’nly guards around thee wait. 
Like chariots that attend thy flate. 

K 2* 2, Not 
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2. Not Sinai’s mountain could appear 
More glorious, when the Lord was there; 
When he pronounc’d his dreadful law, 
And ftruck the chofen tribes with awe, 

g. How bright the triumph, none can tellj. 
When the rebellious powers of hell 
That thoufand fouls had captive made. 
Were all in chains like captives led. 

4, Rais’d by his father to the throne^ 
He fent his promis’d fpirit down, 
With gifts and grace for rebel men. 
That God might dwell on earth again. 

PART FIFTH. WATTS, 

1. We blefs the Lord, the juft, the good* 
Who fills our heart with joy and food, 
Who pours his bleffings from the lkies3 
And loads our days with rich {'applies. 

2. Tis to his care we owe our breathy 
And all our near efcapes from death; 
Safety and health to God belong, 
He heals the weak, and guards the itrong. 

3. His own right hand his faints fhall raife5 
From the deep earth, or deeper feas; 
And bring them to his court above, 
There they (hall tafte his Ipecial love, 

PART 
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part sixth. Tate and Brady. 

1. For benefits each day beftow’d3 
Be daily his great name ador’d; 

Who is oar Saviour and our God5 
Of life and death the fovereign Lord* 

2. Who9 mounted on the loftieft fphere 
Of Ancient Heav’n9 fubiimcly rides; 

From whence his dreadful voice we hear^ 
Like that of warring winds and tides. 

3* Afcribe ye powr to God moft high; 
Of humble Ilfael he takes care; 

Whofe ftrength from out the dufky fkys 
Darts fhining terrors through the air. 

4. How dreadful are the facred courts^ 
Where God has fix’d his earthly throne; 

His ftrength our feeble arms fupports; 
To God give praife3 and him alone. 

P S A L M LXIX. Tate and Brady. 

1# Q! AVE me, O God5 from waves that roll3 
O And prefs to overwhelm my foul; 

With painful flops in mire I tread^ 
And deluges o’erflow my head, 

2, With 
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2. With reftlefs cries my fpirits faint, 
My voice is hoarfe with long complaint. 
My fight decays with tedious pain, 
While for my God I wait in vain, 

3. My hairs, though num’rous, are but few* 
Compar'd with foes that me purfue 
With groundlefs hate, grown now of mighty 
To execute their lawlels fpite, 

4. For zeal to thy lov'd houfe and name 
Confumes me, like devouring flame * 
Concern’d at their affronts to thee. 
More than at Handers caft on me. 

5* But, Lord, to thee I will repair 
For help, with humble timely pray’r^ 
Relieve me from thy mercy’s (tore; 
Difplay thy truth’s preferving pow r* 

6, Control the deluge ere it fpread. 
And roll it’s waves above my head; 
Nor deep deftruflion’s yawning pit5 
To clofe her jaws on me permit. 

* 

Reproach and grief have broke my heart 
I look’d for feme to take my part? 
To pity, or relieve my pain; 
But look’d; alas! for both in vain. 

8, With 

: - > 

- ■■■-. 

_ - . 



PSALM S. 121 

8. With hunger pin’d, for food I call; 
Inftead of food they give me gall; 
And, when with third my fpirits fink. 
They give me vinegar to drink. 

g. But dill, howe’er diftrefs’d and poor. 
Thy ftrong right hand fhall me reftore; 
Thy pow r with fongs I’ll then proclaim. 
And celebrate with thanks thy name. 

10. Our God fhall this more highly prize, 
Than herds or flocks in facrifice : 
This humble faints with joy fhall fee. 
And hope for like redrefs with me. 

11. For God regards the poors complaint, 
Sets pris’ners free from dole reflraint: 
Let heav’n, earth, fea their voices raife, 
And all the world refound his praife. 

12. for God will Zion’s walls ereCt; 
Fair Judah’s cities he’ll protect; 
'Till all her fcatter’d fons repair 
To undifturb’d polfeffions there. 

13. Ihis blefling they fhalL at their death* 
To their religious heirs bequeath; 
And they to endlefs ages more 
Of fuch as his bleft name adore* 

PSALM LXX, 
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PSALM LXX. 

1. TN hafte, O God, attend my call. 
A Nor hear my cries in vain; * 

O let thy fpeed prevent my fall. 
And ftill my hope fuftain. 

2. When foes infidious wound my name* 
And tempt my foul aftray; 

Then let them fall with lading fhame, 
To their own plots a prey. 

3. While all that love thy name rejoice. 
And glory in thy word; 

In thy falvation raife their voice. 
And magnify the Lord. 

4. O thou my help in time of need. 
Behold my fore difmay; 

In pity haften to my aid, 
Nor let thy grace delay* 

PSALM LXXL Tate and Brady, 

PART FIRST. 

i.TN thee I put my ftedfaft truft, 
A Defend me, Lord, from fhames 

Incline thine ear, and fave my foul; 
For righteous is thy name, 

£• Bo 
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2. Be thou my ftrong abiding place. 
To which I may re fort; 

?Tis thy decree that keeps me fafe; 
Thou art my rock and fort, 

> 3. From cruel and ungodly men. 
Protect and fet me free; 

For, from my earlieft youth till now, 
My hope has been in thee. 

4. Thy conftant care did fafely guard 
My tender infant days; 

Thou took’ft me from my mother’s womb. 
To fing thy conftant praife. 

5. Though men on me with wonder gaze, 
Thy hand fupports me ftill; 

Thy honour, therefore, and thy praife 
My mouth fhall always fill. 

6. Reject not then thy fervant. Lord, 
When I with age decay; 

For fake me not, when worn with years, 
My vigour fades away. 

7. My foes againft my fame and me 
With crafty malice fpeak ; 

Againft my foul they lay their fnares, 
And mutual counfel take, 

8. His 
II 



8. His God, fay they, forfakes him now5 
On whom he did rely; 

Purfue and take him, whilfl no hope 
Of timely aid is nigh. 

9. But thou, my God, withdraw not far 
For fpeedy help I call : 

To fhame and ruin bring my foes*, 
That feek to work my fall. 

10. But as for me my ftedfaft hope 
Shall on thy pow’r depend, 

And I, in grateful fongs of praife5 
My time to come will fpend. 

PART SECOND* 

11. Thy righteous a61s and faving healthy 
My mouth fhall ftill declare; 

Unable yet to count them all, 
Though furnmcl with utmoft care. 

12. While God vouchfafes me his fupport^ 
I’ll in his ftrength go on, 

All other righteoufnefs difclaim3 
And mention him alone. 

13. Flow high thy juflice foars, O God! 
How great and wondrous are 

The mighty works which thou haft done! 
Who may with thee compare ? 
' 14. Me 

v*
« 
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14. Me whom thy hand has forely prefs’d, 
Thy grace lhali yet relieve; 

And from the lowed depth of woe, 
With tender care retrieve. 

15. Through thee my time to come fhali be 
With pow’r and greatnefs crown’d, 

And me, who difinal years have pafs’d3 
Thy comforts fhali furround. 

16. Therefore, with pfaltery and harp, 
Thy truth, O Lord! I ll praife; 

To thee, the God of Jacob’s race. 
My voice in anthems raife. 

17. Then joy fhali fill my mouth, and fongs 
Employ my chearfui voice: 

My grateful foul, by thee redeem’d^ 
Shall in thy drength rejoice. 

P S A L M LXXII. Tate and Brady* 

PART FIRST. 

And let his fon, throughout his reign. 
Thy righteous laws refpeft. 

2. So fhali he dill thy people judge. 
With pure and upright mind; 

Whild all the helplefspoor fhali him 
Their jud proteQor find. 

3. Then 
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3. Then hills and mountains fhall bring forth 
The happy fruits of peace; 

Which all the land fhall own to be 
The work of righteoufhdi* 

4. While he the poor and needy race5 
Shall rule with gentle fway,: 

And from their humble neck fhall take 
Th’ oppreflive yoke away. 

5. In ev'ry heart thy awful fear. 
Shall then be rooted faff; 

As long as fun and moon endure,, 
Or time itfelf fhall laft. 

6. He fhall defcend, like rain that cheers 
The meadow’s fecond birth. 

Or like warm fhow’rs, whofe gentle drops 
Refrefh the thirfty earth. 

7. In his blefs’d days, the juft and good, 
Shall be with favour crown'd; 

The happy land fhall ev’ry where 
With endlefs peace abound. 

8. His uncontroll’d dominion fhall 
From fea to fea extend; 

Begin at proud Euphrates’ ftream. 
At nature’s limits end* 
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g. To him the favage nations rounds 
Shall bow their fervile heads; 

His vanquifh’d foes fliall lick the dui% 
Where he his conquefts fpreads, 

10. The kings of Tarfliifli, and the ifles 
Shall coftly prefents bring; 

From fpicy Sheba gifts fhall come3 
And wealthy Saba’s king, 

11. To him fliall ev’ry king on earth. 
His humble homage pay. 

And difF’ring nations gladly join 
To own his righteous fway. 

12. For he fliall fet the needy free3 
When they for fuccour cry; 

Shall fave the helplefs and the poor* 
And all their wants fupply. 

PART SECOND, 

13. His providence, for needy fouls5 
Shall due fupplies prepare; 

And over their defencelefs lives 
Shall watch with tender care. 

14. He fliall preferve and keep their foul# ' 
From fraud and rapine free; 

And in his fight, their guiltlefs blood 
Of mighty price fliall be, 

*5, Therefore 



PSALMS. ■3.28 

k. Therefore fhall God his life and reign. 
To many years extend; 

While eaftern princes tribute pay5 
And golden prefents fend, 

16. For him fhall condant pray Vs be made^ 
Through all his profp’rous davsj 

His juft dominion fhall afford 
A lading theme of praife. 

ay. Of ufeful grain through all the land 
Great plenty fhall appear; 

A handful fown on mountain tops* 
A mighty crop (hall bean 

&8. It's fruit, like cedars fhook by winds^ 
A rattling noife fhall yield: 

The city too fhall thrive, and vie5 
For plenty^ with the field* 

/ 

iq. The mem’ry of his glorious name* 
Through endlefs years fliail run; 

His fpotlefs fame fliail fhine as bright 
And lading as the fun, 

20. In him the nations of the world* 
Shall be completely blefsd; 

And his unbounded happinefs 
By ev’ry tongue confefs’d* 

21* Then 



£f.. Then blefs’d be God, the mighty Lord, 
rFhe God whom Ifrael fears; 

Who only wondrous in his works, 
Beyond compare appears. 

22. Let earth be with his glory fill’d; 
For ever bJefs his name; 

While to his praife the lift’ning world 
Their glad affent proclaim. 

PSALM LXXIIL 

part first. Watts. 

OW I’m convinc'd, the Lord is kind 
To men of heart fincere; 

Yet once my foolifh thoughts repin’d, 
And border'd on defpair. 

•N 

2. I griev’d to fee the wicked thrive, 
And fpoke with angry breath; 

“ How pleafant and profane they live! 
“ How peaceful is their death 1 

3. “ With hearts corrupt and haughty eyes. 
“ They lay their fears to deep; 
Againlt the heav ns their flanders nfe, 
“ While faints in filence weep. 

4- “ Jn vain I lift my hands to pray. 
And cleanle rny heart n; vain; 

ie For I am chaften d all the day, 
“ Tile night renews the pain.” 

Ji_) 2 v 5. Yet 
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q. Yet while my tongue indulg’d complaints^ 
I felt my heart reprove: 

« Sure I lhall thus offend the faints, 
“ And grieve the men I love.” 

Jr 

6. But ftill I found my doubts too hard, 
The conflict too fevere, 

Till I retir’d to fearch thy word. 
And learn thy fee rets there. 

rj. Sure wicked men, howe’er advanc’d, 
On (lipp’ry places (land; 

Quick defolatien them awaits, 
From God’s avenging hand. 

PART SECOND. SCOTCH VERSION® 

8. O Lord, thou art our ftrong fupport* 
Our help for ever near; 

Thine arm of mercy held us up, 
When linking in defpair. 

g. Thou with thy counfel, while we live, 
Wilt us conduft and guide; 

And to thy gl°ty afterwards 
Receive us to abide, 

to. Whom have we in the heav ns high* 
But thee, OLord! alone? 

And in the earth, whom we defire 
k Before thee, there is none. 

li. Our 
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i 1. Our flefh and heart do faint and fail; 
But God doth fail us never; 

For of our heart he is the ftrength. 
And portion fare for even 

12. Behold the finners that remove 
Far from thy prefence, die; 

Thofe that prefumptuous flight thy lovef 
Thy juftice Hi all deftroy. 

13. But furely it is good for us, 
That we draw near to God; 

In God we truft, that all thy works 
We may declare abroad, 

PSALM LXXIV, Tate and Brady* 
« 

PART FIRST. 

1/TX7HY haft thou caft us off? O God5 
V V Wilt thou no more return ? 

Oh! wliy-againft thy chofen flock 
Does thy fierce anger burn? 

2. Think on thy ancient purchafe, Lord, 
The land that is thy own, 

By thee redeem’d; and Sion’s mount. 
Where once thy glory fhone. 

3. O! come and view our ruin’d ftate, 
How long our troubles laft ! 

See how the foe, with wicked rage, 
lias laid thy temple wafte. 

4- Thy 



4- Thy foes blafpheme thy name, where late 
Thy zealous lervants pray’d; 

The heathen, there, with haughty pomp. 
Their banners have difplay'ch 

5. Thofe curious carvings, which did once 
Advance the artih’s fame, 

With axe and hammer they de(lroy3 
Like works of vulgar frame. 

6. The holy temple they have burnt; 
And what efcap’d the flame, 

Has been profan'd, and quite defac’d^ 
Though facred to thy name. 

y. Thy worfhip wholly to deflroyj 
Malicioufly they aim'd ; 

And all the lacred places burnt, 
Where we thy praife proclaim’d, 

8. Yet of thy prefenee thou vouchfafTi 
No tender figns to fend; 

We have no prophet now that knows3 
When this fad fiate fhall end. 

PART SECOND, 

g. But, Lord! how long wilt thou permit 
Th’ infulting foe to boait ? 

Shall all the honour of thy name. 

For evermore be loft? 
io. 
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10. Why holdTt thou back thy ftrong right 
hand, 

And, on thy patient bread, 
When vengeance calls to ftretch it forth. 

So calmly letfft it reft ? 

11. Thou heretofore, with kingly pow’r5 
In our defence haft fought: 

O 

For us, throughout the wond’ring world, 
Flaft great ialvation wrought, 

12. ’Twas thou, O God, that didft the fea, 
By thine own ftrength, divide; 

Thou brak’ft the watVy monfters head; 
The waves o’er-whelm’d their pride. 

13. Thou clav’ft the folid rock, and mad’ft 
The waters largely flow; 

Again thou mad ft, through parting ftreams 
Thy wond ring people go. 

14* Thine is the cheerful day, and thine 
The dark return of night: 

Thou haft prepar’d the glorious fun3 
And every feebler light. 

15. By thee the borders of the earth 
In perfeSt order ftand: 

The iummers warmth, and winter’s cold 
Attend on thy command. 

M ]?ART 
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PART THIRD. 

a 6. PvCinember, Lord, hew haughty foes 
Have daily urg’d our fhame; 

And how the fooiifh people have 
Blafphem’d thy holy name. 

ij. O free thy mourning turtle dove, 
By finful crouds befet; 

Nor the afsembly of thy poor. 
For evermore forget. 

18. Thy ancient covnant, Lord, regard, 
And make thy promife good; 

For now each corner of the land, 
Is fill’d with men of blood. 

%g. Oh ! let not the opprefs’d return 
With forrow cloth’d, and fhame; 

But let the helplefs and the poor 
'For everpraile thy name,, 

PSA L M LXXV. Tate and Brad?* 

a HPO thee, O Cod, we render praife, 
JL To thee with thanks repair; 

For, that thy name to us is nigh, 
Thy wondrous works declare. 

That 



2. That high advancement which to gain3 
Mens vain ambition drives, 

Neither from call, nor wed, not yet 
From fouthern climes arrives. 

3. Bat God the great difpofer is, 
And fov’reign judge alone; 

Who cads the proud to earth and lids 
The humble to a throne. 

4. His hand holds forth a dreadful cup. 
With purple wine tis crown'd; 

The deadly mixture, which his wrath 
Deals out to nations round. 

5. Ol this his faints may fometimes tade3 
But wicked men (hall fqueeze 

The very dregs, and be condemn’d 
To drink the very lees. 

PSALM LXXVI. Tate and Brady, 

1*1N Judah the Almighty’s known; 
A Almighty there, by wonders drown • 
His name in Jacob does excell; 

His holy place in Salem dands; 
The Majedy, that heavn commands. 

In Sion condefcends to dwell. 

2. He brake the bow, and arrows there, 
The fhield3 the temper'd fword and fpear; 

There 

nisi* 

11,1 
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There fiain the mighty army lay; 
Whence Sion's fame through earth is fpread, 
Of greater glory, greater dread, 

Than hills where robbers lodge their prey* 

g. Their valiant chiefs, who came for fpoil, 
Themfelves met there a fhameful Loll > 

Securely down to deep they lay, 
But wak’d no more : their floutefl: band 
Ne’er lifted one refilling hand 

’Gainft Him that did their legions flay* 

4. When Jacob’s God began to frown, 
Both horfe and charioteers o’er thrown, 

Together flept in endlefs night: 
When thou, whom heav’n and earth revere* 
Doft once with wrathful look appear, 

What mortal pow’r can hand thy fight ? 

5. Pronounc’d from heav’n, earth heard its 
doom, 

Grew hufli’d with fear, when thou didft come. 
The meek with juftice to reftore ; 

The wrath of man (hall yield thee praife, 
It’s laft attempts but ferve to raife 

The triumphs of Almighty pow’r, 

6. Vow to the Lord; ye nations, bring 
Vow’d prefcnts to the eternal king: 

Thus 

’ . 

' ■ ' 
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Thus to his name due revrence pay. 
Who proudeft potentates can quell; 
To earthly kings more terrible, 

Than to their trembling liibje&s they* 

PSALM LXXVIL Watts. 

PART FIRST. 

1. nPO God I cry’d with mournful voice* 
JL I fought his gracious ear, 

In the fad day, when troubles rofe. 
And fill’d the night with fear. 

2. Sad were my days, and dark my nights^ 
My foul refus’d relief; 

I thought on God the juft and wife. 
But thoughts increas'd my grief. 

3. I call’d back years and ancient times3 
When I beheld thy face: 

My fpirit fearch’d for fecret crimes. 
That might with-hold thy grace. 

4. I call'd thy mercies to my mind. 
Which I enjoy'd before; 

And will the Lord no more be kind. 
His face appear no more ? 

5. Will he forever caft me oft ? 
His promife ever fail ? 

Has he forgot his tender love ? 
Shall anger ftill prevail ? 

f>. But 



6. But I’ll forbid this hopelefs thought. 
This dark, defpairing frame, 

Rememb’ring what thy hand has wrought 
Thy hand is (till-the fame. 

7. I’ll think again of all thy ways, 
And talk thy wonders o’er, 

Thy wonders of recovering grace, 
When fiefh could hope no more# 

8. Grace dwelt with juftice on the throne 
And men that love thy word. 

Have in thy holy temple known 
The counfels of the Lord* 

PART SECOND# 

1. Ill meditate his works of old. 
The king that reigns above; 

I’ll hear his ancient wonders told. 
And learn to trull his love, 

2. Long did the houfe of Jacob lie* 
With Egypt’s yoke opprefs’d; 

Long he delay’d to hear their cry, 
Nor gave his people reft. 

3. The fons of good old Jacob feem’d 
Abandon'd to their foes : 

But his Almighty arm redeem’d- 
The nation that he chofe* 

4. Ifrael 



4* Ifrael, his people and his fheep, 
Mult follow when he calls; 

He bade diem venture through the deep3 
And made the waves their walls. 

5. The waters faw thee, mighty God; 
The waters faw thee come; 

Backward they fled, and frighten’d flood. 
To make thine armies room. 

6. Thy voice, with terror in the founds 
Through clouds and darknefs broke. 

All heav’n in light’ning fhone around. 
And earth with thunder fliook. 

7. Thine arrows thro’ the fkies were hurl’d; 
How glorious is the Lord! 

.'Surprize and trembling feiz’d the world. 
And all his faints ador’d. 

8. He gave them water from the rock; 
And fafe by Mofes hand, 

Through a dry defert led his flock, 
To Canaan’s promis’d land, 

PSALM LX XVIIL 

O my people; to my law 
X X Your mod devout attention lend; 

JLet the infliuftions of my mouth, 

Deep in your faithful hearts defcend; 

.My 
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My tongue fhall parables unfold, 
And bring to light dark things of old, 

s. Which our forefather’s pious care, 
From ancient times, has handed down; 

Nor will we hide them from our fons, 
But to our offspring make them known; 

That they tire praifes may be taught, 
Of God who hath fuch wonders wrought, 

3. For Jacob he this law ordain 0, 
This folemn league for I fra cl made; 

With charge to be from age to age, 
From race to race, with care convey d. 

To be tranlmitted to their heirs, 
Which they again might give to theirs, 

4, 1 hat they might God’s commands obey, 
And in his ftrength their fafety place; 

And not like their forefathers prove 
A ftubborn and rebellious race. 

Who ftill the paths of error trod, 
Nor put their ftedfaft hope in God, 

p S A L M LXXX. Milton, 

PART FIRST. 

i,rTPHOU fhepherd, thatdofc Ifraelkeep 

JL Give ear in time of need; 

Who leadeff, like a flock of foeep, 

Thy loved Joieph’s feed, 
jSi That 
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2. That fit’ll between the cherubs bright. 
Between their wings outfpread; 

Shine forth; and from thy cloud give light. 
And on our foes, thy dread. 

3. In Ephraim’s view, and Benjamin’s, 
And in Manaffeh’s fight, 

Awake thy ftrength; come and befecn 
To fave us by thy might. 

4. Lord God of hofts! how long wilt thou, 
How long wilt thou declare 

Thy fmoking wrath, and angry brow 
Againft thy people’s pray’r ? 

5. Turn us again; thy grace divine, 
To us, O God, vouchfafe; 

Caufe thou thy face on us to fhine. 
And fo we lhall be fafe. 

PART SECOND® 

6. A vine from Egypt thou haft brought; 
*1 by free love made it thine; 

And drov’ft the haughty nations out. 
To plant this lovely vine. 

7. rnoudidft prepare for it a place, 
And root it deep and faft; 

That it began to grow apace, 

And fill d the land at laft* 

M 2. 3. With 



PSALMS. 

8. With her green fhade that cover’d all* 
The hills were overfpread; 

Her boughs, as high as cedars tallj 
Advanc'd their lofty head. 

9* Her branches, on the weftern fide*. 
Down to the fea fhe lent; 

And upward to the river wide5 
Her other branches went, 

10. Why hail thou laid her hedges low. 
And broken down her fence. 

That all may pluck her as they go3 
With rudeft violence ? 

it. The tufked boar out of the wood. 
Up turns it by the roots; 

Wild beads there brouze, and make their food 
Her grapes and tender fhoots. 

12. Return, O God of Hafts! look down 
From heav’n, thy feat divine: 

Behold us, but without a frown3 
And vifit this thy vine. 

13. Upon the Man of thy right hand., 
Let thy good hand be laid; 

Upon the Son of man, whom thou 
Strong for thyfelf haft made. 

14. So 
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14. So (hall we not go back from thee. 
To ways of fin and fhame; 

O quicken us; then gladly we 
Shall call upon thy name. 

15. Turn us again; thy grace divine 
Lord God of hofts! vouchfafe; 

Caufe thou thy face on us to fliine, 
And then we fliall be fafe. 

. 
, ... .. 

. 

P S A L M LXXXL Tate and Brady* 

PART FIRST. 

1. HPO God our never failing ftrensth, 
JL With loud applaufes fing; 

And jointly make a cheerful noife, 
To Jacob’s awful king, 

2. Compofe a hymn of praife3 and touch 
Your inftruments of joy; 

Let timbrels, pfalteries and harps 
Your grateful fkill employ. 

3. Let trumpets, at the great new moon3 
Their joyful voices raife, 

To celebrate th’ appointed time. 
The folemn day of praiie. 

4. For this a ftatute was of old. 
Which Jacob’s God decreed. 

To be oblerv’d with pious care 
By Ifrael’s chofen feed. 
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5. This he, for a memorial, fix’d, 
When, freed from Egypt’s land, 

Strange nations' barb’rous fpeech we heard. 
But could not underhand. 

6. Your burden'd (boulders I reliev’d, 
(This feem’d our God to fay) 

Your fervile hands by me were freed 
From lab ring in the clay. 

7. Your ancehors, with wrongs opprefs'd. 
To me for aid did call; 

With pity I their fuff rings faw. 
And fet them free from all. 

8. They fought for me, and from the clouds* 
In thunder, I reply a; 

At Meribah’s contentious hr cam, 
Their faith and duty try’d. 

PART SECOND. 

g. While I my folemn will declare. 
My chofen people, hear; 

If thou, O Ifrael, to my words 
Wilt lend a lih’ning ear; 

io. Then (hall 110 God, befides myfelf. 
Within thv coahs be found: 

V * 

Nor (halt thou worfhip any God 
Of all the nations round, 

11. I 
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11. I am the Lord thy God, who thee 
Brought’]! forth from Egypt’s land ; 

Tis I that all thy juft defires, 
Supply with lib’ral hand. 

12. But they, my chofen race, refus’d 
To hearken to my voice; 

Nor would rebellious Ifraei’s fons 
Make me their happy choice. 

13. So I, provok’d, refign’d them up 
To ev’ry luft a prey; 

And, in their own perverfe defigns. 
Permitted them to ftray. 

14. O that my people would be wife I 
And my commandments heed ! 

And Ifrael in my righteous ways 
With pious care proceed ! 

15. Then fhould my heavy judgments fall 
On all that them oppofe; 

And my avenging hand be turn’d 
Againft their num’rous foes. 

16. Their enemies and mine fhould all 
Before my footftool bend; 

But as for them, their happy ftate 
Should never know an end* 

N ijo All 
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17. All parts with plenty fhould abound; 
With fined wheat their field; 

The barren rocks, to pleafe their tafte, 
Should richeft honey yield. 

P S A L M LXXXII. Watts. 

i. A MONO th’ afsemblies of the great, 
Xx A greater ruler takes his feat: 

The God of heav’n as judge furveys 
Thofe gods on earth, and all their ways. 

o 

a. Why will yc then frame wicked laws, 
Or why fupport th unrighteous caufe ? 
When will ye’once defend the poor, 
That fin tiers vex the juft no more? 

o. They know not, Lord, nor will they know; 
Dark are the ways in which they go: 
Their name of earthly gods is vain, 
For they fliall fall and die like men. 

4. Rife, mightieft king, to judgment rife, 
Th’ opprefs’d redeem, the proud chaftife; 
Till man’s whole offspring, thee alone, 
Their Lord and juft pofsefsor, own. 

PSALM LX XXIV, 
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P S A L M LXXXIV. Watts. 

1. T ORD of the worlds above, 
JLj How plea fan t and how fair 

The dwellings of thy love, 
Thy earthly temples are*! 

To thine abode 
My heart afpires 
With warm defires 
To fee my*God, • 

2. O happy fouls that pray 
Where God appoints to hear! 

O happy men that pay 
Their conftant fervice there ! 

They praife thee (till; 
And happy they 
Who love the way 
To Zion’s hill! 

3. They go from ftrength to ftrength. 
Through this dark vale of tears. 

Till each arrives at length. 
Till each in heav’n appears; 

G glorious feat, 
When God our king 
Shall thither bring 
Gur willing feet. 

A. To #6. 
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4. To fpend one facred day, 
Where God and faints abide 

Affords diviner joy, 
Than thoufand days befide; 

Where God reforts, 
I love it more 
To keep the door, 
Than dwell in courts. 

5. God is our fun and fhield. 
Our light and our defence; 

With gifts his hands are fill’d; 
We draw our bleffings thence 

He fhall beftow, 
On Jacob’s race, 
Peculiar grace 
And glory too. 

6. The Lord his people loves; 
His hand no good with-holds 

From thofe his heart approves, 
From pure and pious fouls ; 

Thrice happy he, 
O God of hofts! 
Whofe Loirit trufts 

A 

Alone in thee. 

PSALM LXXXIV. 
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P S A L M LXXXIV. Merrick. 

i.I IQW fweetthv dwellings. Lord! how 
ill fair! 

What peace, what blifs inhabit there ! 
With ardent hope, with ftrong defire. 
My heart, my fleih to thee afpire. 

2. Eternal king, within thy dome, 
The fparrow finds her peaceful home; 
With her the dove, a licens’d gueft, 
Aftiduous tends her infant neft. 

2. Bleft, who like thefe, from day to day^ 
Within thy houfe permitted flay; 
Whole joyous tongue thy mercies raife, 
To hymns of gratitude and praife. 

4. Bleft, who their ftrength on thee reclin'd* 
Thy feat explore with conftant mind, 
And, Salem’s diftant tow’rs in view, 
With active zeal their way purfue. 

5. Secure the thirfty vale they tread, 
While, call’d from out their Tandy bed, 
The copious fprings their ftep’s beguiie, 
And bid the cheerlefs defert lmile. 

6. From ftage to ftage advancing ftil!f 
Behold them reach fair Sion’s hill, 
And, proftrate at her hallow’d fhrine, 
Adore the majefty divine. 

PSALM LXXXV, 
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P S A L M LXXXV. Watts. 

PART FIRST. 

1. ¥ QRD, thou haft call’d thy grace to 
JLj mind; 

Thou haft revers’d our heavy doom: 
So God forgave when Ifrael fmn’d, 
And brought his wand ring captives home, 

2. Thou haft begun to fet us free, 
And made thy fierceft wrath abate; 
Now let our hearts be turn’d to thee. 
And thy falvation be complete. 

3. Revive our dying graces, Lord, 
And let thy faints in thee rejoice; 
Make known thy truth, fulfill thy word; 
We wait for praife to tune our voice. 

4. We wait to hear what God will fay; 
He’ll fpeak, and give his people peace; 
But let them run no more aftray, 
Left his returning wrath increafe. 

PART SECOND. 

5. Salvation is for ever nigh 
To thofe that fear and iruit the Lord; 
And grace, defcending from on high, 
Frefc hopes of glory Ihall afford. 

6. Mercy 



6. Mercy and truth on earth are met, 
✓ 

Since Chrift the Lord came down from heav’n; 
By his obedience fo complete, 
Juftice is pleas’d, and peace is giv’n. 

7. Now truth and honour fhall abound. 
Religion dwell on earth again, 
And heav’nly influence blefs the ground. 
In our Redeemers gentle reign, 

8. His righteoufnefs is gone before. 
To give us free accefs to God; 
Our wandring feet fhall ftray no more. 
But mark his heps, and keep the road. 

PSALM LXXXVI. Tate and Brady, 

PART FIRST. 

*-T\° thou, O God, preferve my foul, 
That does thy name adore; 

Thy fervant keep, and him, whofe truft 
Relies on thee, reftore. 

2. To him, who daily thee invokes, 
rhy mercy, Lord, extend; 

Refrefh thy fervant’s foul, whofe hopes 
On thee alone depend. 

3. Thou, Lord, art good: not only good* 
But prompt to pardon too; 

Of plenteous mercy to all thofe 
Who to thy mercy fue, 

4. To 



4. To my repeated humble pray’r, 
O Lord, attentive be; 

When troubled, I on thee will call, 
For thou wilt anfwer me. 

5. Among the Gods there’s none like thee 
O Lord, alone divine; 

To thee as much inferior they, 
As are their works to thine. 

6. Therefore their great creator thee, 
The nations (hail adore; 

Their long mifguided pray’rs and praife. 
To thy blefs’d name re ft ore. 

7. All (hall confefs thee great; and great 
The wonders thou halt done; 

Confefs thee God—the God fupreme; 
Confefs thee God alone. 

PART SECOND. 

8. Teach me thy ways, O Lord, and I 
From truth will ne'er depart; 

in rev’rence to thy facred name, 
Devoutly fix my heart. 

q. Thee will I praife, O Lord my God; 
Praife thee with heart fincere; 

And to thy everlalting name 
Eternal trophies rear, 

jo. Thy 
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to. Thy boundlefs mercy /hewn to me5 
Tranlcends my pow’r to tell; 

For thou haft oft redeem’d my foul 
From loweft depths of hell. 

11. Lord, thou thy conftant goodnefs dofl 
To my affiftance bring, 

Of patience, mercy and of truth. 
Thou everlafting fpring, 

2 2.0 bounteous Lord, thy grace and ftrength 
To me thy fervant (how; 

Thy kind protection, Lord, on me 
Thy fervant’s fon beftow. 

P S A L M LXXXVII. Watts, 

in his earthly temple lays 
Foundation for his heav’nly praife j 

He likes the tents of Jacob well, * 
But ftill in Sion loves to dwell. 

2. His mercy vifits ev’ry honfe, 
That pay their night and morning‘vows* 
But makes a more delightful ftay 
Where churches meet to praife and pray, 

3. What glories were difplay’d of old! 
What wonders are of Sion told! 
Thou city of our God below, 
Thy fame Hi all Tyre and JEgypt know. 
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4. Egypt and Tyre, and Greek and Jew, 
Shall there begin their lives anew: 
Angels and men {hall join to fing 
The hill where living waters fpring. 

5. When God makes up his laft account 
Of natives in his holy mount, 
Twill be an honour to appear 
As one new-born and nourifh’d there. 

PSALM LXXXVXIL Milton. 

LORD! who doft me fave and keep, 
All day to thee I cry; 

And al! night long before thee weep. 
Before thee proftrate lie. 

2. Into thy prefence let my pray’r 
With fighs devout afcend. 

And to my cries, that ceafelefs are. 
Thine ear with favour bend. * 

3. With num’rous woes, and troubles fore, 
O’er-whelm’d my foul doth lie; 

My life at death’s uncheerful door 
Unto the grave draws nigh. 

4. Reckon’d I am with them that pafs 
Down to the difmal pit: 

A man I am, but weak, alas! 
And for that name unfit, 

5. From 
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5. From life difcharg’d, and parted quite. 
Among the dead to deep, 

And like the (lain in bloody fight 
That in the grave lie deep, 

6. Thou in the lowed pit profound. 
Halt left me all forlorn, 

Where thickeft darknefs hovers round. 
In horrid deeps to mourn. 

7. Through forrow and afflictions great, 
Mine eye grows dim and dead; 

Lord, all the day I'll thee intreat, 
My hands to thee I fpread. 

8. Wilt thou do wonders on the dead? 
Shall the de ceas’d arif'e, 

And praife thee from their loathfome bed 
With pale and hollow eyes ? 

9. Shall they thy loving kindnefs tell 
On whom the grave hath hold ? 

Or they, who in perdition dwell, 
Thy faithfulnefs unfold ? 

10. In darknefs can thy mighty hand, 
Or wondrous a6ts be known? 

Thy juftice in the gloomy land 
Of dark oblivion? 

xi. But 
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21, But I to thee, O Lord, will cry* 
Ere yet my life be (pent; 

And up to thee my pray’r each day 
Will rife, and thee prevent. 

12. Why wilt thou, Lord, my foul forfake* 
And hide thy face from me ? 

My bones fore bruifed are, and fliake 
With terrors feat from thee. 

23. Thy fierce wrath aver me doth flow 3 
Thy threat nings pierce me through3 

All day they round about me go, 
Like waves they me purfue. 

14. Lover and friend thou had remov’d* 
And fever’d from me far; 

They fly me now, whom I have lov’d, 
And as in darknefs are. 

P S A L M LXXXIX. Watts* 

PART FIRST. 

never ceafing fongs fhall fhov; 
The mercies of the Lord, 

And make fucceeding ages know 
How faithful is his word. 

2. The facred truth his lips pronounce* 
Shall firm as heav’n endure; 

And. if he (peak a promife once, 
Th’ eternal grace is fure* 

3. How 
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3. How long the iace of David held 
The promis’d Jewifh throne! 

But there’s a nobler cov’nant leal’d 
To David’s greater Son. 

4. His feed for ever fhall poffefs 
A throne above the fkies; 

The meaneft fubjeft of his grace 
Shall to that g]ory rife. 

5. Lord God of Molls! thy wond’rous waysa 
Are fung by faints above; 

And faints on earth their honours raife3 
To thy unchanging love. 

PART SECOND. 

V 

1. With rev’rence let the faints appear3 
And bow before the Lord; 

His high commands with rev’rence hear5 
And tremble at his word. 

2. How terrible thy glories be! 
How bright thine armies fhine! 

Where is the pow’r that vies with thee ? 
Or truth compar’d with thine ? 

3. 1 lie northern pole and fouthern refb, 
On thy fupporting hand; 

Darknels and day, from eaft to weft3 
Move round at thy command. 

° 4- Thy 
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4. Thy words the raging winds control, 
And rule the boHt’rous deep; 

Thou mak’ft the fleeping billows roll. 
The rolling billows fleep. 

5. Heav’n, earth, and air, and fea are thine. 
And the dark world of hell; 

How can thine arm in terror fhine, 
When mortals dare rebel! 

6. Juftice and judgment are thy throne. 
Yet wondrous is thy grace: 

While truth and mercy, join'd in one. 
Invite us near thy face. 

PART THIRD. 

1. Rleft are the fouls who hear and know 
The gofpel's joyful found; 

Peace ill all attend the path they go, 
And light their heps funound. 

2. Their joy (hall bear their fpirits up. 
Through "their Redeemer’s name; 

His wondrous grace exalts their hope; 
Let all his grace proclaim. 

3. The Lord, our glory and defence, 
Strength and falvation gives: 

Ifrael! thy king for ever reigns, 
Thy God for ever lives, 

PART 
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PART FOURTH. 

Hear what the Lord in vifion faid. 
And made his mercy known; 

u Sinners, behold your help is laid 
u On my belov'd Son. 

2. “ Behold the man my wifdom chofe, 
u Among your mortal race; 

u His head my holy oil o’erflows, 
<fi The fpirit of my grace. 

3. u High (hall he reign on David’s throne, 
“ My people’s better king; 
My arm fhall beat his rivals down, * 
“ And kill new fubje£t$ bring. 

4. c; My truth fhall guard him in his way, 
“ With mercy by his fide, 

u While in my name through earth and fea, 
“ He fhali in triumph ride. 

5. “ Me for his father, and his God 
t; He fhall for ever own; 

<c Call me his rock, his high abode; 
46 And I’ll iupport my Son. 

6. u My firft-born Son, array’d in grace, 
“ At my right hand fliall lit; 

64 Beneath him angels know their place, 
“ And kings are at his feet. 

7. “ My 
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y. My covenant ftands for ever faft, 
44 My promifes are ftrong; 

cc Finn as the heav’ns his throne fhall laft* 
64 His feed endure as long, 

PART FIFTH. 

t. Think, mighty God, on feeble man ; 
' O y 

How few his hours ! how fliort his fpan 1 
Short from the cradle to the grave: 

Who can fecure his vital breath 
Againft the bold demands of death, 

With {kill to fly, or pow’r to fave ? 

2. Lord! fhall it be for ever faid. 
The race of man was only made 

For ficknefs, forrow and the duft? 
Are not thy fervants, day by day. 
Sent to their graves, and turn’d to clay? 

Lord, where’s thy kindnefs to the juft ? 

3. Haft thou not promis’d to thy Son, 
And all his feed, a heav’nly crown? 

But flefh and fenfe indulge defpair: 
For ever blefsed be the Lord, 
That faith can read his holy word. 

And find a refurreftion there. 

4. For ever blefsed be the Lord, 
Who gives his faints a large reward, 

For 



For all their toil, reproach and pain i 
Let all below and all above 
Join to proclaim thy wondrous love, 

And each repeat their loud Amen. 

PSALM XL 

part first. Burns. 

THOU the firft, the greated friend 
Of all the human race! 

Whofe drong right hand has ever been 
Their day and dwelling place! 

2. Before the mountains heav'd their heads 
Beneath thy forming hand; 

Before this pond’rous globe itfelf 
Arofe at thy command; 

3. That pow’r which rais’d, and dill upholds 
This univerfal frame, 

From countlefs, unbeginning time. 
Was ever dill the fanae. 

4. Thofe mighty periods of years, 
Which feem to us fo vad, 

Appear no more before thy fight, 
Than yederday that’s pall. 

5. Thou giv’d the word; thy creature, man, 
Is to exidence brought: 

Again, thou fay'd, “ Ye Tons of men, 
" Return ye into nought.” 

6. Thou 
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6, Thou lay eft them, with all their cares* 
In everlalting deep: 

As with a flood thou tak'ft them off, 
With over-whelming fweep. 

7. They flourifti like the morning flow’r* 
In beauty’s pride array’d; 

But long ere night cut down it lies, 
All wither’d and decay'd. 

PART SECOND. WATTS, 

1. Lord, if thine eyes furvey our faults, 
Andjuftice grows fevere; 

Thy dreadful wrath exceeds our thoughts* 
And burns beyond our fear. 

2. Thine anger turns our frame to duft; 
By one offence to thee, 

Adam, with all his Ions, have loft 
Their immortality. 

3. Life like a vain amufement flies* 
A fable or a fong; 

By fwift degrees our nature dies, 
Nor can our joys be long. 

4. How few there are, whofe days amount 
To three-fcore years and ten ! 

And all beyond that fhort account 
Is forrow, toil and pain. 

5. Almighty 

-A' — 

r >*- 
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g. Almighty God, reveal thy love, 
And not thy wrath alone; 

O let our fweet experience prove 
The mercies of thy throne. 

6. Our fouls would learn the heav’nly art^ 
T3 4 5 improve the hours we have; 

That we may aft the wifer part, 
And live beyond the grave. 

FART THIRD. MeRRICK, 

1. Return, O God of love, return^ 
O let 11s not thy abfence mourn, 
Thee, Lord, their refuge, thee alone3 
From earlieft age thy people own. 

2. Author of good, thy work mature; 
In thee the righteous are fecure; 
O may the majefty divine, 
On us its mildeft beams incline! 

3. And, while new fcenes of hope to view 
Difclos’d, our labour we purfue; 
Thy fav ring hand with full fuccefs, 
That hope confirm, that labour blefs! 

4. Thy mercy, to our fouls reveal’d, 
A full reward of blifs (hall yield; 
And, while thy breath our life prolongs. 
With grateful mirth infpire our longs. 

PSALM XCL 
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PSALM XCL Tate and Brady, 

3. E that has God his guardian made. 
Shall, under his Almighty fhade, 

Secure and undiflurb’d abide: 
Thus to my foul of him I'll lay. 
He is my fortrefs and my hay, 

My God, in whom I will confide. 

2. His tender love and watchful care, 
Shall free thee from the fowler’s fnare, 

And from the noifome pehilence: 
He over thee his wings lhall fpread. 
And cover thy unguarded head; 

His truth lhall be thy hrong defence. 

g. No terrors that furprife by night, 
Shall thy undaunted courage fright; 

Nor deadly fliafts that fly by day : 
Nor plague of unknown rife, that kills 
In darkriefs; nor infeftious ills 

That in the hotteh leafon flay. 

4. A thonfand at thy fide fhail die, 
At thy tight hand ten thoufand lie. 

While thy firm health untouch’d remains; 
Thou only fhalt look on and fee 
The wicked’s fore calamity, 

And count the finner’s mournful gains. 

5. Becaufe 



5* Becaufe, with well plac’d confidence, 
I hou mak ft tne Torcl thy Jure defence, 

And on the Higheft dolt rely; 
Therefore, no ill /hall thee befafl, 
Nor to thy healthful dwelling fhall 

Any infeflious plague draw nigh. 

o. Foi he, throughout thy happy days. 
To keep thee fafe in all thy ways, * 

Shall give his angels ftrift commands; 
And they, left thou ihould ft chance to meet 
\\ itn fome rough hone to wound thy feet. 

Shall Deai thee fafely in their hands. 

7. Dragons and afps that third for blood, 
And lions roaring lor their food, 

Beneath thy conquering feet fhall lie. 
Becaufe lie lov d and honour’d me. 

“ £fhfc(°yr fays God, “ I’ll fet him free, 
Aim hx his glorious throne on high. 

f; “ h‘S pra>'v 111 anpwer when he calls, 
' And relcue him when ill befalls; 

Incieafe his honour and his wealth; 
“ And when, with undifturb’d content" 

Ii^> long and happy life is fpent, 

Hu end 111 crown with laving health.” 

PSALM XCIL 



PSALM XCII. Watts. 

PART FIRST* 

1. O WEET is the work, O God, our king, 
O To praife thy name, give thanks and fing; 

To {hew thy love by morning light, 
And talk of all thy truth at night. 

2. Sweet is the day of facred reft; 
No mortal cares fhall feize our bread; 
Our nobleft pow’rs fhall join to raife 

A tribute of immortal praife. 

3 . Our heart {hall triumph in the Lord, 
And blefs his works, and blefs his word; 
His works of grace, how bright they urine, 
How deep his counlels! how divine ! 

4. Thus we fhall fir are a glorious part, 
When grace hath well refin'd our heart. 

And frefh fupplies of joy are (lied, 

Like holy oil to cheer our head. 

Then fhall we fee and hear and know. 

All we defir’d or widl’d below; 
And ev’ry power find fwcet employ 

In that eternal world of joy. 

PART 



PART SECOND. 

6. Lord, ’tis a pleafant thing to (land 
In gardens planted by thy hand; 
Let me within thy courts be feen, 
Like a young cedar frcfh and green. 

\ 

7. There grow thy faints in faith and love, 
Bleft with thine influence from above; 
Not Lebanon, with all it’s trees, 
Yields fuch a comely fight as thefe. 

8. The plants of grace fhall ever live; 
Nature decays; but grace mull thrive; 
Time that does all things elle impair, 
Still makes them flourifh ftrong and fain 

9. Laden with fruits of age, they fhew 
I he Lord is holy, juft and true; 
None that attend his gates fhall find 
A God unfaithful or unkind. 

PSALM XCIII. Ste ELE® 

i.r pHE Lord, the God of glory, reigns^ 
A In robes of majefty array’d; 

His rule omnipotence fuftains, 
And guides the worlds his hands have madea 

2. Ere 



2. Ere rolling years began to move, 
Or ere the heav’ns were ftretch cl abroad, 

Thy awful throne was fix’d above: 
From everlafting thou art God. 

3. The fwelling floods tumultuous rife, 
Aloud the angry tempefts roar, 

Lift their proud billows to the fkies, 
And foam and lafli the trembling fhore, 

4. The Lord, the mighty God, on high. 
Controls the fiercely raging leas; 

He fpeaks! and noife and tempeft fly, 
The waves fink down in gentle peace. 

5. Thy fovereign laws are ever fare. 

Eternal holinefs is thine; 
How fhould thy people, Lord! be pure! 

And in thy bleft refemblance fiiine ! 

PSAL M XCIV. Watts. 

part FIRST. 

God, to whom revenge belongs. 
Proclaim thy wrath aloud; 

Let iov’reign pow’r redrels our wrongs. 

Let juftice finite the proud. 

2. They fay,“The Lord nor fees nor hears’’ 

When will the vain be wife ? 
Can he be deaf who form’d their ears ? 

Or blind, who made their eyes ? 
3. He 
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3. He knows their impious thoughts are vai% 
And they fliall feel his pow’r; 

ilis wrath fliall pierce their fouls with pain3 
In feme furpriling hour, 

4. But if thy faints deferve rebuke3 
Thou haft a gentle rod: 

Thy providence, thy facred book* 
Shall make them know their God. 

5. Bleft is the man thy hand's chaftife3 
And to his duty draw; 

Thy fcourges make thy children wife3 
When they forget thy law. 

6. But God will not caft off his faints^ 
Nor his own promife break: 

He pardons his inheritance. 

For their Redeemer’s fake* 

FART SECOND. 

7* Who will arife and plead my right 
Againft my nuin’rous foes? 

While earth and hell their force unite3 
And all my hopes oppofe. 

8. Had not the Lord, my rock, my help^ 
Suftaind my fainting head, 

My life had now in filence dwelt, 
My foul among the dead, 

P a. Alas! 



c). Alas'! my'Jliding feet ! I cry'cl; 
Thy promife bore me up; 

Thy grace Rood conftant by my fide. 
And rais’d my finking hope. 

10. While multitudes of mournful thoughts 

Within my bofom roil; 
Thy boundlefs love forgives my faults, 

Thy comforts cheer my foul. 

11. Pow’rs of iniquity may rife. 
And frame pernicious laws ; 

But God, my refuge, rules the Ikies; 

He will defend my caufe. 

12. Let malice vent her rage aloud, 
Let bold blafphemers feoff; 

The Lord our God final! judge the proud, 

And cut the finners off. 

PSALM XCV. Scotch version. 

j /A COME, let us fing to the Lord; 

Come, let us every one 

A joyful noife make to the rock 

Of our lalvation. 
\ 

2. Let us before his prefence come, 
With praife and thankful voice; 

Let us fing plalms to him with grace, 

And make a joyful noife. 
3- Fox 
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3. For Cod a great God, and great king 
Above all gods he is: 

Depths of the earth are in his hand, 
The ftrehgth of hills is his. 

4. To him the fpacious fea belongs, 
For he the fame did make; 

The dry land alio from his hand, 
It’s form at firft did take. 

5. O come and let us worfliip him; 
Let us bow down withal 

And on our knees, before the Lord 
Our Maker, let us fall. 

PSALM XCVI. Scotch version* 

PART FIRST. 

SING a new fong to the Lord; 
Sing all the earth to God; 

Among the heathen nations fhew 
His laving health abroad. 

2. For great’s the Lord, and greatly he 
Is to be magnifyVI; 

Yea, worthy to be fear d is he 
Above ail gods befide. 

3* ^or ^1 the gods are idols dumb, 
Which blinded nations fear; 

But our God is the Lord, by whom 

The heav’ns created were. 

4. Great 
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4* Great honour is before his face*. 
And majefty divine; 

Strength is within his holy place. 
And there doth beauty fhine® 

5. Do you afcribe unto the Lord* 
Of people ev’ry tribe, 

Glory do you unto the Lord 
And mighty pow’r afcribe*, 

PART SECOND® 

6. Give ye the glory to the Lord 
That to his name is due: 

Come ye into his courts and bring 
An offering with you. 

7. In beauty of hisholinefs, 
This fov reign Lord adore; 

Let all the earth his name confefs, 
And dread his glorious pow’r. 

8. Let heav’ns be glad before the Lord*. 
And let the earth rejoice; 

Let feas and all that is therein,,. 
Cry out and make a node. 

9. Let fields rejoice, and ev’ry thing 
That fpringeth of the earth ; 

Then woods, and ev’ry tree fhall fing 
With gladnefs and with mirth, 

xo. Before 
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to. Adore the Lord, becaufe he comes; 
To judge the earth comes he; 

He’ll judge the world with righteoufnefs^ 
The people faithfully. 

PSALM XCVII. 

1. JEHOVAH reigns, let all the earth 
In his juft government rejoice; 

Let all the ifles with facred mirth, 
In his applaufe unite their voice. 

2. Darknefs and clouds of awful fhade^ 
His dazzling glory fhroud in ftate; 
Juftice and truth his guards are made9 
And fix’d by his pavilion wait. 

3. Above earth’s potentates enthron'd^ 
Jehovah dwells exalted high; 
Supreme by other gods is- own’d 
And reigns unrivall d in the fky. 

4. The fov’reign king loves upright fouls 
Whofe thoughts and actions are fincere; 
And with a gracious eye beholds 
The men who his own image bear. 

5. The feeds of endlefs life are fown9 
A glorious harveft for the juft; 
To them his favours fhall be (hewn; 
He’ll recompenfe their pious truft. 

6. Rejoice 

f 
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6. Rejoice, ye righteous, in the Lordj 
In longs of praife your joy exprefs; 
Deep in your thankful hearts record 
Memorials of his holinefs. 

PSALM XCVIII. Scotch version. 

SING a new fong to the Lord^ 
\For wonders he hath done; 

His right hand, and his holy arm 
Him vidiory have won. 

2. The mighty Lord, his faving pow’r 
Hath caufed to be known; 

His juftice in the heathen s fight 
He openly hath Ihown. 

g. He mindful of his grace and truth 
To Ifrael’s houfe hath been; 

And the falvation of our God 
Earth’s utmoit ends have feen- 

4. To celebrate Jehovah’s praife, 
Let men their tongues employ ; 

While fields and floods, rocks, hills and 
plains, 

Repeat the foundingjoy. 

PSALM XCIXT 
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PSALM XCIX, 

1. TEHOVAH reigns; let all 
J The guilty nations quake; 

On cherubs wings he fits; 
Let earth’s foundations (hake: 

In Sion he is great, 
Above all people high; 
O praife his holy name 
Who dwells above the Iky 
In awful majefty. 

2. For truth and juftice ftill 
Of ftrength and pow’r take place 

His righteous judgments are 
Difpens’d to Jacob’s race : 

Therefore exalt the Lord.* 
Before his footftool fall 
In adoration low; 
And with his pow’r, let all 
His hohnefs extolh 

g. Mofes and Aaron thus, 
Anjong his priefts, ador’d; 

Samuel his prophet too 
He heard-—when they implor’d. 

Before the camp, their guide 
The cloudy pillar mov’d ; 
They kept his laws, and they 
Obedient fervants prov’d; 
His ordinance they lov’d. 

4. He 

i 



4* He heard, and oft forgave. 
Nor would deftroy their race; 

But oft his wrath was known. 
When they abus’d his grace : 

Then in his facred courts, 
Due praife to him afford; 
For he who holy is 
Alone fhould be ador’d: 
Ye faints, praife ye the Lord, 

PSALM C. Watts. 

i.TIEFORE Jehovah’s awful throne, 
JL> Ye nations! bow with facred joy; 

Know that the Lord is God alone. 
Fie can create, and can deftroy, 

22. His fov’reign powV, without our aid. 
Made us of clay, and form’d us men ; 
And when, like wand’ring fheep, we ft ray’d, 
He brought us to his fold again, 

3. We’ll crowd thy gates with thankful fongs. 
High as the heav’ns our voices raife; 
And earth, with her ten thoufand tongues. 
Shall fill thy courts with founding praife. 

4. Wide as the world is thy command, 
Vaft as eternity thy love, 
Firm as a rock thy truth fhall ftand. 
When rolling years fhall ceafe to move. 

PSALM CL 
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ERCY and judgment are my fong, 
And hnee they both to thee belong 

My graciouS'God, my righteous king, 
To thee my fongs and vows I bring. 

2. If I am rais d to bear the fword. 
I'll take my counfel from thy word* 
Ihy juftice and thy heav’nly grace 
Snail be the pattern oi my ways. 

3. Let wifdom all my aftions guide,. 
And let my God with me reficle: 

wicked thing fhall dwell with me, 
Which may provoke thy jealoufy. 

4; No Tons of dander, rage and ft rife, 
Shall be companions of my life; 
The haughty look, the heart of pride. 
Within my door fhall ne’er abide. 

. 111 fearch the land and raife the juft 
lo pods of honour, wealth and trull • 
The men that work thy holy will, 
Shall be my friends and fav rites ftill. 

f p vain fhall finners hope to rife, 
By natt’ring or malicious lies; 

h °[’ AT tne innocent I guard, 
ohall bold offenders e’er be ipar’d. 

7. The o 
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7. The impious crew, the factious.band 
Shall hide their heads, or quit the land; 
And all that break the public reft, 
Where I have pow’r (ball be fuppreft. 

P S A L M CIL 

part first. Watts. 

EAR me, O God, nor hide thy face* 
„ But anfwer, left I die; 

Haft thou not built a throne of grace, 
To hear when finners cry ? 

2. My days are wafted like the fmoke 
Difsolving in the air; 

My ftrength is dry’d, my heart is biOKC, 
And linking in defpair. 

3. My fpirits flag, like withering grafts, 
Burnt with exceffive heat: 

In fecret groans my minutes pafts, 
And I forget to eat. 

4. As, on ftome lonely buildings top. 
The ftparrow tells her moan, 

Far from the tents of joy ana hope, 
I fit and grieve alone. 

r My foul is like awilderncfts, 
Where beads of midnight howl, 

Where the fad raven finds her place, 
And where the fereaming owl. 

6. Dark 



6+ Dark difmal thoughts and boding fears 
Dwell in my troubled breaft; 

M bile fharp reproaches wound my ears? 
Nor give my fpirits reft. 

7. My cup is mingled with my woes9 
•And tears are my repaft: 

Axy daily bread, like afhes, grows 
Unpleafant to my tafte. 

8c Senfe can afford no real joy 
To fouls that feel thy frown; 

Lord ! Was thy hand advanc’d'me hfeh 
Thy hand hath caft me down. ° * 

9. My looks like wither’d leaves appear; 
And life s declining light 

Grows faint as ev’ning fhadows are 
I nat vam/h into night. 

10. Eut thou for ever art the fame. 
O my eternal God; 

Ages to come fhall know thy name 
And fpread thy works abr oad. ’ 

part second. 
Scotch version. 

!' Tnou ihalt arife, and mercy yet 
i non to Mount Sion (halt extend; 

p7 7mc for favour which was fet, 
behold; is now. come to an end 

2. Thy 



2. Thy faints take pleafure in her (tones; 
Her very du!t to them is dear; 
All heathen lands, and kingly thrones 
On earth, thy glorious name (hall (ear. 

3. God in his glory (hall appear. 
When Sion he builds and repairs; 
He (hall regard and lend an ear 
Unto the needy’s humble pray’rs. 

4. Th’ afflicted’s pray’r he will not fcorn: 
This (hall be ever on record; 
That generations yet unborn 
May praife and magnify the Lord. 

5. He from his holy place look d down; 
The earth he view’d from heav’n on high. 
To hear the pris’ners mourning groan, 
And free them that are doom’d to die. 

6. That Sion and Jerus'lem too, 
His name and praife may (till record; 
When people and the kingdoms do 
Afsemble all to praife the Lord. 

PART THIRD. TATE AND BRADY. 

a. Through endlefs years thou art the fame 

O thou eternal God! 
Ages to come (hall know thy name, 
And tell thy works abroad. 



PSALMS. 

2. The ftrong foundations of the earth 
Of old by thee were laid; 

By thee the beauteous arch of heav’n 
With matchlefs (lull was made. 

3* Soon fhall this goodly frame of things^ 
Formd by thy powYful hand. 

Be, like a vefture, laid afide. 
And chang d at thy command, 

4* But thy eternal date, O Lord, 
No length of time fhall wafte; 

Thy wifdom, powr and truth and grace 
’ From age to age fhall laid. 

. 5* Thou to the children of thy faints 
Shalt laflmg comfort give* 

Whofe happy race, fecurely fix'd. 
Shall in thy prefence live. 

PSALM CIIL Scotch version. 

Be llirred up, his holy name 
To magnify and blefs. 

g. Blefs, O my foul, the Lord thy Godt 
And not forgetful be * 

Of all his gracious benefits 
Lie hath beftow d on thee# 

Q 3- All 

4 
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q. All thy iniquities he doth 
Mod gracioufiy forgive; 

He thy difeafes and thy pains 
Doth heal and thee relieve. 

4, He doth redeem thy life, that thou 
To death mayft not go down ; 

He thee with Soving-kindnefs doth 
And tender mercies crown. 

e. He with abundance of good things 
Doth fatisfy thy mouth, 

So that, ev’n as the eagle’s age. 
Renewed is thy youth. 

6. God will not chide continually; 
Nor keep his anger Hill; 

With us he dealt not as we finned. 
Nor did requite our ill. 

n. For, as the heav’n in it’s height 
The earth furmounteth far ; 

So great to thofe, who do him fear. 
His tender mercies are. 

8. As far as eaft is diftant from 
The weft; fo far hath he 

From us removed, in his love, 
All our iniquity, 

<j. Such 

• i*---.- _ *: _ - 
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g. Such pity as a father ihews 
Unto his children dear; 

Such-pity (hews the Lord to fuch 
As worlhip him in fear. 

10. For he remembers we are duft. 
And he our frame well knows : 

Frail man ! his days are like the graf$y 
As flow r in field he grows* 

■t 1. But unto them that do him fear, 
Gods mercy never ends; 

And to their children’s children ftill 
His righteoufnefs extends. 

12. The Lord prepared hath his throne. 
In heav’n firm to Hand; 

And ev’ry thing that being hath 
His kingdom doth command. 

13. O ye his angels, that excel 
In firength, blefs ye the Lord; 

Ye who obey what he commands. 
And hearken to his word. 

14. O blefs the Lord, all ye his works, 
Wherewith the world is fiord, 

In his dominions ev’ry where; 
My foul, blefs thou the Lorch 

PSALM CIV. 
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PSALM CIV, Merrick, 

1. A WAKE, my foul, to hymns of praife; 
XjL To God the fong of triumph raife; 

Atid let confenting nations join, 
To blefs with me the name divine. 

2. O cloth’d with majefty divine! 
What pomp, what glory, Lord, are thine! 
Light forms thy robe, and round thy head^ 
The heav ns their ample curtain fpread. 

3. Thou know'll;, amid the fluid fpace. 
The ltrong-compacled beams to place, 
That proof to wafting ages lie, 
And prop the chambers of the fky. 

4. Behold, aloft the King of kings3 
Borne on the winds expanded wings, 
(His chariot by the clouds fupplykfy 
Thro’ heav'n’s wide realms triumphant ride0 

5. Around him, rang’d in awful ft ate, 
Th’ afsembled florms expeflant wait. 
And flames, attentive to fulfill 
The diBates of his mighty will. 

1 

6. On firmed bafe uprear'd, the earth 
To him alcribes her wondrous birth; 
He fpake; and o’er each mountain’s head 
The deep it’s wat’ry mantle fpread. 

7- Hc 
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7. He fpake; and from the whelming flood 
Again their tops emergent flood, 
And fafi adown their bending fide. 
With refluent flream their currents glide* 

8. Aw'd by his ftern rebuke they fly, 
While peals of thunder rend the Iky, 
In mingled tumult upward borne, 
Now to the mountains height return; 

g. Now, lodg'd within their peaceful bed5 
Along the winding vale are led, 
And, taught their deftin’d bounds to know^ 
No more th affrighted earth o’er flow; 

10. But obvious to her ufe (their courfe 
By nature’s ever copious fource 
Supply'dj refrefh the hilly plain, 
And life in all it’s forms lufiain. 

it. Here, (looping o’er the river’s brinks 
The herds and flocks promifcuous drink; 
There, ’mid the barren deiert nurs’d. 
The wild als cools his burning thirft. 

12. While faft befide the murm'ring fpring3 
The feather’d minftrels fit and fing, 
And, fhelter’d in the branches, fhun 
The fervours of the mid-day fun. 

13. His fhow rs with verdure crown the hills; 
The earth with various fruits he fills: 

Preventive . 
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Preventive of their wants, his aid 
Yields to the brute the fpringing blade. 

14. For man, chief object of his care* 
His hands the foodful herb prepare, 
The glad'ning wine, refrefhing oil, 
And bread that firings his nerves for toil. 

15. By him, with genial moifture fed. 
The trees their (bade luxuriant fpread; 
And weave their focial boughs, defign’d 
A refuge for th’ aerial kind; 

16. While on the fir-tree’s fpiry top* 
The vagrant ftork is feen to flop, 
Where, cradled in their waving neft, 
Her infant brood in fafety reft. 

17. See from the hills the goats depend* 
Or bounding from the cliff defcend: 
The lefser tribes, in furry pride 
Array'd, the rock’s dark caverns hide. 

18. Her way by God prefcrib’d, the moon 
Our feafons marks, and knows her owny 
And taught by him, the orb of day 
Slopes in the weft his parting ray. 

tg. Now night from ocean’s bedafcends* 
And o’er the earth her wings extends; 
While favour’d by the friendly gloom, 
The fylvan race licentious roam. 

£.0. The 
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£0. The lions chief, with hideous roar3 
From God their needful food implore, 
And eager for their wonted prey 
Along the echoing defert ftray. 

21. Till now, as morn approaches nigh, 
Back to their cavernd haunts they fly. 
Where fatiate with the nightly feaft. 
The lordly favage finks to reft. 

22. His care fufficient to the day, 
Man to his labour takes his way. 
His talk at earlieft dawn begun. 
And ended with the fetting lun. 

23. Eternal ruler of the fkies, 
How various are thy works ! how wife ! 
How great thou art! what tongue can frame 
An equal honour to thy name ? 

24. Not earth alone beholds her fhores 
Enrich’d from God’s exhauftlefs ftores; 
Alike, throughout their liquid reign, 
Th’ extended feas his gifts contain. 

25. Beneath, unnumber’d reptiles fwarm3 
Of different fi ze, of different form} 

Above, the fhips enormous glide. 
Incumbent on the burthen’d tide. 

26. And oft the rolling waves between. 
The huge leviathan is feen, 

There 
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There privileg’d by Him to ftray, 
And wanton o'er the watVy way. 

27. Thy care, great God, fuftains them all \ 
As, urg'd by hunger s furious call. 
Expectant of the known fupply, 
To thee they lift the afking eye, 

28. And reap from thy extended hand 
What e’er their various wants demand : 
How good thou art! what tongue can frame 
An equal honour to thy name ? 

29. By thee, O Lord, all creatures live? 
And from thy hand all good receive; 
But if thy face thou turn It away, 
Their troubled looks their grief betray,, 

go. If thou the vital air deny, 
Behold them ficken, faint and die; 
Duft to its kindred drift returns, 
And earth her ruin’d offspring mourns, 

gi. But foon thy breath her lofs fupplies, 
She fees a new-born race arife, 
And, o’er her regions fcatterd wide. 
The bleflingsof thy hand divide. 

32. Thy glory, fearlefs of decline. 
Thy glory, Lord, (hall ever Ihine. 
Thy works in changelefs order lie, 
And glad their great Creator’s eye. 

33. Earth 
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33. Earth at thy look fhall trembling hand, 
Confcious of fov reign pow'r at hand ; 
And, touch'd by thee, Almighty Sire, 
The cloud topt hills in fmoke afpire. 

34. To God in ceafelefs drains, my tongue. 
Shall meditate the grateful Iona • 

4 11 * O' 

And iong as breath informs my frame. 
The wonders of his love proclaim; 

35. Afsur’d that his paternal ear 
With full regard my voice will hear ; 
His a£ls it’s unexhaufted theme. 
His favour my delight fupreme. 

36. Awake, my foul, to hymns of praife; 
To God the fong of triumph raife; 
And let confenting nations join 
To blefs with me the name divine. 

P S A L M CV, Scotch version,, 

n7E thanks to God, call on bis name; 
VJ To men his deeds make known; 

Sing ye to him; fing pfalms; proclaim 
The wonders he hath done. 

2. See that ye in his holy name 
Glory with one accord; 

And let the heart of ev'ry one 
Rejoice that leeks the Lord. 

8 2, 3. The 
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3. The Lord Almighty and his (Length 
With ftedfaft hearts feek ye; 

His blefsed and his gracious face5 

Seek ye continually. 

4. Think on the works that God hath done* 
Which admiration breed; 

His wonders, and the judgments all 
Which from his mouth proceed, 

PSALM CVL Scotch version, 

IVE praife and thanks unto the Lord* 
VJ For bountiful is he; 

His tender mercy doth endure 
Unto eternity. 

f ' 

2. God’s mighty works who can exprefs? 
Or {hew forth all his praife ? 

Blefsed are they, that judgment keep, 
Andjuftly do always. 

g. Remember us, Lord, with that love 
Which thou to thine doll bear; 

With thy falvation, O our God, 
To vifit us draw near; 

4. That we thy chofen’s good may fee. 
And in their joy rejoice, 

And may, like thine inheritance, 
Triumph with cheeiful voice. 

PSALM CVII, 
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PSALM CVII. Merrick. 

PART FIRST. 

irpo God above, from all below 
A Let hymns of praife afeend; 

Whofe bleffings unexhaufted flow, 
Whofe mercy knows no end. 

2. But chief by thofe his name be blei% 
To whom his aid he gave; 

Whom he beheld by foes opprefs’d, 
And reach’d his arm to fave. 

3. To eaft, to weft, to fouth, to norths 
Condemn’d awhile to roam, 

His hand in pity brought them fortht 
And call’d the wand’rers home. 

4. Behold them o’er the defert ftray, 
A helplefs, hopelefs train; 

Some city, where their, fteps to flay, 
They feek, but feek in vain. 

5. Ah! what fhall cheer their fainting mind* 
Or what their woes affuage, 

To thirft’s affliQive pain confign’d, 
And famine’s fierceft rage? 

S. Diftrefs’d, to God they make their prayV^ 
He guides their wand’ring feet; 

And, fafe in his protefting care, 
They reach their deftin’d feat, 

7. o 
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7. O then, that all would blefs his name?. 
Whofe mercy thus they prove, 

And pleas’d, from age to age proclaim 
The wonders of his love. 

8. 1 hat love whofe gifts,with thankful breafr? 
The fons of want divide, 

And find their ev’ry grief redrefs’d^ 
Their ev’ry wifh fupply’d. 

PART SECOND. 

2. How juft the doom to thofe affign’d? 
Who frantic durft withftand 

The counfels of th’ Almighty mind3 
And fpurn his juft command. 

2. Thefe erft he bade th’avenger’s hand 
In death’s dark fhades detain: 

And added to the iron band 
Afflictions heavier chain. v 

3. O'er whelm’d with deep eft woe they lie5 
And finking to the grave: 

No pitying ear attends their cry^ 
No hand is nigh to fave. 

4. Diftrefs’d, to God they make their pray’ 
He inftant near them ftands, 

Difpels the gloom of black defpair, 
And breaks their ibubborn bands. 

5* 0 

. ... 

..£• : ‘tV * 



PSALMS. *93 
5. O then that all would blefs his name, 

Whofe mercy thus they prove, 
And pleas'd from age to age proclaim 

The wonders of his love. 

o. That love which oft it’s fuccour gives 
The captives woes to heal, 

The gates of brats in funder cleaves^ 
And burfis the bars of fteel. 

PART THIRD. 

1. Beneath his terrors bid to groan. 
Behold tif intemperate band 

Tne fiuits of folly reap, and own 
The juftice of his hand. 

2. Eft rang d from food, their languid foul 
Ihe needful meal foregoes; 

Life feels it’s current faintly roll. 
And haftens to it’s dole. 

3. Diftrefs d, to God they make their pray r- 
And nature joyous fees ' 

His word her ruin’d ftrength repair, 
Her fierceft tortures eafe. 

4. O then that all would blefs his name. 
Whole mercy thus they prove, 

And pleas d from age to age proclaim, 
d he w onders of his love * 

R 5. That 
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5. That realms of various tongue would 
fing 

His a£ls in frequent lays. 
And yield to heav'n’s eternal king 

The facrifice of praife, 

PART FOURTH. 

1. Who on the waves, from fhore to fhore. 
The gifts of commerce bear. 

The wonders of the deep explore. 
And own that God is there; 

2. By thefe his works are feen; his ways 
By thefe are underftood; 

He Ipeaks the word; the ftorm obeys, 
And rifing lifts the flood. 

g. Now high as heav’n the bark aicends, 
Now feeks the depth below; 

Each heart beneath the terror bends, 
And melts with inward wo. 

4. Like drunken men, in wild amaze. 
They reel from fide to fide: 

Nor hope furvives, their ioul to raife. 
Nor reafon wakes to guide. 

5. Diftrefs’d, to God they make their prayV; 
Obedient to his will, 

The ftorms that rag’d, their rage forbear, 

The feas that roar’d are Hill. 
6. Each 
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6. Each grief, each fear at once refign’d. 
They fee their labour o’er; 

Then, led by him, their haven find. 
And reach the wifh’d-for fhore. 

7. O then that all would blefs his name. 
Whole mercy thus they prove, 

And pleas’d from age to age proclaim. 
The wonders of his love. 

8. That Salem, in her facred fhrine. 
His praife, with thankful tongue. 

Would utter; while her elders join 
To fwell the feftal fong, 

PART FIFTH. 

2. God bids: andlo! a burning wafie 
Where roll’d the floods before ; 

And, touch’d by the defcending blaft. 
The fprings are feen no more. 

2. Sad witnefs of fome dire offence. 
Behold the fertile foil 

No more it’s wonted gifts difpenfe, 
But mock the tiller's toil. 

3. He bids; and o’er the defert wide 
The liquid lake is fpread ; 

New fprings the thirfty earth divide. 
And murm’ring lift the head. 

4. There 
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4. rI here thoufands, late with hunger wan. 
By him afsembled meet; 

There pleas’d the future city plan. 
And fix their lure retreat. 

5. And now they fow the foodfu! grain ; 
The tender vine they rear; 

Now waves the harvelt o’er the plain, 
And plenty crowns the year. 

6. Bleft in His care, the fires with joy 
A num’rous race behold; 

Nor dares difeafe their herds annoyf 
Or wade the peopled fold. 

y. Anon, if funk with heavieft woe, 
They feel oppreffion’s pow’r; 

If civil rage, or conquring foe, 
Their boafted ftrength devour; 

8. His hand affords the wifh’d releafe; 
Collects their fcatterd train; 

And bids them like the flocks increafej 
That fill the verdant plain. 

g. Such truths his fervants {hall atteft. 
And joyful wake the fong; 

While fhame the impious (hall invert, 
And chain their fpeechlefs tongue. 

10. Hu 
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10. His works attentive while it fees. 
The heav n-inltrufted mind 

Shall own how equal his decrees. 
His providence how kind. 

PSALM CIX. Watts. 

OD of my mercy and my praife* 
Thy glory is my fong; 

Though finners fpeak againft thy grace 
With a blafpheming tongue. 

2. When in the form of mortal man^ 
Thy fon on earth was found, 

With cruel danders, falfe and vain. 
They compafs d him around. 

8* Their mis’ries his compaflion move j 
Their peace he dill purfud; 

They render hatred for his love, 
And evil lor his good. 

4. Their malice rag'd without a caufe; 
Yet, with his dying breath, 

l ie pray’d for murd'rers on his crofs. 
And bled his foes in death. 

5. Let not his bright example Oiine 
In vain before our eyes; 

^riay we, like him, to peace incline. 
And love our enemies. 

PSALM CX, 
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PSALM CX. Watts. 

1. YESUS, our Lord, afcend thy throne* 
J And near thy father fit; 

In Sion fhall thy pow'r be known. 
And make thy foes fubmit. 

2. What wonders fhall thy gofpel do l 
Thy converts fhall furpafs 

The num’rous drops of morning dew0 
And own thy fovreign grace. 

3. God hath pronounc'd a firm decree 
Nor changes what he fwore; 

“ Eternal fhall thy priefthood be, 
“ When Aaron is no more;1 

4. Melcbifedec, that wond’rous prie% 
That king of high degree, 

That holy man whom Abram bleft. 
Was but a type of thee, 

5. Jefus, our prieft, for ever lives* 
To plead for us above; 

Jefus, our king, for ever gives 
The blefiings of his love. 

6. God fhall exalt his glorious head, 
And his high throne maintain, 

Shall flrike the pow rs and princes dead, 
Who dare oppofe his reign. 

PSALM CXI* 
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PSALM CXI. Watts. 

PART FIRST. 

i.OONGS of immortal praife belong 
KJ To our Almighty God ; 

He has our heart, and he our tongue5 
To fpread his name abroad. 

2. How great the works his hand has wrought! 
How glorious in our fight! 

And men in ev’ry age have fought 
His wonders with delight. o 

3. How molt exaft is nature's frame! 
How wife th’ eternal mind ! 

His counfels never change the fcheme 
That his firft thoughts defign’d. 

4. Nature and time, and earth and fldes3 
Thy heav’nly (kill proclaim: 

What fhall we do to make us wife 
But learn to read thy name ? 

§• To fear thy pow’r, to trufl thy grace3 
Is our divineft (kill; 

And he’s the wifeft of ourrace^ 
Who bell obeys thy will* 

PART 
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PART SECOND 

i. Great is the Lord : his works of miHit 
. O 

Demand our noblefl fongs; 
Let his affembled faints unite 

Their harmony of tongues 

2. Great is the mercy of the Lord; 

He gives his children food; 
And, ever mindful of his word. 

He makes his promife good. 

g. His Son, the great Redeemer, came 
To feal his cov'nant fare ? 

Holy and rev Vend is his name, 
Llis ways are juft and pure, 

4. They who would grow divinely wife 
Muft with his fear begin; 

Our faireft proof of wifdom lies 
In hating ev’ry fin. 

PSALM CXIL Tate and Brady. 

1. HAT man is blefs'd, who hands in awe 
A Of God, and loves his facred law; 

His feed on earth {hall be renown’d 
And with fucceflive honours crown'd. 

2. His houfe the feat of wealth {hall be. 
An unexhaulted treafury: 

His 
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His juftice, free from all decay, 
Shall bleffings to his heirs convey. 

3. The man that’s fill’d with virtue’s light 
Shines brigheft in afflictions night; 
To pity the diftrefs’d inclin’d, 
As well all juff to all mankind. 

4. His lib’ral favours he extends; 
To fome he gives, to others lends; 
\ et what his charity impairs, 
He faves by prudence in affairs. 

5. Befet with threat’ning dangers round, 
L'nmov’d ffiall he maintain his ground: 
The fweet remembrance of the juft, 
Shall fiourifh when he fleeps in duff. 

6. His hands, while they his alms bellow’d. 
His glory’s future harveft low’d ; 
His works of piety and love 
Are known on earth, and own’d above. 

PSAL M CXIIT. Watts. Y >1 

E who delight to ferve the Lord, 
I he honours of his name record, 

His facred name for ever blefs: 
Where e’er the circling fun difplays 
His riling beams or felting rays, 

Due praile to his great name addrefs. 
R 2. 2. Nor 



202 PSALMS. 

2. Nor time, nor nature's narrow rounds 
Can give his vail dominions bounds; 

The heav’ns are far below his height % 
Let no created greatnefs dare 
With our eternal God compare. 

Arm’d with his uncreated might. 

3. He bows his glorious head to view 
What the bright hofts of angels do, 

And bends his care to mortal things; 
His fov’reign hand exalts the poor. 
He takes the needy from the door, 

And makes them company Tor kings. 

PSALM CXIV. Watts 

,WHEN Ifrael, freed from PharoalTs 

Left the proud tyrant and his land, 
The tribes with cheerful homage own 
Their king, and Judah was his throne. 

2. Acrofs the deep their journey lay; 
The deep divides to make them way; 
Jordan beheld their march, and fled 
With backward current to his head. 

3. The mountains fhook like trembling fheep. 
Like lambs the little hills did leap; 
Not Sinai on its bafe could hand, 
Confcious of fov’reign pow’r at hand. 

4. What 



PSALMS. 

4. What pow’r could make the deep divide? 
Make Jordan backward roll his tide ? 
Why did ye leap, ye little hills ? 
And whence the fright that Sinai feels ? 

5. Let ev’ry mountain, ev’ry flood, 
Retire and know th’ approaching God5 
The king of Ifrael: fee him here ; 
Tremble thou earth, adore and fear. 

6. He thunders, and all nature mourns 
The rock to Handing pools he turns; 
Flints fpring with fountains at his word3 
And fires and feas confefs the Lord. 

P S A L M CXV. Watts. 

OT to ourfelves, who are but duft3 
Not to ourfelves is glory due; 

But to thy name, thou only juft, 
Thou only gracious, wife and true. 

2. Shine forth in all thy glorious name v 
Why ihould a heathen’s haughty tongue 
Infult us, and to raife our fhame, 
Say, where's the God you ’ve Jervd Jo long ? 

3, The God we ferve maintains his throne 
Above the clouds, beyond the flues : 
Through all the earth his will is done; 
He knows our pains? he hears our cries. 

4. But 

. 
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4. But the vain idols they adore, 
Are lenfelefs fhapes of (tone and wood 
At belt a mafs of glitt’ring ore, 

O O 3 

A filver faint, or golden god. 

5. With eyes and ears they carve their head, 
Deaf are their ears, their eyes are blind; 
In vain are coftly offerings made, 
And vows are fcatter'd to the wind. 

6. Their feet were never made to move. 
Nor hands to fave when mortals pray : 
Mortals who pay them fear and love, 
Seem to be blind and deaf as they. 

7. O Ifrael, make the Lord thy hope, 
Thy help, thy refuge and thy red; 
The Lord dial! build thy ruins up, 
And blefs the people and the pried. 

8. The dead no more can fpeak thy praife. 
They dwell in filence and the grave; 
But we fliall live to fmg thy grace, 
And tell the world thy pow'r to fave. 

P S A L M CXVI. Watts. 

V For all his kindnefs lhown ? 
Mv feet [hall vifit thine abode, 

My fongs addrcfs thy throne. 
2. Among 
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s. Among the faints who fill thine houfe 
My offerings fhall be paid; 

Th ere lhall my zeal perform the vows 
My foul in anguifh made. 

3. How much is mercy thy delight. 
Thou ever blefsed God! 

How dear thy lervants in thy fight! 
How precious is their blood ! 

4. How happy all thy fervants are l 
How great thy grace to me ! 

My life which thou haft made thy care. 
Lord. I devote to thee. 

5. Now I am thine, for ever thine. 
Nor (hall my purpofe move; 

Thy hand hath loos d my bonds of pain, 
And bound me with thy love. 

€, Here in thy courts I leave my vow. 
And thy rich grace record; 

Ylitnefs ye faints who hear me now, 
If I forfake the Lord. 

PSALM CXVII. Watts. 

1 all that dwell below the flues. 
Let the Creator’s praife arife; 

I.et the Redeemer’s name be fung 
Through ev ry land, by ev ry tongue. 

S 2. Eternal 



2. Eternal are thy mercies. Lord; 
Eternal truth attends thy word; 
Thy praife fhall found from fhorc to fhore 
’Till funs (hall rife and let no more. 

P S A L M CXVIIL 

part first. Merrick. 

1. T I FT up your voice, and thankful fin 
Praifes to your heav’nly king; 

For his mercies far extend, 
And his bounty knows no end. 

2. Ifrael, thy Creator blefs, 
And with joyous tongue confefs. 
That his mercies far extend, 
And his bounty knows no end. 

3. Ye who make his will your care. 
With afsenting voice declare 
That his mercies far extend, 
And his bounty knows* no end. 

4. Oh ! how fafe the man whofe mind 
Kelts on Jacob’s God reclin’d! 
Safer far than they who truft 
On the help of breathing duft. 

5. Thee, the God inthron'd above. 
Thee, my lips fiiall fing, whofe love 
To my voice attention gave. 
Prompt to hear; and ftrong to fave. 

6. Safe 



6. Safe in Ifrael’s Lord confide; 
He is God, and none bcfide: 
Thee, my God, in lengthen’d lays9 
Thee, my raptur'd lips fhall praife. 

PART SECOND. WATTS. 

1. Lord, thou haft heard thy fervant cry. 
And refcu’d from the grave; 

Now dial! he live; (and none can die 
If God refolve to fave.J 

2. Thy praife more conftant than before*. 
Shall fill his daily breath; 

Thy hand that hath chaftis’d him fore* 
Defends him ftili from death. 

g. Open the gates of Sion now. 
For we fhall worfhip there, 

The houfe where all the righteous go 
Thy mercy to declare. 

4. Among tlf afsemhlies of thy faints5 
Our thankful voice we’ll raife; 

There we will tell thee our complaints* 
And there well fpeak thy praife. 

PART THIRD. WATTS. 

i. Behold the fare foundation ftone 
Which God in Sion lays, 

I o bund our heav’nly hopes upon. 
And his eternal praife; 

2. Chofen 



2. Chofen of God ; to finders dear; 
And faints adore the name ; 

1 hey trull, their whole falvation here* 
Nor fhall they iuffer fhame. 

3. The foolifh builders, fcribe and priefh 
Reie6t it with difdain ; 

Yet on this rock the church fhall reft 
And envy rage in vain. 

4. What though the gates of hell withflood, 
Yetmuft this building rife: 

Tis thy own work, Almighty God* 
And wond rous in our eyes. 

PART FOURTH. WATTS. 

1. This is the day the Lord hath made * 
He calls the hours his own ; 

Let heav’n rejoice, let earth be glad, 
And praife furround his throne. 

2. To-day he rofe, and left the dead. 
And Satan’s empire fell; 

To-day the faints his triumphs fpread 
And all his wonders tell. 

3. Hofanna to th’ Anointed king, 
To David’s ho!v fon; 

Help us, O Lord, clefcend and bring 
Salvation from thy throne. 

4. Blcft 
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4. Bleft be the Lord, who comes to men 
With mefsages of grace; 

Who comes in God his Father’s name? 
To fave oar finfu! race. 

5. Hofanna in the highefl drains 
The church on earth can raife; 

The highefl heav’ns in which he dwells 
Shall give him nobler praife. 

PSA L M CXIX. 

part first. Tate and Brady. 

1. T 7OW blefs’d are they who always keep 
JLjL The pure and perfeft way ! 

Who never from the facred paths 
Of God’s commandments ftray ! 

2. How hlefs’d who to his righteous laws 
Have dill obedient been ! 

And have with humble fervent zeal 
His favour fought to win ! 

3. Such men their utmofl caution ufe 
To fhun each wicked deed ; 

But in the path which he direfts. 
With conflant care proceed. 

4. Thou ftri&ly haft enjoin’d us5 Lords 
To learn thy facred will. 

And all our diligence employ 
Thy flatutes to fulfill^ 

■ 
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5* O then, that thy mod holy will 
Might o’er our ways prefide ; 

And we the courfe of all our life* 
By thy diredion guide ! 

6. Then with afsurance fhould we walk* 
from all confufion free. 

Con vine d, witn joy, that all our ways 
V/ith thy commands agree. 

part second. Doddrjdge* 

1. Inaulgent God, with pitying eye 
1 he fons of men furvey; 

And fee how youthful dinners (port 
In a defirudive way. 

2. In pleafure’s flowery path they tread* 
On future years prelurne; 

Altho’ ten thou (and fnares are fpread 
To friatch them to the tomb. 

3. Reduce, OLord, their wandering mind* 
Amus’d with airy dreams, 

That heavenly wildom may difpel 
Their vifionary fchemes. 

4* With holy caution may they walk 
And make thy word their guide; 

Till each, the danger fafely pall* 
On Sion’s hill abide* 

part 
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part third. Watts. 

1. Thou art my portion, O my God 3 
Soon as I know thy way, 

My heart prepares f obey thy word 
And fuffers no delay. 

2. I choofe the path of heav’nly truth3 
And glory in my choice; 

Not all the riches of the earth 
Can make me fo rejoice. 

3* The teftimonies of thy grace 
I fet before rny eyes ; 

Thence I derive my daily ffrength, 
And there my comfort lies. 

4* r eer I wander from thy path, 
I think upon my ways. 

Then turn my feet to tiiy commands, 
And truft thy pardoning grace. 

4. If thou incline this wandering heart. 
Thy precepts to fulfill; 

Then till my mortal life fhall end 
I fhall perform thy will. 

PART FOURTH. WATTS, 

1. by word is like a heavenly light. 
Which guides us all the day; 

And thio the dangers of the night, 
A lamp to lead our way. 

2, When 
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2. When once it enters to the mind. 
It fpreads Inch light abroad, 

The meaneft fouls inftruflion find, 
And raife their thoughts to God. 

3. The harry heavens thy rule obey. 
The earth preferves her place; 

In nature's volume night and day. 
Thy power and (kill we trace. 

4. But in thy law and gofpel. Lord, 
Are lefsons more divine; 

Not earth hands firmer than thy word, 

Nor hars fo nobly fhine. 

5. Thy word is everlahing truth. 
How pure is every page; 

That holy book fhall guide our youth. 
And well fupport our age. 

PART FIFTH. DODDRIDGE. 

1. Arife, my tender thoughts, arife; 
Let torrents drown my weeping eyes ; 
And thou, my heart, with anguifh feel 
Thofe evils which thou canft not heal. 

g. See human beings funk in fhame; 
See fcandals pour'd on Jefus’ name; 
See God inf'ulted through his fon ; 
The world abus’d; the foul undone. 

3. My 



3* My heart with reverence hears thy word, 
And trembles at thy threatnings, Lord ; 
I know the wretched, dreadful end 
To which their carelefs fteps defcendf 

4* My God, the mournful fcene I view, 
With horror and with pity too; 
O could my fympathy reclaim, 
The wretches from definitive flame, 

5. But feeble my compaffion proves, 
It^cati but weep, where mod it loves; 
Thy own allTaving grace employ, 
And turn thefe drops of grief to joy» 

part sixth. Watts, 

i. O how I love thy holy law! 
’Tis daily my delight; 

And thence my meditations draw 
Divine advice by night. 

*• My waking eyes prevent the day,. 
To meditate thy word, 

My foul with longing melts away 
1 o hear thy gofpel, Lord. 

3- When midnight darknefs veils the flues; 
I tau thy words to mind ; 

My thoughts in warm devotion rife, 
Aud God:s acceptance find. 

S a. 4. How 
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4. How doth thy word my heart engage ? 
How well employ my tongue! 

It cheers my tireiome pilgrimage. 
And yields a heavnly long! 

g. Am I a ftranger or at home, 
Tis my continual feaft. 

Nor honey dropping from the comb 
So much allures the tafte. 

6. No treafures fo enrich the mind. 
Nor fhall thy word be fold. 

For loads of filver well refin’d. 
Nor heaps of fhining gold* 

y. When nature finks and fpirits droop, 
Thy pro miles of grace 

Are pillars to fupport my hope. 
And elevate my praife. 

PART SEVENTH. WATTS. 

i* Lord I have made thy word my choice^ 
Thy liatutes ail are juft; 

They make my nobleft powers rejoice, 
And mortify my lull. 

Thy precepts often I furvey. 
And keep thy laws in fight; 

Thro’ all the bufinefs of the day. 
To form my actions rights 

3. And 
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3. And when my fpirit takes her fill, 
From fountains io divine, 

No mighty men that fhare the fpoil. 
Have joy compar'd to mine. 

4. I read the hift’ries of thy love. 
And keep thy grace in fight; 

Whilft through the promifes I rove3 
With ever new delight. 

5. Tis like a land of wealth unknown. 
Where living fprings arife, 

Seeds of immortal blils are fown, 
And hidden glory lies. 

6. The heft relief that mourners have3 
It makes our borrows blelt; 

Our faireft hope beyond the grave3 
And our eternal reft. 

PART EIGHTH. WaTTS. 

t. Let all the heathen writers join 
I o form one perfett book, 

Great God, if once compar’d with thine3 
How mean their writings look! 

2. Not the moil perfefl rules they gave9 
t Could fhow one fin forgiven; 

Nor lead a hep beyond the grave; 
But thme conduct to heaven, 

3- Tvt 
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g. Fve feen an end of what we call 
Perfection, here below; 

How fhort the powers of nature fall. 
And can no farther go. 

4. But thy commands, O righteous Lord,. 
Pervade the heart within; 

Thypeifeft law, exceeding broad 
Detects the fee ret fin. 

In vain we boaft perfection here, 
While fin defiles our frame; 

And finks our virtues down fo far, 
They fcarce deferve the name. 

6. Our faith, and love, and every grace. 
Fall far below thy word; 

But perfect truth and righteoufnefs 
Dwell only with the Lord. 

PART NINTH. WATTS* 

t. Thy mercies fill the earth, O Lord l 
How great thy works appear! 

Open rny eyes to read thy word 
And lee thy wonders there. 

« 

2. My flefh by thy creating hands, 
Is form'd with care and (kill; 

O make me learn thy juft commands, 
Thiit I may them fulfill, 

3. Since 



3- Since I’m a ft ranger here below, 
Be thou my conftant guide ; 

Dire cl the way my feet fhould go. 
Nor let me turn afide. 

4* If thou to me thy ftatutes fhew, 
And heav’nly truth impart; 

ihy work for ever Ill purfue; 
Thy law fttall rule my heart. 

5- From thofe vain objects turn my fmht. 
Which this falie world dilplays; 

But give me heav’nly power and light. 
To tread thy righteous ways. 

PART TENTH. WaTTS. 

5. O that the Lord would guide my ways, 
To keep his ftatutesdtiil; 

O that my God would grant me grace. 
To know and do his will. ’ 

6. Send thy good fpirit, Lord, to write 
1 hy law upon my heart; 

Nor let my tongue indulge deceit. 
Nor aft the liar's part, 

3- I tom vanity turn off my eyes ?. 
Let no corrupt defign, 

Nor covetous defires arife, 
Within this foul of mine» 

T 
► ~4 Order 



4- Older my footfteps by thy word, 
And make my heart fincere; 

Let fin have no dominion, Lord, 
But keep my confcience dear. 

5. My foul hath gone too far a 11 ray, 
My feet too often hide; 

O bring me back to virtues way, 
And be thy truth my guide. 

6. Make me to walk in thy commands ; 
Tis a delightful road; 

.Nor let my head, or heart or hands 
Offend againft my God. 

part eleventh. Watts. 

a. G that thy ftatutes every hour 
Might dwell upon my mind! 

Thence I derive a quick’ning_power 
And daily comfort finch 

2. Thy word fhall dwell upon my heart, 
To keep me pure within; 

And he an everlafting guard 
From every riling fin. 

3. To meditate thy precepts, 
Shall be my fweet employ, 

My foul 11;all ne’er forget'thy 
Thy word is all my joy. 

Lord) 

word, 

4. How 
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4. How would I run in tliy commands, 
If thou my heart difcharge 

From fin’s deceit and folly’s bands. 
And fet my feet at large ! 

5. My lips with courage (hall declare 
Thy ftatutes and thy name; 

I’ll fpeak thy word though tyrants hear. 
Nor yield to finful fhame. 

6. Depart from me ye wicked race, 
Whofe hands and hearts are ill; 

I love my God, I love his ways 
And mult obey his will. 

PART TWELFTH. WATTS* 

1. Connder all my borrows, Lord 
And thy deliverance fend; 

My foul for thy falvation waits, 
When will my troubles end! 

2. Yet I have found ‘tis good for me, 
To bear my father’s rod; 

Afflictions make me learn the law, 
# 

And reverence my God. 

35 This is the coin fort I enjoy, 
When new diftrefs begins; 

I read thy word, I run thy ways 
And hate my former fins, 

4. Had 

t, ' **'*-«•' & ? 



S2Q P s A L M & 

4. Had not thy word been my delight* 
When earthly joys were tied. 

My foul, opprefs’d with borrows weight* 
Had funk among the dead. 

5. I know thy judgments, Lord, are right 
Though they may feem fevere ; 

In all the fuff rings I endure, 
Thy grace and love appear. 

6. Before I knew thy chaft’ning rod, 
n * O * 

My feet were apt to ftray; 
But now I learn to keep thy word* 

Nor wander from thy way. 

PART THIRTEENTH. 

1. My foul lies cleaving to the dull* 
Lord, give me life divine; 

From vain defires, and ev’ry luft. 
Turn off thefe eyes of mine. 

e. I need the influence of thy grace. 
To fpeed me in my wav; 

Left I fhould loiter in my race* 
Or turn my feet aftray. 

3. When fore affliftions prefs me down, 
I need thy quick’ning powers; 

Thy word that I have refted on* 
Shall help my heavieft hours. 

4. Are 
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4. Are not thy mercies fov reign flill ? 
And thou a faithful God ? 

Wilt thou not grant me warmer zeal* 
To run thy heav’nly road ? 

5,. Does not my heart thy precepts love ? 
And long to fee thy face ? 

And yet how flow my fpirits move 
Without enliv’ning prace! 

O C» 

6, Then fhall I love thy gofpel more5 
And ne’er forget thy word ; 

When I have felt it’s quick’ning power 
To draw me near the Lord. 

PART FOURTEENTH* WATTS*. 

5. Father, I blefs thy gentle hand; 
How kind was thy chaftifing rod 
That forc’d my confcience to a (land, 
And brought my wand ring foul to God! 

2. Food Hi and vain I went affray* 
Ere I had felt thy fcourges, Lord; 
I left my guide, and loll my way* 
But now I love and keep thy word. 

3. T is good for me to wear the yoke$ 
For pride is apt to rife and fwell; 
Tis good to bear my fathers flroke5 
That I may learn his fiatutes well. 

4. The 



4- The law that ifsues from thy mouth, 
Shall raile my cheerful paffions more 
Than all the treafures of the fouth, 
Or weftern hills of golden ore. 

5. Thy hands have made my mortal fraitie^ 
Thy fpirit form'd my foul within; 
Teach me to love thy holy name. 
And guard me fafe from ev’ry fin. 

6. Then thofe who love and fear the Lord^ 
In my falvation (hall rejoice; 
For I have trailed in thy word, 
And make thy grace my only choice* 

PSALM CXX. Watts. 

lTHHOU God of love, thou ever blelf* 
JL Pity my fuff’ring hate; 

When wilt thou fet my foul at reft, 
From lips that love deceit? 

2. Hard lot of mine 1 my days are caft 
Among the fons of ftrife, 

Whole never-ceafing quarrels wafie 
My golden hours of life. 

3. Oh? might I fly to change my place* 
How would I chufe to dwell 

In fome wide lonefome wildernefs, 
And leave thefe gates of hell! 

4. Peace 



4- Peace is the bleding that I feek5 
How lovely are it’s charms! 

I am for peace; but when I fpeak3 
They all declare for arms. 

5. New paffions Hill their foul engage^ 
And keep their malice ftrong: 

What fhall be done to curb thy rage3 
O thou devouring tongue! 

6. Should burning arrows fmite thee thro"5 
Strift juftice would approve; 

But I would rather fpare my foe3 
And melt his heart with love. 

PSAL M CXXL Watts. 

1. T-^O God we lift our waiting eyes; 
JL On him our hopes depend ; 

The Lord who built the earth and fkies3 
Is our almighty friend. 

2. Their feet fhall never Aide to fall-. 
Whom he vouchfafes to keep; 

His ears attend our humble call; 
His eyes can never deep. 

3. He will fuftain our weakeft pow’rs5 
By his almighty arm; 

And watch our mod: unguarded hours 
Againit furprifing harm. 

4. Our 
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4. Our fouls rejoice and reft fecure3 
Our keeper is the Lord: 

His wakeful eyes employ his pow’r 
For our eternal guard. 

5. Nor fcorching fun, nor fickly moon. 
Without his leave can fmite ; 

He (Fields our head from burning noon, 
From blafting damps at night. 

6. He guards our lives, he keeps our breatb3 
Where thickeft dangers come; 

We ftand fecure from threat ning death. 
Till God commands us home, 

P S A L M CXXIL Merrick. 

1. THHE joyful morn, my God, is come. 
A That calls me to thy honour’d dome* 
Thy prefence to adore: 

My feet the fummons fhall attend, 
With willing fteps thy courts afcend. 

And tread the hallow d floor. 

2. Hither from Judah’s utmoft end, 
The heav'n-prote&ed tribes alcend; 

Their offerings hither bring: 
Here, eager to atteft their joy. 
In hymns of praife their tongues employ. 

And hail th’ immortal king, 
3. Be 
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3. Be peace implor’d on each by thee 
O Sion ! while with bended knee 

1 o Jacobs God we pray; 
How blefsd who calls himfelf thy friend! 
Succefs his labour fhall attend, 

And fafety guard his way. 

4. O may’ft thou, free from boftile fear, 
Nor the loud voice of tumult hear. 

Nor war’s wide wades deplore : 
May plenty nigh thee take her Hand, 
And in thy courts with lavifli hand,. 

Diftribute all her {tore. 

5. Seat of my friends and brethren, hail! 
How can my tongue, O Sion! fail 

To blefs thy lov’d abode? 
ceaie the zeal that in me glows, 

1 h7 g°od to whole walls inclofe 
The manfions of iny God ? 

^ SALM CXXIII. Tate and Brad 

|N thee who dwell’d above the flues, 
F01 mercy wait my longincr eyes; 

As lervants watch their mailer’s hand, 
And maids their nnflrcfses command. 

0 Arnn have mercy on us, Lord! 
TjT gracious aid to us afford; 
y o whom cruel foes opprefs, 
Grown men and proud by our diftrefs. 

T 2, PSALM CXXiW 
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P S A L M CXXIV. Tate and Brady, 

1. TT AD not the Lord, may Ifrael fay3 
JL Jl Been pleas'd to interpole; 

Had not the Lord efpous'd our caufe? 
When men againlt us rofe : 

2. Their wrath had fwallow’d us alive^ 
And rag'd without controul; 

Their pride, like an impetuous ftream> 
Had quite o’erwhelrrfd our fouh 

3. But prais'd be our eternal Lord3 
Who refcu’d us that day, 

Nor to their favage jaws gave up 
Our threat’ned lives a prey. 

4. Our foul is like a bird efcap’d 
From out the fowler’s net; 

The fnare is broke, their hopes are crofsd^ 

And we at freedom fet. 

r. Our fure and all-fufficient help 
Xj 

Is in Jehovah’s name: 
His name who did the heav ns create 

And who the earth did frame. 

PSALM CXXV. Tate and Brady, 

jT THO place in Sion’s God their truft$ 

V V Like Sion’s hill {hall Hand; 

Like her immoveable be fix’d3 

By his almighty hand, 
ASf 
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2. As lofty hills on evYy fide. 
Old Salem did indole; 

So ftands the Lord around his faints 
To guard them from their foes. 

3. The wicked may affiidt the juft 
But ne er too long opprefs; 

Nor force him, by defpair, to feek 
Bafe means for his redrefs. 

4. Do good, O righteous God, to thofe 
Who righteous deeds affect; 

The heart that innocence retains, 
Let innocence prote6t. 

5* Who turn afide to crooked paths 
The Lord will them deftroy ; 

Cut off th’unjuft ; but crown his Lints 
With lafting peace and joy. 

PSALM CXXVI. Watts, 

HEN God reftor’d our captive ftate9 
Joy was our long, and grace our 

theme; 

The grace beyond our hopes fo great, 
That joy appear d an airy dream. 

tt TnC fc°ffer owns ^y hand and pays 
Unwilling homage to thy name • 

Wh.ie we with pleafure fliout thy praife,. 
■Wi£l1 cheerful notes thy love proclaim. 

o rVr> 
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3- To us bring back the remnant, Lord? 
Of thofe who captive kill remain; 
On them thy grace abundant pour 
Like large refrelhing .fhow’rs of rain, 

4, The man that in his furrow'd field 
His fcatterd feed with fadnefs leaves^- 
Will fliout to fee the harveft yield 
A welcome load of joyful rheaves.. 

PSALM CXXVII. 

i XI/’E build with fruitlefs toil and coftj 
V V Unlefs the Lord the pile fuftain; 

Unlefs the Lord the city keeps, 
The watchman waketh but in vain, 

2. In vain we rife before the dawn, 
In vain we late to reft repair; 
Allow no refpite to our toil, 
And daily eat the bread of care: 

g. The Lord, on his beloved faints, . 
Of good a rich fupply bellows; 
He crowns their labours with fucceis, 
Their nights with peace and foft repoi’e, 

4. Children, thofe comforts of our life, 
Arc prefents from the bounteous Lord, 
He gives a num’rous race of heirs, 
Of piety the fweet reward. 

5' As- 
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5. As arrows in a ftrong man’s hand, 
When marching forth, equipp’d for war, 
Ev’n fo the fprightly fons of youth, 
Their parents hopeful fafeguard are. 

6. Happy the man whofe quivers are 
Replete with thefe prevailing arms - 
He lhall not fear to meet his foes. 
In ftrifes of law or war’s alarms. 

P 5 A L M CXXVIII. Tate and Brady. 

1 ’ "Pa >s man who fears the Lord, 
And walketh in his ways; 

Of his own labour he lhall eat. 
And happy be always. 

s. His wife, like a fair fertile vine, 
Her lovely fruit fhall bring ; 

His children like young olive plants, 
About his table fpring. 

3. Who fears the Lord lhall profper thus ■ 
Him Sion’s God fhall blefs; 

And grant him all liis days to fee 

Jerufalem’s fuccefs. 

4. He fhall live on, till heirs from him 
Defcend with vail increafe; 

Aluch blefsd in his own profp’rous hate. 

And more in Jlraels peace. 

v PSALM CXXX. 
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PSAL M CXXX. Steele. 

1. T^ROM the dark borders of defpair, 
it To thee, my God! I cry ; 

O wilt thou pitying hear my pray r, 
And ev’ry plaintive figh. 

2. Lord! fhoukni thou call me to thy face3 
And mark, with eye fevere, 

My numerous faults, what hope of grace 
My mournful thoughts could cheer? 

g. But fov’reign mercy dwells with thee; 
Hope dawns amid my fears; 

Divine forgivenefs, large and free, 
Shall Lay my flowing tears. 

4. On God alone my foul would wait, 
His facred word my flay; 

His facred word can light create. 
And turn my night to day. 

5. As thofe who wait with longing eyes, 
To fee the cheerful morn; 

So fliall my ardent wifhes rile. 
Till thou my God return. 

6. Let fainting Xfrael on the Lord, 
With cheerful hope recline; 

For pow'r and mercy in his word 
With boundlefs glory fhine. 

7. Unnumber’d 
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7* Unnumberd though their fins appear. 
And fill their hearts with pain; 

His having love difpels their hear, 
And clean hes every fiain. 

P S A L M CXXXI. Watts. 

i. S there ambition in my heart? 
Search, gracious God, and fee; 

Or do I a61 a haughty part ? 
Lord, I appeal to thee. 

2. I charge my thoughts, be humble ftill, 
And all my carriage mild; 

Content, my father, with thy* will, 
And peaceful as a child. 

3. I he patient foul, the lowly mind. 
Shall have a large reward ; 

Let faints in borrow be refign’d. 
And truft a faithful Lord, 

PSALM CXXXII. Tate and Brady* 

PART FIRST. 

J-T EI David, Lord, a con flan t place 
In thy remembrance find ; 

Let all the borrows he endur’d 
Be ever in thy mind. 

2. Remember 
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2. Remember what a folemn oath 
To thee, his Lord, he (wore; 

How to the mighty God he vow’d* 
Whom Jacob’s Tons adore. 

3. I will not go into my houfe* 
Nor to my bed afeend; 

No foft repofe ftiall dole my eye% 
Nor deep my eyelids bend, 

4. rFill for the Lord’s defign’d abode 
I mark the deftin’d ground; 

Till I a decent place of red, 
For [acob’s God have found. 

5. lh’ appointed place with fhouts of joy, 
At Ephrata we found, 

And made the woods and nemhb’riim fields. o o ** 

Our glad applauie refound. 

6. O with due revrence let us then 
To his abode repair; 

And, pro (Irate at his footftool fall’n* 
Pour out our humble pray r. 

PART SECOND. 

7. Arife, O Lord, and now poffefs 
Thy confiant place of reft; 

Be that not only with thine ark, 
But with thy prefence bleft. 

8. Clothe 
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8. Clothe thou thy priefts with righteoufncfs. 
And make thy faints rejoice; 

And, for thy fervant David’s fake, 
Hear thine Anointed’s voice. 

9. God fware to David in his truth, 
(Nor (hail his oath be vain,) 

One of thy offspring after thee, 
Upon thy throne (hall reign. 

10. And if thy feed my cov’nant keep, 
And to my laws fubmit, 

Their children too upon thy throne 
For evermore fhall fit. 

PART THIRD. 

11. Blefs’d Sion does, in Gods efteerr)s 
All other feats excel!: 

His place of everlafting reft, 
Where he defires to dwell. 

12. Her ftore, fays he, I will increafe, 
Her poor with plenty blefs; 

Her faints fhall fhout for joy, her priefts 
My faving health confefs. 

13. There David’s pow’r fhall long remain 
In his fucceffive line, 

And mine anointed iervant there 
Shall with frefh luftre fhine. 

14. The. 
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34. The faces of his vanquiflrd foes, 

Confufion fhall o’erfpread; 
While, with confirm’d fuccefs, his crown 

Shall flouiifli on his head. 

PSAL M CXXXIIL Watts 

i.T> LEST are the fons of peace. 
U Whole hearts and hopes are one, 

Whofe kind defigns to ferve and pleafe, 
Through all their actions run. 

2. Bleft is the pious hotife. 
Where zeal and friendfhipmeet; 

Where longs of praife, and mingl'd vows 
Make their communion fweet; 

3. Where love, from heav’nly fprings, 
Defcends to ev’ry foul; 

And facred peace with balmy wings, 
Shades and bedews the whole, 

4. All in their ftations move. 
And each fulfills his part, 

In ev’ry care of life and love, 
With fympathifing heart. 

5. Thus, on the heav'nly hills 
The faints are blelt above, 

Where joy like morning dew diftils. 
And all the air is love. 
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PSALM CXXXIV. Tate and Brady. 

!-T3 LESS God, ye fervants that attend 
JO Upon his fblemn hate; 

That in his temple, day by dav. 
With humble rev’rence wait, 

2. Within his houfe lift up your hands- 
And blefs his holy name: 

Thy people blefs from Sion, Lord, 
Who heav n and earth didft fram< le. 

P S A L M CXXXV. 

PART FIRST. 

i.Y>RAISE the Lord with one confent, 
tl ^ f • r* i < i J 

A Magnify his holy name; 
Let the fervants of the Lord 

Still his worthy praife proclaim. 

2. Praife him, ye that in his houfe 
Wait with never ceafing care; 

Praife him, ye that to his courts 
With religious zeal repair. 

3. This our trueft int’refi is, 
t Joyful hymns of praife to fing; 

With loud longs to blels his name, 
Is a molt delightful tniup-. 

u o 

4. Cod 
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4. God his own peculiar choice 
Doth the fons of Jacob make; 

Ifrael’s num’rous offspring too. 
For his treafure he doth take. 

5. That he’s great, we often have 
By our glad experience found ; 

We have been that he, with pow’r, 
Far above all gods is crown’d. 

PART SECOND. WATTS. 

1. Great is the Lord, exalted high 
Above all pow’rs and ev’ry throne; 
What pleafes him in earth and fea. 
Or heav’n or hell his hand hath done. 

2- At his command the vapours rife, 
The lightnings dadi, the thunders roar: 
He pours the rain, he brings the wind 
And temped from his airy {tore. 

3. 5Twas he thofe dreadful tokens fent 
Throughout Egypt’s dubborn land, 
When all the firit-born, beads and men. 
Fell dead by his avenging hand. 

4. What mighty nations, mighty kings 
He flew, and their whole country gave 
To Ifrael, whom his hand redeem’d, 
No more to be proud Pharoah's Have! 

5. His 
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g. His pow’r the fame, the fame his grace, 
That faves us from the hofts of hell; 
And heav’n he gives us to pofsefs, 
Whence the apoftate angels fell. 

PART THIRD. WATTS. 

Awake, ye faints, to praife your king, 
1 our nobleft pafiions raife; 

lour pious pleafure, while you fing, 
Increaling with your praife. 

2. Great is the Lord, and works unknown 
Are his divine employ; 

But ft ill his faints are near his throne. 
His treaiure and his joy, 

3. ILrtVii, earth and fea confefs his hand; 
He bids the vapours rife; 

Lightning and ftorm at his command 
Sweep through the founding fkies. 

4. All pow r that kings or gods have claim'd, 
Is found in him alone: 

Let idol-gods no more he nam'd, 
Where our Jehovah s known. 

p' ^ or»gues have they, but they cannot fpeak; 
ouch as their makers gave; 

ihcii feet were never form’d to move, 
. IVor hands have pow’r to lave. 

V 6. Blind 
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6. Blind are their eyes, their ears are deaf^ 
Nor hear when mortals pray: 

Mortals that wait for their relief, 
Are blind and deaf as they, 

j. Ye righteous, praife the living God,, 
Serve him with faith and fear; 

He makes his churches his abode, 
And claims your homage there. 

P S A L M CXXXVL Watts, 

PART FIRST. 

IVE thanks to God mod high, 
\JT The univerfal Lord, 

The fov reign King of kings, 
And be his grace ador’d: 

His pow’r and grace 
Are hill the fame, 
And let his name 
Have endlefs praile. 

2. Kow mighty is his hand ? 
What wonders hath he done! 

lie form’d the earth and feas, 
And fpread the heav’ns alone ; 

Thy mercy, Lord, 
Shall ft ill endure. 
And ever fare 
Abides thy word, 

g. His 
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3. His wifdom fram'd the fun. 
To crown the day with light; 

The moon and twinkling (tars, 
To cheer the darkfome nights 

His pow’r and grace 
Are (till the fame. 
And let his name 
Have endlefs praife, 

4. He doth the food fupply 
On which all creatures live ^ 

To God who reigns on high 
Eternal praifes give; 

For God does prove 
Our conftant friend. 
His boundlefs love 
Shall never end. 

PART SECOND. 

5. Give thanks to God mod high* 
The univerfal Lord, 

The fov’reign King of kings*, 
And he his grace ador’d; 

His pow’r and grace 
Are (till the fame. 
And let his name 
Have endlefs praife, 
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6. He faw the nations lie 
All perifhing in fin; 

And pity cl the fad Hate 
The ruin'd world was in i 

Thy mercy, Lord, 
Shall Hill endure3 
And ever lure 
Abides thy word. 

7. He fent his only fon, 
To lave us from our wo j 

From Satan, fin and death3 
And ev’ry hurtful foe : 

His powV and grace 
Are flill the fame. 
And let his name 
Have endlefs praife, 

8. Give thanks aloud to God, 
To God the heavhly king] 

And let the fpacious earth 
His work and glories fing ; 

Thy mercy, Lord, 
Shall Hill endure. 
And ever fure 
Abides thy word. 

PSALM CXXXVII, 
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PSALM CXXXVII. Bahlow. 

*. A LONG the banks where Babel’s cur- 
A rent flows, 

Our captive bands in fad defpondence Gray'd; 
While Sions fall in fad remembrance rofe. 
Her fi iends, her children mingled with the 

dead. 

2. The tunelefs harps, that once with joy 
we ft rung, 

When praife employ’d, and mirth infpired 
the lay, 

j ' 

In mournful filence on the willows hung; 
And growing grief prolong’d the tedious day. 

3. Infilling tyrants, to increafe our woe, 
With taunting {miles a fong of Sion claim ; 
Bid facred praife in (trains melodious flow. 
While they blafpheme the great Jehovah’s 

name. 

4. But how, in heathen chains and lands un~ 
known, ^ 

Shall I frael s fons a fong of Sion raife? 
O haplefs Salem! God s terreftrial throne, 
Thou land of glory, facred mount of praife ! 

5* If e er my memry lofe thy lovely name. 
If my cold heart negleft my kindred race^ 

W Let 
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Let dire deftrudtion feize this guilty frame, 
My hand (hall perifh,and my voice (hall ceafe. 

6. Yet fliall the Lord, who hears when Sion 
calls, 

Oertake her foes with terror and difmay. 
His arm avenge her defolated walls, 
And raife her children to eternal day. 

PSALM CXXXVIIL 

i.HPO magnify the Lord, our fouls 
1 Your belt affections raife; 

In joyful hymns, whilft angels hear, 
We fing thy matchlefs praife. * 

2. Within thy church, thy conftant truth 
And goodnefs we proclaim; 

Thefe raife our wonder, and difplay 
The glories of thy name. 

3. In our diftrefs to thee we cry’d, 
And thou our pray’r did ft hear, 

Thou did ft fupport us with thy (Length, 
And with thy comforts cheer. 

4. Kings (hall to thee glad homage pay. 
When they thy word fliall hear; 

In thy bled ways fliall joyful go, 
For great thy glories are. 

£. The 
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5. The Lord, though he’s enthron'd on high, 
The lowly doth refpedt; 

The proud, far off, his fearching eye 
Beholds with juft negledt. 

6. Thy former kindnefs {hall prevent 
Our fears, when in diftrefs; 

Thy hand will fave us from our foes, 
Thy pow’r their wrath reprefs. 

7. The Lord, whofe mercies ever laft, 
Shaft fix our happy ftate; 

And mindful of his favours paft, 
Shall his own work complete. 

P S A L M CXXXIX. Blacklock* 

PART FIRST. 

i.T ORD, thou, with an unerring beam^ 
Surveyeft all my pow’rs; 

My rifing fteps are watch'd by thee, 
By thee, my refting hours. 

2. My thoughts, fcarce ftruggling into birth3 
Great God, are known to thee: 

Abroad, at home, ftili I’m inclos’d 
With thine immenfity. 

3. To thee the labyrinths of life 
In open view appear; 

Nor ft eats a whifper from my lips, 
Without thy lift’ning ear. 

4. Behind 
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4. Behind I glance, but thou art there; 
Before me fhines thy name ; 

S f 

And ’tis thy flrong almighty hand 
Suftains my feeble frame. 

5. Such knowledge mocks the vain eBay 
OF my aftoniflfd mind, 

Nor can my reafon’s foaring eye 
His tow'rmg furnmit find. 

PART SECOND. 

5. Where from thy fpirit (hall I flretch 
The pinions of my flight ? 

Or where, through nature’s fpacious range^ 
Shall I elude thy fight ? 

7. Scal’d I the {kies ? the blaze divine 
Would overwhelm my foul: 

Plung’d I to hell ? there I fhould hear 
Thine awful thunders roll. 

8. If, on the morning’s darting ray. 
With matchlefs fpeed I rode, 

And flew to the wild lonely fliore 
That bounds the ocean’s flood; 

g. Thither thine hand, all-prefent God, 
Muft guide the wondrous way; 

And thine omnipotence fupport 
The fabric of my clay. 

to. Should 
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10. Should I involve myfelf around 
With clouds of tenfold night, 

The clouds would fhine like blazing noon^ 
Before thy piercing fight. 

11. The darknefs fcatters at thine eye? 
And fparkles into day, 

And light and fhade alike appear 
To thy refplendent ray. 

PAPvT THIRD-. 

12. Lord, thy pervading knowledge ftrikes 
Through natures inmofl gloom : 

And in thy circling arm I lay 
A flumb’rer in the womb. 

13. Thee will I honour, for I fiand 
A volume of thy (kill; 

Stupendous are thy works, and they 
My contemplations fill. 

14. Thine eye beheld me when the fpeck 
Of being firft began, 

And o’er my form, in darknefs fram'd3 
Thy rich embroid’ry ran. 

15. Th’ unfafhion’d mafs was feen by thee; 
My flrufture in thy book 

Was plann’d, before the curious mould 
The future embryo took, 

16. How 
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16. Plow precious are the ftreaming joy* 
That from thy love defcend ! 

Would I rehearfe their numbers o’er. 
Where would their numbers end? 

17. Not oceans countlefs bands exceed 
The blefiings of the fkies; 

With night’s defcending (hades they fall, 
With morning fplendours rife. 

18. Survey me. Lord, explore my hearty 
Difclofe each latent caufe; 

And weigh the motives of my foul 
By thine impartial laws. 

19. And if the tranfports of my zeal, 
From felfifh fprings e’er flow’d, 

Betedl the guilt, and guide my fteps 
In thine eternal road. 

PSALM CXL. Merrick* 

THE tongue to wifdom unfubdu’d, 
From blifs it's owner Hr all exclude 1 

Deftruftion follows faft behind 
The feet to wickednefs inclin’d. 

2. My heart has known thee, Lord, prepar’d 
The helplefs and the poor to guard, 
To fave them from oppreflion’s jaws, 
And vindicate their injur’d caufe. 

3. The 
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g. The fouls fubjeQed to thy fear. 
To thee the thankful voice fhail rear. 
And, ftudious of thy juft command, 
Within thy fight accepted ftand. 

PSALM CXLI. Denham. 

ORD, when I cry, make hafte to hear. 
And to my voice incline thine ear: 

So fhail my pray’r like incenfe rife. 
My high-rais’d hands as facrifice. 

2. Lord, fet upon my mouth a guard. 
And let it’s double door be barr’d: 
Let not my heart to fin incline, 
Nor let my hand in mifchief join. 

3. The finner’s pleafures I’ll not fhare; 
The juft man’s ftrokes I’ll meekly bear: 
Though fharply he my fins reprove, 
I’ll take it as a mark of love. 

4. This, like a precious ointment filed. 
Will never bruife, but heal my head: 
And if I find him in diftrefs, 
To thee I’ll pray for his releafe. 

1. 
PSALM CXLIL Tate and Brady* 

O God with mournful voice. 
In deep diftrefs I pray’d ; 

Made him the umpire of my caufe. 
My wrongs before him laid. 

2, Thou 



2. Thou didft my fteps direft, 
When my griev’d foul defpair’d; 

For, where I thought to walk fecure3 
They had their traps prepar’d. 

3. I look’d, but found no friend 
To own me in diflrefs; 

All refuge fail’d, no man vouchfaf’d 
His pity and redrefs. 

4. To God at laft I pray’d; 
Thou, Lord, my refuge art; 

My portion in the land of life3 
Till life itfelf depart. 

5. Reduc’d to greateft ftraits. 
To thee I make my moan; 

O fave me from opprefling foes5 
For me too powrful grown. 

6. That I may praife thy name. 
My foul from prifon bring; 

Whilft of thy kind regard to me 
Afsembfd faints fhail fing. 

PSALM CXLIII. Steele. 

. 

l.TTEAR, O my God, with pity hear 
jL JL My humble fupplicating moan; 

In mercy anfwer all my pray'r, 
And make thy truth and eoodnefs known. 

2. And 
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2. And O let mercy fllll be nigh; 
Should awful juftice frown fevere, 
Before the terrors of thine eye, 
What trembling mortal can appear? 

3. I call to mind the former days; 
Thy ancient works declare thy name. 
Thy truth, thy goodnefs and thy grace; 
And thefe, O Lord, are ftill the fame. 

4. To thee I ftretch my fuppliant hands. 
To thee my longing foul afpires; 
As cheering fhow’rs to thirfly lands, 
Come, Lord, and fill thefe ftrong defires. 

5, Speak to my heart; the gloomy night 
Shall vanifh, and fweet morning break; 
In thee I truft, my guide, my light; 
Teach me the way my feet fhould take. 

6. Teach me to do thy facred will; 
Thou art my God, my hope, my flay; 
Let thy good fpirit lead me ftill, 
And point the fafe, the upright way. 

PSALM CXLIV. Steele. 

i.T>LEST be the Lord, our ftrenath, our 
JO fhieicl, 

Amid the dangers of the field; 
i is he inftructs us for the fight, 

And aims us with refiftlefs might. 

W 2, 2, Dcfcend* 
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2. Defcend from heav’n, almighty Lord, 
And earth fhall tremble at thy word; 
The fmoking hills with confcious fear, 
Shall own their awful Maker near. 

3. While thy keen-pointed lightnings fly^ 
Like naming arrows through the fky, 
Our foes difpers’d fhall rife no more, 
Nor dare the terrors of thy pow’r. 

4. O let thy potent arm controul 
The threat’ning waves that round us roll, 
Thefe Tons of vanity that rife 
With fraudful hands, and impious lies. 

5. Then fhall thy name new fongs infpire. 
And wake to joy the founding lyre; 
And ev’ry tuneful firing fhall raife 
In various notes our grateful praife. 

6. 5Tis pow’r divine, ’tis God alone, 
Whom kings, preferv’d in dangers, own; 
Who fives in war’s tumultuous ft rife,. 
From rasing fwords his fervants life. 

7. O Lord, thy faving pow’r oppofe 
To thefe invading threat’ning foes; 
All ft rangers to thy facred laws, 
Whole boaft is vain, and falfe their caufe. 

8. Then fhall our Tons, beneath thy care. 
Grow up like plants ered and fair; 

. * Our 
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Our daughters {hall like pillars rife, 
Where royal buildings charm the eyes. 

g. Then plenty {hall our {lores increafe; 
Plenty, the lovely child of peace; 
The fold it’s fleecy wealth {hall yield. 
And pour it’s thoufands o’er the field* 

10. The well-fed ox {hall then afford 
His cheerful labours to his lord; 
No more {hall cruel plunder reign, 
Nor want nor mifery complain. 

11. O happy people, favour'd hate, 
Whom fuch peculiar bleflings wait; 
Happy, who on the Lord depend, 
Their God, their guardian and their friend* 

PSALM CXLV. Watts. 

PART FIRST. 

1. ONG as I live. I’ll blefs thy name3 
My king, my God of love; 

My work, and joy fhall be the lame 
In the bright world above. 

2. Great is the Lord, his pow’r unknown^ 
And let his praife be great; 

I’ll fing the honours of thy throne, 
Thy works of grace repeat, 

3- Thr. 
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3. Thy grace fhall dwell upon my tongue; 
And while my lips rejoice, 

The men who hear my (acred fong, 
Shall join their cheerful voice. 

4. Fathers to fans (half teach thy name. 
And children learn thy ways; 

Ages to come thy truth proclaim, 
And nations found' thy praife. 

5. Thy glorious deeds of ancient date. 
Shall through the world be known; 

Thine arm of pow’r, thy heav’nly hate. 
With public fplendour fhown. 

6. The world is manag’d by thy hands, 
Thy faints are rul'd by love; 

And thine eternal kingdom (lands, 
Though rocks and hills remove* 

PART SECOND, 

1, Sweet is the mem’ry of thy grace3 
My God, my heav nly king ; 

Let age to age thy righteoufnefs 
In founds of glory Ting. 

2* God reigns on high, but not confines 
His goodnefs to the (kies; 

Through the whole earth his bounty fhines; 
And cvry want fupplies* 

v . 3. With 
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3. With longing eyes thy creatures wait 
On thee for daily food; 

Thy liberal hand provides their meat, 
And fills their mouth with good. 

4. How kind are thy companions, Lord! 
How flow thine anger moves! 

But foon he fends his pard’ning word 
To chear the fouls he loves. 

5. Creatures, with all their endlefs race, 
Thy pow’r and praife proclaim; 

But faints who tafte thy richer grace. 
Delight to blefs thy name. 

PART THIRD. 

s. Let ev'ry tongue thy goodnefs fpeak, 
Thou fov’reign Lord of all; 

Thy ftrength’ning hands uphold the weak, 
And raife the poor that fall. 

2. When forrow bows the fpirit down, 
Or virtue lies diftrefl 

Beneath the proud oppreflor’s frown, 
Thou givft the mourner’s reft. 

3. The Lord fupports our tott’ring days, 
And guides our giddy youth ; 

Holy and juft are all his ways, 
And all bis words are truth. 

X 4. He 
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4. He knows the pains his fervants feel, 
He hears his children cry; 

And their bed wifhes to fulfil! 
His grace is ever nigh. 

5. His mercy never fhall remove 
From men of heart fincere; 

He faves the fouls whofe humble love 
Isj oin’d with holy fear. 

6. Our lips fhall dwell upon his praife, 
And fpread his fame abroad; 

Let all the fons of Adam raife 
The honours of their God. 

P S A L M CXLVI. Watts. 

1. Y’LL praife my Maker with my breath, 
il And when my voice is loll in death 
Praife fhall employ my nobler pow’rs: 

My days of praife (hall neer be part, 
While life and thought and beingdaft, 

Or immortality endures. 

2. Happy the man whofe hopes rely 
On Ifrael’s God: he made the fky, 

And earth and feas with all their train: 
Hfs truth for ever hands fecure; 
He laves th’ oppreft, he feeds the poor. 

And none fhall find his promife vain. 
3. The 
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g. The Lord hath eyes to give the blind; 
The Lord Supports the finking mind; 

He fends the lab ring confcience peace; . 
He helps the ftranger in diftrefs. 
The widow and the fatherlefs, 

And grants the pris’ner fweet releafe. 

4. He 1 oves liis faints, he knows them wcll3 
His love their joyful lips fhall tell; 

Thy God, O Sion ! ever reigns : 
Let ev ry tongue, let ev’ry age 
In this exalted work engage; 

Praife him in everlafting (trains. 

5. I’ll praife my Maker with my breath j 
And when my voice is loft in death, 

Praife fhall employ my nobler pow’rs; 
My days of praife fhall ne’er be paft, 
While life and thought and being lafh 

Or immortality endures. 

PSALM CXLVIL Steele, 

PART FIRST. 

L.OING to the Lord, let praife infpire 
The grateful voice, the tuneful lyre; 

In {trains of joy, proclaim abroad 
The endlefs glories of our God, 

2. He 
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2. lie counts the holts of Harry flames. 
Knows all their natures, and their names: 
Great is our God! his wondrous pow'r 
And boundlefs wifdom we adore. 

3. He veils the Iky with treafur’d fhow’rs; 
On earth he plenteous bleffings pours; 
The mountains fmile in lively green. 
And fairer blooms the flow’ry fcene. 

4. His bounteous hand (great fpring of good) 
Provides the brute creation food: 
He feeds the ravens when they cry; 
All nature lives beneath his eye. 

5. In nature what can him delight 
Mod lovely in it’s Maker’s fight ? 
Not afiiive ftrength his favour moves, 
Nor comely form he belt approves. 

6. Dear to the Lord, for ever dear, 
The heart where he implants his fear; 
The fouls who on his grace rely, 
Thefe, thefe are lovely in his eye, 

PART SECOND. 

7. Praife ye the Lord; O blifsful theme 
To fihg the honours of his name! 
sTis pleasure, ’tis divine delight, 
And praife is lovely in his fight. 

8. He 
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8. He fpeaks! and fwiftly from the (kies 
To earth the fov’reign mandate flies; 
Obfervant nature hears his word, 
And bows obedient to her Lord. 

9. Now thick defcending flakes of fnow^ 
O’er earth a fleecy mantle throw : 
Now glitt'ring fro ft, o’er all the plains 
Extends it’s univerfal chains. 

10. At his fierce ftorms of icy hail. 
The fhiv ring pbw’rs of nature fail; 
Before his cold what life can ftand, 
Unihelter’d by his guardian hand ? 

11. He fpeaks! the ice and fnow obey3 
And nature’s fetters melt away : 
Now vernal gales foft rifing blow. 
And murm ring waters gently flowo 

12. But nobler works his grace record^ 
To Ifrael he reveals his word; 
To Jacob’s happy fons alone 
He makes his facred precepts known* 

13. Such blifs no other nation fhares3 
The laws of heav’n are only theirs; 
Ye favour’d tribes your voices raife, 
And blefs your God in fongs of praife. 

PSALM CXLVIIL 
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PSALM CXLVIII. Watts. 

fart first. 

i.XT'E tribes of Adam, join 
X With heav’n and earth and feas^ 

And offer notes divine 
To your creators praife* 

Ye holy throng 
Of angels bright, 
In realms of lights 
Begin the fong. 

2* Thou fun with dazzling ray&j 
And moon that rules the night, 

Shine to your Maker's praife; 
With ftars of twinkling light. 

His pow’r declare, 
Ye floods on high, 
Ana clouds that fly 
In empty air. 

3. The fliining worlds above 
In beauteous order ftands 

Or in fwift courfes move 
By his supreme command r 

He fpake the word 
And all their frame 
From nothing came 
To praife the Lord* 

4, He 
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4* He mov’d their mighty wheels 
In unknown ages pad; 

And each his word fulfills 
While time and nature lafL 

In diff Vent ways 
His works proclaim 
His wondrous name, 
And fpeak his praife. 

*59 

PART SECOND* 

Let all the earth-born racef 
And monfters of the deep5 

The fifh that cleave the feas5 
Or in their bofom fleep5 

From fea and fhore 
Their tribute pay5 
And Hill difplay 
Their Maker s pow’r. 

6. Ye vapours, hail and fnow3 
Praife ye th’ almighty Lord? 

And ftormy winds that blow 
To execute his word. 

When lightnings fhine* 
Or thunders roar5 
Let earth adore 
His hand divine* 

7- 
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7. Ye mountains near the (kies, 
With lofty cedars there, 

And trees of humbler fize, 
‘lhat fruit in plenty bear; 

Bealls, wild and tame. 
Birds, flies and worms 
In various forms, 
Exalt his name. 

8. Ye kings and judges, fear 
The Lord, the fov reign king; 

And while you rule us here, 
His heav’nly honours ling; 

Nor let the dream 
Of pow’r and Hate 
Make you forget 
His pow r fupreme. 

Virgins and youths engage 
To found his praife divine. 

While infancy and age 
Their feebler voices join; 

Wide as he reigns. 
His name be fung 
By every tongue. 
In endlefs firains* 

.to. Let all the nations fear 
The God that rules above; 

He 
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He brings his people near, 
And makes them tafte his love; 

While earth and fky 
Attempt his praife. 
His faints /hall raife 
His honours high. 

P S A L M CXLIX. 

PRAISE ye the Lord; prepare a nev; 
long, 

And let all his faints in full concert join ; 
With voices united, the anthem prolong; 
And fhew forth his honours inunufic divine* 

2. Let praife to the God who made us afcend; 
Let each grateful heart exult in it’s king; 
i or God whom we worfhip our fongs will 

attend, 
And view with complacence the off’ring we 

bring. 

3. Be joyful, ye faints, fuftahvd by his 
might, 

And let your glad fongs awake with each 
morn; 

For thofe who obey him are ftill his delight 3 
tils hand with ialvation the meek will 

adorn, 
X 2* 4. Then 
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4. Then praife ye the Lord; prepare a new 
long, 

And let all his faints in full concert join; 
With voices united, the anthem prolong; 
And fhew forth his honours in mufic divine, 

PSAL M CL. Steele. 

1. TJRAISE ye the Lord; let praife employ 
JL In his own courts, your fongs of joy; 

The fpacious firmament around, 
Shall echo hack the joyful found. 

2, Recount his works in ftrains divine, 
His wondrous works, how bright they fhine ! 
Praife him for his almighty deeds, 
Whofe greatnefs all your praife exceeds, 

5. Awake the trumpet’s piercing found. 
To fpread your facred pleafures round; 
While Tweeter mufic tunes the lute, 
The warbling harp, and breathing flute, 

4. Let the loud cymbal, founding high. 
To fofter, deeper notes reply; 
Harmonious let the concert rife, 
And bear the rapture to the fkies. 

5. Let all whom life and breath infpire, 
Attend and join the joyful choir; 
But chiefly you, who know his word, 
Adore, and love, and praife the Lord. 

DO XO LOGIES. 
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Common Metre, 

TO.Father, Son and Holy Ghofi 
The God whom we adore. 

Be glory, as it was, is now, 
And fhall be evermore. 

Long Metre, 

I. 
To Father, Son and Holy Ghoft, 
The God whom earth and heav’n adore* 
Be glory, as it was of old, 
Is now, and fhall be evermore, 

II. 
Praife God, from whom all bleffings flow } 
Praife him, all creatures here below; 
Praife him above, ye heav nly hoft; 
Praile Father, Son and Holy Ghoft. 

Short Metre, 

Ye angels round the throne, 
And faints that dwell below, 

Worfhip the Father, praife the Son, 
And biefs the Spirit too, 

Foua 



•/oz 

264 DOXOLOGIES, 

Four Sevens, 

Sing we to our God above, 
Praife eternal as his love; 
Praife him, all ye heav’nly hoft, 
Father, Son and Holy GhofL 

As the 113th Psalm* 

To Father, Son and Holy Gholt, 
The God whom heav’ns triumphant hoff^. 

And fuff ring faints on earth adore. 
Be glory, as in ages paft, 
As now it is, and fo fhall laft, 

When time itfelf fhall be no more* 

As the 148th Psalm* 

To God, the Father, Son 
And Spirit ever blef's’d. 

Eternal three in one, 
All worfhip be addrefs’d, 

As heretofore 
It was, is now. 
And fhall be ib 
For evermore* 
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H Y M N I. 

Te Deum, or$ A General Ilymn of Praift. 

X,C~\ GOD! we praise thee, and coafefs 
• Y/ That thou the only Lord, 

And everlading Father art; 
By all the earth ador’d. 

2. To thee all angels cry aloud, 
i o thee the pow’rs on high, 

Both Cherubim and Seraphim, 
Continually do cry. 

3- O holy, holy, holy Lord ? 
Whom heav nly hods obey; 

The world is with the glory fill’d 
Of thy majeftic fway. 

4. Th’ apodles’ glorious company, 
_y1 Prophets crown’d with light, 
Yl ith all the martyrs’ noble hod. 

Thy condant praife recite. 

5- The 
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5. The holy church throughout the world, 
O Lord, confefses thee; 

That thou, eternal Father, art 
Of boundlefs majefiy. 

6. Thy honour'd true and only Son? 
And Holy Ghoft, the fpring 

Of never-ceafing joy; O Chriftl 
Of glory thou art king. 

H Y M N IT. 

God the proper Object of Praife, 
1. XT’E fons of men, in facred lays, 

JL Attempt your great Creators praife; 
But O what tongue can fpeak his fame ? 
What mortal verfe can reach the theme ? 

2. Enthron’d amid the radiant fpheres, 
He glory like a garment wears; 
His boundlefs wildom, pow’r and grace^ 
Command our awe, invite our praife. 

3. To God all nature owes it's birth; 
He form’d this pond'rous globe of earth) 
He rais’d the glorious arch on high. 
And meafur’d out the azure {ky. 

4. In all our Maker s vaft defigns, 
Omnipotence with wifdom fhines; 

His 

V ■ 

*
. 
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His works, through all this wondrous frame. 
Bear the great imprefs of his name. 

5. Rais’d on devotion's lofty wing. 
Our fouls his high perfeflion fing : 
O let his praife employ our tongue. 
And lill'ning worlds approve the fong. 

H Y M N III. 

The Perfections of God. 

REAT God! thy glories fhall employ 
Vj Our holy fear, our humble joy; 

Our lips, in fongs of honour, bring 
Their tribute to th’ eternal king. 

2. The earth and liars, and worlds unknown,, 
Depend precarious on his throne; 
All nature hangs upon his word, 
And grace and glory own their Lord. 

3. Mis fov’reign pow’r what mortal knows? 
II he commands, who dares oppole? 
With ftrength he girds himfelf around, 
And treads the rebels to the ground. 

4. Who fliall pretend to teach him {kill ? 
Or guide the counfels of his will ? 
His wifdom, like a fea divine, 
f lows deep and high beyond our line. 

B 5• The 
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5. The beamings of his piercing fight, 
Bring dark hypocrify to light; 
Death and deltruftion naked lie. 
And hell uncover’d to his eye. 

6. Th’ eternal law before him (lands; 
His juftice, with impartial hands. 
Divides to all their due reward, 
Or by the fceptre, or the fword. 

7. Each of his words demand our faith j 
Our fouls may reft on all he faith; 
His truth inviolably keeps 
The large!! promife of his lips. 

8. O tell us with a gentle voice. 
Thou art our God, and we'll rejoice ; 
Fill'd with thy love, we dare proclaim 
The brighteli honours of thy name. 

II Y M N IV. 

The Unity of God. 

1.INTERNAL God! almighty caufe 
1 j Ofearthand feas and worlds unknown, 

All things are fubjecl to thy laws; 
All things depend on thee alone. 

2. Thy glorious being fingly {lands 
-Of all within itfelf pofseft; 

Controll’d 
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Ccntroll’d by none are thy commands; ' 
Thou from thy Tel f alone art bleft. 

3, To thee alone ourfelves we owe; 
Let heav’n and earth due homage pay ; 
All other God’s we difavow, 
Deny their claims, renounce their fway. 

4. Spread thy great name thro’ heathen lands^ 
Their idol deities dethrone; 
Reduce the world to thy command; 
And reign, as thou art, God alone*. 

HYMN V, 

The Spirituality of God. 

1*r\ art, O God! a fpirit pure* 
JL Invifible to mortal eyes; 

Th’ immortal, and th’ eternal king, 
The great, the good, the only wile. 

2. Whilft nature changes, and her works* 
Corrupt, decay, dilsolve and die, 
Thy efsence pure no change fhall fee, 
Secure of immortality. 

3. Thou great Invifible ! what hand 
Gan diaw thy image, fpotlefs fair ? 
I o what in heav’n, to what on earth. 
Can men th immortal king compare? 

4. Let 
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4. Let ft up id heathens frame their gods 
Of gold and filver, wood and ftone; 
Ours is the God that made the heav’ns, 
Jehovah he, and God alone. 

5. My foul, thy pureft homage pay; 
In truth and fpirit him adore; 
More fhall this pleafe than facrifice, 
Than outward forms delight him more. 

HYMN VI. 

1. 

The Eternity of God. 

HOU didft, O mighty God, exifi 
Ere time began it’s race. 

Before the ample elements 
Fill’d up the void of fpace. 

2. Before the pond*rous earthly globe 
In fluid air was ftay’d; 

Before the ocean’s mighty fprings 
Their liquid ftores difplay’d. 

g. Ere men ador’d, or angels knew 
Or prais’d thy wondrous name; 

Thy blifs, O facred fpring of life! 
And glory were the fame, 

4. And when the pillars of the world, 
With hidden ruin, break, 

And 



And all this vaft and goodly frame 
Sinks in the mighty wreck; 

5. When from her orb the moon fhall ftart^ 
Th’ aftonifh’d fnn roll back; 

While all the trembling ftarry lamps 
Their ancient courfe forfake; 

6. For ever permanent and fix’d. 
From agitation free. 

Unchang’d in everlafting years, 
Shall thy exiftence be. 

HYMN VII. 

The Immutability of God. 

ALL-POW’RFUL, felf-exiftent God, 
Who dolt o’er all-creation reign* 

Thou wert, and art, and art to come, 
Thro' all eternity the fame. 

2. Fix'd and eternal as thy days, 
Each glorious attribute divine, 
Through ages infinite, fhall (till 
With undiminifh’d luftre fhine. 

3. Fountain of being, fource of good, 
Immutable thou doft remain; 
Nor can the fhadow of a change, 
Obfcure the glories of thy reign. 

4. Sooner 
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4* Sooner may nature’s laws reverie 
Revolving feafons ceafe their rounds 
Ror fpiing, appear with blooming pride* 
i^oi autumn with rich plenty crown’d, 

5- Yon fhining orbs forget their courfe^ 
I he fun his dehin’d path forfake5 
And burning defolation mark 
Amid the world his devious track. 

CL Earth may with all her pow’rs difsolvcg 
If fuch the great creators will: 
But thou for ever art the fame? 
I AM is thy memorial hill. 

H Y M N VIII. 

The Univerfal Dominion of God. 

lr-WHO can re^ ^ Almighty arm 
* * That made the harry fky ? 

Or who elude the certain glance 
Of Gods all-feeing eye? 

2. From him no cov’ring veils our crimes 
Hell opens to his fight; 

And all dehrufiion’s fecret fnares 
Lie full difclos’d in light. 

3. Firm on the bowndlefs void of fpace 
He pois’d the heady pole. 

And. 
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And in the circle of his clouds 
Bade fecret waters roll. 

4. While nature’s univerfal frame 
It’s Makers pow’r reveals, 

His throne remote from mortal eyes 
An awful cloud conceals., 

5. From where the rifing dayafcends. 
To where he fets in night, 

He compafses the floods with bounds, 
And checks their threat’ning might. 

6. The pillars that fupport the fky 
Tremble at his rebuke; 

1 hrough all it’s caverns quakes the earth 
As though it’s centre (hook. 

y. He brings the waters from their beds. 
Although no tempeft blows, 

And fmites the kingdoms of the proud 
Without the hand of foes. 

8. With bright inhabitants above. 
Fie fills the heav’nly land, 

And all the crooked lerpent’s breed 
Difmay’d before him ftand, 

g. Few of his works can we furvey; 
Thefe few our flcill tranfcend; 

But the full thunder of his pow’r, 
What heart can comprehend? 

HYMN IX, 
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H Y M N IN. 

The Power oj God. 

1. TTOW fhould the fons of Adam’s race 
I A Be pure before their God? 

If he contends with us in wrath. 
We fink beneath his rod. 

2. Strong is his arm. his heart is wife, 
Who dares with him contend ? 

Or who, that tries th’ unequal ftrife. 
Shall profper in the end ? 

g. He makes the mountains feel his wrath. 
And their old feats forfake: 

The trembling earth deferts her place. 
And all her pillars fJiake, 

4. He bids the fun forbear to rife; 
Tlv obedient fun forbears: 

His hand with fackcloth fpreadsthe fkies, 
And feals up all the ftars. 

5. He walks upon the raging fea; 
Flies on the ftormy wind; 

None can explore his wond rous way. 
Nor his dark footfteps find. 

HYMN X, 
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The Holinefs of God. 

i. OLY and rev'rend is die name 
Of our eternal king; 

Thrice holy Lord ! the angels cry, 
Thrice holy let us ling. 

2. Heav'ns brighted lamps with him compar'd. 
How mean they look, and dim! 

The faired angels have their fpots, 
When once compar’d with him. 

3. Holy is he in all his works, 
And truth is his delight; 

But dinners and their wicked ways, 
Shall peridi from his fight. 

4. The deeped rev’rence of the mind, 
Pay, O my foul! to God; 

Lift with thy hands a holy heart 
To his fublime abode. 

5. With facred awe pronounce his name, 
Whom words nor thoughts can reach; 

A broken heart diall pleale him more 
Than the bed forms of fpeech. 

6. Tnou, holy God! preferve my foul 
From all pollution free; 

The pure in heart are thy delight, 
And they thy face lhall fee/ 

B b HYMN XI. 
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HYMN XL 

The JuJlice of God. 

i.YTTERNAL king! the greateft, beftj 
JLFor ever glorious, ever blefi; 

The great I AM, Jehovah, Lord, 
By feraphim and faints ador'd. 

2. Exalted in perfections bright. 
Too dazzling far for mortal fight. 
Thou reign’ft fupreme o’er thofe who dwell 
In heav’n above, or earth, or hell. 

3. Though clothVI with majefiy and mighty 
The judge of all the world does right. 
In equal balance holds the fcale. 
Where .truth and equity prevail, 

4. Juftice the firm foundation lays 
Of all thy laws, thy works and ways } 
Obedient fouls will ever find 
A God that’s faithful, loving, kind. 

II Y M N XII. 

The Goodnefs oj God. 

i. OUSE of our God, with cheerful an¬ 
thems ring, 

While all our lips and hearts his goodnefs 
ling; 
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With facredjoy his wondrous deeds pro¬ 
claim ; 

Let every tongue be vocal with his name: 
The Lord is good; his mercy never-ending,, 
His bleffings in perpetual fhow'rs defcending. 

2. The heav’n of heav’ns he with his bounty 
fills;, ] 

Ye feraphs bright, on ever-blooming hills, 
His honours found; you to whom good alone. 
Unmingled, ever-growing has been known, 
Through your immortal life, with loye in- 

creahng, 

Proclaim your Maker’s goodnefs never ceaf- 
ing. 

g. Thou earth, enlighten d Oy his rays divine. 
Pregnant with grals, and corn, and oil, and 

wine, 

Ci own d with his goodnefs, let thy nations 
meet, 

And lay themfelves at his paternal feet; 
With grateful love that lib’ral hand confef- 

fing, 

Which thro’each heart diffufethev’ry bleflW 
' o* 

4. His goodnefs never ends; the dawn, the 
fliade, ‘ 

Still lee new beauties through new feenes 
difpiay’d; 

Succeeding 
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Succeeding ages blefs this fare abode, 
And children lean upon their father’s God: 
The deathlefs foul through it’s immenfe du- 

ration, 
Drinks, from this fource, immortal confo- 

lation. 

5. Burfi into praife, my foul; ail nature, 
join; 

Angels and men in harmony combine, 
While human years are meafur’d by the fun. 
And while eternity it’s courfe fhall run: 
His goodnefs in perpetual fhow’rs defeending- 
Exalt in fongs and raptures never-ending. 

H Y M N' XIII. 

i.T^TEFvNAL pow’r, almighty God f 
JLLj Who can approach thy throne ? 

Accefslefs light is thy abode, 
To angel eyes unknown. 

2. Before the radiance of thine eye. 
The heav’ns no longer ihine. 

And all the glories of the fky 
Are but the (hade of thine. 

Great God! and wilt theu condefcend 
To caft a look below ? 

To* 
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To this vile world thy notice bend, 
Thefe feats of fin and woe ? 

4. But oh! to Chew thy finding face. 
To bring thy glories near; 

Amazing and tranfporting grace, 
To dwell with mortals here! 

5. How ftrange! how awful is thy love! 
With trembling we adore; 

Not ail tlr exalted minds above 
It’s wonders can explore, 

5. While golden harps and angel tongues 
Refound immortal lays; 

Great God, permit our humble fongs 
To rife, and mean thy praife. 

H Y M N XIV. 

The Condefcenjion of God. 
1. HPHUS fpeaks the high arid lofty 

JL Ye tribes of earth give ear; 
I he words of your almigthy king. 

With facred rev’rence hear, 

2. Amid the majefly of heav’n 
My throne is fix’d on high; 

And through eternity I hear 
The praties of the fky, 

C g. Yet 
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3. Yet, looking clown, I vifit oft 
The humble, hallow’d cell; 

And with the penitent who mourn, 
Tis my delight to dwell: 

4. The down-call fpirit to revive. 
The fad in foul to cheer; 

And, from the bed of dull, the man 
Of heart contrite to rear. 

5. With me dwells no relentlefs wrath 
Againll the human race: 

The fouls which I have form’d fhall find 
A refuge in my grace. 

~ H Y M N XV. 

The Divine Love. 

heav’ns, fend forth your fong of 
JL praife, 
Earth] raife your voice below ; 

Let hills and mountains join Tie hymn3 
And joy through nature flow. 

3. Behold! how gracious is our God: 
Hear the confoling llrains 

In which he cheers our drooping hearts, 
And mitigates our pains. 

3. Ceafc 
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3* Ce-ctfe \ o, when days of darkncfs come 
In fad difmay to mourn, 

As if tne Lord could leave his faints 
Forfaken or forlorn. 

4* Can the fond mother e’er forget 
The infant whom fhe bore ? 

And can it’s plaintive cries be heard5 
Nor move compaffion more ? 

5* She may forget; nature may fail 
A parent’s heart to move; 

But Sion on my heart lhall dwell 
In everlafting love. 

6. Full in my fight, upon my hands 
I have eng rav’d her name; 

My hands fliall build her ruin’d walls. 
And raife her broken frame. 

H Y M N XVI. 

The Mercy and Companion of God. 
1 wretched’s fure retreat* 
Who doff our cares control, 

And with the cheerful fmileof peace. 
Revive the fainting foul. 

2. Did ever thy relenting ear 
The humble plea difdain? 



Gr when did plaintive mis’ry figh, 
Or fupplicate in vain ? 

3. Opprefs’d with grief and-fhame, difsolv’d 
In penitential tears, 

Thy goodnefs calms our reftlefs doubts 
And diffipates our fears. 

4. New life from thy refrefhing grace 
Our finking hearts receive; 

Thy gentleft, beft lov’d attribute 
To pity and forgive. 

5. From that bleft fource, propitious hope 
Appears ferenely bright, 

And (beds her foft diffufive beam 
O'er for row’s di final night. 

6. Our griefs confefs her vital powV9 
And blefs the friendly ray, 

Which ufhers in the riling morn 
Of everlafling day. 

FI Y M N XVIL 

The Decrees of God. 

i.lV EEP filence, all created things, 
And wait your Maker’s nod: 

Liften with revrence, while we fing 
The honours of our God, 

2. Life 
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2. Life, death and he1!, and worlds unknown. 
Hang on his firm decree; 

He fits on no precarious throne, 
i 

Nor borrows leave to be. 

3. Chain’d to his throne, a volume lies. 
With all the fates of men; 

With ev’ry angel’s form and fize, 
Drawn by th’ eternal pen. 

4. His providence unfolds the book. 
And makes his counfels fhine, 

Each op’ning leaf, and ev'ry flroke 
Fulfills fome deep defign. 

5. Here, he exalts neglefiled worms- 
To feeptres and a crown ; 

And there, the following page he turns,, 
And cafts the monarch down. 

6. In that fair book of life and grace, 
O may we find our name! 

Recorded in fome humble place. 
Beneath our Lord the Lamb. 

H Y M N XVIII. 

The Divinity of the Son. 

1. RE the blue heav’ns were flretch’d 
JLj abroad, 
From everlafting was the Word; 

With 
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With God he was; the Word was God, 
And mull: divinely he ador’d. 

2. By his own pow’r all things were made,. 
By him fupported all things hand; 

He is the whole creation’s head, 
And angels fly at his command. 

3. Ere fin was born, or Satan fell. 
He led the hoftof morning {tars; 

Elis generation who can tell, 
Or count the number of his years ? 

4. Mortals with joy beheld his face, 
The eternal Father’s only Son : 

How full of truth ! how full of grace ! 
When through his fleih the godhead (hone. 

H Y M N XIX. 

The Trinityv 
1. T^ATHER of glory, to thy name 

A Immortal praife we give, 
Who doft an aft of grace proclaim. 

And bid us finners live. 

2. Immortal honour to the Son, 
Who makes thine anger ceafe; 

Our lives he ranfom’d with his own, 
And dy d to make our peace. 

3. To 
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3. To thy almighty Spirit be 
Immortal glory giv'n, 

\\ hole influence brings us near to thee. 
And trains us up for heav’n. 

4. Let men with their united voice, 
Adore th’ eternal God, 

And fptead his honours and their joys, 
Through nations far abroad. 

5* Let faith and love and duty join 
One general fong to raife; 

Let faints in earth and heav n combine 
In harmony and praife. 

HYMN XX. 

Creation and Providence. 

ORD when our raptur’d thought fur- 
-®—> veys 

Creation’s beauties o’er, 
All nature joins to teach thy praife, 

And bid our fouls adore. 

2. Where’er we turn our gazing eyes. 
__ Thy radiant footfteps fhine; 

len thoufand pleafin? wonders rife 

And fpeak their fource divine. ’ 

3. The 
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o. The livin'}; tribes, of countlefs forms, 
In earth, and fea and air; 

The meaneft flies, the fmalleft worms 
Almighty pow r declare, 

4. Thy wifdom, pow’r and goodnefs, Lord, 
In all thy works appear, 

And oh let man thy praife record; 
Man, thy diftingnifh’d care, 

r.. From thee the breath of life he drew, 
That breath thy pow’r maintains; 

Thy tender mercy, ever new, 
His brittle frame fuftains. 

6. Yet nobler favours claim his praife. 
Of reafon’s light pofefs'd; 

By revelations brigheft rays 
Still more divinely blell. 

«. Thy providence, his conflant guard 
When threat'ning woes impend, 

Or will th’ impending dangers ward, 
Or timely luccours lend, 

8. On us that providence has {hone 
With gentle finding rays; 

O let our lips and lives make known 
Thy goodnels and thy praife. 

HYMN XXL 

. 
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H Y M N XXL 

33 

The Glory oj God in his Works. 

l.TJAIL! King Supreme! all wife and 
jiL 
Hn 

good. 
To thee our thoughts we raife; 

O 7 

While nature’s lovely charms di(play’d, 
Infpire our fouls with praife. 

2. At morning, noon, and ev’ning mild, 
iny works engage our view; 

And as we gaze, our hearts exult 
With tranfports ever new. 

3. Thy glory beams in ev’ry ftar 
Which gilds the gloom of night; 

And decks the riling face of morn. 
With rays of cheerful light. 

4. Th’ afpiring hill, the verdant lawn, 
"With thoufand beauties fhine : 

The vocal grove and cooling fliade 
Proclaim thy pow’r divine. 

5. From tree to tree, a conftant hymn 
Emnlovs the feathprYJ fhronrr. Employs the feather’d throng; 

a thee their cheerful notes the] 
And chant their grateful fonm 

C c 6. Great. 

if 11 

1 If 
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6. Great nature’s God ! (till may thefe fcenes 
Our ferious hours engage; 

Still may our wond’ring eyes perufe 
Thy works’ inflruQive page. 

H Y M N XXII. 

Providence. 

1. HT^HE earth and all the heav’nly frame; 
A Their great creator’s love proclaim; 

He gives the iun his genial pow’r, 
And fheds the foft refrefhing fhow’r. 

2. The ground with plenty blooms again3 
And yields her various fruits to men; 
To men who, from thy bounteous hand. 
Receive the gifts of ev’ry land, 

3, Nor to the human race alone 
Is his paternal goodnefs fhown; 
The tribes of earth, and fea3 and air? 
Enjoy his univerfal care, 

4, Not e’en a fparrow yields his breathy 
Fill God permits the ftroke of death: 

1 Ie hears the ravens when they call5 
The father and the friend of alb 

HYMN XXIII, 
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1. H 

H Y M N XXIII. 

D ivine Protection in Danger. o 

OW are thy fervants blefs’d, O Lord! 
How fare is their defence! 

Eternal wifdom is their guide. 
Their help omnipotence. 

2. In foreign realms and lands remote, 
Supported by thy care ; 

Through burning climes they pafs unhurt. 
And breathe in tainted air. 

3. When, by the dreadful tempeft borne. 
High on the broken v/ave, 

They know thou art not flow to hear, 
Nor impotent to fave. 

4. The ftorm is laid, the winds retire. 
Obedient to thy will; 

The fea that roars at thy command. 
At thy command is ftill. 

5* In midit of dangers, fears and death. 
Thy goodnefs well adore ; 

We 11 praife thee for thy mercies paft. 
And humbly hope for more. 

6. Our life, while thou preferv’ft our life. 
Thy facrifice fhall be; 

And death, when death Ihall be our lot, 
Shall join our fouls to thee. 

HYMN XXIV, 
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II Y M N XXIV. 

Praife to God for his Mercies. 

i.TTITHEN all thy mercies, O my God, 
V V My ri fi n g. fo u 1 fu rv ey s : 

Tran (ported with the view, I’m loft 
In wonder, love and praife. 

2. Unnumber’d comforts to my foul 
Thy tender care bellowed, 

Before my infant heart conceiv’d 
From whom thofe comforts flow’d. 

3. When in the flipp’ry paths of youth 
With heedlefs fteps I ran, 

Thine arm, unfeen, convey’d me fafe. 
And led me up to man. 

x 

4. Ten thou fan d thoufand precious giftsr 
My daily thanks employ; 

Nor is the lead a cheerful heart 
That taftes thofe gifts with joy. 

5. When nature fails, and day and night 
Divide thy works no more; 

Our ever grateful hearts, O Lord! 
Thy mercy {hall adore. 

G. Through all eternity to thee 
A joyful fong we ll raife; 

But oh ! eternity’s too fhort 
To utter all thv praife. 

HYMN XXV, 
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H Y M N XXV. 

Acceptable Worjhip. 

i .p | nHUS fpeaks the heathen; how fhall man 
A The pow'r fupreme adore ? 

With what accepted offerings come 
His mercy to adore. 

2. Shall clouds of incenfe to the flues 
With grateful odour fpeed ? 

Or vifitims from a thoufand hills 
Upon the altar bleed? 

3. Does juftice nobler blood demand 
To fave the fmner’s life ? 

Shall, trembling, in his offspring’s fide 
The father plunge his knife? 

4* bio : God rejects the bloody rites. 
Which blindfold zeal began; 

His oracles of truth proclaim 
The meffage brought to man. 

5- ble what is good, hath clearly fliewn 
O favor’d race! to thee : 

And what doth God require of thofe 
Who bend to him the knee? 

6. Thy deeds, let facred juftice rule; 
Thy heart, let mercy fill; 

And, walking humbly with thy God, 
Refign to him thy will. 

D HYMN XXVI, 
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H Y M N XXVI. 

The Univerfal Prayer. 

PART FIRST* 

RATHER of all, in ev’ry age, 
A In cvry clime ador'd, 

By faint, by favage, and by fage, 
Jehovah, Jove, or Lord! 

2. Thou Great Firfl Caufe, leaf! underftocd2 
Who all my fenfe confin'd 

To know but this—-that thou art good. 
And that myfelf am blind: 

3. Yet gave me in this dark eftate 
To know the good from ill; 

And, binding nature fall in fate. 
Left free the human will. 

4. What confcience dilates to be done. 
Or warns me not to do; 

This teach me more than hell to fhun, 
That more than heav’n purfue. 

5. What bleffings thy free bounty gives. 
Let me not caft away; 

For God is paid when man receives, 
T’ enjoy, is to obey. 

6. Yet not to earth s contracted fpan, 
Thy goodnefs let me bound; 

Or 
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Or think thee Lord alone of man, 
While thoufand worlds are round. 

PART SECOND, 

7. Let not this weak unknowing hand, 
Prefume thy bolts to throw; 

Nor deal damnation round the land 
On each I judge thy foe, 

8. If I am right, thy grace impart 
Still in the right to ftay; 

If I am wrong, oh! teach my heart 
To find that better way. 

9. Save me alike from foolifh prides 
And impious difconient, 

At aught thy wifdom has cleny’d, 
Or aught thy goodnefs lent. 

10. Teach me to feel another’s woe; 
To hide the fault I fee; 

That mercy I to others fhow. 
That mercy fhew to me. 

PART THIRD, 

11. Mean though I am, not wholly fo, 
Since quicken’d by thy grace, 

O lead me wherefoe’er I go, 
Through this day’s life or death, 

12. This 
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12. This day be bread and peace my lot - 
All elfe beneath the fun, 

Thou know’ll if bed bellow’d or not. 
And let thy will be done. 

13. To thee whofe temple is all fpace; 
Whofe altar, earth, lea, Ikies; 

One chorus let all beings raife, 
All nature’s incenfe rife. 

HYMN XXVIL 

The Lord's Prayer. 

ATHER of all! we bow to thee 
Who dwell’!! in heav’n ador’d; 

But prefent Hill through all thy works. 
The univerfal Lord. 

i. 

2. For ever hallow’d be thy name 
By all beneath the flues; 

And may thy kingdom dill advance, 
’Till grace to glory rife. 

3. A grateful homage may we yield, 
With hearts refighd to thee; 

And as in heav’n thy will is done. 
On earth fo let it be. 

4. From day to day we humbly own 
The hand that feeds us dill;" 

Give 
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Give us our bread, and teach to reft; 
Contented in thy will. 

5. Our fins before thee we confefs; 
O may they be forgivYi! 

As we to others mercy (how, 
We mercy beg of heav’n. 

6. Still let thy grace our life direct; 
From evil guard our way; 

And in temptation’s fatal path 
Permit us not to ftray. 

7. For thine the pow’r, the kingdom thine? 
All glory’s due to thee; 

Thine from eternity they were. 
And thine fhall ever be. 

HYMN XXVIIL 

Prayer for Divine Protection* 

GOD of Bethel! by whofe hand 
Thy people once were fed; 

Who through this weary pilgrimage 
Haft all our fathers led: 

2. Our vows, our prayYs we now prefent 
Before thy throne of grace : 

God of our fathers! be the God 
Of their fucceeding race. 

3, Through 



3- Through each perplexing path of life 
Our wand ring footfteps guide; 

Give us each day our daily bread, 
And raiment fit provide. 

4. O fpread thy cov’ring wings around, 
’Till all our wand’rings ceale, 

And at our Father’s lov'd abode 
Our fouls arrive in peace. 

5. Such bleffings from thy gracious hand* 
Our humble pray’rs implore; 

And thou fhalt be our chofen Godj 
And portion ever more. 

PART II. 



PART II. 

Our Lord Jesus Christ and die Gospel. 

HYMN XXIX. 

The Mejiah's Reign, or, The Gofpel Age. 

-13EHOLD! the mountain of the Lord, 
JLJ In latter days, fhall rife 

On mountain tops above the hills, 
And draw the wond’ring eyes. 

2. i o this the joyful nations round, 
All tribes and tongues fhall flow ; 

Up to the hill of God, they’ll fay, ’ 
And to his houfe we’ll go. 

3. The beam that fliines from Sion’s hill. 
Shall lighten ev’ry land j 

The 
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The king who reigns in Salem’s tow’rs 
Shall all the world command, 

4. Among the nations he fhall judge j 
His judgments truth fhall guide; 

His fceptre fhall proteQ; the juft, 
And quell the {inner s pride, 

g. No ftrife fhall rage, nor hoftile feuds 
Difturb thofe peaceful years; 

To plough-fhares men fhall beat their fwords. 
To pruning hooks their fpears. 

6. No longer holts encount’ring hofts. 
Shall crowds of [lain deplore; 

They hang the trumpet in the hall. 
And ftudy war no more. 

7* Come, then, O houfe of Jacob ! come 
To worfhip at his fhrine: 

And, walking in the light of God, 
With holy beauties fhine. 

HYMN XXX. 

The Jubilee. 

1."13 LOW ye the trumpet, blow 
13 The gladly folemn found; 

Let all the nations know, 
To earth’s remoteft bounds 

The 
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The year of Jubilee is come; 
Return, ye ranfom’d finners, home. 

2. Exalt the Son of God, 
The all-atoning Lamb; 

Redemption by his blood 
To all the world proclaim : 

The year of Jubilee is come; 
Return, ye ranfom’d finners, home. 

3. Ye who have fold for nought 
Your heritage above; 

Come, take it back unbought. 
The gift of jefus’ love : 

The year of jubilee is come; 
Return, ye ranfom’d finners, home. 

4. The gofpel trumpet founds. 
Let all the nations hear; 

And earth’s remote!! bounds 
Before the throne appear: 

The year of Jubilee is come ; 
Return, ye ranfcm’d finners, home. 

1. 

II Y M N XXXL 

The Mejfiah Foretold. 

rnHE race that long in darknefs pin’d- 
Have feena glorious light; 

The people dwell in day who dwelt 
In death’s furrounding night, 

D d 2, To 
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2. To us a child of hope is born; 
To us a fon isgiv’n; 

Him fhall the tribes of earth obey. 
And ail the hofts of heav’n. 

3. His name fhall be the Prince of Peace. 
For evermore ador’d, 

The Wonderful, the Counfellor, 
The great and mighty Lord. 

4. His pow’r increafmg {till fhall fpread; 
His reign no end fhall know; 

juftice fhall guard his throne above. 
And peace abound below. 

H Y M N XXXIL 

The Saviours Advent. 

t.T TARK! the glad found, the Saviour 
,£JL comes! 
The Saviour promis’d long; 

Let ev’ry heart exult with joy, 
And ev’ry voice be fong! 

2. On him the fpirit largely died. 
Exerts it’s facred fire; 

Wifdom and might, and zeal and love, 
His holy breafi infpire. 

3. He comes! the pris’ners to releafe, 
In Satan’s bondage held; 

The 
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The gates of brafs before him burft9 
The iron fetters yield* 

4. He comes! from darkening fcales of vice 
To clear the inward fight; 

And on the eye-balls of the blind 
To pour celeftial light, 

5. He comes! the broken heart to bind, 
The bleeding fouls to cure; 

And with the treafures of his grace 
Enrich the humble poor, 

6. The facred year has now revolv’d, 
Accepted of the Lord; 

When heav’ns high promile is fulfil I'd 
And Ifrael is reftor’d, 

7. Our glad hofannahs, Prince of Peace, 
Thy welcome /hall proclaim; 

And heav’ns exalted arches imp* , o 
With thy moll honour’d name. 

H Y M N XXXIII. 

ChriJVs Incarnation. 

t • A WAKE, awake the facred long 
XjL To our incarnate Lord; 

Let ev’ry heart, and ev’ry tongue 
Adore th’ eternal Word, 

2. That 
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z. That awful Word, that fov’reign pow’r 
By whom the worlds were made, 

(O happy morn! illuftrious hour!) 
Was once in flefh array’d! 

3. Then fhone almighty pow’r and love^ 
In all their glorious forms; 

When jefus left his throne above, 
To dwell with finful worms. 

4. To dwell with misery below. 
The Saviour left the fkies: 

And funk to wretchednefs and we. 
That worthlefs man might rife. 

5. Adoring angels tun’d their longs 
To hail the joyful day : 

With rapture, then, let mortal tongues 
Their grateful worfhip pay. 

H Y M N XXXIV. 

Mary's Gratitude. 

Y foul and 1 pirit, fill’d with joy. 
1V.JL My God and Saviour praife ; 

Whofe goodnefs did from poor eftate 
His humble hand maid raife. 

2. Me blefs’d of God, the God of might, 
All ages (hall proclaim; 

From 



their flocks, 
In Bethleh’ms plains by night. 

An angel of the Lord appear’d, 
Aiid fill’d the plains with light, 

2. Fear not,” he faid; (for hidden dread 
Had leiz’d their troubl’d mind;) 

44 Glad tidings of great joy I bring 
“ To you, and ail mankind, 

E g, k To 
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From age to age his mercy lafk 
And holy is his name. 

3. Strength with his arm th’ Almighty fhew’d: 
The proud his looks abas’d; 

He caft the mighty to the ground. 
The meek to honour rais’d. 

4. The hungry with good things were fill’d; 
The rich with hunger pin’d: 

He fent his fervant Ilraelhelp, 
And call’d his love to mind; 

5. Which to our fathers ancient race 
' His promife did enfure, 

To Abrah’m and his chofen feed. 
For ever to endure. 

HYMN XXXV, 

Chrifts Nativity. 

1.% J%. 7HILE humble fhepherds watch’d 

i. 1 
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3. To you, in David’s town, this day 
Is born, of David’s line, 

« The Saviour, who is Chrilt the Lord; 
“ And this fnall be the fign: 

4. t: The heav’nly babe you there fliall find 
“ To human view difplay’d, 

« All meanly wrapt in Twaddling bands, 
“ And in a manger laid.” 

5. Thus fpake the feraph, and forthwith 
Appear’d a Paining throng 

Of angels, prailing God; and thus 
Addrefs'd their joyful fong: 

6. All glory be to God on high? 
And to the earth be peace-. 

Good-will is Jhewn by heav’n to men, 
And never more Jhall ceafe. 

HYMN XXXVI. 

Simeons Song. 

i.T ¥THEN Jefus, to the temple brought 
V V By Mary’s pious caixy 

As heav’ns appointed rites requird, 
To God was offer’d there; 

2. Simeon into thofe facred courts 
A heav’nly impulfe drew; 

He 



He faw the virgin hold her fon, 
And ftraight his Lord he knew. 

3. With holy joy upon his face;,. 
The good old father fmil’d; 

Then fondly, in his wither'd arms, 
He clafp’d the promis’d child; 

4. And while he held the heav’n-born babe, 
Ordain’d to bleis mankind, 

Thus fpoke, with earned look, and heart 
Exulting, yet refign’d : 

5. Now, Lord! according to thy word, 
Let me in peace depart; 

My eyes have thy falvation feen, 
And gladnefs fills my heart. 

S. At length my arms embrace my Lord, 
Now let their vigour ceafe : 

At laft my eyes my Saviour fee, 
Now let them dole in peace. 

7. This great falvation, long prepar’d, 
And now di{clos’d' to view, 

Hath prov’d thy love was conftant dill, 
And promifes were true. 

S. That fun I now behold, whofe light 
Shall heathen darknefs chafe; 

And rays of brighted glory pour 
Around thy chofen race. 

HYMN XXXVII. 



HYMN XXXVII. 

ChrijVs Character and Minijlry. 

1. TOEHOLD my fervant! fee him rife 
JLJ Exalted in my might! 

Him have I chofen, and in him 
I place lupreme delight. 

2. On him, in rich effufion pour’d, 
My fpirit fliall defcend; 

My truths and judgments he fnall drew 
To earth’s remoteft end. 

3. Gentle and {till fhall be his voice, 
No threats from him proceed; 

The fmoking flax he fhall not quench, 
Nor break the bruifed reed. 

4. The feeble fpark to flames he’ll raife; 
The weak will not defpife; 

Judgment he fhall bring forth to truth. 
And make the fallen rife. 

5. The progrefs of his zeal and pow'r 
Shall never know decline; 

Till foreign lands, and diftant ifles 
Receive the law divine. 

HYMN XXXVIII. 
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H Y M N XXXVIII. 

Chrijl Defpifed and Rejected oj Men. 

OW few receive with cordial faith 
The tidings which we bring ! 

How few have feen the arm reveal d 
Of heav’ns eternal king! 

2. The Saviour comes! no outward pomp 
Befpeaks his prefence nigh; 

No earthly beauty fhines in him 
To dray/ the carnal eye. 

3. Fair as a beauteous tender flowY 
Amidft the defert grows; 

So flighted by a rebel race. 
The heavnly Saviour rofe, 

4. Rejefled and defpifed of men9 
Behold a man of wo! 

Grief was his clofe companion ftill 
Through all his life below. 

5. Yet all the griefs he felt were ours$ 
Ours were the woes he bore; 

Pangs, not his own, his fpotlcfs foul 
With bitter anguifh tore. 

6. We held him as condemn’d by heav 
An outcaft from his God3 

While 
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While for our fins he groan’d, he bled 
Beneath his Father’s rod, 

7. His facred blood hath wafh’d our fouls 
From fin’s polluted ftain; 

His ftripes hath heal’d us, and his death 
Reviv’d our fouls again. 

HYMN XXXIX. 

The Saviour's Sufferings and' Reward, 

id% 7S 7E all, like fheep, had gone aftray 
V V In ruin’s fatal road; 

On Chrift were our tranfgreflions laid; 
He bore the mighty load. 

2. Wrong’d and opprefs’d, how meekly he 
In patient filence flood! 

Mute, as a peaceful harmlefs Iamb, 
When brought to fired it’s blood. 

3. ’Midft finners low in dud he lay; 
The rich a grave fupply’d; 

Unfpotted was his blamelefs life; 
Unftain’d by fin, he dy’d. 

4. Yet God fhall raife his head on high,. 
Though thus he brought him low: 

His facred off’ring, when complete. 
Shall terminate his wo. 

5. For,. 
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5. For, faith the Lord, my pleafure then 
Shall profper in his hand; 

His fhall a num’rous offspring be. 
And ftill his honours fland. 

6. His foul rejoicing fhall behold 
The purchafe of his pain; 

And all the guilty whom he fav’d 
Shall blefs Meffiah’s reign. 

HYMN XL. 

Chrijl Comforting his Difcifiles. 

1. T ET not your hearts with anxious 
JL-j thoughts, 
Be troubled or difmay’d; 

But trult in providence divine. 
And trull my gracious aid, 

2. I to my Fathers houfe return; 
There num’rous manfions Hand, 

And glory manifold abounds 
Through all the happy land, 

3. I go your entrance to fecure. 
And your abode prepare; 

Regions unknown are fafe to you, 
When I, your friend, am there. 

4. Thence fhall I come, when ages come. 
To take you home with me; 

There 
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There we (hall meet to part no more, 
And ftill together be. 

5. 1 am the way, the truth, the life : 
No fon of human race, 

But fuch as I conduct and guide, 
Shall fee my Father's face. 

H Y M N XLI. 

The Comforter Promifed. 

i. OU now mull hear my voice no more; 
JL My Father calls me home; 

But loon, from heav’n, the Holy Ghoft 
Your comforter fhall come. 

2. That heav'nly teacher, fent from God, 
Shall your whole foul infpire; 

Your minds fhall fill with facred truth, 
Your hearts with facred fire. 

g. Peace is the gift I leave with you, 
My peace to you bequeath; 

Peace that fhall comfort you through life, 
And cheer your fouls in death. 

4. I give not as the world bellows, 
With promife falfe and vain; 

Nor cares, nor fears fhall wound the heart 
In which my words remain. 

HYMN XLII. 
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i. 

H Y M N XLIL 

Chrijl lifted up on the Crofs. 

S when the Hebrew prophet rais'd 
The brazen ferpent high, 

The wounded look’d, and ftraight wer 
The people ceas’d to die: 

e cur’d. 

2. So from the Saviour on the crofs 
A healing virtue flows; 

Who looks to him with lively faith 
Is fav’d from endlefs woes. 

g. For God gave up his Son to death,. 
So gen’rous was his love, 

o J 

That all the faithful might enjoy 
Eternal life above. 

4. Not to condemn the fons of men 
«^k» 

The Son of God appear’d; 
No weapons in his hand are feen. 

Nor voice of terror heard. 

5. He came to raife our fallen flate. 
And our loft hopes re ft ore; 

Faith leads us to the mercy feat. 
And bids us fear no more. 

6. But vengeance juft for ever lies 
On all the rebel-race, 

Who God’s eternal Son defpife. 
And fcorn his offer’d grace. 

E e "HYMN XLIIL 
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HYMN XLIIL 

Chrijis Death. 

1. T5 EHOLD the Saviour on the crcf's, 
£> A fpe&acle of wo ! 

See from his agonizing wounds 
The blood incefsant flow. 

2. Till death pale enfigns o'er his cheek 
And trembling lips were fpread; 

Till light forfook his doling eyes. 
And life his drooping head. 

3. Tis finilh’d—was his lateft voice; 
Thefe facred accents o’er, 

He bow’d his head, gave up the ghoft. 
And fuffer’d pain no more. 

4. ’Tis finifh’d—the Mefliah dies 
For fins—but not his own ; 

The great redemption is complete, 
And Satan’s pow’r o’erthrown. 

5. Tis finifh’d—all his groans are pall; 
His blood, his pain, his toils 

Have fully vanquifhed our foes, 
And crown’d him with their fpoils0 

6. Tis finifh’d—legal worfhip ends. 
And gofpel ages run ; 

All old things now are paft away. 
And a new world begun. 

HYMN XLIV* 
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HYMN XLIV. 

Chrif's Sufferings, Death and RefurreElion. 

1. T TE dies! the friend of fmnersdies! 
11 Lo! Salemsdaughters weep around! 

A folemn darknefs veils the fkies! 
A fudden trembling fhakes the ground! 
Come, faints, and drop a tear or two, 
For him who groan’d beneath your load; 
He (lied a thoufand drops for you, 
A thoufand drops of richer blood. 

2. Here’s love and grief beyond degree L 
The Lord of glory dies for men! 
But lo! what hidden joys we fee! 
Jefus the dead revives again! 
The riling God forfakes the tomb; 
In vain the tomb forbids his rife; 
Cherubic legions guard him home, 
And fhout him welcome to the fkies. 

3. Break off your tears, ye faints, and tell 
How high our great Deliv’rer reigns; 
Sing how he fpoil’d the hofis of hell, 
And led the monfter death in chains. 
Say, live for ever, wond’rous King3 
Born to redeem, andfrong to favey 
Then alk the monfter, zuhere’s thy fling ? 
And where's thy vi£Try: loafing grave ? 

HYMN XLV, 
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H Y M N XLV. 

Chrijl's RefurreElion. 

1 T^^EST morn^ng ! whofe firft dawnin 

Beheld die Son of God 
Arife triumphant from the grave* 

And leave his dark abode. 

2. Wrapt in the filence of the tomb* 
The great Redeemer lay. 

Till the revolving (lues had brought 
The third* th’ appointed day. 

3. Hell and the grave combin’d their force 
To hold our Lord, in vain; 

Sudden the conqueror arofe, 
And burft their feeble chain. 

4, To thy great name, almighty Lord! 
We facred honours pay. 

And loud hofannahs fhall proclaim 
The triumphs of the day. 

5. Salvation and immortal praife 
To our victorious King! 

Let heav’n and earth, and rocks and feas 
With glad hofannahs ring. 

HYMN XLVL 

C
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Chnjl's Refurreclion. 

1. I LSL'S CHRIST is ris’n to day, Ilallc- 
Jj lujah! 

Our triumphant holiday, Hallelujah! 
Who !o lately on the crofs, Hallelujah! 
Suffer'd to redeem oar lofs. Hallelujah ! 

2. Hymns of praises let us ling, Hallelujah ! 
unto Chrifl our heav’nly king, Hallelujah / 
V/ho endur'd the crofs and grave,''Hallelujah! 
Sinners to redeem and fave. Halleluiah > 

3. But the pains which he endur’d, Hallelujah ? 
Our falvadon hath procur’d; Hallelujah ! ' 
™ he reigns above the fky, Hallelujah / 
vvnere the angels ever cry Hallelujah ! 

H Y M N XLVII. 

Chrijl's Refurreclion and Afcenfon. 

*• I—| OS AX N A to the Prince of Lmht, 
Al Who clothd himfelf in clay* 

imterd the iron gates of death, ' ‘ 
And tore the bars away. 

2. Death is no more the king of dread, 
Since our Immanuel role- 

F He 
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He took the tyrant’s fling away, 
And vanquifh’d all our foes. 

3. See how the conqu’ror mounts on high, 
And to his Father flies, 

With fears of honour in his flefh, 
And triumph in his eyes. 

4. There our exalted Saviour reigns. 
And fends his bleffings down; 

Our Saviour fills the middle feat 
Of the celeftial throne. 

5. Raife your devotion, mortal tongues, 
f To reach his blefs’d abode; 

Sweet be the accents of your fongs 
To our incarnate God. 

6. Bright angels, ftrike your loudeft ftungv 
Your fweeteft voices raife; 

Let heav’n and all created things 
Sound our Immanuels piaile. 

H Y M N XLVIIL 

.Chrijl's Exaltation. 

OW let us raife our cheerful firain 
^ ^ And join the blifsful choir above : 

There our exalted Saviour reigns, 
And there they fing his wond rous love.^ 

1. 

* 

» 
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2. While feraphs tune tlf immortal fong, 
0 may we feel the facred flame; 
And ev’ry heart, and ev’ry tongue 
Adore the Saviour’s glorious name. 

3. Jefus, who once upon the tree 
In agonizing pains expir'd ; 
Who dy’d for rebels—yes, "tis he ! 
How bright! how lovely ! how admir’d ! 

4, Jefus! who dy'd that we might live, 
Dy"d in the wretched linner’s place; 
O what returns can mortals <nve o 
For fuch immealureable grace. 

5. Were univerfal nature ours, 
And art with all her boafted {lore; 
Nature and art, with ail their pow’rs, 
Would flill confefs the off rer poor. 

6. Yet, though for bounty fo divine 
We ne’er can equal honours raife, 
Jefus, may all our hearts be thine, 
And all our tongues proclaim thy praife. 

HYMN XLIX. 
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H Y M N XLIX. 

ChrijlKingdam. 

i-*|3 ETOICF, the Saviour reigns, 
JmW. The God of trudi and love; 

Vv lien he had purg’d our ftains, 
He took his feat above: 

Lift up the heart, lift up the voice. 
Rejoice aloud, ye faints, rejoice. 

2. His kingdom cannot fail, 
He rules o’er earth and heav’n. 

The keys of death and hell, 
Arc to our Saviour giv’n: 

Lift up the heart, lift up the voic< 
Rejoice aloud, ye faints, rejoice. 

3. He all his foes fhall quell, 
Sha!i all our fins cleftroy; 

And ev’ry bofom fwell 
With pure (eraphic joy : 

Lift up the heart, lift up the voice, 
Rejoice aloud, ye faints, rejoice. 

4. Rejoice in glorious hope, 
Jefus the judge fhall come, 

And take his fervants up 
To their eternal home : 

We foon fhall hear th’ archangel’s voice, 
The trump of God fhall found Rejoice. 

hymn l, 
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H Y M N L. 

Chrijl's Interctjfion. 

i.T /f THERE high the heavnly temple 
V V Hands, 

The houfe of God not made with hands, 
A great high-pried our nature wears; 
The guardian of mankind appears. 

2. He who for men their furety flood. 
And pour’d on earth his precious blood, 
Purfues in heav’n the mighty plan; 
The Saviour and the friend of man. 

3. Though now afeended up on high, 
He bends on earth a brother’s eye; 
Partaker of the human name, 
lie knows the frailty cf our frame. 

4- Our fellow-fuff her yet retains 
A fellow-feeling of our pains; 
And Hill remembers in the fkies, 
His tears and agonies and cries. 

5; *In ev’ry pang that rends the heart, 
rlhe Man of Sorrows had a part; 
He fympathizes with our grief, 
And to the fuff rer fends relief. 

6. With 
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6. With boldnefs, therefore, at the throne. 
Let us make all our forrows known; 
And afk the aids of heavhly powr 
To help us in the evil hour. 

H Y M N LI. 

Chrijl's Glory in Heaven, 

I.T5EHOLD the glories of the Lamb, 
AJ Amidfl: his Father's throne; 

Prepare new honours for his name. 
And fangs before unknown. 

2. I-o ! elders worfhip at his feet; 
The church adores around, 

With vials full of odours rich, 
And harps of fweeteft found. 

3. Theft odours are the pray Vs of faints. 
Theft founds the hymns they raile; 

God bends his ear to their requefts, 
He loves to hear their praife. 

4. Who {hall the Fathers record fearch* 
And hidden things reveal ? 

Behold the Son that record takes, 
And opens evry feal. 

HYMN LIL 
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H Y M N LI I. 

Chrijl Worjhippcd hy the Heavenly Hojl. 
1. TT ARK ! how th’ adoring holts above, 

JL A With fongs furround the throne ! 
Ten thoufand thoufand are their tongues. 

But all their hearts are one. 

2. Worthy the Lamb that dy’d, they cry, 
To be exalted thus: 

Worthy the Lamb, let us reply. 
For he was (lain for us. 

3. To him be pow’r divine aferib’d. 
And endlefs bleflings paid ; 

Salvation, glory, joy remain 
For ever on his head. 

4. Thou haft redeem’d us with thy blood, 
And fet the prisoners free; 

Thou mad ft us kings and priefts to God, 
And we fhall reism with thee. o 

5. From ev’ry kindred, ev’ry tongue. 
Thou brought’ft thy chofen race; 

And diltant lands and ides have fhar’d 
The treafures of thy grace. 

6. Let all that dwell above the fky, 
Or on the earth below. 

With fields, and floods, and ocean’s fhores, 
To thee their homage fhow. 

7* To 
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7. To him who fits upon the throne, 
The God whom we adore, 

And to the Lamb that once was {lain. 
Be glory evermore. 

H Y M N LIIL 

Chrijl's Second Appearance. 

1.T3 EH OLD the Son of God appears, 
.jLJ And iiihis flefh our fins he bears; 

The viQirn at Gods altar Hood, 
T’ atone for guilt by groans and blood. 

2. But lo! a ferond time be comes 
To {hake the earth and rend the tombs; 
Thefe heavhs before him melt away, 
And fun and liars in fmoke decay. 

3. Yet, ’midft this gerfral wreck and dread, 
Ye faints with triumph lift the head; 
With glad furprife your Saviour meet, 
Who comes to make your blifs complete. 

4. My foul, an happinefs fo great, 
With pleafing expectation wait; 
And, while I dwell upon the thought, 
Be earth and all its toys forgot. 

5. My 
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aieS 
How angels warble out their longs. 

H Y M N LIV, 

Praife to the Redeemer and Judge. 

1. HPO him that lov'd the fouls of men5 
A And wafhd us in his blood. 

To royal honours rais'd our head. 
And made us priefts to God; 

2. To him let evVy tongue be praife. 
And ev’ry heart be love! 

All grateful honours paid on earth. 
And nobler fongs above ! 

3. Behold, on flving clouds he comes! 
His faints fhall blefs the day; 

While they that pierc’d him fadly mourn 
In anguiih and difmay. 

4. I am the firft, and I the laft; 
Time centres all in me, 

Th* Almighty God, who was, and is 
And evermore fhall be. 

F f HYMN LV. 
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H Y M N LV. 

Chrijl Seen of Angels.. 

YE immortal throng 
Of angels round the throne. 

Join with our feeble fong, 
To make the Saviour known 

On earth ye knew 
His wondrous grace; 
His beauteous face 
In heav’n ye view. 

2. Ye faw the heav’n-born child 
In human flefh array’d, 

Benevolent and mild 
While in the manger laid; 

And praife to God, 
And peace on earth,. 
For fuch a birth, 
Proclaim’d aloud, 

3. Ye, in the wildernefs, 
Beheld the tempter fpoil’d. 

Well known in.evry drefs. 
In ev’ry combat foil’d; 

And joy d to crown 
The viflor’s head. 
When Satan fled 
Before his frown, 

4, Around 
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4. Around the bloody tree, 
Ye prefs’d with llrong de(lre$ 

The wondrous fight to Tee, 
The Lord of life expire; 

And, could your eyes 
Have known a tear, 
Had dropp’d it there 
In fad furprife. 

5. Around his facred tomb 
A willing watch ye keep; 

Till the bleft moment come 
To roufe him from his deep; 

Then roll’d the itone5 
And all ador'd 
Your riling Lord,. 
With joy unknown* 

6. When all array’d in light, 
The fhining conqu’ror rode^ 

Ye hail’d his rapturous flight 
Up to the throne of God; 

And wav'd around 
Your golden wings, 
And Itruck your firings 
Gf fweeteft found. 

7. The warbling notes purfue3 
And louder anthems raifie3 

While 
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Whi’e mortals firg with you 
Their own Redeemers praile; 

And thou, my heart, 
With equal flame 
And joy the fame. 
Perform thy part. 

H Y M N LVL 

The Offices of Chrijl. 

1. T blefs the Prophet of the Lord, 
V V Who comes with truth and grace 

Jefus, thy fpirit and thy word 
Shall lead us in thy ways. 

2. We revYence our High-Prieft above3 
Who offer’d up his blood, 

And lives to carry on his love, 
By pleading with our God. 

3. We honour our exalted King; 
How fweet are his commands! 

He guards our (bids from hell and fin 
By his Almighty hands. 

4. Hofannah to his glorious name. 
Who faves by diffrent ways: 

His mercies have a lovYeign claim 
To our immortal praife, 

“ HYMN LVII. 
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HYMN LVII. 

The Titles of Chrijl. 

ITH cheerful voice we fin a 
The titles of our Lord, ° 

.ind borrow all the names 
Of honour from his word; 

Nature nor art 
Can e er fupply 
Sufficient forms 
Of majefty. 

3. In Jefus we behold 
His Father’s glorious face, 

tinning for ever bright, 
With mild and lovely rays: 

The eternal God’s 
Eternal Son 
Inherits and 
Partakes the throne. 

8- The fov’reign King of Kings, 
The Lord of Lords moft high, 

Writes his own name upon ° 
His garment and his thigh; 

His name is call’d 
The Word of God; 
He rules the earth 
With iron rod. 

G 4. Where 
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4. Where promifes and grace 
Can neither melt nor move? 

The angry Lamb refents 

Th’ infuits to his love : 
Awakes his wrath 
Without delay, 
As lions roar 
And tear the prey. 

g. But when for works of peace 
The great Redeemer comes; 

What gentle characters, 
What titles he afsumes! 

Light of the World 

And Life of Men, 

Nor will he bear 
Thofe names in vain. 

6. Immenfe compaffion reigns 
In our Immanuel’s heart. 

When he defeends to aft 
A Mediator’s part: 

He is a Friend 

And Brother too. 
Divinely kind, 
Divinely true. 

y. At length the Lord the Judge, 
His awful throne afeends, 
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And foes he quick divides 
From thofe who are his friends 

Then fhall the faints 
Completely prove 
The heights and depths 
Of all his love. 

75 

H Y M N LVlIL 
The Example of ChriJL 

HEN-E’ER the angry paflions rife, 
And tempt our thoughts or tongues 

to ft rife; 
To Jefus let us lift our eyes, 
Bright pattern of the chriftian life. 

2. O how benevolent and kind, 
How mild! how ready to forgive? 
Be this the temper of our mind, 
And thefe the rules by which we live, 

3. To do his heav’nly Father’s will, 
Was his employment and delight; 
Humility and holy zeal 
Shone through his life divinely bright. 

4- Difpenfmg good where er he came, 
The labours of his life were love; 
1 hen, if we bear the Saviour’s name, 
By his* example kt us move. 

5. But 
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5. But ah! how blind, howweak we are? 
How frail, how apt to turn abide! 
Lord, we depend upon thy care. 
We afk thy fpirit for our guide. 

6. Thy fair example may we trace, 
To teach us what we ought to be; 
Make us, by thy transforming grace, 
O Saviour daily more like thee. 

II Y M N LIX. 

The Gofpel Publijhed. 

1. RE AT was the day, the joy was g<reat, 
When the divine difcipies met; 

Whilft on their heads the Spirit came, 
And fat like tongues of cloven flame. 

2. What gifts! what miracles he gave! 
And pow’r to kill, and pow'r to fave! 
Furniflvd their tongues withwondrous words, 
Inftead of fhielcls and fpears and fwords. 

3. Thus arm’d, he fent the champions forth 
From eaft to weft, from fouth to north; 

Go, and afsert your Saviour’s caufe, 
Go, fpread the myft’ry of his crofs.” 

4. Thefe weapons of the holy war, 
Of what Almighty force they are, 

To 
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To make our fiubborn paflions bow. 
And lay the proudeft rebel low! 

5. Nations, the learned and the rude. 
Are by thefe heav’nly arms fubdu’d; 
While Satan rages at his lofs, 
And hates the do£lrine of the crofs. 

6. Great King of Grace! my heart fubdue, 
I would be led in triumph too, 
A willing captive to my Lord, 
And fing the vi£ffies of his word. 

HYMN LX. 

The G of pel attejled by Miracles. 

1. T> EHOLD, the blind their fight receivel 
JLJ Behold, the dead awake and live ! 

The dumb fpeak wonders, and the lame 
Leap like the hart, and blefs his name. 

2. Thus doth th’ Eternal Spirit own 
And feal the million of his Son; 
The Father vindicates his caufe, 
While he hangs bleeding on the crofs. 

3. Hedies; the heav’ns in mourning flood; 
He rifes, and appears a God : 
Behold the Lord afcending high, 
No more to bleed, no more to die! 

4. Hence 
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4. Hence and for ever from my heart 
I bid my doubts and fears depart; 
And to thofe hands my foul refign, 
Which bear credentials fo divine. 

H Y M N LXI. 

Prophecy and InfpPation. 

1. ^WAS by an or(^er from the Lord 
JL The ancient prophets fpoke his 

word; 
His fpirit did their tongues infpire, 
And warm’d their hearts with heav'nly fire. 

2. The works and wonders which they 
wrought, 

Confirm’d the mefsages they brought \ 
The prophet’s pen fucceeds his breath* 
To fave the holy words from death. 

3. Great God ! mine eyes with pleafure loc 
On the fair volume of thy book; 
There my Redeemer’s face I fee, 
And read his name who dy’d for me. 

4. Let the falfe raptures of the mind 
Be loft and vanifh in the wind; 
Here I can fix my hope fecure; 
This is thy word3 and muft endure. 

HYMN LXIf. 
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H Y M N LXIL 

Excellency of the jScriptures. 

x/FATHER of Mercies in thy word 
.JL What endlefs glory dimes ! 

For ever be thy name ador’d 
For the celedial lines. 

2. Here, may the wretched fons of want 
Exhaudlefs riches find; 

Riches, beyond what earth can grants 
And lading as the mind. 

3. Here, the fair tree of knowledge grows, 
And yields a free repad; 

Sublimer fweets than nature knows 
Invite the longing tade. 

5. Here, the Redeemer’s welcome voice 
Spreads heav nly peace around; 

And life and everlading joys 
Attend the blifsful found. 

5. O may thefe heav’nly pages be 
My ever dear delight; 

And dill new beauties may I fee. 
And dill increafing light. 

6. Divine indruflor, gracious Lord, 
Be thou for ever near, 

Teach me to love thy facred word 
And view my Saviour there. 

HYMN LXIIL 

— 
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HYMN LXIIL 

The Blejfednefs of the G of pel Times» 
1. T TOW beauteous are their ?eet, 

JL A Who (land on Sion’s hiil; 
Who bring falvation on their tongues, 

And words of peace reveal! 

2. How charming is their voice! 
How fweet the tidings are ! 

Sion ! behold thy Saviour king. 
He reigns and triumphs here. 

3. How happy are our ears, 
That hear this joy ful found. 

Which kings and prophets waited for. 
And fought, but never found. 

4. How blefsed are our eyes! 
That fee this heavnly light! 

Prophets and kings defir’d it long, 
But dy'd without the fight. 

5. The watchmen join their voice. 
And tuneful notes employ; 

Jerufalern breaks forth in longs. 
And deferts learn the joy. 

6. The Lord makes bare his arm. 
Through all the earth abroad; 

Let ev’ry nation now behold 
Their Saviour and their God. 

HYMN LXIV. 
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H Y M N LXIV, 

8t 

Chrift's K ingdom Extended, 

RE AT God, whofe univerfal fway, 
V? The known and unknown worlds 

obey, 
Now make the Saviours glory known; 
Extend his pow’r, exalt his throne, 

2. Thy feeptre well becomes his hands3 
Let all fubmit to his commands; 
His juftice fliall redrefs the poor. 
And pride and rage prevail no more, 

g. With pow’r he vindicates the juft. 
And treads the opprefsor in the dull: 
His worfhip and his fear (hall laft 
'Till hours and years and time be pafh 

4. The heathen lands that lie beneath 
The fhades of overfpreading deathj 
Revive at his firft dawning light. 
And deferts blofsom at the fights 

5. The faints fliall flourifh in his days 
Dreft in the robes of joy and praife; 
Peace, like a river from his throne3 
Shall flow to nations yet unknown. 

C g „ gART ILL 



PART III. 

M A N. 

HYMN LXV. 

The Fall of Man. 

l. HE fed’ral head of all mankind 
% 

In paradife was plac’d; 
In his creator’s image made, 

With ftrength and wifdom grac’d. 

2, Blefs’d with the joys of innocence^ 
Firm and fecure he flood, 

“Till he debas'd his foul to lenfe. 
And ate th’ unlawful food. 

3. Now back with humble lhame we loo 
To our firft happy fiate; 

Soon 
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Soon as we’re born, our lives with fin 
And mis’ry are befet. 

4. Tis Jefus only can reftore 
The ruins of our fall: 

Hofanna to that fovreign pow’r 
That new creates the foul. 

83 

1. 

II Y M N LXVI. 

The Natural Depravity of Man. 

TO all that’s good, averfe and blind. 
But prone to all that’s ill; 

What dreadful darknefs veils our mind! 
How obftinate our will! 

2. Conceiv’d in fin, (O wretched ftate!] 
Before we draw our breath. 

The firft young pulfe begins to beat 
Depravity and death. 

3. Wild and unwholefome as the fruit 
Will all the branches be : 

How can we hope for living fruit 
From fuch a lifelefs tree? 

4. What mortal pow’r from things unclean 
Can pure productions bring? 

Who can command a vital ftream 
From an infeQed fpring ? 

5* 
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5. Yet, mighty God, thy wondrous love 
Can make our nature clean : 

While Chi ift and grace prevail above 
The tempter, death and fin. 

H Y M N LXVIL 

The NtceJJhy of a Saviour3 

a. NSLAV’D by fin and bound in chains 
Beneath it’s dreadful tyrant fway. 

And doom d to everlafting pains. 
We wretched guilty captives iay9 

&. Nor can our arm procure our peace^ 
Nor will the world s collefted ftore 
Suffice to purchafe our releafe ; 
A thoufand worlds were all too poor, 

3. A Saviour—man, and alfo God—* 
A glorious ranfom mud procure : 
jultice divine demands his blood, 
And nothing lefs can life enfure. 

4. Jefus, both man and mighty God, 
An all-fufficient ranfom paid: 
The Mediator’s precious blood, 
For wretched dimers has been lhed» 

5. Amazing 
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5- Amazing juftice! love divine! 
O may our grateful hearts adore 
i he matchlefs grace; nor yield to fin, 
N or wear it’s cruel fetters more. 

H Y M N LXVII r. 

Redemption by Chrijl. 
• 

i-TpLLNG’D in agulph of dark defpair. 
JL We wretched finners lay, 

Without one cheerful beam of hone, 
Or fpark of glimm’ring day. 

2. W ith pitying eye the Prince of Life 
Beheld our helplefs grief; 

He faw; and, O furprifing love ! 
He ran to our relief. 

3- Down, from the filming feats above. 
With joyful hafte he fled, 

Enter’d the grave in mortal flefh, 
And dwelt among the dead. 

I 

4- O for this love let rocks and hills 
Their lading filence break; 

And all harmonious human tongues 
1 lie Saviour’s praifes fpeak. 

H 5. Angels 



hymns. 

5. Angels, aflid our mighty joys, 
Strike all your harps of gold; 

But, tho’ you raife your higheft notes, 
His love can ne’er be told. 

II Y M N LXIX. 

Acceptance through Chnjl. 

i-TLIOW fit all I dare approach the Lord 
x 1. And bow before his throne ? 

Or how procure his kind regard, 
And for my guilt atone ? 

2. Shall altars flame, and victims bleed, 
And fpicy fumes afcend? 

Will thcfe my earned wifli fucceed, 
And make my God, my friend ? 

3. Should thoufand rams in flames expire, 
° Would thefe his favour buy ? 
Or oil, that fliould for holy fire 

Ten thoufand dreams fupply ? 

4. With trembling hands, andblcedtnghcai 

Should I my offspring flay ? 
Would this a cheerful hope impart, 

Or purge my guilt away ? 

r Ah! no, my foul, twere fruitlefs all; 
Such viftims bleed in vain; 

No 
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No fallings, from the field or flail. 
Such favour can obtain. 

6. None but a dying Saviour’s blood 
Can all thy guilt remove; 

1 his plead, my foul, before thy God, 
And ling redeeming love. 

H Y M N LXX. 

Chrift's Invitation to Sinners. 

unto me, all ye who groan 
With guilt and fears opprels’d; 

Refign to me the willing heart, 
And I will give you red. 

2. Take up my yoke, and learn of me 
The meek and lowly mind; 

And thus your weary troubled fouls 
Repofe and peace fhall find. 

3- For light and gentle is my yoke; 
The burden I impofe, 

Shall eafe the heart which groan’d before 
Beneath a load of woes. 

HYMN LXXI. 
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II Y M N LXXI. 

The G of pel Invitation. 

1. ¥ T O ! ye that thirl!;, approach the fpring 
A A Where living waters flow; 

Free to that facred fountain all 
Without a price may go. 

2. How long to dreams of falfe delight 
Will ye in crowds repair 8 

How long your ftrength and fubftance wafte 
On trifles light as air? 

3. My (lores afford thofe rich fupplies 
That health and pleafure give: 

Incline your ear, and come to me; 
The foul that hears fliall live. 

4. With you a cov’nant I will make 
That ever (hall endure; 

The hope which gladden’d David s heart 
My mercy hath made (are. 

5. Behold! he comes, your leader comes3 
With might and honour crown’d; 

A witnefs, who fliall fpread my name 
To earth’s remoteft bound. 

6. See ! nations haften to his call 
From ev’ry diftant fhore; 

Ifles, yet unknown, fliall bow to him, 
And Ifrael’s God adore. 

HYMN LXXII. 
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H Y M N LXXII. 

Pardon Offered to Returning Sinners. 

t, O EEK ye the Lord, while yet his ear 
KJ Is open to your call; 

While offer'd mercy ft ill is near. 
Before his footftool fall. 

2. Let finners quit their evil ways, 
Their evil thoughts forego ; 

And God, when they e Lu ni to him. 
Returning grace will fhew. 

3. He pardons with overflowing love: 
For hear the voice divine, 

My nature is not like to yours, 
Nor like your ways are mine. 

4. But far as beav’n’s refplendent orbs 
Beyond earth’s ipot extend, 

As far my'thoughts, as far my ways 
Your ways and thoughts tranfcend. 

5. And as the rains from heav’n diftill. 
Nor thither mount again, 

But fwell the earth with 'fruitful juice. 
And all it’s tribes fuftain ; 

6. So not a word that flows from me 
Shall ineffectual fall; 

But univerfal nature prove 
Obedient to my call. 

7. With 
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7. With joy and peace fhall then be led 
The glad converted lands; 

The lofty mountains then fhall fing, 
The for efts clap their hands. 

8. Where briars grew, ’midft barren wild 
Shall firs and myrtles fpring; 

And nature through it’s utmoft bounds, 
Eternal praifes fing. 

H Y M N LXXIII. 

The Penitent Encouraged. 

let us to the Lord our God 
With contrite hearts return; 

Our God is gracious, nor will leave 
The defolate to mourn. 

2. His voice commands the tempeft forth. 
And dills the ftormy wave; 

And though his arm be ftrong to finite, 
Tis alfo ftrong to fave. 

3. Long hath the night of forrow reign’d; 
The dawn fhall give us light: 

God fhall appear, and we fhall rife 
With gladnefs in his fight. 

4. Our hearts, if God we feek to know, 
Shall know him. and rejoice; 

His 
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His conning like the morn fhall be. 
Like morning; forms his voice. 

5. As dew upon the tender herb 
Diffufing fragrance round; 

As flow’rs that ufher in the fpring, 
And cheer the thirfty ground : 

6. So fhall his prefence blefs our fouls, 
And died a joyful light; 

That hallow'd morn fhall chafe away 
The farrows of the night. 

H Y M N LXXIV, 

The Goodnefs oj God leading to Repentance, 

1. T TNGRATEFUL finners! whence this 
fcorn 

Of Gods long fuff’ring grace ? 
And whence this madnefs that infults 

Th’ Almighty to his face ? 

2. Is it becaufe his patience waits. 
And pitying bowels move. 

You multiply tranfa&ions more. 
And fcorn his offer'd love ? 

3. Doft thou not know, felf-blinded man. 
His goodnefs is dehorn'd 

To wake repentance in thy foul, 
And melt thy harden’d mind? 

4. And 



4. And wilt thou rather choofe to meet 
Th’ Almighty as thy foe. 

And treafure up his wrath in (tore 
Againft the day of wo ? 

5. Soon fiiall that fatal day approach. 
That mufi thy fentence feal, 

And righteous judgments now unknown. 
In awful pomp reveal: 

6. While they who full of holy deeds 
To glory feck to rife, 

Continuing patient to the end. 
Shall gain th* immortal prize. 

HYMN LX XV. 

The Prodigal Rejlored. 

1. r| VIE wretched prodigal behold 
JL In mis’ry lying low. 

Whom vice had funk from high eftate. 
And plung’d in want and wo. 

2. While I defpis’d and fcorn’d, he cries, , 
Starve in a foreign land. 

The meaneft in my father’s houfe 
Is fed with bounteous hand. 

3. I’ll go, and with a mourning voice 
Fall dowrn before his face, 

Father 
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Father, I've firm’d ’gainft heav’n and thee 
^°r can oeferve tny grace. 

4. He faid. and haften’d to his home 
To feek his fathers love; 3 

Tne father fees him from afar. 
And all his bowels move. 

5. He ran, and fell upon his neck, 
Em brae d and kifs d his fon : 

Tlie grieving prodigal bewail’d 
The follies he had done. 

5. No more, my father, can I hope 
1 o rmd paternal grace; 

My utmoft with is to obtain 
A humble fervant’s place. 

7. Bring forth the faired robe for him, 
I he joyful father laid ; 

To mm each mark of grace he fhown, 
And ev ry honour paid. 

8. A day of feading I ordain; 
mjrth and joy abound: 

viy fon \,as dead, and lives again 
Was lod, and now is found. 

9. Tnus joy abounds in paradife. 
Among the holts of heav’n, 

boon as the finner quits his fins, 
l\epuits, and is forgiv n. 

H h HYMN lxxvi. 
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HYMN LXXVL 

Renezoing Grace. 

OW helpiefs guilty nature lies. 
Unconfcious of it's load! 

The heart, unchang’d, can never rife 
To happinefs and God. 

2. The will perverfe, the paffions blind, 
In paths of ruin ftray; 

Reafon, debas’d, can never find 
The fafe, the narrow way. 

3. Can ought beneath a pow’r divine 
The ftubborn will fubdue? 

fTis thine, eternal fpirit, thine 
To form the heart anew. 

4. Tis thine the paffions to recall, 
And upwards bid them rife, 

And make the fcales of error fall 
From realon’s darken d eyes. 

5. To chafe the {hades of death away 
Amd bid the firmer live! 

A beam of heav’n, a vital ray, 
Tis thine alone to give. 

6. O change thefe wretched hearts of our 
And give them life divine ! 

Then fhall our paffions and our pow rs, 
Almighty Lord, be thine. 

D - HYMN LXXVII. 
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K Y M N LXXVII. 

Regeneration. 

1 *TVTOT ^ie outwar<i forms on earthy 
Nor rites that God hath giv’n, 

Nor will of man, nor blood, nor birtbs 
Can raife one foul to heav’n. 

2. The fov’reign will of God alone 
Creates us heirs of grace; 

Born in the image of his Son, 
A new peculiar race. 

3. The Spirit, like fome heav’nly wind* 
Blows on the Tons of flefh, 

New models all the carnal mind, 
And forms the man afrefh. 

4. Our quicken’d fouls awake and rife 
From the long deep of death; 

On heav’nly feenes we fix our eyes. 
And praife employs our breath. 

HYMN LXXVIIL 

Conviction of Sin. 
t.T ORD, how fecure my confcience was* 

JLj And felt no inward dread! 
I was alive without the law, 

And thought my fins were dead. 
My 
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2. My hopes of heav’n were firm and brieh 
But fince the precept came ° 

With a convincing pow’r and light, 
I find how vile I am. ° 

3. My guilt appear’d but fmall before, 
’Till terrify’d I few 

How perfeQ, holy, juft and pure 
Is thine eternal law. 

4. Then felt my foul the heavy load. 
My fins reviv’d again; 

I had provok’d a holy God, 
And all my hopes are vain. 

5* My God, what pow r fhall I invoke. 
With my laft lab ring breath. 

To rid me of this wretched yoke3 
Thefe bonds of fin and death, 

6. In Jefus I behold thy face. 
Thy mercy there I fee; 

Thio him I trull thy boundlefs grace 
To fet thepris’ner free. 

HYMN LXXIX* 
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HYMN LXXIX. 

No JuJliji cation by the Lazo, 

s.X 7AIN are the hopes the fons of men 
V Upon their works have built; 

Their hearts by nature are unclean^ 
Their aftions full of guilt 

2. Silent let Jew and Gentile ftand3 
Without one vaunting word; 

And, humbled low, confefs their guilt* 
Before heavh’s righteous Lord, 

3. No hope can on the law be built 
Of juftifying grace; 

The law that (hews the finner’s guilt. 
Condemns him to his face, 

4. jefus! how glorious is thy grace ! 
When in thy name we truft. 

Our faith receives a righteoufnefs 
Which makes the firmer juft, 

HYMN LX XXL 

No Condemnation to thofe who are in Chrift 
Jefu$. 

i.T ET Chriftian faith and hope difpel 
JLj The fears of guilt and wo; 

The Lord Almighty is our friend5 
And who can prove our foe ? 

2. He 
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2. He who his fon, molt dear and lov’d; 
Gave up for us to die. 

Shall he not all things freely give 
That goodnels can fupply ? 

3. Behold the belt, the greateft gift 
Of everlalting love! 

Behold the pledge of peace below. 
And perfect bills above! 

4. Where is the judge who can condemn; 
Since God has juftify’d ? 

Who fhall charge thole with guilt or crim< 
For whom the Saviour dy’d? 

5. The Saviour dy’d, but rofe again. 
Triumphant from the grave; 

And pleads our caufe at God’s right hand, 
Omnipotent to fave. 

H Y M N LXXXI. 

Union beizveen Chrift and Believers injepc 
rable« 

t X % THAT pow’r can e’er divide usmoi 
V V From |efus and his love ? 

Or break the (acred cnain tnat binds 
The earth to heav’n above? 

2. Let troubles rife, and terrors frown, 
And days of darknefs fall; 

Through 
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Through him all dangers we’ll defy? 
And more than conquer all. 

3. Nor death, nor life, nor earthy nor hell. 
Nor time's deftroying fway, 

Can e’er efface us from his heart. 
Or make his love decay. 

4. Each future period it will bltis 
As it has bleis’d the pall; 

He lov d us from the hrfl of time 
He loves us to the laft. 

1. 

HYMN LXXXIL 

Adoption, 

EKOLD th’ amazing gift of love 
The Father hath bellow’d 

On us the linful fons of men, 
To call us fons of God. 

2. Conceal’d as yet this honour lies, 
By this dark world unknown; 

A world that knew not when he came^ 
Ev’n God’s eternal Son. 

3. High is the rank we now pofsefs 
But higher we (hall rife; 

Though what we {hall hereafter be, 
Is hid from mortal eyes. 

4. Our 

— 
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4. Our fouls, we know, when he appears^ 
Shall bear his image bright; 

For all his glorv^ full difclos’d 
Shall open to our fight. 

5. A hope fo great, and fo divine. 
May trials well endure; 

And purge the foul from fenfe and fin 
As Chrift himfelf is pure. 

HYMN LXXXIIL 

SanSijication. 

1. 'TTOW wretched was our former ftate^ 
XI When, flaves to Satan’s l\vay3 

With hearts diforder’d and impure^ 
Oerwhelmd in fin we lay! 

2. But, O my foul! for ever praife. 
For ever love his name, 

Who turn’d thee from the fatal paths 
Of folly, fin and fhame. 

3. Vain and prefumptuous is the truft 
Which in our works we place; 

Salvation from a higher fource 
Flows to the human race. 

4. Tis from the mercies of our God 
That all our hopes begin; 

His 



His mercy fav’d our fouls from deaths 
And waft’d our fouls from fin. 

5. His fpi^it, through the Saviour fhec^ 
It’s facred fire imparts, 

Refines our drofs, and love divine 
Rekindles in our hearts. 

6. Then rais’d from death, we live anew; 
And, juftify’d by grace, 

We hope in glory to appear, 
And fee our Father’s face. 

7. Let all who hold his faith and hope 
In holy deeds abound; 

Thus faith approves itfelf fincere^ 
By abiive virtue crown'd. 

HYMN LXXXIV. 

The Chrijlian's Obligation to Holinefs» 

1. A ND ftall we then go on to fin 
JT\. That grace may more abound ? 

Great God! forbid that fuch a thought 
Should in our breaft be found! 

2. When to the facred fount we came9 
Did not the rite proclaim, 

That, waft d from fin and all it’s ftain% 
New creatures we became? 

0 With 
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3. With Chrift the Lord we dy’d to fin; 
With him to life we rife, 

To life, which now begun on earth 
Is perfect in the flues. 

4. Too long enthrall’d to Satan’s fway. 
We now are (laves no more; 

For Chrift hath vanquifh’d death and (In, 
Our freedom to reftore. 

H Y M N LXXXV* 

Afpiring after Perfection* 

1. T^ATHER of peace and God of love 
JL We own thy pow’r to fave, 

That pow’r by which our fhepherd rofe 
Triumphant from the grave. 

2. Him from the dead thou brought’ft again 
When, by his (acred blood, 

Confirm’d and feal'd for ever-more 
Th’eternal cov’nant flood. 

3. O may thy fpirit feal our fouls, 
And mould them to thy will, 

That our weak hearts no more may ftray, 
But keep thy precepts (till. 

4. That 
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4- That to perfection's facred height 
We nearer Pill may rife, 

And all we think, and all we do 
Be pleafing in thine eyes. 

H Y M N LXXXVL 

The Influences of the Spirit defined. 

gracious Spirit, heav’nly dove! 
With light and comfort from above 

Be thou our guardian, thou our guide3 
O’er ev’ry thought and Pep prehde, 

2. Conduct us fate, condufi us far 
From ev’ry lin and hurtful fnare; 
Lead to thy word, which rules will give3 
And teach us Jefsons how to live, 

3. The light of truth to us difpiay, 
And make us know and choofe thy way ; 
Plant holy fear in ev’ry heart, 
ihat we from God may ne’er depart, 

4. Lead us to holinefs, the road 
That we muft take to dwell with God j 
Lead us to ChriP, the living way, 
Nor let us from his paPures Pray. 

g. Lead 

V
o
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5. Lead us to God, our final reft. 
In his enjoyment to be bleft; 
Lead us to heavh, the feat of bids. 
Where pleafure in perfection is. 

HYMN LXXXVII. 

The Influences of the Spirit experienced. 

4,F\EAR Lord, and fhall thy fpirit reft 
jLJ' In fuch a wretched heart as mine! 

Unworthy dwelling! glorious gueft! 
Favour aftonilhing, divine! 

2. When fin prevails, and gloomy fear. 
And hope almoft expires in night. 
Lord can thy fpirit then be here, 
Great fpring of comfort, life and light, 

3. Sure the bleft comforter is nigh, 
Tis he fuftains my fainting heart; 
Life would my hopes for ever die. 
And ev’ry cheering ray depart. 

4. When fdme kind promife glads my foul. 
Do I not find his healing voice 
The tempeft of my fears control, 
And bid my drooping pow'rs rejoice ? 

5. When-e’er to call the Saviour mine. 
With ardent wtfh my heart afpires$ 

Can 
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t'l t>e sfs than powr divine, 

Which animates thefe llrong defires? 

^Vhat lefs tnan thy Almighty word 
Can raife my heart from dud and earth, 
And bid me cleave to thee my Lord 
ivly life, my treafure and my trult? 3 

7. And wnen my cheerful hope can lay 
I love my God and talle his grace • 
Loid, is it not thy blifsful ray, 
VV Inch brings this dawn of lacred peace 

8. Let thy kind fpirit in my heart 
for ever dwell, O God of love 
And light and heav’nly peace impart, 
Sweet earned of the joys above. 

HYMN LXXXVIIL 

Faith in Chriji. 

1'FA^H~’tis a Precious grace, 
-1 Where’er it is bellow’d > 

It boafts of a celefiial birth, 
And is the gift of God. 

2. Jefus it owns a king, 
An ail-atoning pricil9 

It claims no merit of its own, 
But looks for all in Chrilt. 

I i n r% 
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3. To him it leads the foul. 
When fill’d with deep diftrefs; 

Flies to the fountain of his blood, 
And trufts his righteoufnefs. 

4. Since ’tis thy work alone. 
And that divinely free, 

Lord, fend the fpirit of thy So% 
To work this faith in me. 

hymn lxxxix. 

Faith the Evidence of Things not feen. 

l.TT'AITH leads to joys beyond the fky; 
JL Why then is this weak mind 

Afraid to raife a cheerful eye, 
To more than fenfe can find ? 

2. Senfe can but furnilh fcenes of wo $ 
In this low vale of tears, 

No groves of heav nly pleafuies giow, 
No paradife appears. 

3. Ah! why fhould this miftaken mind 

Still rove with reftlefs pain ? 
Delight on earth expeft to find, 

Yet ftill expedl in vain ? 

4. Faith, rifing upward, points her view 
To regions in the Ikies j . 
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There lovelier fcenes than Eden knew 
In bright perlpe&ive rife. 

5. Oh! if this heav’n-born grace were mine. 
Would not my fpirit foar, 

Tranfportcd gaze on joys divine. 
And cleave to earth no more ? 

6. If in my heart true faith appears. 
How weak the facred ray! 

Feebly afpiring, prels’d with fears, 
Almolt it dies away. 

7* ^ thou, from whole Almighty breath. 
It firlt began to rile, 

Purge off thefe milts, thefe dregs of earth. 
And bid it reach the Ikies. 

8. Let this weak, erring mind no more 
On earth bewilder’d rove; 

But with celeltial ardour foar 
io endlefs joys above. 

H Y M N XC. 

A Living and a Bead Faith, 

MI S T A K E N fouls! that dream of 
heav’n, 

And make their empty boalt 
Ol inward joys, and fins forgiv’n. 

While they are Haves to lull. 

2. Vain 
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52. Vain are our fancies—airy flights-" 
If faith be cold and dead; 

None but a living powr unites 
To Chrift the living head. 

3. Tis faith that purifies the heart, 
Tis faith that works by love. 

That bids our finful joys depart, 
And lifts our thoughts above* 

4, Tis faith, that conquers earth and hell 
By a celeftial pow r; 

This is the grace that (hall prevail 
In the decifive hour. 

HYMN XCL 

Trujl in God. 
1. T TC THY pour ft thou forth thine anxious 

VV plaint, 
Defpairing of relief, 

As if the Lord o’erlook’d thy caufe. 
And did not heed thy grief? 

2. Haft thou not known, haft thou not hearc 
That firm remains on high 

The everlafting throne of him 
Who fram'd the earth and fky? 

Art thou afraid his powr fhall fail 
When comes the evil day ? 

And 
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And can an all-creating arm 
Grow weary, or decay ? 

4- Supreme in wifdom as in pow r, 
The rock of ages ftands; 

Though him thou canh not fee, nor trace 
The working of his hand. 

S* gives the conquefl; to the weak5 
Supports the fainting heart ; 

And courage in the evil hour 
His heav’nly aids impart, 

6. Mere human pow’rfhall faft decay. 
And youthiul vigour ceafe: 

But they who wait upon the Lord5 
aU fhength fhall ftil] increafe* 

y. They with unweary’d feet fhall tread 
T he path of life divine; 

With growing ardour onv/ard move, 
With growing brightnefs fliine. 

S. On eagles’ wings they mount, they foar, 
?heir wtngs are faith and love, 

Till, paft the cloudy regions here. 
They rife to heav’n above. 

K hymn xcil . 
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Rejoicing in God. 

i/r x THAT though no buds the fig-tree 
V V bear, 
Though vines their fruit deny; 

The labour of the olive fail, 
And fields no food fupply ? 

2; Though from the fold, with fad furpiifs. 
My flock cut off I fee; 

Though famine pines in empty flails 
Where herds were wont to be ? 

« Yet in the Lord will I be glad, 
And glory in his love ; 

In him I’ll joy, who will the God 
Of my lalvation prove, 

4. He to my tardy feet (hall lend 
The fwiftnefs of the roe; 

•'Till, rais’d on high, I fafely dwell 
Beyond the reach of wo. 

5, Gocl is the treafure of my foul, 
The fource of lading joy ; 

A joy which want fhall not impair. 
Nor death itfelf deflroy. 

HYMN XCIII. 
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Ii Y M N XCIII. 

Hope. 

OOD, my fun, thy blifsful rays ' 
(--(in waim, tcjotcc and guide iny 

heart: ° J 

liow dark, how mournful are my days, 
Ii thy enliv’ning beams depart. 

2. Scarce through the cloud, aglimpfeof day 

Appears to thefe defiring eyes;! 
But fhall my drooping fpirit fay, 
1 i^e cheerful morn will never rife ^ 

3* O ^Cl rue not defpairing mourn, 
rhough gloomy darknefs fpreads the fky 

x ly glorious fun will yet return, 
And night with all it’s horrors fly. 

4, ° for the bright, the joyful day, 
\\hen hope fhall in fruition die! 
So tapers lofc their feeble ray 
Beneath the Inn’s refulgent evre. 

HYMN XCIV. 

Rrjignalion. 

l.TF neavn on me afflifb’on fend, 
A O! learn me bow to bear; 

Submiffive teach my foul to bend, 
But keep me from defpair. 

2. The 
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2. The pow’r that knows my inmoft thoughts^ 
Malt fare be good and wife; 

And he who belt perceives my faults. 
Is fitted: to chaftife. 

Heav’n’s awful word is furely jult. 
Then let me kifs the rod; 

Nor, worn with wo, at all diftruft 
The goodnefs of my God. 

4. Then, ’till life’s lateft fand be run, 
O teach me, pow’r divine, 

To cry, my God, thy will be done, 
What-e’er becomes of mine. 

1. 

H Y M N XC\r. 

Rejignation. 
AKED as from the earth we came. 

And enter’d life at firft; 
Naked we to the earth return, 

And mix with kindred duft. 

2. What e’er we fondly call our own. 
Belongs to heav’n’s great Lord; 

The blc[lings lent us for a day, 
Are foon to be reftor’d. 

g. ’Tis God who lifts our comforts high. 
Or finks them in the grave; 

He 
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He gives; and, when he takes away. 
He takes but what he gave. 

4. Then, ever blefsed be his name! 
His goodnefs fwell’d our (tore; 

His juftice but relumes it’s own; 
Tis ours (till to adore. 

H Y M N XCVL 

SubmiJJion to Fatherly Chajlifements. 
Y lan, faith God, with patient mind 

Endure the chaining rod; 
Believe, when by affliction try’d, 

That thou art lov’d by God. 

2. His children thus mod dear to him^ 
Their heav’nly Father trains. 

Through all the hard experience led 
Qf (brrows and of pains. 

3. We know he owns us for his fons3 
When we correction (hare; 

Nor wander as a baftard race3 
Without our Father s care. 

4. A Fathers voice withrev’rence we 
On earth have often heard; 

The Father ol our fpirits now 
Demands the fame regard, 

g. Parents 
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5. Parents may err, but he is wife. 
Nor lifts the rod in vain ; 

His chaft nings ferve to cure the foul 
By falutary pain. 

6. Affliction, when it fpreads around. 
May feem a field of wo: 

Yet there, at laft, the happy fruits 
Of righteoufuels {hall grow. 

7. Then, let our hearts no more defpond* 
Our hands be weak no more; 

Still let us truft our Fathers love, 
His wifdom ilill adore. 

HYMN XCVII. 

Patience. 

1. pATIENCE! thou grace divinely fair, 
JL Sent from the God of pow’r and love, 

To teach fubmiffion to his hand, 
As through the wilds of life we rove* 

2. By patience we ferenely bear 
The troubles of our mortal flats, 
And wait contented our difeharge, 
Nor think our glory comes too late* 

3. Though we in full fenfation feel 
The weight, the wounds which God ordains, 

We 



We fmilc amid our heavieft woes. 
And triumph in our fliarped pains, 

4. O for this grace to aid us on. 
And arm with fortitude the bread. 
Till life's tumultuous fea we pals. 
And reach the Ill ores of endiefs redo 

5. Faith into vifion dial! refign, 
Hope (hall in full fruition die; 
And patience in pofseflion end, 
la the bright worlds of bills on high. 

H Y M N XCVIIL 

Joy and Gratitude, 

1«T7 TERMAL love ! how large the furn 
~J bleffings from thy hand! 

To banifh forrow and be'bled. 
Is thy fupreme command. 

2. joy is our duty, glory, health, 
1 he funfhine of the foul; 

J.he bed return that we can make 
lQ him who plans the whole. 

g. Whatever, Lord, of earthly blifs. 
Thy fov reign will denies, 

Accepted at thy throne of gracc3 
Let this petition rife, 

4. Give 
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4. Give me a calm, a thankful heart. 
From ev’ry murmur free; 

The bleffings of thy grace impart. 
And make me live to thee, 

5. Let the bleft hope that thou art mine. 
My life and death attend; 

Thy prefence thro’ my journey fhrne3 
And crown my journey’s end. 

H Y M N XCIX. 

Contentment. 
l.TF folid happinefs we prize, 

A Within our bread this jewel lies, 
And they are fools who roam: 

The world hath nothing to bellow; 
From our ownfelves our joys mufi flow. 

And peace begins at home. 

22. We’ll therefore relifh with content, 
Whate’er kind providence hath fent. 

Nor aim beyond our pow’r: 
And, if our ftore be very fmall, 
With thankful hearts enjoy it all. 

Nor lofe the prefent hour. 

3. We’ll be refign’d when ills betide. 
Patient, when favours are deny’d, 

Grateful 
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Grateful for bleffingsgiv’n: 
. < OO 

This is the wife, the virtuous part. 
This is that incenfe of the heart, 

Whofe fragrance reaches heav’n. 

4. While confcience, like a faithful friend, 
Shall through the gloomy vale attend. 

And cheer our dying breath; 
Shall, when all other comforts ceafe, 
Tike a kind angel, whifper peace. 

And fmooth the bed of death, 

H Y M N C. 

Retirement, 

1. T^AR from the world, O Lord, 1 flee. 
JL From ftrife and tumult far; 

From feenes where Satan wages flili 
His mod fuccefsful wan 

2. The calm retreat, the filent fhade3 
With pray’r and praife agree; 

And feern by thy fweet bounty made 
Forthofe who follow thee. 

3. There if thy fpirit touch the foul. 
And grace her mean abode; 

O with what peace and joy and love. 
She communes with her God! 

K k 4. There 
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4. There, like the nightingale, file pours 
Her (ohtary lays; 

Nor a(k> a witnels of her fong, 
Nor thirds for hujnan praife. 

5. Author and guardian of my life, 
Sweet fource of light divine; 

And (ail harmonious names in one) 
My Saviour! thou art mine. 

6. What thanks 1 owe thee, and what love? 
A houndlefs, endlefsftore, 

Shall echo through the realms above 
When time ftiall be no more0 

H Y M N CL 

Self Examination. 

rTI7 HAT ft range perplexities arife ? 
V V What anxious fears andjealoufiesl 

What crowds in doubtful light appear ! 
How few, alas! approv'd and clear! 

2. And what am I?—my foul, awake. 
And an impartial lurvey take: 
Does no dark fign, no ground of fcar3 
In praSice or in heart appear? 

3. What image does my Lpirit bear? 
Is Jefus form'd and living there ? 
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Sav, c! ) his lineaments divine 
In thought and word and ad ion fliine ? 

4. Search rof hearts, O fearc h me flill* 
The iecrets of my foul reveal; 
My fears remove; let me appear 
To God, and iny own coineience clear. 

5. Scatter the clouds that o er my head 
dhick glooms of dubious terrors Spread; 
Lead me into celeftial day, 
And to mylelf, myfclj difplay. 

0* May I at that olefs’d world arrive. 
Where Chrift through all my foul Shall live. 
And give full proof that he is there. 
Without one gloomy doubt or fear. 

H Y M N CII. 

Love to God. 

* T-T A.PPY the mind where graces reLo^ 
A JL And love infpires the bread! 

Love is the brighteft of the train. 
And ftrengthens all the reft, 

2. Knowledge! alas, ’tis all in vain, 
And all in vain our fear: 

Our ftubborn fins will fight and reign. 
If love be abfent there* & 

3. Tis 
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3. Tis love that makes our cheerful feet 
In fwift obedience move; 

Affli ft ion’s bitter cup is fweet, 
When mix'd with heav’nly love. 

4. Soon as we drop this mortal clay, 
And leave this dark abode, 

On wings of love we’ll foar away 
To fee our Father—God. 

5. This is the grace which lives and fings 
When faith and hope lhall ceafe; 

Tis this (hall ftrike bur joyful firings 
In realms of endlefs peace. 

H Y M N CIII. 

The Fear of God. 

l T T APPY beyond defcription he, 
ll Who fears the Lord his God; 

Who hears his threats with holy awe. 
And trembles at his word. 

Fear, facred pafiion, ever dwells 
With it’s fair partner love; 

Blending their beauties, both proclaim 
Their fource is from above. 

3. Let terrors fright th‘ unwilling flave; 
The child with joy appears; 

Cheerful 



Cheerful he does his father’s will. 
And loves as much as fears. 

4. Let fear and love, moll holy God, 
Pofsefs this foul of mine; 

Then fhall I worlhip thee aright. 
And tafte thy joys divine. 

H Y M N CIV. 

Love to Chrijl. 

t.T\Q I not love thee, O my Lord 
Behold my heart and fee ; 

And turn each worthlefs idol out* 
That dares to rival thee. 

* 

2. Thy lovely name’s melodious ftill 
To my enrapture! ear: 

My quick’ning pulfe with pleafure beats 
My Saviour’s voice to hear. 

g. There’s not a lamb in all thy flock 
I would difdain to feed; 

Nor yet a foe, before whofe face 
I fear thy caufe to plead. 

4. How does my ardent fpirit vie 
With angels round thy throne. 

To execute thy facred will, 
And make thy glory known! 

L 5. My 
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5. My heart would pour it’s warmeft bloo 
In honour of thy name; 

And challenge the cold hand of death 
To damp th’ immortal flame. 

6. Thou know’ll I love thee, O my Lord: 
But ft ill I long to foar 

Above the fphere of mortal joys, 
Where I fhall love thee more. 

ITY M N CV. 

Chrijlian Love. 

t T OVE fuffers long; love envies not; 
JLj But love is ever kind; 

She never boafteth of herfelf, 
Nor proudly lifts the mind. 

2. Love harbours no fufpicious thought. 
Is patient to the bad; 

Griev'd when file hears of fins and crimes. 
* 

And in the truth is dad, o 

3. Love no unfeemly carriage fhows. 
Nor felfifhly confin’d; 

She glows with focial tendernefs. 
And feels for all mankind. 

4. Love bcareth much, much flic believe; 
And ftill file hopes the belt; 

Love 



Love meekly fuffers many a wrong, 
Though fore with hardfhip prefs’d. 

g. Love ft ill fhall hold an endlefs reign 
In earth and heav’n above, 

When tongues fhall ceafe, and prophets fail. 
And evYy gift but love. 

H Y M N CVL 

Chrijlian Unity. 

l.T ET party names no more 
-Li The chriftian world o’erfpread; 

Gentile and Jew, and bond and free. 
Are one in Chrift their head. 

£. Among the faints on earth 
Let mutual love be found; 

Heirs of the fame inheritance, 
With mutual bleffings crown’d, 

3. Let envy, child of hell. 
Be banifn’d far away; 

Thofe fhould in ftri&eft friendfhip dwell^ 
Who the fame Lord obey. 

4. Thus will the church below 
Refemble that above, 

Where ft reams of pieafure ever flow. 
And ev'ry heart is love. 

HYMN CVIl 
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H Y M N CVIL 

Love to our Neighbour. 

1. T^ATHER of mercies ! fend thy grace. 
Jl All pow’rful from above. 

To form, in our obedient fouls. 
The image of thy love. 

2. O may our fympathiung breads 
That gen’rous pleafure know, 

Kindly to fhare another’s joy. 
And weep for other’s wo, 

3. When the dejefted fons of grief 
In low diftrefs are laid; 

Soft be our hearts, their pains to feel5 
And fwift our hands to aid. 

»■ 

4. So Jefus look’d on helplefs man. 
When feated in the fkies; 

Amid the glories of that world 
He felt compaffion rife. 

5. On wings of love the Saviour flew 
To raife us from the ground: 

And fhed his rich and precious blood 
A balm for evry wound. 

HYMN CVIIL 
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Forgivenefs of Injuries* 

HALL not my wrath relent, 
Touch’d by that humble ftrainj 

Mv brother crying, I repent, 
'Nor will offend again ? 

2. If not, how fhall I dare 
Appear before thy face, 

Great God! and how prefent the pray’r 
For thy forgiving grace ? 

g. They who forgive fhall find 
Remiffion in that day, 

When all the merciful and kind 
Thy pity fhaii repay. 

4. But thofe who here below 
Mercy refufe to grant, 

Shall judgment without mercy know^ 
When mercy raofi they wane 

HYMN CIX. 

Love to our Enemies. 

1. A LOUD we fmg the wondrous grace 
ii Chrilt to his murd’rers bare, 

Which made the racking crofs it’s throne^ 
And hung it’s trophies there, 

s. Father1 
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Father, forgive, his mercy cryU, 
With his expiring breath, 

And drew eternal bleflings down 
On thofe who wrought his death. 

3* Jesus, this wond rous love we fing, 
And, while we (ing, admire; 

Breathe on our fouls, and kindle there 
The fame celeftial fire. 

4* Sway’d by thy pure example, we 
For enemies will pray; 

With love, their hatred; and their eurfa 
With bleffing will repay. 

HYMN CX. 

Charity and Mercy. 

1, T ET fuch as feel oppreffions rod^ 
-Li Thy tender pity Ihare; 

And let the helplefs, homelefs poor 
Be thy peculiar care. 

2. Go bid the hungry orphan be 
With thine abundance blefs’d; 

Invite the wand’rer to thy gate, 
And fpread the couch of reft. 

g. Let him who pines with piercing cold 
By thee be warm’d and clad; 

Be 
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Be thine the blifsful talk, to make 
The downcaft mourner glad. 

4. Then, bright as morning, fhall come forth., 
In peace and joy, thy days; 

And glory from the Lord above 
Shall fhine on al! thy ways. 

H Y M N CXI. 

Sympathy with the A (fueled. 

1. T7S7HILE others crowd the houfe of 
V 1 mirth. 

And haunt the gaudy fhow. 
Let inch as would with wifdom dwell. 

Frequent the houfe of wo. 

2. Better to weep with thofe that weep. 
And fhare the afflifieds fmart, 

Than mix with fools in giddy joys 
That cheat and wound the heart. 

3* When virtuous forrow clouds the face3 
And tears bedim the eye, 

The foul is led to folemn thought, 
And wafted to the Ikv. 

4> 

4. f he wife in heart revifit oft 
Grief's darkfequefter’d cell; 

The thoughtlefs, ftill, with levity 
And mirth delight to dwell, 

5. The 
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g. The noify laughter of the fool 
Is like the crackling found 

Of blazing thorns, which quickly fall 
In afhes to the ground. 

HYMN CXIL 

Benevolence Rewardeda 

x.T) LEST is the man whole tender hear 
JL3 Feels all another’s pain; 

To whom the fupplicating eye 
Was never rais'd in vain. 

/ 

2. Whofe bread expands with genrou 
warmth 

A ftranger’s wo to feel; 
And bleeds in pity o’er the wound 

He wants the pow’r to heal. 

3. He fpreads his kind fupporting arms 
To every child of grief; 

His fecret bounty largely flows. 
And brings unafk’d relief. o 

4. To gentle offices of love 
His feet are never flow; 

He views through mercy’s melting eye 
A brother in his foe. 

5. Peace, from the bofom of his God, 
Peace fhall to him be givh; 

His 
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His foul fhall reft fecure on earth, 
And find it’s native heav’n. 

6. To him protefilion fhall be fhown; 
And mercy from above 

Defcend on thofe who thus fulfill 
The perfeft law of love, 

H Y M N CXIII. 
% 

Humility. 

1. T ORD, if thou thy grace impart, 
jL-4 Poor in fpirit, meek in heart. 

As my matter, I (hall be 
Rooted in humility. 

2. Simple, teachable and mild, 
Chang’d into a little child; 
Pleas’d with all the Lord provides. 
Wean’d from all the world befides. 

3. Father, fix my foul on thee; 
Ev’ry evil let me flee; 
Nothing want, beneath, above. 
Happy in thy precious love. 

4. O that all may feek and find 
Ev’ry good in Jefus join’d! 
Him let Ifrael (till adore, 
Truft him, praife him evermore. 

L I HYMN CXIV. 
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H Y M N CXIV. 

Sincerity. 

i,T ET thofe who bear the chriftian nam 
JL-j Their promifes fulfill; 

The faints, the followers of the Lamb3 
Are men of honour ftilh 

2* True to the folemn oaths they take^ 
Though to their hurt they {wear; 

Conftant and juft to all they fpeak5 
For God and angels hear. 

3. Still with their lips their hearts agree. 
Nor flatt’ring words devife; 

They know the God of truth can fee 
Through ev’ry falfe difguife. 

4. They hate tlf appearance of a lie 
In all the fhapes it wears; 

And God has promis’d when they die 
Eternal life is theirs. 

g. Lo, from afar the judge defcendsj 
And brings the judgment down; 

He bids his faints, his faithful friends^ 
Rife and pofsefs the crown. 

HYMN CXV* 
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Charitable Judgment, 

MNISCIENT God! ’tis thine to know 
The fprings whence wrong opinions 

flow; 
To judge, from principles within, 
When frailty errs, and when we fin, 

2. Who, among men, high Lord of *1L 
Thy fervants to his bar may call ? 
Decide of herefy, and fhake 
A brother o'er the flaming lake ? 

3. Who, with another’s eye can read? 
Or worfhip with another’s creed? 
Revering thy command alone 
We humbly feck and ufe our own, 

4. If wrong, forgive; accept, if right^ 
Whilfl faithful we obey our light; 
And, cens’ring none, are zealous ftill 
To follow as to learn thy will. 

5. When (hall our happy eyes behold 
The people fafhion’d in thy mould? 
And charity our lineage prove 
Deriv’d from thee} O God of love ? 

HYMN CXVL 
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H Y M N CXVI. 

Liberty oj Confcience. 

s. BSURD and vain attempt! to bind 
- With iron chains the free-born mind; 

To force conviftion, and reclaim 
The wand’ring, by deftruclive flame. 

2. Bold arrogance to fnatch from heav’n 
Dominion not to mortals giv’n ! 
O’er confcience to ufurp the throne, 
Accountable to God alone. 

3. Jefus, thy gentle law of love 
Does no fuch cruelties approve; 
Mild as thyfelf, thy doQrine wields 
No arms, but what perfuafion yields. 

4. By proofs divine and reafons ftrong, 
It draws the willing foul alonor- 

1 C7 O'7 

Ana conqueks to thy church acquires 
By eloquence which heav’n infpires* 

H Y M N CXVII 

JuJlice and Equity. 

1. LESSED Redeemer! howr divine, 
JLJ How righteous is this rule of thine. 
Never to deal with others worle 

a Than we would have them deal with us.3 
This 
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£. This golden lefson, fliort and plain. 
Gives nor the mind, nor mem’ry pain; 
And ev’ry confcience muft approve 
This univerfal law of love. 

3. Tis written in each mortal breaft 
Where all our tendereft wifhes reft; 
We draw it from our inmoft veins. 
Where love to felf refidesand reigns., 

4. Is reafon ever at a lofs ? 
Call in felf-love to judge the caufe; 
Let our own fondelt paffions fhew 
How we fhould treat our neighbour too. 

5. How blefs’d would evry nation prov% 
Thus rufd by equity and love! 
All would be friends without a foe? 
And form a paradife below. 

H Y M N CXVIIL 

True and Falfe Zeal. 

EAL is that pure and heav’nly flame 
The fire of love fupplies; 

While that which often bears the name* 
Is felf, but in difguife. 

g. True zeal is merciful and mild. 
Can pity and far bean 

M 
i 

The 
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The falfe is headfirong, fierce and wild, 
And breathes revenge and fire. 

3. While zeal for truth the chriftian warm; 
He knows the worth of peace; 

But felf contends for names and forms. 
Its party to mcreafe. 

4. Zeal has attain’d it’s higheft aim, 
It’s end is fatisfy’d, 

If finners love the Saviour’s name. 
Nor feeks it ought befide, 

5. Self may its own reward obtain, 
And be applauded here ; 

But zeal the belt applaufe (hall gain 
When Jefus fhall appear. 

H Y M N CXIX. 

Prudence. 

j,I| OW fair and lovely to behold 
Jill A man of prudent heart! 

Whofe thoughts and lips and life agree 
To a£t an ufeful part. 

When envy, ftrife and wars begin 
In little angry fouls, 

Mark how the fons of peace come in 
And quench the kindling coals. 

3. Their 
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3. Their minds are humble, mild and meek* 
Nor does their anger rife; 

Nor paffion moves their lips to fpeak9 
Nor pride exalts their eyes. 

4. Their lives are prudence mix'd with love^ 
Good w orks employ their day; 

They join the ferpent with the dove. 
But call the (ling away. 

5. Such, was the Saviour of mankind, 
Such pleafures he purfu’d; 

His manners gentle and refin'd, 
His foul divinely good. 

1. 

Y M N CXX, 

Gravity and Decency, 

EHOLD the fons, the heirs of God, 
So dearly bought with jefus blood; 

Are they not born to heav’nly joys? 
And fhall they ftoop to earthly toys ? 

2. Can laughter feed th’ immortal mind? 
Were fpirits of celeftial kind 
Made for a jell, for fport and play, 
To wear out time, and wafie the day ? 

3. Doth vain difcourfe, or empty mirth, 
Well fuit the honours of their birth ? 

Shall 
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Shall they be fond of gay attire, 
Which children love, and fools admire? 

4. What if we wear the richeft veft? 
InfeCts and flow’rs are better drefi; 
This flefh, with all it’s gaudy forms, 
Muft drop to duft and feed the worms, 

5. Lord, may thy grace our hearts infpire* 
And fill our fouls with facred fire: 
Then, with a heav n-direfted eye, . 
We’ll pafs thefe glitt ring trifles by. 

6. Well look on all the toys below 
With luch difdain as angels do; 
And wait the call that bids us rife 
Tomanfions promis’d in the flues. 

II Y M N CXXL 

Tndujlry and Sloth contrafled. 

1. E indolent and flothful, rife, 
JL View the ant’s labours and be wife; 

She has no guide to point her way, 
No ruler chiding her delay. 

2. Yet fee with what incelsant cares. 
She for the winter’s (form prepares; 
In fummer fire provides her meat, 
And harveft finds herftore complete. 



g. But when will flo&ful man arife P 
How long (hall deep Teal up his eyes? 
Sloth mere indulgence ttill demands; 
Sloth {huts the eyes, and folds the hands, 

4. But mark the end: want fhall afsai). 
When ail your ftrength and vigour fail; 
Want, like an armed man, (hall rulh 
The hoary head of age to crulh, 

H Y M N CXXIL 

Conjlancy in Religion. 

ERPETUAL fource of light and grace. 
JT We blefs thy lacred name; 

Through ev’ry year’s revolving round, 
Thy goodnefs is the lame, 

2, Inconflant fervice we repay, 
And treach rous vows renew; 

Falfe as the morning’s featuring cloud, 
And transient as the dew. 

g. In flowing tears our guilt we mourn, 
And loud implore thy grace 

To bear our feeble footfleps on 
In all thy righteous ways. 

4. Arm'd with thine energy divine, 
Our fouls fliall ftedfaft move, 

And 
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And with increafmg tranfport prefs 
On to thy courts above. 

5- So, by thy powV, the morning fun 
Fur foes his radrant way, 

Brightens each moment in his race, 
And femes to perfect day. 

l. 

w Y M N CXXIII. 

Preferving Grace. 

ITH ail our pow’rs of heart and 
tongue. 

We ll praife our Maker in a fong; 
Angels final! hear the notes we raife. 
Approve the long, and join the praife. 

S11 fing thy truth and mercy, Lord, 
Weil fing the wonders of thy word; 
Not all thy works and names below/ 
So much thy power and glory fhow. 

3* Amid ten thoufand fnares we {land. 
Upheld and guarded by thy hand; 
Thy word^ our fainting fouls revive* 
And keep our dying faith alive. 

4. Grace will complete, what grace begins. 

To fave from forrows or from fins; 
The work that wifdom undertakes 
Eternal mercy ne er forfakes. 

HYMN CXXIV. 
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HYMN CXXIV. 

183 

Holy Refutation. 

i. A H! wretched fouls! who drive in. vain! 
JL 3L Slaves to the world, and (laves to fin! 

A nobler toil may I fuftain, 
A nobler fatisfaQion win. 

I would refolve with all my heart, 
With all my pow’rs to ferve the Lord; 

Nor from his precepts e’er depart 
Whole fervice is a rich reward, 

g,- O be his fervice all my joy. 
Around let my example fhine; 

Till others love the blels’d employ. 
And join in labours fo divine. 

4. Be this the purpofe of my foul. 
My folemn, my determin'd choice; 

Fo yield to his fupreme control. 
And in his kind commands rejoice, 

O may I never faint nor tire, 
Nor wander from thy facred ways; 

Great God, accept my foul’s defire, 
And give me (Length to live thy praife. 

HYMN CXXV. 
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HYMN* CXXV. 
Refijling Temptation. 

1. A LAS! what hourly gangers rife! 
/I What fnares befet my way! 

To heav n then let me lift my eyes. 
And hourly watch and pray. 

g* How oft my mournful thoughts complain. 
And melt in flowing tears ! 

My weak refiftance, ah! how vain! 
How Itrong my foes and fears ! 

3. O gracious God, in whom I live. 
My feeble efforts aid; 

Help me to watch and pray and ftrive. 
Though trembling and afraid. 

4. Increafe my faith, increafe my hope. 
When foes and fears prevail; 

And bear my fainting fpirit up. 
Or boon my ftrength will fail. 

5. When ftrong temptations fright my hearty 
Or lure my feet afide; 

My God, thy pow’rful aid impart* 
My guardian, and my guide. 

6. Still keep me in thy heav’nly way, 
And bid the tempter flee; 

And never let me go aft ray 
From happinefs and thee. 

HYMN CXXVL 
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H Y M N CXXVI. 

Glorying in the Name of Chrijl, 

i.T’M not afham’d to own my Lorcl5 
JL Or to defend his caufe, 

Maintain the glory of his crofs, 
And honour all his laws. 

2. jefus! my Lord, I know his name. 
His name is all my hoaft; 

Nor will he put my foul to ftiame, 
Nor let my hope be loft. 

3. I know that fafe with him remains^ 
Protected by his pow’r, 

mat I Ve committed to his truft, 
Till the deciiive hour. 

4. Then will he own his fervants namer 
Before his Father s face. 

And in the new Jerufalem 
Appoint my foul a place. 

II Y M N CXXVIL 

Advantages of Religion. 

HAPPY is the man who hears 
Inftruclion’s warning voice. 

And who celeftial wifdom makes 
His early, only choice, 

M m 2. For 
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2. For file hath treafures greater far 
Than eafi or weft unfold, 

And her rewards more precious aref 
Than all their ftores of gold. 

3. In her right hand (lie holds to view 
A length of happy days; 

Riches, with fplendid honours join'd, 
Are what her left difplays. 

4. She guides the young with innocence. 
In pleafure’s paths to tread, 

A crown of glory fhe beftows 
Upon the hoary head. 

5. According as her labours rife. 
So her rewards increafe; 

Her ways are ways of pleafantnefs, 
And all her paths are peace. 

HYMN CXXVIII. 

Fervency in Devotion defined, 

INTERNAL Spirit, fource of light, 
Enlivhing, confecrating fire, 

Defcend, and with celeflial heat, 
Our dull, our frozen hearts infpire: 
Our fouls refine, our drofs confume; 
Come? condefcending Spirit^ come, 

2, In 
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2. In our cold breads, O drike a fparlc 
Of the pure flame, which feraphs feel; 
Nor let us wander in the dark. 
Nor he benumbd and dupid dill: 
Come, vivifying Spirit, come, 
And make our hearts thy conftant home* 

3. Whatever guilt and madnefs dare, 
We would not quench the heavniy fire ^ 
Our hearts, as fuel we prepare, 
Though in the flame we fhould expire: 
Our breads expand to make thee room. 
Come, purifying Spirit, come. 

4. Let pure devotion’s fervours rife! 
Let ev’ry pious paflion glow! 
O let the raptures of the fkies 
Kindle in our cold hearts below! 
Come, condefcending Spirit, come. 
And make our fouls thy condant home* 

HYMN CXXIX* 

Secret Devotion. 

1. T^ATHER divine, thy piercing eye 
A Looks through the fhades of night; 

In deep retirement thou art nigh, 
With heart-difcerning fight. 

2. There fhall that piercing eye furvey 
Our humble worfhip paid, 

With 
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With ev'ry morning's dawning ray, 
And ev ry ev ning s (hade. 

3. We’ll leave behind each earthly care; 
To thee our minds fhall foar; 

With grateful praife and fervent pray’r 
Employ the filent hour. 

4* So fhall the fun in fmiles arife; 
The day fhall clofe in peace; 

So wilt thou train us for the fkies, 
Where joy fhall never ceafe. 

H Y M N CXXX. 

Family Devotion. 

i.T^ATHER of men, thy care we blefs, 
A Which crowns our family with peace 

From thee we fpring, and by thy hand 
From day to day fupported (land. 

2-. To thee, moft worthy to be prais’d, 
Be our dome (tic altars rais’d, 
Who, Lord of heav’n, fcorn’fl not to dwef 
With faints in their obfcurefl ceil, 

3. To thee let each united houfe, 
Morning and night, prefent it’s vows; 
Our fervants there, and riling race. 
Be taught thy precepts, and thy grace. 

4. O 
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4. O may each future age proclaim 
1 he honours of thy glorious name; 
While, pleas’d and thankful, we remove 
To join thy family above. 

H Y M N CXXXL 

Chrijl's Regard to Children. 

r.O EE Ifrael’s gentle fhepherd ftands 
O With all engaging charms! 

Hark how he calls the tender !ambs3 
And takes them in his arms! 

Permit them to approach, he cries3 
Nor fcorn their humble name; 

It was to blefs fuch fouls as thefe 
The Lord of angels came. 

3. We bring them, Lord, with grateful hearty 
And yield them up to thee; 

Happy that we ourfelves are thine, 
Ihine let our offspring be, 

4* Te little flock, with pleafure hear^ 
Ye children, feek his face; 

And fly with tranfport to receive 
The bleffings of his grace. 

g. If orphans they are left behind, 
Thy guardian care we truft; 

That thought (hall heal our bleeding heartss 
When weeping o’er their dult, 

N HYMN CXXX1L 
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HYMN CXXNIL 

Early Piety. 

1. TN life’s gay morn, when fprightly youtl 
JL With vital ardour glows, 

And fhines in all the faired forms 
Which beauty can difclofe; 

2. Deep on thy foul, before it’s pow rs 
Are yet by vice enflav’d, 

Be thy creators glorious name 
And charafter engrav’d. 

o. For foon the (hades of grief (hall clou* 
The funfhine of thy day5; 

And cares and toils, in cnSlefs round, 
Encompafs all thy ways. 

4. Soon {hall thy heart the woes of age 
In mournful groans deplore, 

And {adly mule on former joys. 
That now return no more. 

HYMN CXXXIII. 

The Confolations of Age. 

TERNAL God, enthron’d on lugh 
Whom angel hofts adore; 

Who yet to fuppliant duff art nigh, 

Thy prefence we implore. 
2. O 
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O guide us down the fteep of age. 
And keep our pafiions cool; 

Teach us to fcan the lacred page, 
And praftife ev’ry rule. 

g. Our flying years time urges on, 
Our ftrength muft foon decay; 

Our friends, our youth’s companions gone, 
Can we expert to flay ? 

4. Can we exemption plead, when death 
Projects his awful dart ? 

Can med'cines then prolong our breath. 
Or cordials fhield our heart? 

g. But thou canft cheer our mortal hour. 
On thee our hope depends; 

Support us by Almighty pow’r, 
While dull to dull defcends. 

6, Then fhall our foul, O gracious God, 
Afcend to realms of day ; 

And in that facred bleft abode. 
It’s endlefs anthems pay. 

H Y M N CXXXIV. 
Life the only Seafon for Preparation• 

i. A S long as life it’s term extends, 
JLjL Hope’s bled dominion never ends | 

For while the lamp holds on to burn, 
The greateft firmer may return, 

2» Li fc 
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2. Life is the feafon God has giv’n 
To fly from hell, and rife to heav’n* 
That day of grace fleets fall away, 
And none it’s rapid courfe can flay. 

3. The living know that they muft diej 
But all the dead forgotten lie; 
Their mcm’ry and their name is gone? 
Alike unknowing and unknown. 

4. Their hatred and their love is loft, 
Their envy bury’d in the duft; 
They have no fhare in all that’s done 
Beneath the circuit of the fun. 

5. Then, what thy thoughts defign to do 
Still let thy hands with might purfue; 
Since no device nor work is found, 
Nor wifdom, underneath the ground. 

6. In the cold grave to which we hafte. 
There are no ads of pardon pafl; 
But fix’d the doom of all remains, 
And everlafting filence reigns. 

H Y M N CXXXV. 

Frailty of Life. 

1. I" ORD, what a feeble frame is ours! 
JLj How vain a thing is man! 

How frail are all ourboafted pow’rs! 
And fhort at befl our fpan! 

2. Swift 
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2. Swift as the feather d arrow flies. 
And cuts the yielding air; 

Or as a kindling meteor dies. 
Ere it can well appear; 

g. So pafs our fleeting years away, 
And time runs on it’s race: 

In vain v/e afk a moment’s ft ay. 
Nor will it flack it’s pace. 

4. But, Lord, what mighty things depend 
On our precarious breath ! 

For foon this dying life will end 
In endlefs life or death. 

5. O make us truly wife to learn 
How very frail we are ; 

That we may mind our grand concern* 
And for our change prepare; 

6. May think of death, and learn to die 
To all inferior thin 

o > 

While our glad fouls Hill foaring fly 
Tow’rds life’s eternal fprings. 

7. Then may we bid our years roll on. 
And time make hafte away; 

The fooner will our fouls be gone 
To endlefs life and day. 

HYMN CXXXVI. 
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HYMN CXXXVI. 

Shortnefs and Troubles of Lifea 

1. YT'EW are thy days and full of wo# 
Jl O man, of woman born ! 

Thy doom is written, Dufl thou art, 
And fnalt to dvjl return. 

2. Behold the emblem of thy flats 
j 

In flow Vs that bloom and die, 
Or in the fhadow's fleeting form 

That mocks the gazers eye. 

3. Guilty and frail, how fnalt thou ftand 
Before thy fov reign Lord? 

Can troubled and polluted fprings 
A hallow’d ftream afford ? 

4. Determin’d are the days that fly 
Succeffive o’er thy head; 

The number’d hour is on the wing 
That lays thee with the dead. 

5. Great God, afflift not in thy wrath 
The fliort allotted fpan 

That bounds the few and weary days 
Of pilgrimage to man. 

HYMN CX XXVII. 
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HYMN CXXXVII. 

I. 

The End of the Wicked. 

HE rufh may rife where waters flow$ 
And flags befide the ftream; 

But loon their verdure fades and dies. 
Before the fcorching beam. 

2. So is the {inner s hope cut off; 
Or, if it tranfient rife, 

Tis like the fpider’s airy web, 
From ev’ry breath that flies. 

3. Fix’d on his houfe he leans; his houfe 
And all it’s props decay; 

He holds it faff; but, while he holds. 
The touring frame gives way.. • . 

4. Fair, in his garden, to the fun _ 
His boughs with verdure fmilp; v ' 

And, deeply fix’d, his fpreadin^ roots 
Unfhaken hand a while. 

g. But forth the fentence flies from heav’% 
That fweeps him from his place; 

Which then denies him for it’s lord. 
Nor owns it knew his face. 

6. Lo! this the joy of wicked men 
Who heav’n’s high laws defpife: 

They quickly fall; and in their room 
As quickly others rile. 

HYMN CXXXVIIL 
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CXXXVIII. 

The End of the Righteous, 

i-'A jfT race is run, my warfares o’er; 
xYJL The folemn hour is nigh; 

When, offer d up to God, my foul 
Shall wing it’s flight on high. 

2. With heavenly weapons I have fought 
The battles of the Lord; 

Finifh’d my courfe, and kept the faith5 
Depending on his word. 

3. Henceforth there is laid up for me 
A crown which cannot fade; 

The righteous judge at that great day 
Shall place it on my head. 

4. Nor hath the fov’reign Lord decreed 
This prize for me alone; 

But for all fuch as love like me 

Th? appearance of his Son. 

H Y M N CXXXIX. 

The Thoughts of Judgment. 

l,\ II THEN riling from the bed of deatl?9 
V V Overwhelm'd with guilt and fears 

I fee my Maker face to face? 
O how ihali 1 appear ? 

a. If 
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g. If yet while pardon may be found,, 
And mercy may be fought, 

My heart with inward horror {brinks. 
And trembles at the thought; 

3. When thou, OGod! {halt ftand difclos’d 
In majefly fevere, 

And fit in judgment on my foul, 
O how ihall I appear? 

4. But thou haft told the troubled mind 
Who doth her fins lament, 

That timely grief for errors paft 
Shall future wo prevent. 

5. Then fee the farrows of my heart 
Ere yet it be too late; 

And hear my Saviours dying groans 
To give thofe borrows weight. 

6. For never fliall my foul defpaii 
Of mercy at thy throne, 

Who knows thine only Son has dy cl 
Thy juftiee to atone. 

H Y M YT CXr JUo 

The Hope of Herzen makes Death eafy. 

i.OOON ihaftl this earthly frame difsolv’d 
In death and ruins lie; 

But better naa/.ftions wait the juft. 
Prepar’d tdjove the iky* 

N n. 2* An 
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2. An lioufe eternal, built by God, 
Shall lodge the holy mind, 

When once thofeprifbn walls have fall’n. 
By which "tis now confin’d. 

3. Hence, burden’d with a weight of cb) 
We groan beneath the load, 

Waiting the hour which fets us tree. 
And brings us home to God. 

4. We know that, when the foul unclothe 

Shall from this body fly, 
’Twill animate a purer frame 

With life that cannot die. 

5. Such are the hopes that cheer the jufty 
Thefe hopes their God hath giv’n; 

His fpirit is the earned now, 
And feals their fouls for heav’n. 

6. We walk by faith of joys to come5 
Faith grounded on his word; 

But while this body is our home, 
We mourn an abfent Lord. 

7. What faith rejoices to believe, 

We long and pant to fee; 
We would be abfent from the flefh. 

And prefent, Lord! with thee. 

hymn cxlt. 
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II Y M N CXLI. 

The Grave. 

- Y TOW ftill and peaceful is the grave! 
Where, life’s vain tumults paft, 

Th’ appointed lioufe, by heav ns decree, 

Receives us all at lalt. 

2, The wicked there from troubling ceafe. 

Their pattions rage no more; 
And there the weary pilgrim refts . 

From all the toils he bore. 

There reft the prisoners, now releasd 

From flav’ry’s tad abode; ^ ^ 
No more they hear th’ opprefsor s voice, 

Or dread the tyrant’s rod. 

There fervants, matters, fmall and great. 

Partake the fame repofe; 
And there in peace the allies mix 

Of thole who once were foes. 

All. levell’d by the hand of death,- 

° Lie fleepingin the tomb; 

>Till God in judgment call them forth 

To meet their final doom. 

HYMN CXLII, 
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H Y M N CXLII. 

ViHory over Death and the Gra\ ave. 

i. flEN the lafl trumpet’s awful voic< 
f Inis rending earth fliall /hake, 

,nc op rung graves fliall yield their charge, 
And dull to life awake. ' 

2. Thofe bodies, that corrupted fell. 
Shall incorrupted rife; 

And mortal forms fliall fprintr to life 

Immortal in the fkies. 

g. Benold, what heav’niy prophets fun^. 
Is now at laft fulfill’d, 

i bat death fhouid yield his ancient reign. 
And vanquifh’d quit the field. 

4* Let faith exalt her joyful voice, 
And thus begin to ling: 

O grave! where is thy triumph now ? 
O death ! where is thy fling ? 

5’ ,r‘T fting was fin, and confcious guilt * 
Twas this that arm'd thy dart; 

The law gave fin it’s ftrength, and force 
To pierce the finncr’s heart. 

6. But God, whofe name be ever bleft! 
Difarms that foe we dread. 

And 
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And makes us conqu'rors when we die5 
Through Chritt our living head® 

y. Then fledfaft let us flill remain, 
Though dangers rife around, 

And in the work prefcrib’d by Cod 
Yet more and more abound. 

8, Afsurd that, though we labour now. 
We labour not in vain; 

But through the grace of heavYfs great Lord^ 
Th’ eternal crown fhall gain. 

H Y M N CXLIII. 

The Refurrcciion of the Juft* 

i.HpHE time draws nigh, when from the 

JL clouds 
Chrift fhall with fhoufs defeend, 

And the laft trumpet s awful voice 
The heav’n and earth fhall rend. 

Then they who live (hall changed be, 
And they who fleep fhall wake; 

The graves fhall yield their ancient charge* 
And earth’s foundations fliake. 

3. The faints of God from death fet free3 
With joy fhall mount on high; 

The I leav’nly hofls with prailes loud** 
Shall meet them in the fky. 

O 4. Together 
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4. Together to their Father’s houfe 
With joyful hearts they go• 

And dwell for ever with the Lord 
Beyond the reach of wo. 

H Y M N CXLIV. 

The Vegetable Creation an Emblem of cur 
Death and Rcfurreclion. 

1. A LL nature dies, and lives again : 
\ The flow rs that paint the field, 

The trees that crown the mountains brow, 
And boughs and blofsoms yield, 

2. Refign the honours of their form 
At winter’s fionny blaft, 

And leave the naked learlefs plain 
A defolated wafte. 

3. Yet foon reviving plants and flowrs 
Anew fhall deck the plain; 

The woods fhall hear the voice of fpring, 
And flourifli green again, 

4. So man, when laid in lonefome grave* 
Shall deep in death’s dark gloom. 

Until th eternal morning wake 

The (lumbers of the tomb. 

5. O may the grave become to me 
The bed of peaceful reft, 

Whcnc* 



Whence I ihall gladly rife at length, 
And mingle with the bled 1 

6. Cheer’d by this hope, with patient mind. 
I'll wait heav’n’s high decree, 

Till the appointed period come 
When death flia.ll let me free. 

H Y M N CXLV. 

The Dip lution of the World. 
j.4Cl^^HERE is the promife deem'd fo 

“ That fpoke the Saviour near ? 
E’er fince our Fathers flept in dull. 

No change has reach’d our ear, 

g. M Years roll’d on years fucceffive glide, 
“ Since fir ft the world began, 

« And on the tide of time {till floats^ 
64 Secure, the bark of man.” 

g. Thus fpeaks the fcoffer; but his words 
Conceal the truth he knows, 

That from the waters dark abyfs 
The earth at fuft arofe; 

4. But when the Tons of men began 
With one confent to firay, 

At heav’n’s command a deluge fwept 
The godlefs race away. 
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5. A diff’rent fate is now prepar'd 
For natures trembling frame; 

Soon fhall her orbs be all enwrapt 
In one devouring flame. 

6. For, as the night-wrapt thief, who lurks 
To feize th’ expe&ed prize, 

Thus Heals the hour, when Chrift fhall come3 
And thunder rend the (kies. 

7. Then, at the loud, the folemn peal3 
The heav’n’s fhall burft away; 

The elements fhall melt in flame. 
At nature’s final day. 

8. Since a!! this frame of things mull end, 
As heav’n has fo decreed, 

How wife our intnoft thoughts to guard. 
And watch o'er ev ry deed ! 

¥ 

9. ExpeQing calm th’ appointed hour* 
When, nature’s conflict o’er, 

A new and better world fhall rife. 
Where fin is known no more. 

H Y M N CXLVI. 

The Laft Judgment. 
ii.CCTTE comes, he comes, to judge the 

rl world,” 

Aloud th’ archangel cries: 
While 



While thunders roll from pole to pole, 
And lightning cleaves the (kies. 

g. Th’affrighted nations hear the found, 
And upward lift their eyes; 

The flumb’ring tenants of the ground 

In living armies rile. 

3. Amid the fhouts of num’rous friends. 

Of hods divinely bright. 
The judge in folemn pomp defeends. 

Array d in robes of light. 

4. His head and hairs are white as fnowj 

His eyes a fiery ilame, 
A radiant crown adorns his brow, 

And jefus is his name. 

5. Lo, he afeends the judgment feat. 
And, at his dread command, 

Myriads of creatures round his feet 

In folemn lilence (land. 

6. Princes and peafants here expeft 
Their lait, their righteous doom; 

The men who dard his grace reject, 
And they who dar a prefume. 

y. Depart ye fons of vice and fin,** 

The injur'd Jefus cries, 
While the long-kindling wrath within, 

Flafhes from both his eyes. 
8. And 



t6 2 H Y M JSf so 

8® And now, in words divinely fwcet^ 
With rapture in his face. 

Aloud his iacred lips repeat 

The fentence of his grace. 

9* cs Well done, my good and faithful fon^ 
** 1 he children of my love, 

Receive the fceptres, crowns and thrones 
Prepar'd for you above/* 

H Y M N CXLVII. 

Different Fates of the Righteous and ths 
Wicked. 

i«T3 EHOLD, I change all human things? 
-13 baith he, whofe words are true ; 

Lo! what was old is pafs’d away, 
And all things are made new. 

2. I am the firft, and I the lad, 
Through endlefs years the fame; 

I AM is my memorial dill, 
And my eternal name. 

g. Ho ! ye that third? to you my grace 
Shall hidden dreams difclofe, 

And open full the facred fpring 
Whence life for ever flows. 

4* Blefs’a is the man that overcomes; 
III own him for a fon; 

A rick 

. 
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A rich inheritance rewards 
I he conquefts he hath won. 

But bloody hands and hearts unclean* 
And all the lying race. 

The faithlefs, and the fcoffingcrcwf 
Who fpurn'd at offerd grace; 

6- They, feized by jultice, fliall be doom’d 
In dark abyfs to he. 

And, in the fiery burning lake, 
The fecond death fliaU die. 

y. O may we (land before the Lamb, 
When earth and Teas are fled; 

And hear the judge pronounce our name 
With bleffings on our head* 

H Y M N CXLVIIL 

The New Jerufalem. 

LG! what a glorious fight appears 
To our admiring eves! 

The former feashave pals d away. 
The former earth and (kies. 

2. From heav’n the new Jeruslern comes* 
All worthy of it's Lord; 

See all things now at lad renew’d. 

And paradiie reftorefi 
g. Attending 

■ 1 
I 

■ 
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3. Attending angels fhout For joy, 
And the bright armies fmg; 

Mortals! behold the facred feat 
Of your descending king, 

4. The God of glory down to men 
Removes his blelt abode; 

He dwells with men; his people they 
And he his peoples God. 

5. His gracious hand fliall wipe the tears 
Fro m cv'ry weeping eye; 

And pains and groans, and griefs and fears 
And death itleif fliall die, 

H Y M N CXLIX. 

The Joys of Heaven, 

Lord, and warm each languh 
heart, 

Infpire each hfelefs tongue: 
And let the joys of heav'n impart 

Their influence to our long. 

s 2. Sorrow and pain and ev'ry care 
And difcordthere find! ceafe; 

And perfect joy and love (incere. 
Adorn the realms of peace. 

3. The foul from fin for ever free. 

Shall mourn its powr no more; 
Buta 
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But, cloth cl in fpotlefs purity^ 
Redeeming love adore. 

4. There (hall the followers of the Lamb 
Join in immortal longs; 

And end!els honours to his name, 
Employ their tuneful tongues. 

g. Lord, tune our hearts to praiie and love^ 
Our feeble notes infpire; 

Till, in thy blifsful courts abovet 
We join th' angelic choir. 

H Y M M CL. 

The Happinefs of the Juf* 

5. T TOW bright thefe glorious Ipirits 
II lhinel 
Whence all their white array? 

How came they to the blifsful feats 
Of everlafting day? 

a. Lo! thefe are they, from fuff rings greaty- 
Who came to realms of light, 

And in the blood of thrift have wafh’d 
Thole robes which fhine fo bright. 

3. Now, with triumphal palms they ftand 
Before the throne on high. 

And ferve the God they love, amid 
The glories of the fky, 

O o 4. Hh 
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4. His prefence fills each heart with joy^ 
Tunes ev’ry mouth to fing; 

By day, by night, the facred courts 
With glad hofannas ring. 

1 

5. Hunger and third are felt no more9 
Nor fun with fcorching ray; 

Cod is their fun, whole cheering beams 
Diffufe eternal day. 

6. The Lamb which dwells amid the throne 
Shall o'er them Hill prelide; 

feed them with nourifhment divinef 
And all their footfteps guide. 

7. ’Mong pad tires green hell lead his flock 
Where living dreams appear; 

And God the Lord, from ev’ry ey§ 
Shall wipe off ev ry tear. 

PART IK 



PART IV. 

HYMNS job. Particular Occasions. 

H Y M N CLL 

'Morning, 

8.T % 7 IT FI thee, great Cod, the flores ol 
V V light, 
And ilores of darknefs lie; 

Thou forrn'St the fable robe of night. 
And Ip read'ft it round the Iky. 

s, And when, with welcome {lumbers prefs’d, 
We clofe our weary eyes; 

Thy pow’r. unfeen, fecures our reft, 
And makes us joyous rife. 

§. Numbers, this night, great God, have me} 

Their long eternal doom; 
And 
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And loft the joys of morning light 
In death’s tremendous gloom, 

4. Numbers on reftiefs beds hill lie, 
And hill their woes bewail; 

While we by thy kind hand uorais’d* 
A thoufand pleafures feel, 

5. To thee, great God, in thankful fongs 
Our morning thoughts arife: 

Propitious in thv Son, accept 

The willing iacriflce. 

H Y M N CLIL 

Morning. 

1,0 EE how the mounting fun 
Kj Puri lies his filming way; 

And wide proclaims his makers prail§ 
With ev’ry bright’ning ray ! 

2. Thus would my rifing foul 
It's heav nly parent fmg; 

And to it’s great original 

The humble tribute bring, 

3. Serene, I laid me down 
Beneath his guardian care; 

1 flept, and I awoke, and found 

My kind preferver near. 

4 - My 
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4• My life I would anew 
Devote, O Lord, to thee; 

And in thy fervice I would fpend 
A long eternity. 

H Y M N CL1II. 

Noon. 

t-r 1 ''HE fun is fwiftly mounted high 
A It glitters in the fouthern fky°; 

Its beams with force and glory beat, 
And fruitful earth is fill’d with heat. 

2. O Father, alfo with thy fire, 
Warm thou the cold, the dead defire; 
And make the facred love of thee. 
Within my foul, a fun to me. 

3. O let it fhine fo fairly bright, 
That nothing elfe be took for light; 
That worldly charms be feen to fade. 
And in it’s luftre find a (hade. 

4. O let it firongly fhine within, 
do fcatter all the clouds of fin 
That drive when gulls of paffions rife, 
And intercept it from our eyes. 

5. My God, while here I’m forc’d to be, 
I daily wifii to live with thee; 
And 1 c, 1 that union which thy love 
i-i!!; after death, complete above. 

P HYMN CUV. 

• 
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H Y M N CLIV. 

Evening. 

OFT feafon of repofe, 
O Thy fable curtain fpread; 

Come, downy deep, and firetch thy wing* 
Around rny weary head. 

2. But oh! the lawlefs range 
With which my thoughts have ftray’d. 

Through mazy paths of fenfe and fin 
From morn to ev nng fhade. 

o. Ah! bom to nobler ends. 
My foul no more purfue 

Thefe fleeting vanities of life; 
And bid the world adieu. 

4. Thy pity, gracious God, 
Thy pardon I implore; 

O heal the follies of rny mind. 
And aid me with thy pow’r. 

5. Be thou my friendly guard, 
While flumb’ring on my bed ; 

And, with thy facred teachings fill 
The vifions of my head. 

6. When morning’s gladfome rays 
Salute my waking eyes, 

All vig’rous, may my foul to thee 
In grateful fongs arife. 

7. Devoted 



H Y M N S. 

n. Devoted to thy fear, 
Thy fervice, and thy praife; 

My God, I would be wholly thine* 
The remnant of my days. 

II Y M N CLV. 

Evening:. 

i. | GRD, thou wilt hear me when I pray; 
iu I am for ever thine ; 

I tear before thee all the day, 
Nor would I dare to fin. 

2. And while I reft my weary head, 
From cares and bufinefs free, 

5Tis fweet converfing on my bed 
With my own heart and thee. 

3. I pay this ev’ning facrifice, 
And when my work is done, 

Great God, my faith and hope relies 
Upon thy grace alone. 

4. Thus with my thoughts compos’d to peace* 
I ll give mine eyes to fieep : 

Thy hand in fafety keeps my days, 
And will my ft umbers keep. 

HYMN CLVL 
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Spring. 

1. RENIGN Creator, bounteous Lord! 
A3 Where’er I turn my ravifil’d eyes, 

bruits of thy wifdom, pow’r and love, 
In beauteous, various order rife. 

2. The flow’ry meads, the verdant vales, 
The bleating flocks, the lowing kine. 
The fpringing herb, the blooming trees, 
All in thy joyful praifes join. 

3. Hark! how the facred theme refounds! 
While the fweet warblers of the grove 
Wing through the air their tra&lefs way 
With foft harmonious notes of love. 

4. My foul, and canft thou filent lie, 
Beneath the bounties of thy God? 
Awake my heart, awake my tongue, 
And fpread your Maker’s praife abroad. 

H Y M N CLVIL 

A Year of Drought. 

i.HTMIE fpring, great God, at thy com- 
JL mand, 
Leads forth the finding year; 

Gay verdure, foliage, blooms and flow’rs, 
T’ adorn her reign, appear. 

2. Rut 
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2. But foon canft thou, in righteous wrath, 
Blaft all the promis’d joy, 

And elements await thy tfiod 
To blefs or to deftroy. 

3. The fun, thy minifter of love, 
That from the naked ground 

o 

Calls forth the hidden feeds to birth, 
And fpreads their beauties round; 

4. At the dread order of his God, 
Now darts deftruEUve fires: 

Hills, vales and plains are parch’d with 
drought, 

And blooming life expires, 

5. Like burnifh’d brafs, the heav’n around 
In angry terror burns; 

While the earth lies a joyiefs wafte. 
And into iron turns. 

6. Lord, pity us in our diftrefs, 
Nor with our land contend; 

Bid the avenging fkies relent. 
And fhowrs of mercy fend. 

H Y M N CLVIII. 

A Year of Rain. 

i,l IOW haft thou, Lord, from year 10 
11 year, 
Our land with plenty crown'd! 

And 
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And gen’rous fruit, and golden grain. 
Have fpread their riches round. 

2. But we thy mercies have abus’d 
To more abounding crimes: 

What height, what daring height in fin, 
Mark and difgrace our times! 

3. Equal, though awful is the doom, 
That fierce defcending rain 

Should into inundations fwell, 
And crufli the rifing grain. 

4. But Lord have mercy on our land, 
Thefe floods of vengeance ft ay; 

Diipel thefe glooms, and let the fun 
Shine in unclouded day. 

5. To thee alone we look for help, 
None elfe, of dew or rain 

Can ever give the fmalleft drop, 
Or fmalleft drop reftrain. 

H Y M N CLIXk 

Summer. 
JP'O praife the ever bounteous Lord 
A My foul wake all thy pow’rs: 

He calls, and at his voice come forth 
The finding harveft hours. 

2. His, 
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2. His covenant with the earth he keeps; 
My tongue, his goodnefs (ing; 

Summer and winter know their time 
His harveft crowns the fpring. 

3. Well pleas'd the toiling fwains behold 
The waving yellow crop ; 

With joy they bear the llieaves away, 
And low again in hope* 

4. Thus teach me, gracious God, to fow 
The feeds of rmhteoufnefs: 

D 

Smile on my foul, and with thy be aims 
The rip’ning harveft bids* 

HYMN CLX. 

Autumn. 

1. QEE, how the little toiling ant 
O Improves the harveft hours; 

While fummer lafts, thro’ all her cells. 
The choiceft ftore Ihe pours. 

2. While life remains, our harveft lafts; 
But youth of life’s the prime: 

Beft is this feafon for our work. 
And this th’ accepted time. 

3. To day attend, is wifdom’s voice; 
To-morrow, folly cries. 

And 
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And flill to-morrow rtis2 when lo! 
To day the (inner dies. 

4. When confcience fpeaks, it’s voice regan 
And feize the tender hour; 

Humbly implore the promis’d grace. 
And God will give the pow’r. 

H Y M N CLXI. 

Winter. 

^'OTERN winter throws his icy chains^ 
O Encircling nature round: 

How bleak, how comfortlefs the plains 
With verdure lately crown’d ! 

2. The fun withdraws his vital beams. 
And light and warmth depart: 

And drooping, lifelefs nature feems 
An emblem of my heart. 

3. My heart, where mental winter reigns, 
In night's dark mantle clad; 

Confin’d in cold inactive chains. 
How defolate and fad ! 

4. Return, O blifsful fun, and bring 
Thy foul reviving ray; 

This mental, winter lhall be fpring, 
This darknefs cheerful day, 

5* Q 
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5. O happy date, divine abode, 
Where ipringeternal reigns; 

And perfect day, the fmile of God, 
Fills all the heav’nly plains. 

6. Great fource of light, thy beams difplay. 
My drooping joys re do re, 

And guide me to the feats of day, 
Where winter frowns no more. 

f-I Y M N CLXIL 

New-Year's Day. 
1. TW1 TERMAL fource of evry ]oy! 

]Lj Well may thy praife our lips employ 
While in thy temple we appear. 
To hail thee fov’reign of the year, 

2. Wide as the wheels of nature roll, 
Thy hand fupports and guides the whole j 
The fun is taught by thee to rile, 
And darknefs, when to veil the Ikies, 

3, The flow’ry fpring at thy command^ 
Perfumes the air, and paints the land; 
The dimmer rays with vigour fhine, 
To raife the corn and cheer the vine, 

4, Thy hand, in autumn, richly pours 
Through all our coads redundant itores; 

P p And 
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And winters, foften’d by thy care, 
No more the face of horror wear. 

5. Seafons and months, and weeks and days. 
Demand fuccefTive fongs of praife; 
And be the grateful homage paid 
With morning light and ev'ning {hade, 

6. Here in thy houfe let incenfe rife, 
j * 

And circling labbaths blefs our eyes, 
"Till to thofe lofty heights we foar, 
Where days and years revolve no more* 

H Y M N CLXIII. 

i. 

New-Year's Day. 

EFORE we enter on the new9 
Ere yet another year is pad; 

Let reafon teach us to review, 
And fcan the merits of the lad .* 
In retrofpeft before our eyes, 
Let life's progrefiive feene arife; 
Pad errors, though they hurt ourpride3 
May teach us future to avoid. 

2. Thus fad experience duly weigh'd, 
Shall keep us from repeating ill; 
Nor in the wilds, where once we ftray’d* 
Shall we be found to wander dill: 
Nor fhali we wait, ’till hoary age, 
Bids us in wifdorTs paths engage; 

But 
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But in the morning of our youth, 
Attend the fofaer voice of truth, 

3. Nearer, with ev’ry added year. 
Draws life to it's eventful dole; 
That clofe, how diftant, or how near*. 
Eternal wiidom only knows: 
Perhaps our courfe is nearly run. 
How much alas! remains undone! 
This very day, this very hour 
May put repentance pad our powV, 

4. Since life’s whole bufinefs is to die. 
And lor our latter end prepare; 
To meet our death with fearlefs eye, 
Be this our chief, our only care 5 
The path of duty to purfue. 
To keep eternity in view; 
And manage, ere it prove too late, 
The intrelts of a future ftate. 

5. Author of life! in thee for aid. 
With humble confidence we trull; 
Relying on that pow r which made, 
And fhap’d us from our parent duft. 
As in times pall, {till let us (hare, 
Thy kind, protecting, guardian care; 
And ev ry year that Hill remains, 
Well ling thy praife in louder (trains. 

HYMN CLXIV. 
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H Y M N CLX1V. 

Sabbath Morning. 
i* A WAKE, our drowfy fouls, 

JTlL Shake off each flothful band; 
The wonders of this day, 

Our nobleft fongs demand: 
Aufpicious morn ! thy blifsful rays 
Bright feraphs hail, in fongs of praife, 

2. At thy approaching dawn, 
ReluCiant death refign’d 

The glorious Prince of Life, 
Her dark domains confin’d: 

Th’ angelic hod around him bends; 
And, mid their (bouts, the God afcends*. 

3. All hail, triumphant Lord ! 
Heav’n with holannahs rings; 

While earth, in humbler drains. 
Thy praife refponfive fings: 

Worthy art thou, who once waft (lain, ' 
Through endlefs years to live and reign* 

4. Gird on, great God, thy fword, 
Afcend thy conqu’ring car; 

Whi iC juftice, truth and love 
Maintain the glorious war : 

Victorious thou thy foes /halt tread, 
And fin and hell in triumph lead. 

5. Make 
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g. Make bare thy potent arm. 
And wing th’ unerring dart. 

With falutary pangs, 
To each rebellious heart: 

Then dying fouls for life fhall fuc, 
Num’rous as drops of early dew, 

HYMN CLXV. 

Sabbath Evening;. 

1. T^REQUENT the day of God returns, 
A To fired it's quick’ning beams; 

And yet how (low devotion burns! 
How languid are its flames! 

2. Accept our faint attempts to love; 
Our frailties, Lord, forgive ; 

We would be like thy faints above. 
Unlike them as we live. 

3. In*creafe, O Lord, our faith and hope; 
And fit us to afcend, 

Where the afsembly ne’er breaks up. 
The fabbath ne er fhall end. 

4. Where we fir all breathe in heav’nly air^ 
With heav’nly luftre fhine; 

Before the throne of God appear. 
And feaft on love divine, 

Q 5. Where 
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5. Where we, in high feraphic {trains, 
Shall all our pow’rs employ; 

Delighted range th’ ethereal plains. 
And take our fill of joy. 

H Y M N CLXVL 

Baptifm. 

1. EE how the willing converts trace 
D The path their great Redeemer trod; 

And follow, through his liquid grave, 
The meek, the lowly Son of God. 

2. Here they renounce their former deeds. 
And to a headnly life afpire; 
Their rags for glorious robes exchang’d, 
They (bine in dear and bright attire. 

3. O facred rite! by thee the name 
Of Jefus, we to own begin; 
This is our refurreQion pledge, 
Pledge of the pardon of our fin. 

4. Glory to God on high be giv’n, 
Who (hews his grace to finful men; 
Let faints on earth and holts in heav’n 
In concert join their loud Amen! 

HYMN CLXVII. 
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Infant Baptifm. 
1. nPHUS faith the mercy of the Lord, 

jl ;; 111 be a God to thee; 
I il blefs thy num’rous race, and they 

Shall be a feed to me.” 

2. Abram believ'd the promis’d grace. 
And gave his child to God; 

But water feals the bleffing now 
That once was feal’d with blood* 

3. Jefus the ancient faith confirms** 
To our forefathers giv'n; 

He takes young children to his arms. 
And calls them heirs of heav’n. 

4. Our God! how faithful are his ways! 
His love endures the fame; 

Nor from the promife or his grace 
Blots out the children’s name, 

5. With the fame bleffing grace endows 
The Gentile and the jew; 

If pure and holy be the root. 
Such are the branches too, 

6. Then let the children of the faints 
Be offer'd up to God: 

Pour out thy fpirit on them, Lord! 
And wafli them in thy blood, 

HHf 
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7. Thus to the parents and their feed 
Shall thy falvation come, 

And num’rous houfholds meet at laft 
hi one eternal home. 

H Y M N CLXVIIL 

Marriage. 

i.CTNCE Jefus freely did appear 
kJ To grace a marriage feaft; 

O Lord! we afk thy prefence here* 
To make a wedding gueft. 

•• Upon the wedded pair look down* 
_ Who now have plighted hands: 
Their union with thy favour crowm* 

And blefs the nuptial Bands. 

3. With gifts of grace their hearts endow* 
Of all rich dow ries belt; 

Their fubftance blefs, and peace beftow 
To fweeten all the reft. 

4. In pureft love their fouls unite. 
That they, with chriftian care, 

May make domeftic burdens light. 
By taking mutual care. 

5. True helpers may they prove indeed* 
In pray r and faith and hope, 

And fee with joy a godly feed, 
To build their houfhold up. 

HYMN CLXIX. 
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HYMN CLXIX. 

Funeral. 

1 • T ¥ ARK ! from the tomb a mournful 
JljL found! 
My ears attend the cry: 
Ye living men come view the ground,, 

Where you mu ft Ihortly lie : 

2. 6i Princes, this clay muft be your bed, 
6i In fpite of all your powYs; 

u The high, the wife, the rev rend head, 
66 Muft lie as low as ours,” 

g. Great God ! is this our certain doom*, 
And are we ftill fecureP 

Still walking downwards to our tomb, 
And yet prepare no more ? 

4. Grant u,s the powY of quickening grace, 
To raife our fouls on high; 

That, when we drop this dying flefh, 
We may afeend the fky. 

H Y M N CLXX. 

Funeral. 

1. A ND muft this body die? 
JLjL This vital frame decay ? 

And muft thefe active limbs of mine 
Lie mouldYing in the clay ? 

2, Corruption, 
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2. Corruption, earth and worms. 
Shall but refine this flefe, 

Till my triumphant fpirit comes 
To put it on afrefh. 

3. God my Redeemer lives; 
And often from the fkies 

Looks down, and watches all my du{L 
’Till he fhai! bid it rife. 

4. Array’d in glorious grace, 
Shall thefe vile bodies fhine. 

And evry fliape and ev'ry face 
Look heav'niy and divine. 

5. Thefe lively hopes wTe owe 
To Jefus’ dying love; 

We would adore his grace bclow$ 
And fing his powV above. 

6. O Lord! accept the praife 
Of thefe our humble fongs; 

Till tunes of nobler found we raife 
With our immortal tongues. 

HYMN . CLXXI 

Funeral. 
1/ ! A PIE hour of my departures come, 

A 1 hear the voice that calls me home 
At laft, O Lord! let trouble ceafe, 
And let thy feivant die in peace. 

2. The 
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s. The race appointed I have run; 
The combat’s o’er, the prize is won ; 
And now my witnefs is 011 high, 
And now my record's in the fky. 

3. Not in mine innocence I truft: 
I bow before thee in the duft; 
And, through my Saviour’s blood alone, 
I look for mercy at thy throne. 

4. I leave the world without a tear. 
Save for the friends I held fo dear; 
To heal their farrows, Lord, deicend. 
And to the friend!ds prove a friend. 

5. I come, I come, at thy command, 
I give my fpirit to thy hand; 
Stretch forth thine everlafting arms, 
And ftiield me in the laft alarms. 

6. The hour of my departure’s come, 
I hear the voice that calls me home; 
Now, O my God! Jet trouble ceafe. 
And let thy fervant die in peace. 

H Y M N ' CLXXII. 

Funeral. 

1.T3EHOLD the path which mortals tread 
JL3 Down to the regions of the dead; 

Nor will the fleeting moments ftav, 
Nor can we meafure back our wav. 

✓ 

2. From 
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» From vital air, from cheerful lights 
To the cold grave s perpetual night, 
From fcenes of duty, means of grace. 
We muft to God’s tribunal pafs. 

3. Awake, my foul, thy way prepare. 
And loie in this each mortal care: 
With fteady feet that path be trod, 
Which through the grave condufts to God, 

4. Then fhali we fmile, fecure from fear5 
Though death arreft the circling year; 
And joy to meet the blifsful fhore 
From which we iliall return no more. 

HYMN CLXXIIL 

Funeral. 

VITAL fpark of heav’nly flame, 
Quit, O quit this mortal frame? 

Trembling, hoping, ling’ring, flying, • 
O the pain, the blifs of dying! 
Ceale, fond nature, ceafe thy flrife. 
And let me languilh into life. 

Hark! they whifperj angels fay. 
Sifter fpirit, come away: 
What is this abforbs me quite ? 
Steals my fenfes, fhuts my fight, 

Drowns my fpirit, draws my breath? 
Tell me, my foul, can this be death? 

The 
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The world recedes*; it difappears; 
Heav’n opens on my eves! my ears 

With founds feraphic ring; 
Lend, lend your wings, I mount, I fly, 
O grave! where is thy viSory ? 

O death! where is thy Ring ? 

H Y M N CLXXIV. 

At the Funeral of a Young P erf on* 

1. \ %’THEN blooming youth is {hatch’d 
y v away, 

By deaths refiftlefs hand, 
Our hearts the mournful tribute pay 

Which pity mu ft demand. 

2. While pity prompts the rifing figh, 
O may this truth, impreft 

With awful pow’r—/ too mujl die— 
Sink deep in ev’ry breaft. 

3. Let this vain world engage no more; 
Behold the gaping tomb ! 

It bids us feize the prefent hour, 
To-morrow death may come. 

4. The voice of this alarming fcene, 
May ev’ry heart obey; 

Nor be the heav'nly warning vain, 
Which calls to watch and pray. 

Q q 5-0 
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5. O let us fly, to Jefus fly, 
Whole pow’rful arm can fave; 

Then flia.ll our hopes afcend on high5 
And triumph o’er the grave. 

H Y M N CLXXV. 

Injlitution of the Lord's Supper. 

^XWAS 011 ^iat when doom’d t< 
JL. know 

The eager rage of ev’ry foe, 
That night, in which he was betray’d. 
The Saviour of the world took bread. 

2. And, after thanks and glory giv’n, 
i o him that rules in earth and heav’n3 
That fymbol of his flefh he broke, 
And thus to all his followers fpoke: 

3. My broken body thus I give, 
“ For you, for all: take, eat and live: 

And oft the facred rite renew, 
45 That brings my wondrous lore to view* 

4• Then in his hands the cup he rais’d, 
And God anew he thank’d and prais'd; 
While kindnefs in his bofom flow’d, 

. . * ® ^ 

And from his lips falvation flow’d. 

5. “ My blood I thus pour forth,” he cries 
To cleanfe the foul in fin that lies; 

« In 
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4{ In this the covenant is feal’d, 
45 And heav’n’s eternal grace reveal'd. 

6. c; With love to man this cup is fraught, 
€1 Let all partake the facred draught: 
64 Through lateft ages let it pour, 
44 In mem’ry of my dying hour.” 

H Y M N CLXXVL 

Before the Communion. 

INTERNAL king, enthron’d above, 
JLj Look down in faithfulnefs and love, 

Prepare our hearts to feek thy face, 
And grant us thy reviving grace. 

2. Long have we heard the joyful call, 
But yet our faith and love are (mall; 
Our hearts are torn with worldly cares, 
And all our paths are fill’d with (hares, 

3. Unworthy to approach thy throne. 
Our truft is fix’d on Chrift alone; 
In him thy covhant (lands fecure, 
And will from age to age endure, 

4. O let us hear thy pard’ning voice, 
And bid our mourning hearts rejoice; 
Revive our fouls, our faith renew. 
Prepare for duties now in view. 

5. Make 
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§. Make all our fpices flow abroad, 
A grateful incenfe to our God ; 
Let hope and love and joy appear, 
And ev’ry grace be aftive here. 

H Y M N CLXXVII. 

Sacramcvdal Hymn. 

3,*\A7HILE rourid our Saviours board 
V V we meet, 

And worfhip at his facred feet; 
O let our warm affedlions move, 
In glad return of grateful love. 

2. Yes, Lord, we love and we adore; 
But long to know and love thee more; 
And, while we tafte the bread and wine, 
Defire to feed on joys divine. 

3. Let faith our feeble fenfes aid, 
To fee thy wond rous love difplay'd; 
Thy broken flefh, thy bleeding veins, 
Thy dreadful agonizing pains. 

4. Let humble penitential wo, 
With painful, pleafing anguifh flow; 
And thy forgiving love impart 
Life, hope and joy to ev’ry heart. 

HYMN CLXXVUI. 
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H Y M N CLXXVIII. 

Sacramental Hymn. 
3. YESUS is gone above the fky, 

Where our weak fenfes reach him not 
And carnal objcfts court our eve, 
To thruft our Saviour from our thought. 

'o 

He knows what wand ring hearts we have; 
How weak our faith and hope might prove; 
And, to refreth our minds, he gave 
This kind memorial of his love. 

3. i he Lord of life this table fpread. 
With his own fldh and dying blood; 
We on the rich provifion feed. 
And tafte the wine and blei’s the Cod* 

4. Let {info! fweets be all forgot, 
And earth grow lefs in our elteem; 
Chrift and his love fill ev ry thought. 
And faith and hope be fix’d on him. 

5. Though he is abfcnt from our fight, 
Tis to prepare our fouls a place; 
That we may dwell in heav j.ly light, 
And live for ever near his fisht. 

’o’ 

TI Y M N CLXXfX. 

Sacramental Hymn. 

‘HUS we commemorate the day, 
On which our dearefl Lord was (lain; 

R Tims 

1 
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Thus we our pious homage pay, 
Till he appears on earth again. 

2. Come, great Redeemer, open wide 
The curtains of the parting iky; 

On a bright cloud in triumph ride, 
And on the wind’s fwift pinions fly. 

g. Come. King of Kings, with thy bright train 
Cherubs and feraphs, heav'nly holts; 

Afsume thy right, enlarge thy reign, 
As far as earth extends her coafts. 

4. Come,Lord,and where thy crofs once flood 
There plant thy banner, fix thy throne; 

Subdue the rebels by thy word, 
And claim the nations for thy own. 

H Y M N CLXXX. 

For a Public Fajl. 

i.T ORD, look on all afsembled here5 
JL^ Who in thy prefence (land, 

To offer up united prayr 
For this our finful land. 

3. Oft have we, Lord, in private pray’d 
Our country might'find-grace: 

Now hear the fame petitions made 
In this appointed place. 

3. Thou, 
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g. Thou, by whofe death we Tinners live, 
By whom our prayers fucceed, 

The grace of {application give, 
And we ihall pray indeed. 

4. Great God of hods, delivrance fend. 
Guide thofe who hold the helm; 

See at thy throne thy people bend, 
And ipare the guilty realm. 

5. Or fhould the dread decree be pad* 
And we mud feel the rod, 

May faith and patience hold us faft 
To our chaltiling God. 

H Y M N CLXXXL 

For a P ab he Fa ft. 

1. T TCT’HEN Abram, full of facred awe, 
V V Before Jehovah Rood, 

And, with an humble fervent prayr. 
For guilty Sodom fuel; 

2. With what fuccefs, what wondrous grace 
Was his petition crown’d ! 

The Lord would fpare, if in the place 
Ten righteous men were found. 

3. And could a fingle pious foul 
So rich a boon obtain ? 

Great 
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Great God ! and fliall a nation cry. 
And plead with thee in vain? 

4* Are not the righteous dear to thee 
Now, as in anuent times? 

Or does this fmfui land exceed 
Gomorrah in her crimes? 

5. Still we are thine, we bear thy name3 
Here yet is thine abode; 

Long has thy prefence blelt our land ! 
Forfake u.^ not, O God. 

6. O may nur rulers, people, priefts, 
Thy choiceft bleflings fhare; 

Ai d know thee by that glorious name, 
The God 'who hearetk pray r. 

i. 

H Y M N CLXXXII. 
Thankjgiving for Victory. 

SRAEL rejoice, and Judah fmg. 
The Lord afsumes his throne; 

Let Sion own her heav nly Mne, 
And make his glories known. 

The great, the wicked and the proucft 
from their high feats are hurl’d; 

Jehovah rides upon a cloud. 
And thunders through the world# 

3* He reigns upon th’ eternal hills, 
Diftributes mortal crowns: 

Empires 
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t. 

Empires are fix'd beneath his fmiles9 
And totter when he frowns* 

4. Navies, that rule the ocean wide* 
Are vanquifh'd by his breath; 

And legions, arm'd with powr and pride5 
Deicend to wat’ry death. 

5. Let tyrants make no more pretence 
To vex our happy land; 

Jehovah’s name is our defence, 
Our buckler is his hand. 

H Y M N CLXXXIIL 
A G cneral Thankfgiving. 

\Y, fhould we fearchthe globe around^ 
Where can fuch happinefs be found 

As dwells in this much favour'd land? 
Here plenty reigns; here freedom fheds 
Her choiceft blefiings on our heads: 

By God fupported (till we Hand. 

2. Here commerce fpreads the wealthy (lore, 
Which comes from ev’ry foreign fhore; 

Science and art their charms diiplay; 
Religion teacheth us to raife 
Our voices in our Maker’s praife, 

As truth and confcience point the way. 

3. Thefe are thy gifts, Almighty King! 
From thee our matchiefs bleiiings fpring; 

TV 
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Th’ extended trade, the fruitful fkies# 
The raptures liberty bellows, 
The eternal joys the gofpel fhows. 

All from thy boundlefs goodnefs rife. 

4. With grateful hearts, with cheerful tongues 
To God we raife united longs: 

His powr and mere 7 we proclaim ; 
And hill, thro’ ev'ry age, fhall own, 
Jehovah here hath fix'd Ids throne, 

And triumph in his mighty name. 

5. Long as the moon her courfe fhall run^ 
Or man behold the circling Inn, 

May’ll thou o'er fair Columbia reign • 
Still crown her counfels with fuccefs* 
With peace and joy her borders bleis5 

And all her facred rights maintain. 

H Y M N CLXXXIV. 

To be Sung by Children. 
i/IT'ATHER of merev! hear our pray Y 

A For thofe who aid us now, 
Who eale our want and foothe our care3 

And teach us thee to know. 

2. Each heart and hand that lends us aid. 
Thou dolt infpire and guide: 

Nor is their bounty unrepaid 
Who for the poor provide. 

3. Angels 
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3. Angels that high in glory dwell* 
Thy love paternal fliare: 

The poor man weeping in his cell. 
Is not beneath thy care. 

4. The Ihining worlds above confefs 
Thy glories never fail; 

Thy hands with modeft beauty drcfs 
The lillies of the vale. 

• • 

5. Thou ftill fiiait be our grateful theme* 
Thy praife well ever ling; 

Our friends the kind refrelhing dream* 
v • e ^ * 

But thou tli unfailing fpring. 

6. Jefus, thy fov’reign grace difpenfe^ 
From fin to fet us free; 

Through all the paths of innocence* 
O ! lead us up to thee. 

H Y M N CLXXXV. 
For a Charitable Occajion. 

1. TESUS, our Lord, how rich thy grace! 
%| Thy bounties, how complete! 

How fliall we count the mat chiefs fum ? 
How pay the mighty debt ? 

2. High on a throne of radiant light* 
Exalted thou doit fliino; 

What can om poverty bellow, 
When all die worlds are thine? 

3. But 
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g. JBut thou haft brethren here below* 
The partners of thy grace; 

Ano wilt confefs their humble names, 
Before their Fathers face. 

4 In them thou may ft be cloth’d and fed. 
And vifited and cheer’d; 

And, in their accents of diflrefs. 
Our Saviour’s voice is heard. 

with rev’rence and with lovey 
We in thy poor would fee; 

C let us rather beg our bread 
14ian k<ep it back from thee* 

H Y M N C LX XXVI. 

For a Mafonic Fejt val. 

I LFI grateful hearts your voices 

great Creator's preife 
Who hy 1 as word difpell d the night, 
And form d the radias t beams of lioht; 
Who fram’d the heav tiT the earth, the {kies, 
And bid the wood rous fabric rife, 
Who view’d bis work, and found it juft. 
And then created man from duft. 

Happy in Eden was he laid, 
Nor did he go a ft ray, 
Hill, hy the lerpent, Eve betray’d 
Fill! fell and led die w 

2. But 
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2. Bat falling from this happy plain, 
Subjecl to various wants and pain, 
Labour and art mult now provide, 
What Eden freely once fupply’d: 
Some learn c! to till th’ unwilling ground; • 
Some bid the well {hung harp to found; 
Each different arts purfu d and taught. 
Till to perfeftion all were brought.. 

Mafons pur foe the truth divine5 
We cannot go ah ray, 
Since three great lights conjointly fhine3 
To point us out the way. 

3. Zion appears 1 rejoice, rejoice,. 
Hear, and obey the gladfome voice 
Of mercy and enlight’ning grace, 
Recalling us to Edens place; 
With faith beli eve, and hope pur {lie, 
And mercy hill for mercy fhew; 
Proclaim aloud with grateful theme 
The great Redeemers blifsful name. 

The eahern har now fhews us ]Hht« 
Let us not go ahray; 
Let faith, hope, charity uniteP 
To cheer the gladfome way. 

H Y M N CLXXXVIL 
For a Mafonic Fejlival. 

GOD, our Father and our King, 
XJ Of ad we have or hope, the fpring; 

R r Send 
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Send down thy fpiritfrom above. 
And fill our hearts with facred Love* 

2. May we from ev'ry a£t abdain, 
That hurts or gives our brother Dam, 
And ev’ry fecret wifli fupprefs, 
That would abridge his happinefs. 

g. Still may we feel our hearts inclin’d 
To aQ the friend to all mankind; 
Still feek their fafety, health and eafe. 
Their virtue and eternal peace. 

4. With pity may our bread o’erflow^ 
When we behold a wretch in wo; 
And bear a fympathizing part 
With all who are of heavy heart*, 

5. Let love in all our conducl fhine5 
An image fair, tho’ faint, of thine : 
Thus fhall our life to others prove 
That Masons dill are rul'd by Love, 

✓ 

H Y M N CLXXXVIII. 
At the Ordination of a, Mini]ter. 

1. HPHE God of Jacob chofe the hill 
JL Of Sion for his ancient reft; 

And Sion is his dwelling dill; 
His church is with his prefence bled. 

2. Here I will fix my gracious throne, 
And reign for ever? faith the Lord; 

Hero 
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Here fhall my pow r and grace be known* 
And blefiings (till attend my word. 

O * 

# 

3. Here will l meet my humble poor* 
And fill their fouls with living bread; 
Sinners, that wait before my door; 
With rich provifion fhall be fed. 

4. Girded with truth, and clothed with grace* 
My prieits, my rainifters fhall fhine; 
Not \aron, in his coftly Gref's, 
Made an appearance lb divine. 

5. The faints, unable to contain 
Their inward joys, fhall fhoutand lings 
The fon of David here fhall reign* 
And Sion triumph in her king. 

H Y M N CLXXXIX. 
At the Opening oj a New Place ofWorJhip* 
1. A XD will the great eternal God 

JLX. On earth eflablilh his abode? 
And will he from his radiant throne3 
Avow our temples for his own? 

2. We bring the tribute of our praife 
And fing that condefcending grace 

9 

Which to our notes will lend an ear. 
And cali us finful mortals near. 

3. Our Fathers watchful care we blefs, 
Which guards thefe lacred walls in peace* 

lhat * 
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That no tumult^pus Foes invade 
To fill our worfhippers with dread. 

4. Theft walls we to thy honour raife ; 
Long may they echo with thy praile; 
And thou descending fill the place. 
With choked tokens of thy grace, 

5. Here let the great Redeemer reign3. 
With all the graces of his train; 
While powr divine his word attends, 
To conquer foes, and cheer his friends* 

6. And in the great decifive day,' 
When God the nations {ball fui vey,. 
May it before the world appear, 
That crowds were born to glory here* 

II Y M N CXC. 

Difmijfion* 

DISMISS us with thy bleiTmg, Lords 
Help us to feed upon thy word,; 

All that has been amifs, forgive. 
And let thy truth within us live. 

2. Tho’ we are guilty, thou art good* 
Wafh all our works in Jehus’ blood; 
Give ev’ry captive foul releafe, 
And bid us all depart in peace. 

DOXOLOGIES. 

# 



Common Metre. 

TO Father, Son and Holy Ghoft, 
The God whom we adore. 

Be glory, as it was, is now. 
And fliali be evermore. 

Long Metre. 

To Father, Son and Holy Ghoft, 
The God whom earth and heav’n adore3 
Be glory* as it was of old. 
Is now, and fhall be evermore* 

Praife God, from whom all bleffings flow 
Praife him, all creatures here below; 
Praife him above, ye heav’nly hoft; 
Praife Father, Son and Holy Ghoft. 

Short Metre 

Ye angels round the throne. 
And faints that dwell below, 

Worfhip the Father, praife the Son5 
And blefs the Spirit too. 

S Four 



2c6 DQXQLOGIES. 

Four Sevens. 

Sing we to our God above, 
Praife eternal as his love; 
Praife him, all ye heav’nly hoft, 
bather. Son and Holy Ghoft. 

As the 113th Psalm. 

fo Father, Son and Holy Ghoft, 
The God whom heav’n’s triumphant hofh> 

And fuff ring faints on earth adore. 
Be glory as in ages paft. 
As now it is, and fo fhall laft, 

When time itfelf fhall be no more. 

As the 148th Psalm. 

To God, the Father, Son, 
And Spirit ever blefs'd. 

Eternal three in one, 
All worlhip be addrefsd 4 

As heretofore 
It was, is now. 
And fhall be fo 
For evermore. 

As the 149th Psalm# 

By angels in heav n 
Of ev’ry degree. 

Anc) 
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And faints upon earth, 
All praife be addrefs’d. 

To God in three perfons, 
One God ever bleiVd; 

As it has been, now is. 
And always (hall be* 

8. 8. 6, 
To Father, Son and Holy Ghoft, 
Be praife, amid the heavnly hoft, 

And in the church below; 
From whom all creatures drew their breath® 
By whom redemption blefs'd the earth. 

From whom all comforts flow* 

Common Metre, where the Tune includes 
two Stanzas. 

1. The God of mercy be ador'd, 
Who calls our fouls from death, 

Who laves by his redeeming words 
And new creating breath. 

2. To praife the Father and the Son5 
And Spirit, all divine; 

. The One in Three, and Three in One, 
■Let faints and angels join* 

Lcfrw 
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Long Metre, where the Tune includes two 
Stanzas. 

1. Glory to God the Trinity. 
Whofe name has myfteries unknown • 
In efsence one, in perfons three; 
A focial nature, yet alone. 

2. When all our nobleft pow’rs are join d, 
The honours of thy name to raife. 
Thy glories over match our mind, 
And angels fink beneath thy praife. 

Short Metre, where the Tune includes 
two Stanzas. 

1. Let God the Makers name, 
Have honour, love and fear; 

To God the Saviour pay the fame^ 
• And God the Comforter. 

2. Father of lights above, 
Thy mercy we adore, 

The Son of thy eternal love. 
And Spirit of thy pow’iv 




