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NO fubjeft, on~ would imagine, s better fitted

o call forth the ncbleft exertions of the
human faculties, to kindle every latent {park of
ceniug, andto fill the mind with various and {ub-
lime ideas, then the praifc of our Creator and
Redeemer. And yet it muft be confefled that no
fpecies of poetical compofition has been culti-
vated with lefs fuccefs, than that which may he
called devotional. The exploits of heroes .
conguerors, the reclutions of {tates and empires,
the fawal effebts of human paffions and defires,
have been fung oft affeéting and {fublime
ftrains. But th erful works and tender
mercies of our God, the gloricus atchievements
and great aeliverance wrought by the Captain of
our Salvation, have been paffed over in filence,
or have been handied with coldnefs and indiffer-
ance. Thema natural grandeur and fublimaty
1 .he {ubjc8@Mhich mocks the vain effay of
human ai.ility ; i {acred nature checks the bold-
nefs of the 1m; tion, and, inftead of that con-
fidence which 1s requifite to fuccefsful exertion,
preduces timidity and defpair.

Thefe remarks are not applicable to thofe
divinely infpired compofitions, which were em-
ployed in the fervice of the Jewith fan€uary ;
the greater part of which were compofed bv ¥irg
David, and which are now colle&ed into the book
of pfalms. Independent of the authority which
thefe poflefs from the infallibity of that fpirit by
whom they were dictated, confidered merely as

a human
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a human compofition, they are, in fublimity
fentiment, variety of 1macery, nice deferimir,
tion of charaer, and bcaut\ of la Mguage, cqu
it ot fuperior to anv other poctical compofitio™
of the Iynic kind, ancient or modern. They
moreover breathe fuch a {pirit of pietv and devo-
tion, and exhibit fo taithful a dehneation of the
chaxa&cr of a good man, in every fituation ot lhife,
that, though many of thcm are of a local nature
and the q:eater part have a dirc@ reference to ces
tam events 1n the chdn hitt ory, or to partlcula
incidents 1n the pfaimift's lite, the 'y bhave becn
univerfally adopted, by Nt n churches, as
the model and ground w eir devotion.
But though we are thu efled of a collec-
tion of devotlonal poems, 1n themfelves excellent
and une: ceptlonable two dithculties remain to
be furmounted,—the tranflation of them inte our
language in a manner which will cogvey the true

fpizit and beauty of the criginal d the addi-
tmn of new {ubjefts of prail ce the intro-

duétion of chrifhianity, whic e unknown or
but imperfeétly underfiood at ime when th-
plaims svere compofed.

Befides the difadvantages under which ev
tranflator labours, he who Jttempts a pocn(
verfion of the pfd]ms is farther {ubjeét to th
reftraint which 1s impofed by the laws of rhim.,
and the neceflary adherence to numbers of a par-
ticular conflruétion. To this caufe, probably, 1t
1s owing that notwithftanding the native charms
ot poctry, no tranflation ju ve rfc has yet equalled

the fimpliaity, elegance and beauty of the profe
wanflation, The
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The only complete tranflations of the whole
Book of Pfalms, mto Englifh verfe, which have
come to our knowledge, are thofe of Sternhold
and Hopkins—Roufe—Tate and Brady— Watts
—and Merrick. Befides thefe, we have many
other tranflations and imitations of particular
plalms or parts of p{alns.

Sternhold and Henkins’s Verfion is now gone
into difule, and whatever may be it’s faults, we
mean not tc trefpafs againft the old maxim, De
Mortuzs nil mft bonuom.

Roufe’s Verfion, which is ft:ll ufed in the
church ot Scotland, ranks next to that of Stern-
hold and Hopkins, in point of demerit. That
ihis verfion s 1e.an€ by a body of men renowed
for their learning tafte, who have given fuch
admirable fpecimensof pulpit eloquence, is only
a proof, that ancient prejudices and popular at-
tachments may triumph even over the planeit
ditates of the underftanding. It poffefles indeed
ihc merit of didelity to the original : but the ver-
{fification, 1 {t places, is fuch as muft offend
every reader owc, and fhock every ear in the
leaft degree att to harmony. The ()c,aw extracte
trom1t, contained mn this feletion, are preferved,
not {0 much from any high opinion we entertain
of their merit, as from refpelt to the praftice of
our mother church, aud in compliance with the
advice of one of it’s greatcft luminaries¥®, who,

when informed of e defign of the following
publication,

“ Dr. Blair. \
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p*lblicatio"a exprefTed himfelf in thefe word::
Your plan for i roving the pfalinody appears to
te a goed one; tho’ I believe to execute it properly
oy m wf beeafy. Some ﬁa} of our cwn old verfions,
and parts and verfes of feveral of them, I think,
mgft le retained with adz'antmre as t’zey have a

eneratieand dign f ed fimplicity zu/z :ch 1S tie proper

A,};tc” f?z ¥ 7‘1p

The V exﬁm of Tate and Brady 1s entitled to
conitderable praife. The,lanouarre of 1t 1s, 1n
general, ealy and flowing, 1n fome places ele-
gart, and in others it rifes to the fublime.  Still
11 has not been fuppofed free from defeéts. There
.s a giffufe minutenefs in 3§ which borders on
pzoh(x) and cafechles thetaoudhht. Theauthors

f this verfion differ froms-the beft commenta-
w“, and {cem, in fome places, to have miftaken
e meaning of the pialmift,  Where this is not

the cale, we pereetve o finét an adherence to the
mism;ﬂ 25t {etter their exertions ; to make them

we r‘ook the hidden and {pirtual ning which
confiitutes the great beanty and excellence of the
plaims; and to pxcvent allacco dation of their
Janguage to the phrafes and es of gofpel-
times.

This latter defe€t appeared an important one to
Dr. Watts, and induced him to wmitate, as he
himfelf exprefles it, the plaims of David in the
langucge of the New Tr/lcmz( nt¢, The attemptwas
laudatle, and has produced fome excellent com-
pofitions ; more valuabie, however, fortheir piety,
than for their poetical merit. IHis devotional
poctry, fays Dr, Johnfon, is, like that ot others,

unfatisfatory ;
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unfatisfattorv; and 1t is fuffcient for Watts to
have done better than others what no man has
done well. Befides, in the charafter of an imi-
tator, he has ufed greater frcedom with the ori-
ginal, than can be allowed to a tranflator—and
mtroduced many fentiments foreign to the mean-
ing of the pfalmift.  And wnough the language 1s
profefledly accommodated to the New Teftament,
yet, 11 one inftance, contrary to what hisprctace
leads us to expeét, we perceive too much of the
foirit ot the cld, in retaining thofe paffages of
which the enemies of religion have ever made a
handle, and which, thoughin the original only pro-
phetical denunciations of God’s wrath againft the
wicked, are yet, in the prefent tranflation, repre-
fented as imprecations again{t the enemies of
God and of good men.

Mr. Merrick’s tranflation is undoubtedly en.
t:tled to high praife. In it we difcern the hand
of a {cholar and a poct; and, in general, the
beauty and fpirit of the original are well pre-
ferved. Stll there were objeétions to it’s adop-
tion. It pofle rather that beauty which de-
lights the 1magfffation than that piety and devo-
tion which warm the heart. We trequently meet
with laboured expreflions which render the mean-
ing obfcure and nnintelligible to the unlewried
reader. And the great variety ot fubjeéts treated
of in the pfalms would feem to require a greater
variety ofP expreflion and mealure than is to be
found in this verfion.

All the different verfions of the pfalms being
thus Lable to objeétions, two courles only re-

mained
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mained to be purfued. The firft wasto compole
anew and original verfion; a work of greater
Jabour and time than was confiftent with the pref-
fing aud immediate call for reformation n our
pfalmody, and requiring greater abilities than we
have thie prefumption to claim. " It wasonly an
Addifon or Steele, writing with the fame fire and
energy which the few {pecimens ot their com-
pofition, contained in this felestion, difplav, that
could have attempted this with any proipett of
fuccefs. |

The other plan that occurred was, to fele&t
from the feveral verfions before mentioned, thofe
plalms which appeared beft executed 1n each,
and to add likewife, fuch as other poets had 1n-
cidentaily tranflated with fuccefs. This {elec-
tion, if made with judgment, wouid give us as
perfett a verfion of the pfalms as, in the
prefent ftate of things, could be obtained. And
this has been attempted in the firft part of the
following publication. To each pfalm, or part
of a pfalm, we have preficxed thé name of the
tranflator, unlefs wherc the author was anony-
mous, or the compofition was tcred or com-
bined, as to render this impoflible. The longer
pfalms have been divided, when the fubjelt per-
mitted it, into {fuch parts as may conveniently be
fung at one time. Itis neceﬂ{iry tarther to ob-
ferve, that feveral pfalms, and paflages ot others,
have been wholly omitted, either, becaufe they
were nearly or altogether the fame with fome
preceding ones; or, becaufc they were of a local
and temporary nature, confined folelv to the jewifh

difpenfation ;
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difpenfation; or, in fhort, becaufe they contained
fentiments lefs congenial to the {purit of the gol-
pel, and which, without much comment and
explanation, would have given offence to weak
or prejudiced minds.

The fecond cefeét in our pfalmody, while
limited to the plalms of David, arofe from this,
that the gofpcl afforded new fubjefts ot praife,
and had introduced us to the knowledge of many
truths which were unknown under the ancient
dilpenfation. To remedy this defet is the objeét
of the {econd part of this publication, namely,
The Collection of Hymns, moft of which are
founded on paflages ot facred writ, and verfified
by men of acknowledged genius and worth.
With refpe& to this part of the work, we have
only to obferve that, in forming the colleétion,
regard has been paid not only to poetic al beauty,
but alfo to fimplicity of language, and to piety
of fentiment. In arranging the hymns we have
followed the order of the fubjeéts; and though,
to avoid prolixity and confufion, we have not
publifhed as many as are contained in fome for-
mer cclletions, yet we believe there is no fub-
je€t which can be handled in the pulpit, and no
occafion either of a public or private nature, to
which there may nut be found a pfalm or hymn
diretly or indireé'ly applicable.

Charleflon, Auguft 1ff, 1796,
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A GENERAL TABLE or T PSALMS,

CLASSED UNDER THEIR SEVERAL SUBJECTS.
=N R

I. PRAYERS

1. IORAYEKS for Pardon of Sin. Pfalm &

- 6, 25, 38, 51, 130. Pfalms fiyled
Pemtential, 6, 32, 38, 51, 102, 130,
143. ,

2. Pgaycrs compofed when the Pfalmift was
deprived of an opportunity of the public
exercife of Religion. Pfalm 42, 43, °
63, 84.

3. Prayers wherain the Pfalmift feems ex-
tremely dejeded, thoughnet totally deprived
of confolation under his afflictions. Pfalm
13, 22,-6g, 77, 88, 143.

4. Prayerswhereinthe Plalmift afketh helpof
God, i confideration of hisown integrity
and the'uprightnefs of his canfe. Pfalm
75 17, 26, 35. f

5. Prayers
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' 5. Prayers cdmpcy"ed when the people of God
wereunder ajfliltion or perfecution. Pfalm
44, 60, 74> 79 8o, 833 89, 94, 102,
123, 137-
6. Prayers in time of trouble and affliction.
Pfalm_4, 5, 11, 28, 41, 55, 59, 64,
' 70, 1099 }20_’ 140, 141, 142.
7. Prayers exprefiing the firmeft truft and
confidence in God under affliétions. Pfalm
3, 16, 27, 31, 54, 56, 57,61, 62, 71, 86.
8. Prayers of interceffion. Pjaim 20, 67,
122, 132, 144. |
II. PsaLMms oF ‘[BaNicGivinoe.

1. Thank/grvings fo. ~=veies vouchfafed to
farticular perfors. Pfalm ¢, 18, 22,
30, 34> 40, 75. 103, 18, 116, 118,
138, 144. S

2. Thankfgivings for mercies vouchfafed to

- the peopie of God ingeneral.  Pfalm 46,
48, 65, 66, 68, 76, 81, 85, 98, 105,
124, 126, 129, 135, 136, 14¢.

ITI. Psarnms oF Pra1se AND ADORATION,

1. General acknowledgmentsof God's good-
nefs and wercy, and pavticularly his care
and proteftion of good men. Pfalm 23,
34, 36, 91, 100, 103, 107, 117, 121,

145, 146.
2. Pfalms

AT 3R BV SIS s
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2. Pflglms difplaying the power, majefty,
glory, and other aiivibites of the Divine
Bewng. Pfalm 8, 19, 24, 20, 33, 47,
50 05, 06, 76, 77, 93, 95, 96, 975
99 104, 111, 113, 114, 115, 134,
130, 147, 148, 150. |

IV. InstrucTIVE PsaLwms.

1. The different charallers of good and bad
men : ihe /za;{)pin;;fs of the one and the
miferies of the other, are reprefented in
tize foliowing Pfalms, 1, 5y 75 9y 10, 11,
12, 14y 15, 17, 24, 25, 32 34, 50y
37, 5% £25 53 58 73s 755 84, 91
92, 94, 12y, 119, 121, 125, 127,
128, 133.

2. The excellence of God's lew. Pfalm 19,
119.

g. T /'Sz)c vanity of human Iife. Pfalm 39,
49, 90. |

4. dduvice to magifirates. Pfalm 82, 101.

5. The wirtue of humaliiy.  Pfalm 131.

V. PsaiMs DIRECTLY. PROPHITICAL.

Pflalm 2, 16, 22, 40, 45, 68, 72, 87,
110, 118.

VI. Historicar Psarpms.

Pfelm 78, 105, 106.
PSALMS.




PSALM I. Tate anxp Braby.

1. Y OW bleft is he who ne'er confents
By ill advice to walk,
Nor ftands in finners ways, nor fits
Where men profanely talk !

2. But makes the perfet law of God
His ftudy and delight,

Devoutly reads therein by day,
And meditates by night,

g. Like fome fair tree which, fed by ftreams,
With timely fruit does bend,
He &ill fhall flourifh, and fuccefs

All his defigns attend.

4. Ungodly men, and their attempts
No lafting root fhall find;
Unumely blafted, and difpers'd
Like chaff before the wind.,

5. In
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5. In judgment therefore fhall not ftand,
Such as ungodly are;
Nor in th’ affembly 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 tread,
Siall borh in ruin end.

B SALM II. Warrs,

HY did the Gentiles rage,
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;

Againft the Lord their pow’rs unite,
“Againtt his Chrift they join.

g. The Lord derides their rage,
And will {fupport his throne;

He that hath rais'd him from the deud,
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,

J‘m 2

ey
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5. The nations that rebel,
Shall feel his iron rod;
Thote honours he will vindicate,

Which he received from God.

6. Be wile, ye rulers, then,
And worfhip at his throne, :
With ¢rembling joy, ye people; bow
To God’s exalted Son.

7. If once Mis wrath arife,
Ye perith on the place;

Then bleffed is the foul that {lies
I'or refuge to his grace.

PSALM III. MEtrRICK.

1. HY fav’ring beams around me fhine;.
Thou Lord from-Sion’s hailow'd fhrine

With kind regard fhalt hear my cry,

And inftant grant the wifh’d reply.

2. Opprefsd with toil I fought repofe,
I laid me down, I flept, I rofe;

For thou, my God, wert waking itill,
'T'o guard my {iumb'ring head from ill.

3. Though myriads leagu'd againft merife,
My heart fecure their pow'r defies :
"Thy aid, bleft Lord! indulgent yicld;
Thou art mny God, my only fhicld.

A 2, 4. 'Tis
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4. Tisthin . yreat Sod, ‘tis thine to fave
+ Thy fervants | om it 2xpe€ling grave; -
"T'is thine to Llefs then: from above,
And crown them with eternal love,

Corodin BSALM IV, T,

1.0 LORD! that art my righteous judge,
To my complaint give ear:

Thou haft enlarg'd me in dnﬁrefs

Have mercy, Lord, and hear,

2. How long ill ye, O fons of men,
Such vain purfuits devife ?

How long my glory tuin to thame?
And follow after lies ?

. 8. Confider that the righteous man

~ Is God's peculiar choice’;

And 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 1ll;

Commune in private with.your hearts,

And bend them to his will.

5. The place of other facrifice,
Let righteouinefs fupply :
And let your hope, fccurely fix'd,

On God alone rcly,
e G
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6. O who will fhew us any good 2
Is that which many fay ;

But of thy countenance the light,
Lord, lift on us alway.

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

Than wicked men know, when their corn
And wine do moft increale.

8. Then will I lay me down in peace
And quiet flcep will take ; |
Becaule in fafety me to dwell
The Lord alone doth make.

PSALM V. Warrs.

ORD, in the mornmg thou fhalt hear
My voice afcending high;
To thee wi'l I dire&t my pray’r,
To thee lift up mine eye.

2. Thou art a God, before whofe fight,
The wicked ﬂlall not {tand;

sinners fhall ne’er be thy dehght,
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 worﬂnp in thy fear,

‘4. o ,
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4. O may thy {pirit guide my feet,

In ways of righteoufnefs;
Make ev'ry path of duty ftraight
And plain before my face.

5. My\. chful enemies combine
To tempt my feet aftray ;

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

6. Lord, crufh the wicked in the duft,
And all their plots deftroy ;

While thofesthat in thy mercy truft,
For ever fhout for joy., |

. #. The men who leve and fear thy name,
“Shall fee their hopes falhll’d;

The mighty God will compals them
With favour, as a fhield.

PSALM VL Warrs. by |

1. § ORD;'1 can fufﬁéﬁglﬁrrcbnkes, s
When thou with kindn®fs doft chaflife; §

But thy herce wrath I'xannot bear, 2
O let it not againft me rife.

2. Pity my languifhing eltate,
And eafe the {orrows that I feel;
The wounds thy heavy hand hath made,
3O letdhy gentler touckes heal !
S | 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 waterd with my tears;
My grief confumes and dims my fight,

- 4. See how the pow’rs of nature mourn?
How long, Almighty Ged, how long?

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

5. 1feel my fleth fo near the grave,
My thoughts are tempted to defpair;

But graves can never praife t,- Lord,
For all is duft and filence theio .

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

My God, who hears my humble moap,
Will eafe my fleth, ‘and chear my heart,

PSALM VIIL. Warrs.

-\ Y, truft is in my heavenly friend,
My hope in thee, my God:
Rifc, and my helplefs life defend,

From thofe that feck my blood.

2. With infolence and fury they
My foul in pieces tcar,

As hungry lions rend their prey,
When no delivrer’s ncar, i

B 8 K
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3. If e'er my pride provok'd them firft,
Or on¢e abug'd my foe,.

Thaen let tifem tread my life to dult,
And lay my honour low. |

4. If there be malice found in me,
I know thy piercing eyes;

I hould net dare appeal: to thee,
‘Nor alk my God 1o rife.

. Arifc, my God, lift up thy hand,
Their pride and pow’r controul;
Awake to _]udrrmem, and command

Decliv'rance for my foul.

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

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

. He knows th= heart, he tries the reins,
He will deferd ty upnight:
Hic fharpeft arrows he ordains,

Againft the.fons of {pite.

8. Tho' leagued in guile their malice {pread
A {nare beforc my way ;

Their mifchicfs on their impious head,
His vengeance fhall repay.

9. That
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(1)

9. That cruel perfecuting race,
Muft feel his dreadful {word ;
Awake, my foul, and praile the grace
And jultice of the Lord.

-

PSALM VIIL - Merrick.

MMORTAL king! through cartL s wide
fraine,
How great thy honour, praife, and name!
Whofe reign o'er diltant worlds extends,
Whole glory heav'n’s vail height tranfcends.

2. When, wrapt in thought, with wakeful
eye, -

We view the wonders of the ﬂw

Whofe frame, thy fingeis, o'er our head

In rich magmﬁc.euce ha\e {pread,

3. Lord! what is man,. that in: thy care
His humble lot fhould find a thare?

Or what the {fon of man, that thou .
Thaus to kis wants thy car thould bow?

4. Subjelled to his feet by thee,
T'o him all nature bows the knce s
The beafls in him their lord b°11old
The grazing herd, the bleating fo! d:

5. The
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5. The fowls of varwus wing that fly
 Oer the vaft defert of the {&y;

- And ail the wat'ry tribes tha: slide
Through paths to human fight deny’d.

€. Immortal king! t}uough carth’s wide
frame,

How great tby honour, praifc, ai:* name!

Whole reign o'er diftant worlds extends,

Whofe glory heaven’s vaft height tranfcends,

PSALM IX 'i“ TYE AND BRADY,
PART HRST.

O telebrate thy pralfe, O Lord,

I will my ‘heart prepare;
Tr, all the Lt ning world thy works,
Thy wond’rous works, declare.

- 2. The thought of them fhall, to my foul,

Exalted pleafure bring; = .
Whilft to thy name, O thou Mof’c High! .

- Triumphant praife I ﬁno

3. Thou miad'ft my ixaugatv foes to turn
Their backs, in fhameful flight:
Struck with thy prefence, down they fcli;
They perifh’d at thy fight, '
4. Againft
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4. Againit infulting foes advanc'd,

Thou didft my caule maimein;
My right afsertmg from thy throne,
Where truth and juftice reign.

5. The in{olence of heathen pride,
Thou haft reduc’d to thame;

Their wicked offspring quite deﬁro; 'd,
And blotteq out their name.

6. Miftaken foes! your haughty threats,
Are to a period come:
Our city ftands, which you deﬁgnd

To make our common tomb.

7. The Lord for ever lives he has
His rightcous throne prepa.rd
Impartial jultice to dlfpcnfe,
To punifh, or reward.

g. Godisa conﬁant fure defence
To faints-in €v’ry age;

As troubles rife, his needful aldsv
In their behalf engage. |

9. All thofe who have his goodnefs provd
Will in his truth confide ; '

His mercy ne'er forfook the man
Who on lns help y’d |

10. When
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10. When he enquiry makes for blood,
He calls the poor toaind ;

The injur'd humble man’s complaim,
Relief -from him fhall find.

11! Sm;; prailes, therefore, to the Lord,
From Sl(m, his-abode ;

Proclaim his deeds, ull all the world

. Confels no other God.

< PART SECOND.

12. Take pity on my troubles, Lord,
Which l’pitefu! foes create;;

Thou who o oft haft refcued me
From death’s devouring gate.

13. In Sion, then, I'll fing thy praxfe
To all that love thy name;
And, with loud thouts of grateful JOYs
Thy faving pow’r proclaim.

14. Deep in the pit they diggd for me,
‘The heathen pride is laid; -
Their guilty feet to their own {nare
Are heedlelsly betray'd.

15. Thus, by the juit returns he mak:
The mighty Lerd is known;
While wicked men, by their own plots,
Are thamefully o ert{noxx 1,

10. No-




;
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16. No fingle finner fhall cfcape,
By privacy obfcurd;

Nor nation, from his juft revenge,
By numbers be fecurd.,:

17 His [uff ring faints, when moft diftrefy'd,
He ne'er forgets to ajd ; |

Their expeQation fhall be crown'd,
Though for a .timc,delay’d. .

13. Arife, O Lord, alsert thy pow'r,
And let not man o’ercome; =
Delcend to judgment, and pronounce

The guilty heathen’s doom.

19. Strike terror through the nations round
‘il by confenting fear,

They, to each other, and themfelves,
But mortal men appear. -

?

PSALM X. Warrs.
1.‘ )‘ THY doth the Lord depart fo far?

/' And why conceal his face,
When great calamities appear,
And times of decp diftrefs ?

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

Shall they advance. their heads in pride,
And flight the rightecous caufc ?

3. They
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3. They caft thy Judgments from their ﬁ0ht,
And then infult the poor N
They boaft, in their exalted height,
That they fhail fall no more.

4. Arile, O God, lift up thine hand
Attend our humble cry;

No énemy-fhall dsre to ﬂand
When God afceiids on high.

5. Why do tiic men of malice rage,
And’ fay with foolifh pnde,

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

6. But thou, for ever, art'our Lord;
And pow’rful 1s thy hand,

As when the heathen felt thy {wo.d,
And periin’d from thy Jand.

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

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

8. Proud tyrants fhall no more opprefc,
No more defpife the juft; .
And mighty finners fha !l confcfs
They are but carth and dult.

PSALM XI
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;-;gvs ALM XL Fatv

I\TCE I have placd my tmﬁ in God
A xefugc always nigh ; -
Why fpeak ye thus, « Flee as blrd
¢ Unto your mountajn high? - ; < o

A

2. ¢« Behold the wicked bend th¢1r bow,,
“ And ready fix their dawt; /+; ! s
“ Lurking in ambufh, to deftroy . -
¢ The man of uPrmht heart.

3. ¢ When once the fgm aflurance faxls
¢ Which public faith imparts;

¢ 'Tis time for innocence to fly, .. =,
“ From {uch deceitful arts.”.- : -

...'

4. God in his holy temple is,.. o
His throne 1s fix'd above, - .

Whence he beholds the {ons of meny
And how their counfels move. - ..

. If God, the rightcous whom he loves,
For trial docs corrett, '

g What muft the wicked of the eazth, '

E \Whom he abhors, expett?
E

|

r

:

]

6. Snares, fire and brimftone, {urious ftorms,
On f{inners he fhall rain; |
This, as the portion of their cup, !
Doth unto them pertain,
| B 2, 7. Becaufe
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A Y

. Becaufe the Lord, moft ngmcous, thh
In rightcoufnefls delmht,
Arnd, thh a {miling countenance,

Beholdcth the upnrrht

r ' ‘1‘.':.; v ¢
P A LHM'» -XII. 'Tm~a~%-~~BaAm'.
- Y ELP,- Lord, becaufe the godly man
T Doth dally fade away;

And from among the fons of me
The faithful do decay,

2. Unto his nel hﬁm' ev'ry one
Doth boaft, both fal{fe and vain;

With lips of ﬂattery they {peak,
Thelr hearts dcceit contain.

3. But lips that with deceit abound,
Can ncver prolber long;

God’s righteous vergeance will confound
The proud pialpheming tongue.

4. h.l -Gad, who hears the {uff’ring poor,
\ad their oy ,.\,{Ton knows,
ul fc our ariiz, and give them reft,
In ipite of all tizelr toca,

5. The word of God all fti'l ab:a-=,
And void of falfechood he,

As 1 the ilver {fevn times try’d,
T'tom drolsy mixture free,

6. Thy
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6. Thy faints thou thalt preferve, O Lord,
For cver from this race;

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

- '.‘:,:b -

PSALM xu i*¥
| ALY Yause joid se (0
1. L_JOW long fhall I repihe? '
Lord, muft I ever mourn?
Hafit thou withdrawn from me ?
And wilt thou ne'er return ?

2. How long fhall anxious thoughts
My heart with grief opprefs?
Howlong my foes infult,
And I find no redrefs?

3- Oh! to my longing eyes,
~ Reftore thy wonted light ;

Make hafte, or I thall fleep
In everlalting night,

4. Reftore me, left they boaft
“T'was their own ftrength o'ercame =
Left thofe who vex my foul,
Skould triumph in my fhame,

5. Since I my truft have plac'd
Sencath thy mercy’s wing ;
Ty help will come, and then
1- oy heart with joy fhall fing,
g 6. Then

e e L had - adinberiad d B "".‘, "
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6. Then fhall my fong, infpired,
To thee, my God, afcend,
Who to my foul diftrefs'd,
Such bounty didit extend.

PSALM XIW.Watrs.

OOLS, in their heart, believe and fay
That all religion’s vain;
There is no God who reicns 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 decds.

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

To find the man that fought his grace,
Or did his juftice know.

4. By nature, all are gone aitray,
Their prattice all the fame ; ;.

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

5. Are finners, then, fo {enfelels grown?
That they the faints deves,;
And never worfhip at thy throne,
Nor fear thy awful pow'r, _
| | 6, Great
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6. Great God, appear to their furprifey
Reveal thy dreadful name;

Let them no more thy wrath defpife,
Nor turn our hope to fhame.

7. O that the joyful day were come
To finith our diftrefs!
When God fhall bring his children home,

Our fongs fhall never ceafe.

PSALM XV. Tate axp Brabpy.

1. ¥ ORD! who’s the happy man that may
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 {lander forge,
His ncighbour’s fame to wound ;
Nor harken to a falfe report
By malice whifper’d round.

4. Who vice, when dreft in pomp and pow'r,
Can treat with juft neglett;
And piety, though cloth'd in rags,
Religioufly refpett.
C 5. Who

»
PP LR T L
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Who, to his plighted vows and truft,
Hath ever firmly ftood,

And, though he promile to his lofs,
Still makes his promile good.

6. Who feeks not by oppreflive ways
His wealth to muluply ;

Whom no rewards can ever bribe
The guiltlefs to deftroy.

7. The man who, by this fteady courle,
Hath happinefs enfurd;
When earth’s foundations fhake, fhall ftand
"By Providence fecurd.

PSALM XVIL Warrs.
PART FIRST.

RESERVE me, Lord, in timc of

\need;
For fuccour to thy throne I flec;

But have no merit there to plead; .
My goodnefs cannot reach to thee.

2, Yet, Lord, thy faints on earth may rcap

Some profit by the good we do:

Thefe are the company I keep,
Thefe arc the choiceft friends I know.

3 ilow
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3. How faft their guilt and forrows rife,
Who hafte to feek fome 1dol god;

I will not tafte their facnfice,
Their off’rings of forbidden blood.

4. My God provides me nobler fcod ;
His love 1s my perpetual feall;

By night and day he doth me guide,
And let his nanic be ever bleft.

5. I fet hum ftill before my eyes; |
At my right hand he ftands prepar'd
To keep my foul from all furprife,
Aud be my everlafting guard.
175
PART SECOND. {¢

6. When God is nigh, my faith is ftrong,
His arm 1s my almighty prop :

. Be giad 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 dcad;
Nor lofe thy children in the grave.

8. My flefh fhall thy firft call obey,
Shake off the duft, and rife on high;

Then fhalt thou lead the wond'rous way
Up to the throne above the fky.

9. There
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9. There ftreams of endlefs pleafure flow :
And full difcov'ries of thy grace
(Which we but tafted here below)

Spread beav’nly joys through all the place.

PSALM XVIL

PART FIRST. P*

J.TO my juft plea, and fad complaint,

Attend, O righteous Lord, |

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

2. As 1n 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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5. Since, heretofore, I ne'er in vain
To thee my pray’rs addre{s’d ;

O now, my God, incline thine ear
To this my Juﬁ requeft.

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

Thou whofe right hand preferves thy faints
From their opprefsors rage.

PART SECOND. WATTS.
1. Arife, my gracious God,
And make the wicked flee; -
They are but thy chaftifing rod
To drive thy faints to thee.

e Y § NS N A S TR RN

N b

2. Behold the finner dies,
His haughty words are vain;
Here in this hfe his pleafure lies,
And all beyond is pain.

- e ¢ A
[t ®h. #renace

3. Then let his pride advance,
And boall of all his ftore;

The Lord is my inheritance,
My foul can wifh no more.

4. I fhall behold the face
Of my forgiving Ged,
And ftand complete in rlghteoufnefs,
Waih'd in my Saviour’s blood.
5. There’s
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. There’s a new heav’n begun,

When I awake from death,
Drcft in the likenels of thy Son,

And draw unmortal breath.

PSALM XVIII. Tare Anp BrapY.

PART .FIRST.

O change of times fhall ever thake
My firm affeétion, Lord, to thee;
For thou haft always been a rock,
A fortrefs and defence to me.

2. Thou my deliv'rer art, O God;

" My truft 1s 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 fhall I, by thy watchful care,

Be guarded from my treacherous foe.

4. By floods of wicked men diftrefs'd,
With deadly {orrows compafs'd round,
\Vith dire inferral pangs opprefs'd,
In death’s unwieldy fetters bound ;

5 Te
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. 'To heav’n I made my mournful pray’r,
To Geod addrefs'd my humble moan;
Who gracioufly inclin'd his car,
And heard me from his lofty throne.

PART SFCOND. ’7* .}“{é ‘

6. When God arofe, my pért to take,
The confcious earth was ftruck with fear;
The hills did at his prefence fhake,

Nor could his dreadful fury bear.

7. Thick clouds of fmoke difpers'd abroad,
Erfigns of wrath before him came;
Devouring fire around him glow’d,
That coals were kindled at its flame.

8. He left the beauteous realms of- light,
Whilft heav’n bowd down its awful hcad;

Beneath his feet fubftantial night -

- Was, like a fable carpet, fpread.

9. The chariot of . the King of Kings, .
Which ative troops of angels drew,

On a firong tempefl’s rapid wings,
With moft amazing {wiftnefs lew.

10. Black watry miftsand clouds confpir'd
With thickeft fhades his face to vell;
But at his brightnefs foon retir'd,
And fcll in thow’rs of fire and hail.
11, Thro’
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11. Thro’heav'n’s wide archa thund'ring peal,
(God’s angry voice) did loudly roa: ;
- While earth’s fad face with heaps of hail,
And flakes of fire was coverd o'er.

12. His tharpen'd arrows round he threw,
Which made his fcatter'd foes retreai 3

Like darts his-nimblc light'nings flew,
And quickly finifh'd their defeat,

13. The deep its fecret ftores difclos'd ;
The world’s foundations naked lay -

By his avenging wrath exposd,
Which fiercely rag'd that dreadful day,

PART: THIRD. /{; 15 .

14. The Lord did on my fide engage,

From heav'n, his throne, my caufe upheld;
And fnatch'd me from the furioys 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 clfe, with eafe, had foon deftroy'd

The weak defence that I could make.

16. Their fubtile rage had near prevail'd,
- When I diftrefy'd and friendlefs lay;
But ftill, when other fuccours fail'd,

God was my firm fupport and ftay.
~ - 17. From
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17. From dangers thatenclos'd me round,.
He brought me forth, and fet me free;
For fome juft caufe his goodnels found,
That mov’'d him to delight inme,

PART FOURTH. ] .7 3

18. Thoufuit'ft, O Lord, thy righteousrule,
To various paths of human kind;

The humble, meek and merciful,
With thee fhall wond'rous mercy find.

19. Thouto the juft {halt juitice thow,
The puie thy purity fhall {ee;
Such as perverfely choofe to go,

Shall meet with due returns from thee,

20, That he the humble foul will fav3,

And crufh the haughty’s boafted might,
In me the Lord an inftance gave,

Wholie darknefs he has turn'd to light,

. On his firm fuccour I rely’d,
And did o’er numerous foes prevail ;
Nor fear'd whilt he was on my ﬁde,

The beft defended walls to fca‘e

22. For God’s deﬁgns {hall itidl fucceed :
His work fhall bear the utmoft teft;
He's a ftrong fhield to all that need,
And on his fure proteftion 1eﬁ
L 2. \Vuﬁ

///_
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23. Who then deferves to be ador'd,

But God, on whom my hopes depend !
Or who, except the mighty Lord,

Can with refifllefs pow’r defend ?

. PART FIFTH. 7} . ¥ {7

24. 'Tis God that girds my armour on,
And. all my juft defigns tulhills;
Through him my feet can {wiftly run,

And nimbly climb the fteepeft hills.

5. Lefsons of war from him I take,
And manly weapons learn to wield ;

Strong bows of ftcel with eafe 1 break,
Forc'd by my fironger 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 flowa.

27. My goings he enlarg'd abroad,
Till then to narrow paths confin'd;

And when in {lippry ways I trod,
The method of my fteps delign'd.

28. Through him I num’rous hofts dcfeat
And flying fquadrons captive take;
Nor from my fierce purfuit reticat,
'Till I a final conqueft make.
| 2g. Cover'd
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2g. Cover'd with wounds, in vain they try
Again weir vanquifh’d heads to rear,
Spite of their boafted ftrength, they lie

~ Beneath my feet, and grovel there.

30. God, when frefh armies take the fieid,
Recruits my ftrength, my courage warms;

He makes my ftrong oppolers yield,
Subdu'd by my prevailing arms.

-31. Through him, the necksof proftrate foes
My conquering feet in triumph prefs;
Aided by him, I root out thofe
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 affiftance lend.

33. Like flying duft, which winds purfue,
Their broken troops I fcatter'd round;
Their flaughter'd bodies forth 1 threw,
Like loathfome dirt that clogs the ground,

PART SIXTH. 7 ¥ (&

34. The people oft at ftrife till now,
By God’s appointment me obey ;
The heathen to my feeptre bow,
And urknown nations own iy fway.
| 35. Remotclt
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35. Remoteft realms their homage fend,
When my fuccefsful name they hear ;

Strangers for my commands attend,
Charm'd with refpe&, or aw'd with fear.

36. All to my fummens tamely yield,
Or {oon in battle are difinay’'d;

For ftronger holds they quit the ficld,
~And {till in firongeft 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,

Whe me with his falvation bleft.

38. "Tis Ged that fiill fupports my right,
His juft revenge my foes purfues;

"T1s he that with refiftlefls might,

- Fierce nations to my yoke fubducs.

39.- My univerfal fafeguard he!
From whom my lafting honours flow,
He made me great, and fet me free
From my remorielefs, bloody foc.

40. Therefore, to celebrate his fame,
My grateful voice to heav'n I'll raife ;
And nations, f{trangers to his name,
sShall thus be taught to fing his praife.
| 41, % God
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41. % God to his king delivrance fends,
¢« Shews his Anointed fignal grace;

¢ His mercy evermore extends
¢ To David and his promis’d race,”

PSALM XIX.

PART FIRST. ADDISON.

1. HE fpacious firmament on high,

With 21l the blue etherial fky,
And {pangled heav’ns, a fhining frame,
Their great Original proclaim,

2. Th’ unweary’d {un, from day to day,
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 thades prevail,
"The maon takes up the wond'rous tale,
And mghtly to the lift'ning carth,
Repeats the ftory of her birth.

4. While all the ftars that round her burn,
And all the planets in their turn,

Confirm the tidings as they roll,

And {prcad the truth from pole to pole.

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

6. In reaflon’s car they all rqmcc,
And utter forth a glorious voice;
For cver finging as they fhine,

The hand that madc us is div.inc.

PART SECOND. SCOTCII VERSION,

1. God’s law is perfet, and converts
" 'The foul in {in that lics;
God’s tcﬁlmonv 1s moft iuu,
And makes the fimple wife.

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

The Lord's command is pure, and doth
Light to the eyes impart.

a. Unfpotted is the fear of Godl, ’
And doth cndure for ever:

The judgments of the Lord are true,
And rightcous altogether.

4. Theymore than gold, yea much {inc gold,
To be defired are:
Than honey dmppmo from the comb,

Their talte is [wecter far.
5. Morcovcr,
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. Morcover, they thy fervant warn
How he his life fhould fxame,

A great reward provided i1s
For fuch as keep the fame.

?ART THIRD. WATTFS,
’f}JJ. fa T ey R 2t |
. I hear thy word with love,
And I would {zin obey:
Send thy good fpirit from above,
'T'o guide me fett T fray,

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

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

3. Warn me of ev'ry fin,
Forgive my fecret faults,

And cleanfe this guilty foul of mine,
Whole crimes exceed my thoughts,

4. While, with my heart and tongue,
1 ipxead thy praife abroad ;

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

PSALM XX,
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PSALM XX. Jlo*

EHOVAH hears thee in the day
When trouble forth he fends; -
And {till the name of Jacob’s God,
Thee from all ill defends.

2. His mercy help fends from abeve,
To thoie dhat helplefs be;

Frovn Sion bis own holy lnll
His 2rm gives fteength to thee.

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

Grauits thee what e'er thy heart defires,
FulElls thy counfel wife,

4. Inhis faivation we will joy;
Ii our God's name we will
Difplay our banners; and the Lord
Our prayers wil fulhill,

. Go-this anointed king will fave,
M} heart 1s well afsur df

*Ie frum his holy heav’n above
Wil faving frength atfard.

5. Inchariotsand in hoxfcq, fome
"Lhieir conhdence do place;

Bt e no ltedfalt Lope can find,
But i Jchovaly's grace.

PSALM XAL
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PSALM XXI. 8lapps-
1. H E king, O Lord, with fongs of

praife,
Shall in thy ftrength rejoice ;
And bleft with thy falvation raife
To heav'n his chearful voice.

2, For what{oe’er his lips defird,
Thou kindly didit 1mpart ;

And halt, with thy acceptance, blefs'd
The wifhes of his heart,

3. Thy fure defence, throughnationsround,
Has {pread his glorious name:

And his {uccefsful attions crown'd
With majefty and fame.

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

His mercy fhall fupport his throne,
And ali our wants fupply.

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

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

6. When t! »u againft them doft engage;
Thy jufty but dreadful doom
Shally like a fiery oven’s rage,
Their hopes and them conlume.
' 7. Thus
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’Fhus, Lord, thy wondrous pow r declarey
- And-thus axaltthy fame;
\V hile we glad {ongs of praife prepare .
For thy Almig}lty. namc. o

PSALM xxi. 7.t
PART FIRST. ‘

Y God, my God, why leav 'fi thou me,
When I in anguilh call on thce ¢

W hy doft thou me negleét -

And my loud pray'r reje&t ?

All da), but all the day in vain,

To thee, Q) Lord do I complain

All mobt have I 1mplord

Thy help to be reftord.

. Yet thou, O Lord, art cver jult,
Rehevmg thofe who in thee trult
‘Therefore, fhall Ifrael raile
To thee continual praife :

On thee our anceflors rely'd,

And in thy ﬁrength their foes defv'd;
To thee their pray’rs addrefs'd,

#5d with fuccefs were blefs'd.

< Thy y fure deliv’rance, Lord, they found),
\V hen dangers gather'd thickelt round ;
Thinc car their cries receiv 'd,
And they were foon relicv'd:
' But
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But I, like none of human birth,
Am made the {coffing rabble’s mirth ;
Ev'n like a reptile bafe,

‘They hold me in dilgrace.

FART SECOND. ‘Tw?" 3.

4. My agonics, n‘w gamng crowd,

. Survey with fcorn and laughter loud-
They mock whilt I complain,

And thus my woes difdain:

¢ He boafted he was heav'n's deligh;
¢t et God reliev = his favorite ;

¢ Let him afliftance fend

¢ His {crvant to aefend.”

g But thou didft, from my mothen 5 Woinby
lake me a hvmg offspring come;
Thy care thou didft extend,
And helplefs me defend:
My youth thou didft from dangers ﬂneld

And guardian like, proteétion yleld
In thee I will confide, .

For thou art ftill my guide.

6. Withdraw not then, O God, moft hxgh'

Thy aid, when trouble is fo mgh
1o thou that help extend, '
On which I ftill depend.

My
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My cncmles, a frowning throng,
Like favage bulls, both hcru: and ftrong,
Prcparc with growing rage,

Againft me to engage.

7. They gape on me, and to my fcars,
Eichmouth a yawning grave appears ;
VWide open to devour |

My foul, when in their pow'r;

The defert lion’s favage roir

Could not increafe my horrors more :
In compaét clofe combin'd,

They have my fall defign’d.

'PART THIRD. 7, ‘?131 :
8. My joints are rack’d, and out of frame;
My heart like wax before the flame
Withia mv bofom glows;
My blood like water flows; -
My ftresgth is parch'd like potter’s clay ;
My faultr"‘g tongue forgets to pmv
My foul all nope reﬁgns, |
And to the grave declines. -

g. Like biood-hounds, theyafsemble rouud,
My harmleis hands and feet they wound,
And, through my conftant pain,

I lanrrmfh and complain,

¢

‘That
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_ From their {harp fword, aefc d thou me,

P S A L M S 15

That all my bones may wfell ‘be told ;
Yet this as paftime they: b&bold
And ftill their pleafure {l fhow

At cach increafe of W 0C.

10. As fpoil, m) garmcnts they d vxde 5

By lots their port:on they decide ; ,

[herefore, thy arm eJ;t,end

And fet my life {r‘m dangerfice;-
Nor leave my fouloe?ow’r’d L
By dogs to be devour o |
SO rll .
11. Tame, 'O ’Godg aﬂi&amca {feid ;°
My life, from Mon's fiirce, deﬁend, q -
As once thy firéngthprevaild, - .-
When unicorns afsail'd.
Then to my brethren ¢ :proclaxm

The tuumphs Of thy h(“y‘ met‘ S ST :
And to the faints repatrg:i i i o=
Ihy glory.to declre. .. - -

-

- -

'.-l
P ¥

12. Praife ye the Lbfd*id Tohgs 'éwinc,
Ye numlous race of ¥frael’s line';: -

To him with fervour pray, - %20t tu L
And low obeifance pay; el
His peoplé he hath nées difdam’d

Or tun'd his 'facc whcn t"hey cdnipiamd

D 24 But

......
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But t6 their humble pray'’r
Voth lend a gracious éar.

PART FOURTHL. D2 K

13. Thus in thy ceurts, thy name I'll blefs,
And'Inr loud fongs my thanks ehprefs,
And io thy faints declare;

Thy providenual' care. -

The meek companions of my grief,
Shall at my table find relicf;

And all"'who feek thy fzce,

- Shall find refrcﬂung grace.

14. Then fhall the world thearhomage pay
'To God,.'and his commands-obey ;.
His powr tbcy thall confefs, ,-1;{—-- ‘
And pray’rs to him addrefs.. =
From kings fubmillion to receive,
Is his fupreme prerogative
Who doth the-world- fuﬁdm,
And over all things reign.: .

15. The rich his bounty muﬂ confefs;
The poor-their gep'rous puwn blefsy
To him.they all refont. . o
For fuccour and fupport ;.

Then fhall a race exalt his name,
And to their heirs his truth proclaim,
‘Till heav'n and. carth combin'd -
Are all 1o God 1clwnd
- PSALM XXIIL
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P ‘S ALM XXIII. Abpbison.

HE Lord my pafture thall prepare,
~ And feed me with a thepherd’s:care;
‘His prelence fhall my wants fupply, .
And guard me with a watchful cye;
My noon-day walks he fhall attend,
And all my m:dmﬂht hours defend.

2. When-in the fultry gjebe I famtg
Or on the thirfly. mountajn pant,

To fertile vales and dewy meads,

My weary wand'ring fteps he leads
Where peaceful rivers, foft and flow,
Amid the verdant landfcape flow.

Though in the paths of death I tread;
,\thh aloomy:horror overfpread,

My ﬁcdfaﬁ ?’eart ﬂlall fear no ik,

I<or thou,. O Lord! art thh me {till.

Thy friendly crook fhall give me aid,

And guide me through the dreadful {hade.

Though in a bare and ruogcd way,
hrough devious lonely fteps I firay ;
‘Thy bounty fPall my pains beguile,
The barren wiidernefs fhall fmllc,
With {udden greens and herbage crown'd,
And ﬁrcams fhall murmur all around.

PSALM XXIV.,
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PSALM: XXIV. Warrs,

1.! I 'HE earth for ever is the Lord’s,
With Adam’s num’rous race;

He rais’d its arches o’er the floods,
And built it on the feas.

2. But. who among the fons of men
May vifit thine abode ?

He that has hands from mifchief clcan,
Whole hcalt is rlg‘nt with God.

3. This is the man who fhall tecmve,
The bleflings of his grace:

This i the lot of thofe who &:ék

a8 43

4- E re& your heads, eterﬁa. rrates, e
Unfold to entertain o

The king of gtory : fee he comes
With hn celeftial tram

5. Who is the kmg of glory ? Who?
The Lord for ftrength renown'd ;

In battle mlghty, o'er his foes
Etcrnal v1€tw crown'd.

 PSALM XXV,
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PSALM XXV,
PART PIRST. TATE AII"X{‘)‘»?BR'A_DYc

O God, in whom T truft,
'I lift my heart and voice; =
O let me not be put to thame,
Nor let my foes rejoi'ce

-

2. Thofe who on thee réTy
Let no difgrace aitend ;

Be that the thameful lot of fuch
As wilfully offend, |

3. To me thy truth unpax‘t,
And lead me in thy'way ; -
or thou art he that brings me help,
On thee I wait all day.

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

And gracioufly continue’ {hll,
As thou wert’ever kmd

. Let all my yonthf*:! crimes -
Be blotted out by thee; . - -

And, for thy wond'rous goodne& fake,
In mcrcy think en me. -

!

E | PARYL
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T
~_£“}~{ PART SECOND. WATTS.

1, Thmrd 15 ] uft and Lmd

The meek, fhall leara his ways;
And every humble finner find
The methods of his grace.

2. Where fhall the man be found,
Who fears t offénd his God,

‘Who loves the ‘gofprel’s joyful iound
And trembles at the rod?

- 8. The Lord fhall make him know
The fccrets of - his heart ;

‘The wonders of his cov’nant thow,
And all his love impart.

4. The dealings of his hand
Are truth and memy ﬁlll

With {ach as to his cov'nant ﬁand,
And love to do his mll |

5. Their foul fhall dwell at-eafe -
Before their maker'’s face;
“Their feed fhall tafte the promifes,
. Intheir extenfive grace. . . -

PART THIRD., WATTS.

1. Minc eyes and my defire
Are cver to the Lord;
I love to plead the promlfee,

And reft upon his word.
2. Turh
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2. Turn, turn thee to my foul,
Bring thy falvation near;

When will thy hands releafe my feet
Out of the deadly {nare?

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

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

‘4. Behold the hofts of hell, -
How cruel is their hate !

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

5. O keep my foul freun death,
Nor put my-hope to fhaine,
For { have plac’d my only truft

In my Redcemer’s name.

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

Of Hrael let it ne'er be faid,
He fought the Lord in vain,

PSALM XXVL Warrs.

# )
1. YUDGE me, O d:g, and prove my ways ;
Lord! try my reins and fearch my heart,
My faith upon thy promifc ftays,
Nor from thy law my feet depart.
2. I




£e PSALMS

2, 1 hate to walk, I hate to fit,

~ With men of vanity and lies;

k1-e {corner and the hypocrite
~re the abhorrence of my eyes.

2 &mong thy faints will I appcar,
V/i*h hands well wafn’d in innocence;

Jut wken I ftand before th bar,
e Livod of Chrift is my defence.

4. "love thy habu:mon, Lord!

\ '1 he tcmple where thy honours dwell ;
tere I fhall hear thy holy word,
| 17‘d ~nere thy works of wondet tell. .

. Lz not my foul be join'd at lak,

\‘V ith men of treachery and blood,
Since I my days on earth have patft,

Among the faints, and near my God.

PSALM XXVIIL

PART FIRST, SCATCH VERSTON,

THE Lord of glory is my light,
And my falvatton too:
bod is my ftrength ; nor will I fear

What all my foes can do.
2, Againft
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Againft me though an hoft cncamp,
On my deftru@ion bent,
I will not fear; for in the Lord -
I ftill am conﬁdcnt

3. One thing I of the Lord deﬁrd
And will feek to obtain;

That while I live, within his courts
My feet may flill remain; = -

4. That I the beauty of the Lord,
Beholdmg, may admire ;
And in his holy place, his will
May rev'rently inquire,

5. For he,- in his pavilion fhalE

Hide me in evil days, ~  °
Within his fecret tent me keep,

And on a rock me raife.

6. Ev'n now my head is lifted bngh
Above my foes-around :

Therefore fhall joyfal fongs of praxfe
Wxthm thy temple found.

PART SECOND. WATTS.

1. Soon as I heard my father fay,.
Ye children jeek my grace;
My heart replu d without delay,
Il feek my rather's face,
2. Let
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2. Let not thy face be hid from me,
Nor frown my foul away ;
- God of my life, T'll fly to thee
When comes the evil day. -

3. Should friendsand kindred nearand deay
Leave me to want or die, -
My God would mak:: my kfe his care;
-~ And all my need {upply. -

4. My fainting fefh had <5'd thh griefy
- Had.not my foul betie.v’ G
That thy rich grace would fend re}.ef

Nor was my hope deceivd. =

5. Wait on the Lord with patxent fanh
He will infpire your breaft

With inward ftrength ; do thou thy part;.
And leave to him the reff.

PSALM XXVIIL Mzraick.

OD ‘my. ﬁrength to thee I pray,
Turn net thou thine earaway;

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

2. Let me not thofe judgmients know,
"Nc'er to feel that direful blow,
By thy juft decrees affign’d
To the men of iripioue mind.
‘ 9. On
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3. On thy long experxenc’d aid,

See my hope for ever. ftay’'d ;
While my heart, witt: 1oy pofse&,

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. MERRICE.
ING, ye fons of mlghL O fing
Praife to heav’n’s eternal ng, .

Pow rand ftreigth to him affign,
Bow before his ha}low 'd fhrine.

e. Hark ! hisvoice in thunderbreaks;
Hufh'd to filence, while he ipem‘{"‘
Ocean’s waves, from pole to pols,

Hear the awful accents roll.

3. See, aslouder yet they rlfc,
Echoing through the vaulted fkies;
See, uplifted from its feat,
Lebanon itfelf retreat!

4 How the burfting clouds give way,
And the vivid light'nings play !
Now the wilds, by man untrod,
Hcar difimay dthy approaching God.
5. Proftrate

A
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5. Proftratc on the facred floor,
Bow ye faints, his name adore ;
While his alis, toev'ry tonguc,
Yielu it's argument of {ong.

6. He the fwelling furge commands;
Fix'd his throne for ever ftands;

He his people fhall increafc,

Arm with ftrength, and blefs with peace.

PSA E M XXX. Tate axp Brapv.

PART FIRST.
1.I’LL cciebrate thy praifes, Lord,
Wto didft thy pow’r employ
To raife my drcoping head, and check
My foe’s mfultmg Joy.

. Inmy diftrefs T cry'd to thee,
W’ho kindly didft rclieve,

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

3. Thus to his courts, ye faints of hls,
With {ortgs of praife repair ;

With me commemorate ‘his'truth -
And provxdcnnal 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




P S A L MS 57

PART SECOND. PR
L’b‘o’ . hﬂ""(% -

5. Inprofp’rous « s my heart prefumd;
“No fudden cha. je I fear'd;
Whilft in my funfbine of fuccefs,
No low'ring cloud appcear'd.

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

When thou thy face didft hide, I faw ‘
My honour laid in duft.

7. Then, as 1 vainly had prefum’d,
My error I confeis'd;

And thus with {upplicating voice
Thy mercy’s throne addrefsd :

8. ¢ What profit is there in my blood,
¢ Congeal'd by death’s cold night?
« Can filent afhe- {peak thy praile,
¢ Thy wond'rous truths recitc?

. % Hear me; @ Lord, in mercey hear;
“ Thy wonted aid extend :
Send help, O thou.on whom alone,
“ I can for help depend.”

&S

49

10. My mourning voice, O Lord, thouhaft
To joy and praifes turn'd ;

Inrobes of ftate invefted me,
Who latc in fackcloth mourn'd.

L 2, 11. Exalied
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W

11. Exalted thus, I'll gladly fing
Thy praile, in grateful verfe; -

And, as thy favours endlefs are,.
Thy endlefs praife rehearfe.

PSALM XXXL

L PART FIRST. 4ﬂ'21/
' T'q"*'ﬂ

1. I,'ROM fhame and infult fet me frese,.
For ftill, O Lord! 1 truftin thee;

Once more thy kind affiftance 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 car,
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 ftill my righteous caufe maintain.

3. Since thou ’rt my rock, and foes opprefs,
Oh'! lead me out of this diftrefs;
Thy wonted help, my God, impart,
¥or thou my {trength and forireisart;
To thee alone I look for aid,
'I'o fhun the Inares my focs have laid.
4. Thou
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4. Thou God of mercy, love and truth,
Who haft preferv’d me from my youth
My life, my foul, and all that’s mine;
To thee I wxllmg\y refign ;

To thee my. foul for fuccour flies,

For thofe I hate who truft in lies.-
-

PART SECOND. WATTs.

t. My heart rejoices in thy name,
My God, my heav nly truft;

Thou haft preferv 'd my face from fhame’
Mine honour from the duﬁ

2. My life is fpent in grief, I cry'd,
My years confum’d in groans;
My {trength decays, mine eyes are dry’d,
And forrow waftes my bones.

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

- While to my neighbours I became

Forgotten and unknown. |

4. Slander and fear, on ev'ry ﬁdc,
Seiz'd and befet me round; |

I to the Throne of Grace applv’d
And fpecedy refcue found,

PART
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Ty £ 'ﬁ__“ “’P&t THIRD.  WATTS,
1. My time is in 1> hand, I cry'd,
Though I draw rear the duft;
Thou art the refuge v-here I hide,
The God in whom T truft.

2. O make thy reconciied face,
Upon thy fervant fhine;

And fave me for thy mercy’s fake,
For I'm entirely thme.

3. How great deliv’rance thou haft wrouglt,
Before the fons of men!

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

4. Thy goodnefs how divinely free!
Hov- "weet thy fmiling face,

Tott  «ho fear thy majefty, .
Ar ' %40 thy promis'd grace!

£. Th «hilcrza, from the ftrife of tongucs,
~ Shall «vy pavilion hide,
Guard them from infamy and wrongs,

And crufh the {ons of pride.

6. "Twas in my hatte, my fpivit faid,
I muft defpair and due,

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

He'll bend his ear to your complaints,
And tecompence the proud

PS AL.M ~ XXXII‘.H T.u'z AND Brapy,
léAR'r FIRST.

E’ bleﬁ: whofe ﬁns have pardon
gain'd,
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 rehcf
All day did I with anguifh roar,
But no complaints afsuag’ dmy grief,

3. Heavy on me thy hand remain'd,
By day and mght alike diftrefs'd ;

My vital moiftuge’s wholly drain'd,
Like land w fth iummer drought opprefs’d. |

4. No fooner I my wound difclos'd,
The guilt that tortur'd me thhm,
But thy forngeneh interpos'd,
And mercy’s healing balm pour'd in.

F PART
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| ~ PART S$SECOND. - [ o> a0
4. True penitents fhall thus. fucceed,
‘Who feek thee while thoumay'ft be found;
They, from the common deluge freé'd,
Shall fee remorfelefs finners drown’d.

g, Thy favour, Lcrd, in-all diftrefs,
My tow'r of r=fuge I will own;

* ¥4y haughty foes thou fhalt reprels,
~ "And me with fongs of triumph crown.

g, lomy inftru&ion then canfide, ™ =~

~ ’Yon that would truth’s fafe path defcry;

“;our progrefs 1] fecurely guide, -
And keep you with my wakeful eye.

s .to wifdom rules,

{on have attain'd,

d horfe or mule,

curb’d and rein'd.

4. Submit: yourfelve
 Like men who rea
" Ne like th’ ungovern

“Whole fury muft be

_ Sorrows on forrows multiply'd,

" The harden'd finner fhall confound ;

But them who in his truth confide,
- Bleffings of mercy fhall furround.

PSALM XXXIIL
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PSALM XXXIL /'+
A ~ .PART -FIRST. . o
r.RF_-JOI CE, ye righteous, in the Lord,
And praife him with delight;
For thankfulnefs becomes the lips
Of thofe who ore 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 crowa'd.

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

And all the'beauteous hofts of light
At his command appeard. . '

4. Let all the tribes of -human race;, °

© The Lord their Maker fear; ..

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

5. For he but fpake, und it was done,
He gavie the great command ; - Y
This {pacious world: began to be,
~ And doth unfhaken ftand.

6. He fcorns the angry nations rage,
And breaks their vain defigns;
His counfel ftands. through ev'ry age,
And in full glory fhines, -
o C PART
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7. Bleft nation who can in the Lord,
As in their God rejoice; - -

To whom he makes his glortes known;.'
Who hear his heav’nly voice; -

8. He all the nations of the earth,
From heav’'n his throne farvey'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 firength the ftrong deceives:

No managd horfe by force or {fpeed,
His warlike rider faves. St
10. "Tis God, who thofe that'truft in him,

Beholdswith‘gm'tiouszeves g il
" He frees their fouls from death, - théir wints
In faminé he fupplies. SR
11. Our foulson God with patience wait :
" Qur help and fhield ishe; - 1
Then, Lord, let fill our- hearts rejaice;
Becaufe we truftinithee. - RS
~ 12. The riches of ‘thy mercy, Lord,
Do thou'to usextend:
Since we, for all we wantor wifh,

On thee alone depend.
PSALM XXXIV.
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PSALM XXXV,

PART FIRST.' *Tate 'aAND ‘Braby. -

"HRO alf the changinig fcenes of life;
In trouble and in joy,
The prailes of my God fhall flill
My heart and tongue emaloys -

2. Of his deliv’rance I'Wwill boaft,
Till all that are diftreft; -

From my example comfort take, |
And charm' thtir griefs to reft.

3. O magnify the Lond wnthme, |
*With me exalt his name; - . .-
When in diftrefs to higa: 1. calld,
He to my refewe cama. = ...

4. Ihﬁrmmmgheamw&moﬁem
Who look d‘m him foraids ..
Defir'd fuecels in ev'ry face, o -
A cheerful air difplay'd.

5. The hofts of G@demhmp a:qan& ¥
The dwellings.of the juft: -
Deliv Mthﬁeam to all. iy e
Who in his. fyccour t.mﬁ

6. O make buf trial. of his lovc 3
Experience will decide,. . . .-
How hle are they, and onl)a they

Who in lus truth; confide. : C
7, Fear
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7. Fear him, ye faints, and you will then

" Have nothing elfe gofear:.. .- .
Make vou his fervice your delighty «i—-. .
" Your wants fhall be his care. -

. 8. While hungry lions lack their prey,
The Lord will food providej © - -
For fuch as put their truft in him, ..
And fee their wapts fupply'd. |

SRR A S TR
PART SECOND. . Warzse: -2

. Come, children, learn to fear the Lord; .
And, that your days be long,

Let not a falfe or fpitefat word, - -5 -
Be found upon waitopgue, © 1 E

s0. Depait frenvrichiel,, praflife fowe, -
Purfue the wrke of peadey. el ¢ L

So fhall the Lord your ways approvey -
And fet your fouls 2. zale. RERE

11. His'eges awake to piard the jufts.-

His ears attendiiliedr csyss, i v~
When broken fpirits dweis imdufty < S
The God of graceis mgi. "+ *
12. What, tho the forrows here they tafte;
Are fharp and tedious too, C

The Lord who faves ther all at laft,

Is their fupperter now, -+
' - 13. Evil
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t3. Evil fhall. {mite the wicked. déad v
But God fecures his own; . .. ’
Prevents the ofifchief - when khey {hdg, v

Or heals the broken bone. - :

14. When defolation like a ﬂood,
O'er the proud finher rolls,

Saints, find a refuge in. their God
For he redf:emd thelr fou[s

P S A L M XXXVI
 PART WMESTY  WATTS.

‘ N JHEN man grows bold in ﬁn,
My heart within me cries,

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

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

Till his dark crimes at onge re vcald,
Expole his hateful name.

8. His-heart is fal»fe and foul;
His words are, fmooth and falr 3
Wifdom js bapifh’d from his foul, ‘
And leaves no goodnefs thct;:

4. He plots. upan hls bedy
New mifchiefs to fulﬁll A
He fets his heart, and hand and hcad
To pra&zfc all that's ill, i
i - §- But
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 Buk there’s adreadful God, ..+ . -
Tho' men rénouhce his fear; - . ¢ 7
His juftice: hid behindthe'cloud : -~
Shall one great day a,ppear,:i? L

pART SECOND. SCOTCH VERSION..

;. Thy mércy, Jord, is‘in the licay'n's;
Thy truth gbth reach the clouds, -
Thy juftice is Tike mountaifs gréat;
Thy judgements deepas flaods.
o. Lord, thou preft:tveﬁ man and beaft
How precious is thy grace!
Therefore; 1 fhadow of thy wings

Mens fons their truft: fha place. - - }
3 They with the tiches of ‘thy' Houfe - 1
Shal.l b? we}lifaﬁsfy’tl; st B T
From tivers of thy pleafures thou ‘
Wilt drink to them provide.

4. Becaufe of life &y eternal fpringy * -
?mains alone with theey <~ At
And in that puréft light of thine, '
We clearly light {hal} foe. -+
5. Thy loving kindnefs dnto them
Continue, that thee’know :
And-fill on men upright in heart

T h'y‘rightcoufnefs beflow. -
- PSALM XXXVI.
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PART FIRST,

VKIHY fhould I vex my foul, apd fret
To fee the wicked rife?
Or envy finners waxmg ggeat |

By violence and lies?

2. Soon is the grafs cut. down, and“ tﬁ:s
And beauteous flow'’rs decay ;

More fwift the finner’s glory fli f{
And fooner fades than they.

3. Then let me make the Lord my tru{t,

And praéiife all that’s good;
So fhall I dwell among the juft,
And hell prowde me food. .

4. Mineinnocence he fhall 'dlﬁ)lay,‘ A
And make his judgements known,

Fair as the light of dawning day, -
And glorious as the noon. . - ‘.,;; h

5. The meek at laft the earth pofsefs,
And are the heirs of heav'n;

True riches, with abundant peace, .:
To humble fouls are given, -

I" 2. B PAR’
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' . PART SECOND, | r
6. Reft in the Lord, and kecep his way,

Nor let your anger rife,
Tho’ Providence fhould long delay,
- Fo punith haughty vice.

7 Let finners join to break your pecace,
And plot and rage and foam;
"The Lord derides themn, for he knows
. H& day of. wrath will come,

8. Forthey have drawn the threat’ning fword,
- Have beént the murd’'rous bow,

~ ‘To flay the men that fear the Lord,

- And bring the righteous low.

. But God fhall break their bow, and burn

T heis perfecuting darts;;
$hall their own fwords ageinft them turn,
With fhame.o'erwhelm their hearts.

\!f“-(‘«‘ig’)’" PART THIRD.
10. Why do the weakthy wicked boaft,
' And grow profanely bold?

'The meaneft portion of the juft
Excels the finner’s gold.

11. The wicked borrows of his friends,

And ne'er. defigns to pay ;.
The faint 1s ::erciful and lends,

o N1 tuins the pogr, away,

+ A
b““—-’ ,‘.
& weo o

12, His
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‘12. His almé with liberal heart he gives,
. Among the fons of need; -

His mem’ry to long ages hves,
And bléffed is his feed.

13. His lips abhor to talk profane,
To {lander 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 fhall never {lide.

15. When finners fall, .the nghteous ftand
Preferv’d from ev'ry fnare;

. They fhall pofsefs the promis'd. land,

And dwell for ever there.

\ & .
VY 1@3’- PART FOURTH,

16. My God, the fteps of pious men,
Are orderd by thy will;

Though they fhould fali, they rife agam, |
Thy hand fupports them full,

17. The Lord delights to fee their ways;
Their virtue he approves:
He'll ne’er deprive them of his grace,

Nor Icave the man he Joves,
18, The
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18. ' The heav'nly beritage is their’s, i
 Their portion and their home; -

He feeds them now, and makes them hcxrs
Of bleffings 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 jultice cafts them dowa. |

20. The haughty finnes have I {een,
Not fearing man nor God,

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

g1. But lo! he vanifh'd from the ground,
Deftroy'd by hands unfeen;

Nor reot, nor branch, nor leaf was found,
Where all that pride had beep.

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

True pleafure runs thtough all his ways,
And peaceful 1s his end.

"PSAL M XXXVIII, Warrts,

MIDST thy wrath remember love,
Reftore thy fervant, Lord;
Nor let a father’s chaﬁ ning prove
Like an avenger's fword,
S | 2. Thy
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2. Thy arrows ftick within iy hem,
My flefh is fore}y preft;i. « -

- Betweeix the, {orrow and Ahe: ,fmart, \
My fpirit finds no-ref}. * T

3. My finsa 'heavy load appear,
And o'er my head are gote,” © -
Too heavy they for me to ke ary |
 Teo hard for me ¢ atonc

-~ .

4. My, thoughts are; hkea tr’mbled fca.
That finks:my icomforts dpwn; - .
And T go mourning all the day,
Beneath my father’s frown

5. Lord Iam weaken’d and dxfmay
None of ‘my pow'rs are witole;

My wounds with piercing angmfh biced,
The angmfh of my. foul ' o

U SPEEE AR i
6. All my deﬁres to thee are knom n,
Thine eye counts evry tear; . .~

And every figh and ev'ry groan, o~
Is notic'd by thxne ear. S

7. Thou art my God, my. Dnly hopc, N
My God will hear my cry;. ;.
My God will bear my {pirit up, .
thn Satan bids me dxe.
G 8. My
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8. My foes rejoice;i whcueerlfhde,

To fcc my Vire: fary. ..
It forms theéitpleafiire and then' pnde, o

Whene'er their. wiles pravail. -

.g. ButI'll confefs my guilty wayss.
And grieve for all my fin;.
Tll mourn how ‘weak, the feeds of oracc,

And beg fupport dwmg

10. My God, forgive my folhes paﬁ,
And be fOr evermg s T .

O Lord, to my- faivﬁnmhaﬂ:e, BUNE
Before thy fervant die. -

P SA L M XXXIX VVA'r'rs.
' PART (FIRST, .~ . -
HUS f t»efdﬁ/’é before tbe Lorcl-
. Now will I watch my tongue, |

Le{t I let flip ore-finful wordy. | o
Or do my ncxghbour wrong.

o, Whene er conﬁramd awhﬂe to {tay
With men. of lives profane;
I'll fet a double guard. that .dayy,
Nor let my talk be vain. *

3. TU-fearceidilow: ‘my'lips-to fpeak
The pious thpughis 1.feeky: .
Left fcoffers faould th’ ccaﬁon tal{e

To mock my holy zealy -
4. Yet
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2. Yet if fome proper-hour appear, ,
I'll not be over aw'd, .- .
But let the {coffing {inners: hear, . -

‘That we can fpcak for God,

ﬂ, Bﬂ::* PART SECOND,

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

I would fyrvey life’'s narrow fpacc, |
And leain haw: frail I am.

6. A {pan is all that we'can boaﬁ.
~ How fhort, how fleet our time!-
Man is but vanity and dufty

In all his fow'r:ahd prime..

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

They rage and firive, defire and love,
But all their noife is vain.

8. Some walk in honour's gaudy fhow,
Some dig for.golden ore, :
They toil for heirs, they know not who, -
And ftrait are feen no more |

g. What fhould T with or.wait for then,
From creaiures, earth and duit?
They make our expe&ation vain,
And dxfappomt our truit,

s
o §

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

I give my mortal int'reft up,
And make my God my all.

Wajﬁ' PART THIRD. -

11. God of my life, look gendy down,
" Behold the pains I feel; -
But I am dumb before thy thrpnes \

Nor daré difpute thy will. -

12. Yet I may plead with humble cries, -

Remove thy fharp rebukes;
My ftrength confumes, my fpirit dxes,
Throu«h thy repeated. ftrokes. -

13. Crufh’d 2s a moth bencath thy:! hané -
We moulder to the duft: < a
Our feeble pow’rs can ne'er thhftand

And all our beauty’s loft.

14. I'm but a ftranger here below,
As all my fathers were ; -

May I be well prepard to go,
When I the fummons hear.

‘15, Butif my life be fpar'd awhile;

Before I hence remove,
T hy praife fhall be my bufinefs full,
And I'll declare thy love.
PSALM XL
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PSALM XL. ‘
PART FIRST. 'fo’:R'mcx.'

1, ITH patient hope my God I fought,
He far beyond my utmoft thought
His faving help apply'd; |
He from the dark and miry pit,
High on a rock has rais'd my fect,
" Nor fear my feps to flide.
¢. His praile infpirés my grateful tongue,
_ And diftates to my lipsa long, A
In ftrains unhear'd before;
Admiring crowds his works fhall fee,
Their ftrength on him repofe with me;
With me his name adore. . = . .- e

3. Blels'd who in thee, great God, confide,
~ Nor madly truft the arm of pride, =
And helps that but hetray: . - 4.
Thy mercies, Lord, all praife furmount,
No numbers can their fum recount,
Nor words their worth difplay.

/ﬁw%' sﬁﬁ ,;jP‘A'M SECOND. S/VATTS.
1. 1@6‘ Blood of. beafts, on aitar’s fpilty * :
Can cleanfe the foul, O Lord, from guilt;
But thou haft fet before our eyes,

An all-{ufficient 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.

2. Behold I come (the Saviour crxcs,
With love and duty in his eyes,)
I come to bear the heavy load

Of fins, and do thy will, my God

4. "Tis written in thy great decrec, ,;U_;
’T 55 in thy book foretold of me,
I muft fu{ﬁll the Saviour’s part,

. .
o~ *

CAnd lo} thy law is in my heart.
. ;. I’ll,magnﬁ:thyholylaw, B

And rebels to obedience draw, .

When on my crofs I'm lifted /zzg/z‘ |

Or to my crown above the Jky.

6. The szrzt all defcend and ﬂww;

Wkat thou haft done, and what I do;

The wond'ring world fhall learn thy grace,
And all creation tune thy praife.

H,;,,?‘, PSALM XLL7. N

s blels'd whofe tender car e,
Relieves the poor diftrefs'd ;
When troubles gather round,
The Lord fhall give him ref,
2. His
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. His life, ,with bleflings erown d, -
The Lord fhatkfure ptolong PR
And check the will ‘'of thofe: -
Who feek 'to.doshim. mong. -

g. If he, in low eftate, -
Opprefs'd with ficknefs lie,
The Lord will ¢omfort fend,

And inward ﬁrength fu’pply

4. Secure of thns, tmGod Coo T

I thus my pray'r: addrefed: - ‘
“ Lord, heal my woundedfouly -
. For I have much tranfgrelsd.”

5. My foes, with ﬂand’ring words, o .
Attempt to wm‘irxd m%' fAmc:, L
% When fhall he die,” fay they,

« And men forget his name ?”

6. Wlth whxfpers fuch as thefe, L
To hurt me they devife:’

% His doom at length is come,

¢ Hc.s fall’n, no more torife. .

7 My own famlhar frlend
On whem I moft rely d
Ha. ney; whoR gleRt: hc was
W:th.open fcorn.defy'ds .- |
3 | 8. But
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8. But thou my wretched ftate, -
In mercy,, Lord, regard; i |
And raife me up that they R
May meet their jaft reward, . oo
9. Thou {uffert not my foes,
To triumph in my fall;
Therefore, 1 know thine ear; .
Is open whenIcall. - ‘ ,,
10. My life thou doft fecure,
From danger and difgrace; >
And thou fhalt fet mie fiil BER I
Before thy glorious face. - '.
11. Let, therefore, Iftael's Lord
From age to a%e;~ be blefty . . -
And all the peop e’s;j'oj;? T
With loud Amens expreft. .

pSALM XLIL MERRICRs

. A S pants the hart for cooling fprings,
So longs my {dul; O King of Kingy

Thy face innear approach to fee; "
I thirft, great fource of 1ifé, for thee;
When fhall 1 reach thy bleft abode? - -
When meet the prefence of myGod? |
2. When up fair Zion's high afcent,

The tribes in long proceflion went !
. And
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And while thy praife in grateful fongs, :
Refounded from a thoufand tongues; .
I, rank’d among the feftive train, ' -
E‘iultmo trod the hallow'd fane.

3. Why now, my foul, with care opprefs'd?
And whence the woes that fill my breaft ?
- Inall thy cares, .in all thy woes, -
On God thy {tedfaft hope repofe; .
To him my thanks fhall ftill be paid, -

- My fure defence, my copftant axf' -

4. Thy mercies, Lordy before my eyes,
Shall yet in fweet remembrance rife;

To thee my foul alcends in pray’r,
And 1n thy bofom pours it’s care:

Thy name to rapture prompts my tongue,
My Joy by day, by moht my fong

P S AL M }xLIII TATI:‘. AND Brapy,
L;_’ dbem QF l&-* y
UST Judge of heav'n, aoamft my foes,
Do thou afsert my m_]urd right ;
O fct me free, my God, from thofe -
That in deceit and wrong delight. .

2. Since thou art {till my only ftay,
Why leav ft thou me in deep dilltrefs?
Why go I mourning all the day,
W hile me infulting foes opprefs ?
G a. 8. Let
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3. Let me with light and truth be bleft;
Be thefe my guides to lead the way ;.

Till on thy boly hiil I reft, |
And in thy facrﬂd temple pray.

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

And well-tun'd harps, with fongs of . praife,
Shall all my grateful haurs employ.

5. Why then caft down my foul? and why
So much opprefs'd with anxious care ?

On.God, thy God for aid rely, -~
Who wili thy ruin'd flate repair. |

- PSALM XLIV wAm

ORD, we have heard thy worLs of old,
Thy works of pow’r and grace,.
When to cur ears.our fathers told
Th:. wonders of their days. -

2. They faw thy beauteous churches ruc,
The {preading gofpel run;

‘While light and glory from the fkies,
Through.all their temples {hone.

3- In God they boafted alt the day,
And ina cheerful throng

Did thoulands meet to praie and pray,
And grace was all their fong.
) LI 4. But
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4. But now our fouls are feiz’d wnh ﬂlame.
Confufion fills our, face, ~

To hear the enemy blafpheme, -
And fools reproa.ch thy grace,

5. Yet have we not forgot our God,
“Nor falfely dealt with heav’n; -
Nor have our fteps declin’d thc road’ -
Of duty thou ha gwn. T

6. We are exposd all day o0 dte
As martyrs for thy name;

As fheep for flaughter bound, we lle,
And wan the klndhng flame.

7. Awake, anfe, Alrmghty Lord,
Why f{leeps thy wonted grace?
Why fbould we feem like men: abhorrd,

Or banifh'd from my tace.,

8. Wilt thou for ever caﬁ: us off,
And ftill neglett our cries?

For ever hide thy heav'nly love,
From our afth&ed eyes.?

9. Down to the duft our {oul is bow dy
~ And dics upop the ground;
lee for our Lelp, rebuke the proud
And all their pow'rs confound.
10, Redeem
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While Jufluu:, mcv}{.ucfa, braceiand truzn,
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10. Redeem us from perpetual thame,
Our Saviour and our God;

We plead the honours of thy namey " -
The merits of thy bloed. o

PSALM XLV. Warrs.

Y Saviour and my King,

‘Thy beauties are divine;

Thv lips with bleffings overflow,
And ev'ry grace is thine: ;

2. Now make thy glory known,
Gird on thy dreadful fword,
And ride in majefty to {pread
The copquefts cf. thy word.

g. Strike through thy ftubborn foes,
Or make -their hearts obey; -
sh

Attend thy giorious way.

4. Thy laws, O God, arc right;
‘Thy throne fhall ever ftand ;

And the vi€torious gofpel prove
A {ceptre in thy hand.’ |

5. Thy Father and: thy God, -
- Hath without meafure {hed
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 feen,

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

7. Fair bride, receive his love,
Forget th) father’s houfe;

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

8. O let thy God and king,
Thy fweeteft thou‘gﬁ:v, employ;
Thy children fhali his hanour fing,
In palaces of joy.

PSALM XLVI. S5corcH VERSION,

OD is our refuge and our ftrength,
In ftraits a prefent aid :
Therefore, although the earth remove,
We will not be afraid.

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

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

3. A rniver is, wnofe ftreams make glad
The city of our God;
The holy place, wherein the Lord
Hath fix'd his firm abode, »
H - 4. God
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4. God in the midft 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 wond’rous works
Have by the Lord been wrought;

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

7. Unto the ends of all the earth,
- War into peace he turhs:

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

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

Among the nations I'll be fear'd,
My praife be {pread abroad.

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

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

PSALM XLVII,
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PSALM XLVII. Tare anp Brabpv.

1. All ye people, clap your hands,
And with triumphant voices {ing;
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 muft dwell,
The pride of Jacob, his delight.

3. God is gone up, our Lord and king,
With fhouts of joy and trumpets found ;
To him repeaied prailes fing,
And let the cheerful {fong go round.

4. Your utmoft fkill in praife be thown
For him, who all the world commands;
Who fits upon his righteous throne,
And fpreads his fway c'er diftant lands.

5. Our chiefs andtribes, that far from hence,
To ferve the God of Abram came,

Found him their conftant fure defence: ,
How great and glorious 1s his name !

PSALM XLVIIIL.
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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 1s known,
A refuge in diftrefs;

How bright has his falvation fhone!
How fair his heav'nly grace!

4. When kings againft 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 {poil our peace,

He fends his tempeft roaring loud,
And finks them in the feas.

€. Oft have our fathers told,
Our cyes have often {een,

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 fcek deliv'rance there.

‘f\/qﬂ.g,« PART SECOND.
/ N
8. Far as thy name is known,
The world declares thy praife,
Thy faints, O Lord, before thy throne,
Their fongs of honour raife.

g. With joy the people ftand
On Sion's chofen hill ;

Proclaim the wonders of thy hand,
And councils of thy will,

10. Let ftrangers 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 worthip of thy court,

The chearful fongs, the {folemn vows,
And make a fair report.

12. How decent and how wife!
How 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 fky.

PSALM XLIX. MERRICK.

PART FIRET.

E na;ions, hear; ye fons of earth,
Of higheft or obfcureft birth;

Ye who from wealth’s fuli board are fed,

And ye vho eat with t0il your bread :

2. My words with juft attention weigh,
And liften to the hallow'd lay ;

My lips fhall wifdom’s lefsons yield ;

My heart with nobleft {cience hll'd.

3. Ceafe, mortals, ceafe yourpride ; nor dream
That riches fhall from death redecin;

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 ticafures to the purchafe join,

PART
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6. Behold the man in wifdom’s {chool
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 fublime,
Proof to the rage of eating time,

While lands fubjeéted 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 flecps forgotten in the tomb.

9. His hope thus vain, thus faithlefs found,
His fons afsume: in endlefs round
Another and another race

Their father’s wayward {eps fhall trace.

10. Together now behold them laid,

As fheep, when night extends her thade ;
*Vhile death, within the vaulted rock,
Stern fhepherd, guards the flumb’ring flock,

11. Corruption there it's work fhall ply,
And, wrapt in darknefs as they lie,
Each feature fair, each boaftzd grace,
With unrelenting hand efface,

12. Ye
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12. Ye juft, exulting lift your eyes:
Behold the prom.s'd morn arife,

That bids you, o'er each haughty foe,
Exalted, endlefs triumphs know.

13. My foul, amidit your happy train,
The with'd redemptxon fhall obtain,
By God adopted, death fhall brave,

And mock the difappointed grave.

PSALM L
PART FIRST. WATTS.

HE Lord, the judge, before his throne
Bids the whele earth draw nigh;
The nations near the iifing {un,
And ncar the weftern fky.

2. No more thall bold blafphemers fay,
Fudgement will ne'er begin;

No morc abufe the long delay,
To impudence and fin.

5. Thron'd on a cloud our God fhall come,
Bright flames prepare his way,
Thunder and darknefs, firc and ftorm

Lead on the dreadful day.
4. Heav'n
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4. Heav'n from above his call fhall hear,
" Attending angcls come,
And earth and hell fhall know and fear,
His juftice and thcir doom.

5. But gather all my faints (he cries)
That made their peace with God,
By the Redeemer's facrifice,
And feal’d it with his blood.

6. Their faith and works brought forth tc
light,
Shall make the world confefs,
My fentence of reward is right,
And heav’n adore my grace.

\ "w{‘ N rr}

PART SECOND.

7. Thus faith the Lord, the fpacious fields,
And flocks and herds are mine;

O v all the catde of the hills,
I claim a right divine,

8. I alk no fheep for faciifice,
Nor bullocks burnt with fire ;

To hope and love, to pray and praile,
Is all that I require.

9. Invoke my name when trouble’s near,
My hand fthall fet thee free;

Then fhall thy thankful lips declare
"The honour due to me,

H 2, 10, The
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10. The man that offers humble praife,
Declares my glory beft ;

Auidl thofe that tread my holy ways,
Shall my falvation iafte.

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 lgve their carc.

2. They impioufly rehearfe his name,
With lips of falfehood and deceit ;

A friend or brother the ! defame,
A.d footh and flatter thofe they hate.

3. They watch to do their neighbeur wreng,
Yet darc to feek their Makers facc;

They take his cov'nant on their tonguc,
But break his laws, abule his grace.

4. To hzav'n they lift their hands unclean,
Defil'd with luft, and ffain’d with blood;
By night they praEu cv’ry [in,
By Cay their mouths draw near to God.

5. And while his judgements long delay,
They grow {ecurc and {in the morz;
They think he fleeps as well as they,
And put far off the drfeadful hour.
6. Oh
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6. Oh dreadful hour! when God draws ncar,
And fets their crimes before their eyes;
His wrath their guilty {ouls {fhall tear,
And no deliv'rer dare to rile,

. P _.;'1 ALM LI Warrs.

>"““*"""’,/““"7 PART FIRST.

1. GOD of grace! our fins forgive,
And let repenting {inners live ;

Great God! thy nature hath no bound,

So let thy pard’ning love be found.

2. Oh walk our fouls from ev'’ry {tain,
And make our guilty confcience clean;
Guilt like a burden on us lies,

And paft offences pain our eyes.

. Our lips with thame our fins confefs,
Arr'\mﬁ thy law, againit thy grace;
Loxd theuld thy Judoement grow {evere,
We arc condemn'd, but thou art clear.

. Soon as we draw our infant breath,
The feeds of fin grow up for death;
The law demands a perfeét heart,
But we're detil'd 1 ev'ry part.

5. Great God create our heart ancw,
And form our fpirit pure and true;
Oh make us wilc by times to {ec

Our dangcer 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 pard’ning voice,
And make our broken heart rejoice,

\“"" \(‘W PART SECOND.

». O thou that hear'ft when {inners 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 {ouls averfe to fin;
Let thy good {pirit ne'er depart,

Nor hide thy prefence from our heart.

. We cannot live without thy light,
Caft out and banifh’d from thy fiaht;
Thine holy joys, O God, reftor .
Uphold us that wz fall no more.

10. A broken heart, O God! our :ng,
Is all the facrifice we bring;

The God of grace will ne'er defpife

A broken heart for facrifice,

. Our foul lies humbled in the dull,
And owns thy dreadful icntenccjuﬁ
Look down, O Lord, with p itylng eyc,
And fave ths foul condcmnd to die.

12, Then
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2. Then fhall thy love infpirc our tongue,

Salvation fhall be all our fong;
And all our pow'rs fhall join o blefs
The Loid our ftrength and righteoufnels.

= P S A L M LIV. ParAPHRASED.

EHOLD us, Lord, and lct our cry
Before thy throne af( end ;

Calt thou on us a pitying eye,
And {till our lives defend.,

2. For {flaught'ring foes infult us round,
Oppreflive, proud and vain;

They caft our temples to the ground,
And all our rites profane.

. Yet thy forowmg aracc we truft,

And in tlzy pow’r rejoice ;
Thine arm thall crufh our foes to dufty

Thy praifc infpire our voice.

4. Be thou with thofe wholc friendly hand,
Upheld us i diftrefs;

Extend thy truth through ev'ry land,
And {till thy people blefs.

| PSALM LV,
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PSALM LV.

PART FIRST. TATE AND DRrADY.

1. IVE ear thov jndge of all the earth,
And liften when I pray;
Nor ﬁom thy hemble fuppliant turn
Thy glorious face away.

2. My heart is rack'd with pain, my foul
With fears 6f death diflrefsd ;

With dread and trembling compafs'd round,
With horror quite opprefs'd.

3. How cTen have I wifh'd that I
The doves {wift vings could get,

That I might take my i},ced flight,
And make a fafe retreat,

4. Then would I wander far from hence,
And in wild deferts ftray,

*Till all this furious ftorm be fpent,
This tempelt pals'd away.

-, . PART SECOND.

.
[

1. Deftroy, O Lord, the finner’s hopes,
Their counlels quick divide:

For through the city my griev'd eyes
Have ftrife and rapine {py'd.

2, Dy
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2. By day and night on every wall,
They walk their conftant round;

And in the midft of all her ftrength,
Arc grief and mifckicf {found,

2. Nor was it any open foe
That falfe rcile@ions made ;

For then I could with eale have borne
The bitter things he faid.

4. "Twas none who hatred had profefs'd,
That did againft me rile ;

For then I had withdrawn myfelf
From his malicious eyes.

5. Dut ’twas ¢’en thou, my guide. my friend
Whom tend'reft love did join,

Wholfe fweet advice I valu'd moft,
Whole pray’rs were mix'd with mine,

6. Sure vengeance equal to their crimes,
Such traitors mult furprife,

And fudden death requite thofe 1lis,
They wickedly devife,

PART THIRD., WATTS,

t. Let finners take their courfe,
And chufe the road to death;
But in the worfhip of my God
I'll {pcnd my daily breath,
2. My
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2. My thoughts addrefs his throne,
\When morning brings the light;

I feek his bleflings ¢v'ry noon,
And pay my vows at nigit.

3. Thou wilt regard my cries,
O my eternal God,

Whniie finners pertfh in {urprize,
Reneath thine angry rod.,

_ 4. Becaule they dwell at eafe,
And no fad chenges fezi,
They neither fear nor truft thy name,
Nor learn to do thy will,

£. But I, with all my cares,
Will lean upon the Lord ;

I'li caft my burden on Lis arm,
And reft upon his word.

6. Hisarm fhall well {fuftain
The children of his love;

The ground on which their fafety ftands,
No carthly pow’r can move.

~ PSALM LVI. Warrs.

PART FIRST.

1. THOU whofe juftice reigns on high,
And makes th’ opprefsor cealc,
Bchold how envious {inners try
To vex and break my peace!
2, The
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2. The fons of mifchicf and of lics,
join to devour me, Lord!

But as my hourly dangers nile,
My refuge 1s thy word.

3. In God moft holy, juft and true,
I have reposd my truft;

Nor will I fear what {lefh can do,
The offspring of the duft.

4. They wreft my words againft me ftill,
Charge me with unknown faults;

With mifchief all their counfels fil,
With malice all their thoughts.

5. Shall they e¢fcape without thy frown?
Muft their devices ftand ?

O calt the haughty finner down,
And let him feel thy hand.

PART SECOND.

\\‘.,
: "
(:"'"\B < &-}_‘ -

6. God fees the forrows of his faints,
Their groans affect his ears;

Thy mercy counts my juit complaints,
And numbers all my tcars.

7. When to thy throne I raife my cry,
The wicked fear and tlee :
So fwift is orayr to rcach the {ky,
So near is God to me,
8. In
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8. In thee moft holy, juft und true,
I have reposd my truft;

Nor wili I fear what man can do,
The offspring of the dult.

g. Thy foiemn vows arc on me, Lord !
Thou fhalt receive my pratlc;

Il fing, how faithful is thy word,
How righteous ail thy ways.

10. Thou haft fecur'd my foul from death,
O fet thy prisner frec;

That heart and hand, and life and breath,
May be employ'd for thee.

}i LPSALM LVIL Warrs.

1. UR God! in whom are all the fprings
Of boundlefs love, and unknown
grace,
Hide us beneath thy {preading wings,
*Till thefe calamitics o’erpafs.

2. Up to the heav'n we fend ourcry ;
The Lord will our defires perform;

He fends his angel from the {ky,

And faves us from the threatning ftorm.

3. Ourhearts are fixd; our fongs {hall raife
Immortal honours to thy namec,

Awake our tongues, to found his praife,
Our tongucs, the glory of our frame.

4 High
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4. High o'er the earth his meicy reigns,
And reaches to the utmoft fkv ;

His truth to endlefs years re: ains,
When lower worlds difsolve and die.

5. Be thou cxalted, O our God!
Above the heav'ns where angels dwell ;
Thy pow’r on earth be known abrodd,
And land to land thy wonders tell.

PSALM LVIII, Warrs.

UDGES, who rule the world by laws,
Wiil ye delpife the righteous caufe,
When th' injur'd poor befere you ftand?
Darc ye condemn the righteous poor,
And let rich finners fcape fecure,
While goldand greatnefs bribe yourhand ?

2. Have you forgot, or never knew,
That God will judge the judges too?
High 1n the hedv'm his juttice reigns:
Yet you invade the rights of God,
And fcnd your bold de-rces abr oad
To bmd the con{cience in your chains,

3. A poifon’d arrow 1s your tongue,
The airow [harp, the poifon ftrong,

Death
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Death follows clofe wherc'er it wounas;
You hear no counfcls, crics or iears;
So the deaf adder ftops her cars,

Againlt the powr of charming founds.

4. Break ou their tecth, cternal God:
Thofe teeth of licns dy'd in blood;
And crufh the ferpents in the duft:
As empty chaff, when whirlwinds rife,
Refoie e fweeping tempelt ilics,
So let iheir names and hepes be loft.

. Th Almighty thunders through the {ky,
‘T eir wrandeur melts, their titles dic,
As hills of frow difsolve and run,
Or fails th perifh in therr {lime,
Or births that come before their time,
Vain births, that never fec the fun.

§. Thus fhall the vengeance of the Lord,
Safety and joy to faints afford;
And all that hear fhall join ana 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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PSALM LIX. Abridged. Avon.

ROM foes that round us rife,
O God of heav'n defend,
Who brave the vengeance of the fkies,
And with thy faints contend.

2. Bchold from diftant fhores,
And delerts wild they come,

Combine for hicod their barbrous force,
And throvigh thy cities roam.

3. Beneath the filent thade,
Their {ecret plots they lay,

Our peaceful walls by mghc invade,
And wafte the fields by day.

. And will the God of grace,
Regardicls of our pain,
Pcrmit {ecure that impious race,
To rict in their reign?

5. In vain their lecret guile,
Or open furce they prove;

His eye can pierce the dcepeft veily
Flis hand their {trength reinove.

6. Yct fuve themy Lord, from death,
Lett we forget their doom;
But drive them with thine angry breath,
Thro' diltant lands to roam,
I 2, 7. Then

A
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7. Then fhall our grateful voice,.
Proclaim our guardian God;
The nations round the carth rejoice,

And found thy praife aproad.

PSALM LX. MERRICK.

.Y EPULSD, difpers'd, chaftisd by thee,
O grant us, Lord, thy faceto fee,

And let the people, once thy care,

Again thy fav’ring prefence fhare.

2. How tremb! s this divided land,
Beneath the terrors of thy hand!
O thouthe God whom we adore,
It's breaches heal, it's peace reftore.

3. Our hope, on man repos'd in vain,
O let thy ftrength, great God, {uftain;
Thus arm'd, each adverfe pow’r we darey

And dauntlefs meet the rufhing war.

¢« Bechold! tiy hands a ftandard rears;
1 neath it cach, who owns thy fear,
Fngac'd in truthh’s neglefted caufe,

His fword, fecure of conqueft, draws,

. Sachobjeéls of thy tend'relt love,
Defend propitious fromabove;
Let us with them thy mercy fhare,

And hear, O hear our ccafelefls prayer.
pPSALM LXL
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PSALM LXL

PART FIRST. WATTS.

‘ ‘ THEN overwhelm'd with griefs

My heart within me dies,
Helplefs and far from all relief,
To heav'n I lift mine eyes;

2. 0O lead me to the rock
That’s high above my head;
And make the covert of thy wings
My fhelter and my fhade.

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 giveflt me the lot
Of thole that fear thy name;
If cndlefs hife be their reward,
I fhall polscfs the fame.

. PART SECOND,

1. My foul of thy protetion fure,
Againdt her foes thall reft fecure;

For thou, O God, halt heard my vows,
And brought me joyful to thy houfe.

2, With

1l
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2. With all thy faints I'll ftrive to fing
The glories of my heav'nly King
’Whom thou in mercy didit ordam
Should o'er thy cholen people reign.

. This King fhall live for ever bleft,
mvl give 1113 chofcn people refl;
His years fhall lalt, and God ihall owny

His righteous fceptre and his thronc.

4 O let thy truth prepare the way,
In mercy. hord extend his fway ;

Thus well devote our fuiture dav 3,

To pay cur vows and ling thy puufc.

PSALDM LXII. Warrts,

‘x Soirit lcoks to God alone;
My rock and refuge 1s his thlone,
Inal l my imrs, m all my ﬁmw
My foul on ks falvation waits.

2. Truft him ye faints, 1m all your \=ays,
T'o him your {uppliant voices mig ;
When }*uperq {a1l, and locs invade,

God is our all-fufficient aid,

q. Fallc arc ithe men ot hign degree,
The hafer fort arc vanity
Laid in the balance, bothapprar
Light asa breath of  mpty alr,
o I\“xlxc
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4. Make not increafing gold your truft,
Nor fet your hearts on glitt'ring dutft ;
Why will you grafp the fleeting fhade,
And not believe what God has faid ?

5. Once hds his awful voice declar'd,
Orce and again my ears have heard,
« All power is his eternal due,

é He muflt be fear'd and trufted too.”

6. For fovereign pow’r reigns not alone,
Grace is a partner of the throne:

Thy grace and juftice, mighty Lord,
Shall both appoint our laft reward.

PSAT™ M LXIII SCOTCH VERSION.

ORD, thee my God I'll early feek,
My foul doth thirft for thee;
My flcfh longs in a dry parchd land
Wherein no waters be.

2. That I thy power may behold,
And brightnefs of thy face,

As I have {een thee heretofore,
Within thy holy place.

8. Sincc better is thy love than life,
My lips thee praife fhail give;
1 in thy name will 'ift my hands,
And blels thee while 1 hive,
K 4. Evn
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. Fy'n as with marrow and with fat,
My foul fhall fitled be;

Then- tall my mouth, with joyful lips,
Sing praifes unto thee,

5. When I de thee, upon my bed,
Remember with delight;

And when on thee 1 meditate
In watches of the night.

6. In thadow of thy wings I'll joy,
For thou my help haft been:
My foul cleaves i f to thee, and me

1 hy right hand doth fuftain.
PSALM LXV.

?'

| PART FIRST.
1. JDRAISE waits for thee in Sion, Lord;
To thee vows paid fhall be;
'O thou that hearer art of pray’r,
Al flefh fhall come to thee.

o. Lord, our iniquities nrevail,
But pard’ning grace is thinc;
And thou wilt grant us pow’r and fkill
To conquer ¢vry fin.
g. Dlefl is the man whom thou doft chulfe,
Aud mak'{t anproach to thee; |
That he within thy courts, O Lord!

May flill a dweller be,
4. He
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:1. He furely fhall be fatisfy'd

With thine abundant grace,
And with the goodnefs of thy houle,
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
Of the whole earth and fea.

v .ff PART sECcOXND.
5. 'Tis by thy {trength the mountains ftand,
God of eternal pow’r;
The fea grows calm at thy command,
And tempefts ceafe to roar.

7. Thy morning light, and ev'ning fhade,
Succeflive comforts bring:

Thy plenteous fruits make harveft glad ;
Thy flow'rs adorn the {pring.

8. The clouds, like rivers rais'd on high,
Pour out, at thy comnmand,

Their wat'ry bleflings from the fky,
To cheer the thirfty land.

g. Lo! thou the year moft liberally
Doft with thy goodnefs crown ;
And all thy paths abundantly,
QOn us drop plenty down, ,
o, With
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s0. With flocks the paftures clothed ara,
The vales with corn are clad;

And now they fhout and fing to thee,
For thou haft made them glad.

PSALM LXVi.
PART FIRST. OCOTCH VLRSIOW.

;. A LL landsto God in joyful founds,
Aloft your voices raife;
Sing forth the honcur of his name,
And glovious make his praife.

2. Say untoc him, how dreadful, Lord,

In all thy works art thou 2
Through thy great powT, 0 thee thy foes
Shall be conftrair’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 exprels.

4. Come, and the works which God‘ hath

wrought,
With admiration fee;
His dealings tow'rds the fons of men,

How glori.ous they be!
. He
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5. He by hs pow'r for ever rules;
His eyes the world {urvey :

Let not prefumptuous men TEL
Againft his fov'reign fway.

6. O all ye nations blefs our God,
And loudly fpeak his praife;

Our {ouls in life who fafe upholds,
Our feet from {liding ftays.

7. Now let the Lord’s moft glerious name,
For ever prailed be,

"Who turned nat my pray’r from him,
Nor yet his grace from me.

PART SECOND. W ATTS.

5. Now fhall my folemn vows be paid

To that Almi" tji powDy
That heard the g requefts.L made;
In my diftre.sful hour.

a. My lips and cheerful. heatt: preparcy
To.malie his mercies: known; '

Come ye that fear my. God, and hear
The wonders he has done.

3. When on'my ficad huge forrows felly
I fought his heav'nly aid;
He fav'd. my finking foul from hell,

-And death’s eternal fhade,
4. if
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4. If fin lay coverd in my heart,
While pray’r employ'd my tongue,

The Lord had fhown me no regard,
Nor I his praifes fung.

5. But God (his name be ever bieit)
Has {et my fpmt fres;

Nor turnd from him my poor requeit,
Nor yet his grace from me.

PSALM LXVIL Merrrck.

1. AY God bhis favouring ear inciine,
And bid his face on Sion {hine;

That a!l, thy counfels, Lord, may know,

Where earth extends, or oceans flow.

2. To thee, of lire th’ eternal {pring;
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 equai hand,.
The balance holds, and earth’s domain
Shall own to lateit age his rcign.

4. Warm'd by his gcmal {un, the ficld
With full increaie it's fruits fhall yield;
And God, thy God, O Sion!" fhed
His chuxucﬁ blcfﬁngs on thy. head.

5. Great
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. Great God! on us thy bleflings thow'r;

Lu man’s whoie race revere thy pow'r;
And, thankful, to their wond'ring eyes

Bchold thy wifh'd faivation nile,

PSALM -LXVIII

; ~  PART FIRST., WATTS,
Y "R 'ﬁﬂ- -
ET God arife in all his might,
And put his enemies to tlight;

As fmoke that fought to. cloud the fkies,
Before the rifing tempelt flies.

. He rides and thunders through the {ky,
Hxs name Jehovah founds on high;
Sing to his name, yc fons of grace,
Ye faints rejoice before his face.

3. The widow and the fatherlefs,
Fly to his aid in fore diftrefs;

In him the poor and helplefs find
A judge moft juft,-a father kind.

4. He breaks the captives galling chain,
And prisners fec the light again ;

But rebels that difpute his wiil,

Shall dwell in chains and darknefs {till,

PART
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- {_

o smm _second.  Tate axp Braoy,
- “ ’

 1 Whm thou, OLord, of old didft lead,

In perfos, lirael’s armies forth,
Strange torrors through the defert {pread,
Convulfions fhook th’ aftonifh’d earth.

2. The breaking clouds did rain diftil,
And heav’ns high arches thook with fear;
How then fhould Sinais humble hill,

Of frae. S Cﬁd Ui yxcxcu\.c oear?

3. Thy hand at famifh'd earth’s complaint,

Reliev'd her from celeftial flores;

And when thy heritage was faint,

Affaug’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 THIRD.

<

1. When God his gracious word fent forth,
To make his chofen glad ;
Numbers from caft, fouth, weft and north,

The joyiul tidings {pread.
2. Great
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¢. Grea: kings of armies fled apacr,
And met a fatal {oi} ;

While thole that faid athome, with ealc
And pleafure fhar’d the ipoil,

3. Though ye among the pots have lain,
Like doves ye fhall appear,

With filver wings and gold dlvme,
From drofs and mixture clear.

4. When God the potent kings cxpell'd
From Canaan, at his will;

The whitenefs of his robes excell'd
The fnow on Salmon's hill,

5. The hill of God, his chofen feat,
Oa Zion’s mount is found ;

Not Balhan’s hill can boaft fuch ftate,
Nor all the hills around.

6. Ye lofty hiils, why leap ye fo?
This 1s the hill of God:

I1ere he hath chofe to dwell, and lo!
Here is his fix'd abode.

PART FOURTH. %Y ATTS.

1. Lord, when thou didft .t Zend on high,
Ten thoufand angels fill'd the dky :

Thofe heav'nly guards around thee wait,
Like chariots that attend ti.y flate. ’

K 2l 20 NO:
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2. Not Sinat’s mountain couid appear
More glorious, when the Lord was there;
When he pronounc’d his dteadful law,
And ftruck the chofen tribes with awe.

3. How bright the triwmph, nore .an tell;
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 throre,
He f{ent his promis'd ipirit down,
With giits and grace for rebel men,
That God might dwell on earth again.

PART FIFTH., WATTS,

1. We blefs the Lord, the juit, the good,
Who fills our heart with joy and food,
Who pours his bleflings from the ikies,
And lcads our days with rich {upplies.

2. 'Tis to his care we owe our breath,

And all our ncar efcapes from death;
Safety and hcalth to God belong,

He heals the weak, and guards the {trong.

8. His own right hand his faints fhall raife,
¥From the decp carth, or dceper {eas;

And bring them to bis court aboVe,
'‘Fhere they fhall tafte his fpecial love.

PART
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PART SIXTH. LATE AND Brabpvy.

1. For benefits each day beftow’d,
Be daily his great name ador'd;
Who is our Saviour and our God,
Of life and death the fovereign Lord.

2. Who, mounted on the loftieft {phere
Of Ancient Heav'n, {ublimely rides;
From whence his dreadful veice we hear,
Like that of warring winds and tides.

3. Afcribe ye pow' to God moft high;
Of humble Hrael he tzkes care;

Whofe ftrength from out the dulky fky,
Darts thining terrors through the air,

4. How dreadful are the facred courts, |
Where God has fix'd his carthly throne;

His {trength our feeble arms fupports; -
To God give praife, and him alonc.

PSALM LXIX., TATeE AND-Brabpy,

1. QO AVE me, O God, from waves that roll,
- A\J And prefls to overwhelm my foul;
With painful fieps in mire 1 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 groundlels hate, grown now of might,
To execute their lawlefs fpite.

4. For zeal to thy lov'd houfe and name
Confumes me, like devouring flame ;
Concern'd at their affronts to thee,
More thar at {landers caft on me.

5. But, Lord, to thee I will rcpair
For help, with humble timely pray'r;
Relieve me from thy mercy’s ftore;
Difplay thy truth’s preferving pow’r.

6. Control the deluge ere it {pread,
And roll it's waves above my head;

Nor deep deftruétion’s yawning pit,
To clofe her jaws on me permit.

7. Reproach and grief have broke my heari;
I lock’d for fome to take my part,
To pity, or relicve my pain;
But lock’d, alas! for both in vain,
8, With
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8. With hunger pin'd, for food I call;
Inftead of food they give me gall;
And, when with thirft my {pirits fink,
They give me vinegar to drink.

9. But flilly howe’er diftre{s’'d and poor,
Thy ftrong right hand fhall me reftore;
Thy pow’r with {ongs I'll then proclaim,
And celebrate with thanks thy name.

10. Our God fhall this more highly prizeg
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 poor’s complaint,
Sets prisners free from clofe reftraint :
Let heav'n, earth, fea their voices raife,
And all the world refound his praife,

12. For G d will Zion’s walls ercét;
Fair Judah’s cities he'll prowct;

"T1ll all her {catter’d {ons repair

To undifturb’d pofleffions there,

13. This blefling they fhall, at their death,
To their religious heirs bequeath;

And they to endlefs ages more

Of fuch as his bleft name adere.

L PSALM LXX,
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1.TN hafte, O God, atiend my call,
Nor hear my crics in vain;

O let thy fpeed prevent my fally
And ftill my hepe fuftain.

2. When foes infidious wound my name,
And tempt my foul aftray ;

“Then let them fall with lafting fhane,
‘To their own plots a prey.

While 2i] that love thy name rejoice,
And glory in thy word;

In thy falvation raife their vOICE,

And maguify the Lord.

N
OO

4. O thou my help in tme of necd,
Behold my fore difmay ;

In pity haften to my aid,
Nor let thy grace dclay.

PSALM LXXI Tate axp Brapy.
PART 1IRST.
2. YN thee I put my ftedfaft truft,
Defend me, Lord, from fhame:

Incline thine car, ard fave my loul,
For righteous is-thy name,
2. Be
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2, Be thou my ftrong abiding piace,
To which I may reiort;

"Tis thy decree that kee ps e fale;
‘Thou art my rock and fort,

. From cruel and ungodly men,
Protect and {et me free;
For, from my earlieft youth till now,
My hope has been in thee;

4. Thy conftant care did [ufely guard
My tender infant days;

Thou took {t me from my mother’s womb,
To fing thy conltant praife.

. Though men on me with wonder gaze,
Thy hand fupports me fili;
Thy honour, thucfore, and thy praife
My mouth fhall always fill.

6. Rejet not then thy fervant, Lord,
When I with age decay

Foriaike me not, when worn with years,
My vigeur fudes away.,

7. My foes againft my fame and me
With crafiy malice fpgak

Againit my {oul they lay their fnares,
And mutual counfel take,

8. His
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8. His God, fay they, forfakes him now,
On whom he did rely ;

Purfue and take him, whilft no hope
Of timely aid 1s nigh.

9. But thou, my God, withdraw not far;
For fpeedy help I call:

To fhame and ruin bring my foes,
That feck to work my fall,

10. But as for me my ftedfaft hope
Shall on thy pow’r depend,
And I, in grateful fongs of praife,
My time to come will {pend.
T ...t  PART SECOND. T
11, Thy righteous als and faving health,
My mouth fhall ftill declare;
Unable yet to count them all,
Though fumm'd with utmoft care,

22. “While God vouchfafes me his fupport,
I'il 1n his ftrength go on,

All other righteouinels difclaim,
And mention him alone.

13. How high thy juftice foars, O God!
How great and wond'rous are
The mighty works which thou baft done!?
Who may with thee compare ?
14. Me
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14. Me whom thy hand has forely prefs'd,
Thy grace fhall yet relieve ;

And from the loweft depth of woc,
With tender care retrieve.

15. Through thee my time to come fhall be
With pow'r and greatnefls crown'd,

Andme, who difinal years have palsd,
Thy comforts {hall furround.

.6. Therefore, with pfaltery and harp,
Thy truthy O Lord! I'll praife;

To thee, the God of Jacob's race,
My veice in anthems raife.

27. Then joy fhall fill my mouth, and fongs
Employ my chearful voice: - -
My grateful foul, by thee redeem’d,
Shall in thy ftrength rejoice.

PSALM LXXII. Tarte aNp BRrADY.
. “..w#” PART FIRST.
1.LORD, ‘et thy juft decrees the king
In all his ways direct;
And let his fon, throughout his reign,
Thy righteous laws refpetl.

2. So fhall he ftill thy people judge,
With pure and upright mind ;
Whilft all the helplefs poor fhall him
Their jult proteétor find.
. 3. Then




3. Then hiils and mountairs fuall bring forth
Tlie happy truits of peace;

Vi'hich all the fand fhell own to be
The werk of righteonlndds.

4. ‘Vhile he the poer & and ncedy race,
Shall rule with gentle fw a\,

And from therr humt)lh ncck fhall take
Th' oppreflive yoke away.

In ev'ry heart thy awful fear,
Shatl then be rooted faft;

As long as fun and moon cndurc,
Or ame iilelf ihall lalt,

(@)

6. He ihail defcernd. like rain that cheers
The meadow's {fecond birth,
Or like warm thow'rs, wheie gentle c.ropc
, 2
Refreth the thirity earth,

In his blefs'd days, the jult and good,
Shall be with favour crown'd;

Ti.c happy land fhail eviy where
With endlefs peace abound.

8. His uncontroll’'d dominion fhail
From {ea to {ea exicend;
Bezin at proud Euphrates’ fiream,
At nature’s limits end,.
g. Te
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. To him the favage nations rounc,
Shall bow their fervile heads;
His vanquifh'd foes fhall lick the duft,
\Where he his conquelts fpreads.

10. The kings of Tarfhifh, 3nd the ifles
hall coftly prefents bring;
From {picy Sheba giits {hall come,
And wealthy Sabas king.

to
-3

) . oam.
11. To him fhall ev’ry king on carth,

His bumble homage pay,
And diff ring nations gladly join
To own his righteous {wajf.

2. For he fhall fet the needy free,
When they for fuccour cry;

Shall fave the helplefs and the poor,
And all their wants fupply.

PART SECOND. T

13. His providence, for needy fouls,
Shall due {upplies prepare;

And over their defencelefs hives
Shall watch with tender care.

14. He fhall preferve and keep their fouls -
From fraud and rapine free;
And in kis fight, their guiltlefs Blood
Of mighty pricc fhall be.
- 15. Thercfore
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15. Therefore fhall God his life and reigny
To many years extend ;

While eaftern princes tribute pay,
And golden prefeats fend.

16. For him fhall conftant prayrs be made,
Through all his profp’rous days;

His juft dominion fhall afford
A lafti-  -mc of praife.

17. Of ulefu. grain through all the land
Great plenty fhall appear;
A handful fown on mountain tops,

A mighty crop thali bear,

8. It’s fruit, like cedars fhook by windg
A rattling noife fhall yield:

The city too fhall thrive, and vie,
For plenty, with the field.

. The mem'ry of his glorious name,
Tbrough endlefs years fhall run;
His {potlefs fame fhall thine as brlght
And lafting as the fun,

20. In him the nations of the world,
Shall be completely blefs'd;
And his wunbounded happinels
By cv’ry tongue confe{s'd,
21, Then
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21. Then blefs'd be God, the mighty Lord,
The God whom Ifracl fears;

Who only wond'rous in his works,
Beyond compare appears.

22. Let earth be with his glory fill'd;
For ever blefs 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 {incere;
Yet once my foolifh thoughts repin’d,
And borderd on defpair.

2. I griev'd to fee the wicked thrive,
And {poke with angry breath;

¢« How plealant and profanc they live!
¢ How peaceful 1s their death!

9. % With hearts corrupt and haughty eycs,
¢ They lay therr fears to ileep;

“ A ra'nf’c the heav’ns their flanders rife,
¢ '\Vh‘le faints in {ilence weep.

4 ¢ In vain I lift my hands to pray,
¢« And clcanfe my ‘heart in vain;
¢ For I am chaften'd all the day,
% The night rencws the pain,”
L 2, 5. Yet
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§- Yetwhile my tongue indulg'd complaints,
I felt my heart reprove:

« Sure I thall thus offend the faints,
« And grieve the men I love.”

6. But {till T found my doubts too hard,
The conflitt too {evere,

*Till I retird to fearch thy word,
Aad learn thy fecrets there.

7. Sure wicked men, howe'er advanc'd,
On flipp'ry places ftand;

Qulck defolation them awalts,
From God's avenging hand.

'PART SECOND. ScoTcd VERSION,
,,/ twdY ¥
8 O Iovd, thou art our ftrong fupport,
Our help for cver near;
Thine arm of mercy heid us up,
When finking in defpair.

Thou with thy counfel, while we lLive,
Wilt us condutt and guide;

And to thy glory afterwards

Receive us to abide.

4o, Whom have we in the heav's high,
Put thee, O Lord! alone?

And ia the carth, whom we defire
Before thee, there 1s none,

11. Ow
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11. Our flefh and heart do faint and fail;
But God doth fail us never;

For of our heart he 15 the fhength,
And portion fure for ever.

12. Behold the finners that remove
Far from thy prefence, die;

Thole that prefumptuous flight thy love,
Thy jultice fhall deltroy.

1. But furely it is good for us,
Tl at we draw near to God;

In God we truft, that all thy works
We may declare abroad.

PS A L M LXXIV TATE AND Brapy.
2o~d S PART FIRST.

V HY haﬂ thou calt us off? O Ged,
Wilt chou no mere return ?
Oh'! why againf{t thy chofen flock
Does thy hcrce anger burn?

2. Think on thy ancient purchafe, Lordy
The land that 1s thy own,

By thee redecem’d; and Sion’s mount,
Where once thy glory faone.

9. O! come and view our ruin'd ftate,
How long our troubles laft !
Sce how the foe, with wicked rage,
Has laid thy temple walfte,
4. Thy
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4. Thy foes blafpheme thy name, where laic
Thy zealous fervants pray'd;

The heathen, there, with haughty pomp,
Their banners have difplay'd. |

5. Thofe curious carvings, which did once
Advance the artift’s fame,

With axe and hammer they deftroy,
Like works of vulgar frame.

6. The holy temple they have burnt
And what efcap'd the ﬂame,

Has been profand and quite defac’d,
Though facred to thy name.

. Thy worfhip wholly to deftroy,
Mahaouﬂy they aim’d ;

And all the facred places burnt,
Where we thy praife proclaiin'd,

8. Yct of thy prefence thou vouchfaf'ft
No tender figns to fend ;
We bave no prophet now that knows,

When this {ad flate fhall end.
co, PART SLCOND.

5. But, Lord! how long wilt thou permit,
Th infulung tee to boalt ?
Shall a!l the honour of thy name,
For evermere be loft?
s, Whe




2.0 Why hold'ft thou back. thy ftrong right
hand |
And, on thy patient breatft,
1Vhen vengeance calls to ﬁrclch it forth,
So calmly let'ft 1t reft?

1. Thou heretofore, with kingly pow'r,
In onr defence haft fought:

For us, throughout the wond'ring world,
Halt great {alvation wrought.

2. "Twas thou, O God, that did thc fca,
B\ thine own ﬁrcnoth, divide;

Thou brak'it the wat’ ry monfters head
The waves o'er-whelm'd thers pr,de.

. Thou clav't the folid rock, and mad'ft
Ihe waters largely flow;
Agaim thou mad ﬁ thmugh parting ftrcams
Thy wondring peonlc go.

: 4. Thine 1s the cheerful day, and thine
The dark return of mght:

Thou bait prepard the glorious fun,
And every feebler light.

1 5. By thee the borders of the earth
In perfect order ftand:

The fummer’s warmth, and winter's cold
Atend on thy command,

M ’ £ARY
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i

. ... .. & PART THiRD,

16. Remember, Lord, how haughty foes
Have daily urg'd our fhame;

And how the foolith peoplc have
Blafphem’d thy holy name,

17. O free thy mourning turtle dove,
By f{inful crouds befet;

Nor the alsembly of thy poor,
For evermore forget.

18. Thy ancient cov'nant, Lord, regard,
And make thy promiie good ;

For now each corner of the land,
Is Hil'd with men of blood.

£9. Ch! let not the opprefls'd return
Widh forrow cloth’'d, and fhame;
But let the helplefs and the poor
For ever praife thy name,

PSALM LXXV. Tate anp Brapy,

17O thee, O God, we render praife,
Tn thee with thanks repair;
Yor, that thy name to us 1s nigh,
Thy wond'rous works declare.

2. That
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¢. That high advancement which to gain,
Men's vain ambition ftrives,

Neither from eaft, nor weft, not yct

~ From fouthern clines arrivcs.

. But God the great difpoferis,
And fov’reign judge alone;

Who cafls the proud to.carth and lifts
The Lumble to a throne.

4. His hand holds forth a dreadful cup,
With purple wine ’tis crown'd;

The dcadly mixture, which his wrath
Decals cut to nations round.

. Of this his faints may {ometimes taftey
But wicked men fhall fqueeze
The very diegs, and be condemnd
- To duink the very lees,

PSALM LXXVI. TaAre anD BraDYa

N Judah the Almighty’s known ;
Almighty there, by wonders fhown;
His namein Jacob does excell;
His holy place in Salem itands -
‘The Majelty, that heav'n com rands,
In Sion condefcends to dweli.

. He brake the bow, and arrc: s 1bere,
'lhc fhicld, the tc mpcrd {fword uxd fpear;
There




There flain the mighty army lays
Whence Sion's fame through carth-is fpread,
Of greater glory, greater dlead

Than hills where robbers lodge their prey.

3. Their valiant chiefs, who came for fpoil,
Themielves met there a thameful {oil;
uccurel} cdown to fleen thev lay,
Put wak'd nomore: their ftoutelt band
Ne'er lifted one refifting hand
'Gainlt Him that did their legions flav,

. When Jacob’s God beganto frown,.
Loth horfe and charioteers o'er thrown,
Together {lept in endlefs night:
When thou, whom heav’n and i earth revercy
Doft once with wrathful look appear,
What mortal pow’r can ftand thy fight

5. Prenounc'd from heav'n, earth heard it:
doom,
Grew hufh'd with fear, when thoudidft come,
The meck with juflice to reftore
The wrath of man fhall yicld thee pmxfe,
Its Taft attempts but {erve to raife .
The triumpbs of Almighty pow'r.

6. Vow to the Lord; ye nations, bring
Vaw'd prefents to the clernal king
Thus
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Thus to his name due rev’rence pay,
Who proudelt potentatcs can quell;
To carthly kings more terrible,

Than to thelr trembling fubjelts they,

PSALM LXXVIL Warss.
PART FIRST, _
1.TO God I cry’d with mournful voice,
I fought his gracious €ar,
In the fad dov, when trouhles rofe,
And fll'd the night wids fear.

2. Sad werce my days, -and dark my nights,
My {foul refus'd reliet;

1 thought on Gad the juft and wife,
But thoughts increasd my @it

a. T call'd back years an< aucicn My
When I beheld thy face:

My fpirit fearchd for ficiot €uinesy,
That might with-hic!a toy gracoe

4. 1call'd thy mereics to my miad;
Which I enjoy d belore;

And will the Lord no more he kind,
His face cppcar ne more ?

5. Will he forever calt me off?
His promife ever fal?
Has he forgot his tender love?
Shall anger ftill provail?
&, But
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6. But Il forbid this hopelefs thought,
This dark, d(‘fpamnc frame,

Rememnb’ rmg wnat thy hand has wrought;
Thy hand 15 fil! the fame.

. I'll think again of all thy ways,
And talk thy wonders o'er,

Thy wonders of recov’ring grace,
When flefh could hepe no more.

8. Grace dwclt with juftice on the throre 3
And wen that love thy word,

Have in thy holy temple known
The counfels of the Lord.

PART SECONDe 1+ '~
i .
). ‘J.".uL

SR :
1. Il meditate his works of old,

The king that reigns above;
I'll hear his ancient wonders told
And learn to truft his love.

. Long did the houfc of Jacob lieg
V\ ith Egypt's yoke opprefsd ;

Long he delay’d to hear their cry,
Nor gave his people reft.

3. The fons of good old Jacch feem’d
Abandon'd to their focs:
But his Almighty arm redeem’d
The nation that he chofe,
4. Ifracl
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4. Ifracl, his people and his fheep,
Muft follow when he calls;

Ye bade them venture through the decp,
And made the waves their walls.

5. The waters Taw thee, mighty God;
- The waters faw thee comse;

Backward they {led, and frighten’'d ftood,
To make thine armies room.

6. Thy voice, with terror in the found,
Through clouds and darknefs broke,

All heav'n in light'ning thone around,
And earth with thunder fhook.

7. Thine arrows thro’ the fkies were hurl'd;
How glonous is the Lord!

Surprize and trembling feiz'd the world, ¢
And all his faints ador'd.

8. Hc 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 LXXVIIL
1. I i EAR, Q my peorple; to my law

Your moft devout attentionlend; .

Let theinftruétions of my mouth,

Deep in your faithful hearts deicend;;
My
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My tongue fhall parub}cs unfold,
And brmﬂ’ to light dark things of ()}d

2. Which our forefather’s pious care,
From ancient times, has handed down :
Nor wiil we hide them from our fons,
But to our offspring make them known;
That they the pratfes may be taught,
Of God who hath {uch wonders wrought,

For Jacob he this law ordain'd,

This lolemn league for Irael made;
‘With charge to be Trom age to age,

From race to race, with care convey'd,
To be tranfmitted to their heirs,
Which they again might give to theirs.

4+ That they rright God's commands obey,
And in his ﬁrcnqtb their fafety place;
Ana ant like their forefathers prove
A {tubborn and rebeilious race,
Wio {hill the paths of error trod,
Nor put their fredfaft hope in God.

PSALM LXXX. Mirrov,

PART FIRST.

¥ .THOU fhepherd, that doft Ifraci keep!
Give ear in time of need;
Who lcadcft, like a flock of fncep,
Thy loved Joleph's fged,
2. That
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2. That fic'lt between the cherubs bright,
Jetween their wings outipread;
Shine forth; and from thy cloud give light,
And on our focs, thy dread.

3. In Ephraim’s view, and Benjamin’s,
And in Manaflel's fight,

Awake tiy [trength; come and be feen
To fave us by thy might.

4. Lord God of hofts! how Jong wilt thouy
How long wilt thou declare

Thy Imoking wrath, and angry brow
Againdt thy people’s prayr?

5. Turn us again; thy grace divine,
To us, O God, vouchlafe;

Caule thou thy fice on us to fhine, -
And fo we [hall be faie.

' .--f PART SLCOND.

A vine from Egvpt thou hall brought;
Thy free love made 1t thine s

And darov{t the haughty natons out,
To plant this lovdy vine,

. 7. Thou didft prepare for it a place,
And root 1t deep and {aft;
That 1t nco N O grow apace,
And i1 iu the Lmd a: laft,
hY SR 7. Wih
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8. With her green fhade that cover'd all,
- The hills were overfpread ;
Her boughs, as high as cedars tall,

Advanc'd their lofty head.

g. Her branches, on the weftern fide,
Down to the {ea the {ent;

And upward to the river wide,
Her <tner branches went.

10. Why haft thou laid her hedges low,
And broken down her fence,

That all may pluck her as they go,
With rudeft violence ?

11. The tufked boar out of the wced,
Up turns it by the roots ;

Wild beafts there brouze,and make their focod
Her grapes and tender fhoots.

12, Return, O God of Holfts! look down
I'rom: heav'n, thy feat divine:

Rehold us, but without a frown,
And vifit this thy vine.

13. Upon the Man of thy right hand,
Let iy good hand be laid;
Upon thie Son of man, whom thou
owong for thyfelf halt made,
14. S0




PeALMS 142

14. So fhali we not go back from thee,
To ways of fin and {hame;

O quicken us; then gladly we |
Shall call upon thy name.

15. Turn us again; thy grace divine,
Lord God of hofts! vouchfafe;

Caufc thon thy face on us to fhine,
And then wc fhall be fafe,

PSALM LXXXI Tarc ano Brapr.

PART FIRST.

1. O God our never failing firength,
With 1nnid applaufes ﬁng,
And jointly maice a cheerful noifc,
To Jacob's awlul king.

2. Compofc a hymn of praife, ard rouch
Your inftruments of joy;

Let timbrels, pfalieries and harp;
Your grateful {kill employ,

. Let trumpets, at the great new moou,
Their joyful voices raife,
To celebrate th’ appointed time,
The folemn day of praife.

. For this a flatute was of old,
Which Jaceb’s God decreed,
To be oblerv’d with pious care
By Ifracl’s cholen fced,
£, This
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. This he, for a memorial, fixd,

When, freed from Laypts land,
Strange nations’ barb'rous fpeech we heard,

bm could nct anderftand.

6. Your burdend fhoulders I relievid,
{This feem'd our Ged to fav;

Xour {ervile hands by me were fread
Irom labring in the cla ay.

. Yocur anceftors, with WIOngs ppzc&
'I o me for aid did call ;

With pity I their fuff'rings faw,
And fet them free hom all.

8. They fougut for me, and from the cloudzs
In thunder, i r(:ply'd
At Mertbalt's conicntious ftrcam, -

Therr fattl: and r.u*y try'd,
L PART SECOND, .

g. While I my folemn will daeclare,
My cholen people, hear;

If thou, O Ifracl, to my w orJ<
Wilt lend a Lt tnimy ear ;

10. Then fhall no God, befides mylfeity
Within thy coalts be found;
Nor {halt thou \wnhlp any (;od
Of all the natons round,

Fa
ro
-

-
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11. I am ihe Lord thy Gou. who thee
Brought'ft forth fron. ™ pt’s land;
"Tis I that all thy juft deﬁrcs,\
Supply with lib’ral hend.

12. But they, my cholen race, refus'd
To hearken to my voice;

Nor would rebellious 1frael’s fons
Make me their happy choice.

13. So I, provok’d, refign'd them up
To evry luft a prey;

And, in their awn perverfe defigns,
Pumxtted them to itray.

14. O that my people would be wife !
And my commandments heed!

And Ifrael in my righteous ways
With pious care proceed !

. Then fhould my heavy judgments fall
On all that them oppofe;
And my avenging hand be turn'd
Againft their num'rous foes.

5. 'Their encmics and mine fhould all
Before my footftool bend ;

But as for them, their happy ftate
Should ncver know an end.

N 17. Al
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. All parts with pienty {hould abound;
\\ ith finefl wheat their ficid;
The barren rocks, to pleafe their tafte,
Should richeft honey yield.

PSALM LXXXII. Warrs.

A\\’IO\*G th’ afsemblies of the great,
A\ greater ruler takes his {eat:

The God of heav'n as judge {urveys

Thofe gods on carth, and all their ways.

2. Why will ye then frame wicked laws,
Or why {upport th’ unrightcous caufe?
When will ye once defend the poor,
That {inners vex the juit no more?

They know not, Lord, nor wili they know;
Dark arc the ways 1n which they go:
Their name of carthly gods is vain,
For they fhall fall and dic like men.

4. Rife, mighticlt king, to judgment rife,
TH opprcfs’d redeem, the proud c!;aﬁife;
"Till man’s whole offspring, thee alone,

Their Lord and jult po{s:.fsox, own,

PSALM LXXXIV,
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PSALM LXXXIV. Warrs,

1.¥Y ORD of the worlds above,
How pleafant and how fair
The dwellings of thy love,
Thy earthly temples are!
To thine abode
My heait 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 {ervice therel
They praife thee fuill;
And happy they
Who love the way
To Zion’s hull!

3. They go from ftrength to ftrength,
Through this dark vale of teass,
Till each arrives at length,
Till each in heav'n appears;
O glorious leat,
When God our king
Shall thither bring
. Qur willing feet,

. 4. Tc
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4. To fpend one facred day,
Where God and faints abide,
Affords diviner joy,
Than thoufand days befidz :
Where God reforts,
I love 1t more
T'o kecp the door,
Than dwell in courts.

5. God is our {un and fhield,
Our Iight and our defence;
W ith gifts his hands are fill'd ;
We draw our bleflings thence :
He fhall beftow,
On Jacob’s racc,
Peculiar grace

And glory too.

6. The Lord kis pecple loves;
His hand no good with-holds
From thofe his heart approves,
From pure and pious fouls :
'Thrice happy bhe,
O God of holt-!
Whofe fpirit trufts
Alone m thee,

PSALM LXXXIV.
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PSALM LXXXIV. MEkrrick.

OW fweet thy dwellings, Lord! how
fair!
What peace, what blifs inhabit there!
With ardent hope, with {trong defire,
My heart, my flefh to thee afpire.

2. Eternal king, within thy dome,
The {parrow finds her peaceful home;
With her the dove, a licens'd gueft,
Afliduous tends her infant neft.

. 2. Dleft, who like thefe, from day to day,
- Within thy houfe permitted ﬁay ;

- Whole joyous tongue thy mercies raife,

. To hymus of gratitude and praife.

¢ 4. Bleft, who their ftrength on thee reclin’d,
' Thy fcat explore with conftant mind,

And, Salent's diftant tow'rs in vxew,

With active zesl their way puriue.

~ §. Sccure the thirfty vale they tread,

. While, call'd from out their fandy bed,
The copious {prings their ftep’s beguile,
And bid the checrlefs defert imile.

6. From ftage to ftuge advancing fill,
Behold them reach Lur Sion’s hlll
And, proftrate at her hallow'd ﬂlrinc,
Adore the mayelly divine.

PSALM LXXXYV.
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PSAI LXXXV. WarTs.
PART FIRST. |

ORD, thou haft call'd thy grace to
mind;
Thou haft revers'd our heavy doom:
So God forgave when Ifrael {finn'd,
Anud 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, fulhil thy word;
We wait for praife to tune our voice.

4. We wait to hear what God will fay;
He'll fyeak, and give his people peace;;
But let them run no morc aftray,
Left his returning wrath increalc,

PART SECOND. |

5. Salvation is for ever nigh
To thofc that fear and trufl the Lord;
And grace, defcending {from on high,
Frefh hopes of glory thall afford.

0. Mcrey
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6. Mercy and truth on earth are met,

Since Chrift the Lord came down from heav'n;
By his obedience {o romplete,

Juftice is pleas’d, and peace is giv'n.

Jow truth and honour fhall abound,
Religion dwell on earth again,
And heav’nly influence blefs the ground,
In our Redeemer’s gentle reign.

8. His rightcoufnels is gone before,
To give us free accefls to God;

Our wandring fect fhali firay no more,
But mark his fteps, and keep the road.

PSALM LXXXVI Tare anp Brapy.
. PART FIRST.
i O thou, O God, preflerve my foul,
‘That docs thy name adore;
Thy fervant keep, and him, whoic truft
Reclies on thee, reftore.

2. To him, who daily thee invokes,
Thy mercy, Lord, e:tond;

Refrefh thy fervant’s fovl, whofe hopes

* On thee alone dependl.

3. Thou, Lord, art good: not only good,
Jut prompt to pardon a0

Of plentcous mercy to a | thofe
Who to thy mercy fuc,

4. To
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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. Thercfore their great creator thee,
The nations fhall adore;

Their long mifguided prays and praife,
To thy blels'd name reftore.

7. All fhall confefs thice great; and great
The wonders thou haft done;

Confefs thee God—the God {upreme ;
Confcfs thee God alone,

[
o

e
vy ot

8. Teach me thy ways, O Lord, and1
From truth will ne'er depart;;

1n revrence to thy facred name,
Devoutly fix my heart.

9. Thee will I praife, O Lord my God:
Pratfc thee with heart fincerc;
And to thy cverlafling name
Etcrnal trophies rear,
10. Thy
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10. Thy borndiefs mercy thewn to me,
Tranicends my pow'r to tell;

For thou haft oft redeem’d my foul
From loweft depths of hell.

. Lord, thou thy conftant goodnefs doft
To my afliftance bung,
Of pauence, mercy and of truth
Thou everlafting {pring.

12. Obounteous Lord, thy graceand ftrength
To me thy fervant thow;

Thy kind protettion, Lord, on me
Thy fervant’s fon beftow.

PSALM LXXXVII. Warrs.
1.( : OD in his earthly temple lay:

Foundation {or his hcav niy praife ;
He likes the tents of jacob well,
But {uill in Sion loves to dwell.

. His mercy vifits ev'ry houle,
That pa;- their night and morning vows,
But makes a more dehightfal {lay
Where churches mect to plaxlc and pray.

What clories were difplay'd of old!
‘.Vhat wondus are of Sion'told!
Thou city of our God hclow,
Thy faine {hall Tyre and Egypt know.

N 2, 4. h‘r)lt

e
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4. Egypt and Tyre, and Greek and Jew,
Shall there begin their Jives anew:

Angels a:id men fhall join to fing

The biil where living waters fpring.

5. *“hen God makes up his lalt account
Of natives in his holy mount,

“Fwll be an honcur to appear

As cne iew-0orn and nourifhi'd there.

PSALM LXXXVIII. Mirrox.

LORD! who doft me fave and keep,
All day to thee I cry;
And all 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.

. 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 pals
Down to the Jifmal pit
A ~—an i am, bat weak, alas!
And for that name unii,
5. Fromn
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5. From life difcharg'd, and parted quite,
Among the dead to {leep,

And like the flain in bloody fight
That in the grave lie deep.

6. Thou in the loweft pit profound,

Hait left me all forlorn,
\Where thickeft darknefs hovers round,

In horrid deeps to mourn.

. Through forrow and afflictions great,
Mine cye grows dim and dead;
Lord, all the day Il thee intreat,
My hands to thee ] {pread.

8. Wilt thou do wvonders on the deadr

Shall the deccasd arife,
And praifu thee from their loatiiforne bed,

With paic and hollow eycs?

9- Shall they thy loving kindnels tell
On whom the grave hath hold?

Or they, who 1n perdition dwelly
Thy faithfulnels unfold ?

10. Tn darknefs can thy mighty hand,
Or wond'rous atls be known?
Thv juftice in the gloomy land

Of dark oblivion?

11, But
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11, ButIto thee. O Lord, will cry,
Ere yet my life be f pem

And up to thee my pray’r each day
Will rife, and thee prevent.

12. Why wilt thou, Lord, my {oul forfzke,
And hide thy face from me?

My bones fore bruifed are, and thake
‘With terrors fent from thee.

13. Thy fierce wrath over me doth flow;
Thy t Lreat nings pierce me through;

All day they round about me o,
Like waves they me puriue.

14. Lover and friend thou haf! !‘emOvd
And {ever'd from me far;

They {ly me now, whom I hav fov'd,
And as in darknefs are. |

PSALM LXXXIX. Warrs.
PART FIRST.
OLR never ceafing {ongs fhall fhow
The mercies of thc Loxd
And meake fucceeding ages know
How faithiul 1s his word.

2. The facred truth hislips pronounce,
Shall firin as hecav'n cndur
And, if he fpeak a promife once,
TL eteynal grace s fure,
3. How
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3. How long the race of David held
he promisd Jewifh throne!
Bu there’s a nobler cov'nant {cal'd
To David’s greatcr Hom.

4. His {eed for ever fhall pofic<s
A throne above the ikies;

The meaneft {ubjeét of his grace
Shall to that g ory rife.

5. Lord God of Hofits! thy wond'rous ways,
Are fung by faints above ;

And faints on earth their honours raife,
To thy unchanging love,

( PART SECOND. i({m

1. With rev'rence let the {aints appear,
And bow bcfore the Lord;

His kigh commands with rev'rence hear,
And tremble at his word.

2. How terrible thy glories be!
How bright thine armnies fhine!
%Where is the pow'r that vies with thee?
Or truth compard with thine?

3. The northern pole and fouthern reft,
On thy fupporting hand;
Darknels and day, from eaft to wetft,

Move round at thy command. °
O 4. Thy
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Thy words the raging winds control,
And rule the boiftrous deep;
Thou mak'ft the {leeping billows roll,
The rolling billows fleep.

. Heav'n, earth, and air, and fea are thine,
And the dark world of hell;
How can thine arm 1n terror fhine,
W hen mortals dare rebel!

6. ]Juflice and judgment are thy throne,
Yet wond'rous is thy grace:

While truth and mercy, joind in one,
Invite us ncar thy face.

PART TuiRD. \} \\t

e
Re

. DBleft are the fouls who hear and know
TL(, gofpel's joyful found;

Peace fhall attend the path they go,
And light their {teps furround.

2. Their joy fhall bear their fpirits up,
Through their R :deemer’s name;

His wond'rous grace exalts their hope ;
Iet all his gracc proclaim.

. The Lord, our glory and defence,
Strength and falvation gives:
Irael! thy king for ever reigns,
Thy God for ever lives,

P/«RT
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N PART FOURTH, e
. :! ST e

Hear what the Lord in vifion faid,
And made nis mercy known;
Sinners, behold your help is laid

“ On my belovid Son.

. ¢ Behold the man my wifdom chole,

¢“ Among your mortal race;
His head iy holy oil o’erflows,
¢ The fpirit of my grace.

. % High fhall he reign on David’s throne,

¢« My people’s better king ;
My arm fhall beat his rivals down,

“ And ftill new fubjetts bring,

. ¢ My truth fhall guard him in his way,

¢ With mercy by his fide,
While in my name through earth and fea,
¢ He fhall in triumph ride.

5. % Me or his father, and his God

« He fhall for ever own;

¢ Calt me his rock, his high abode;

6.

¢ And I'll fupport my Son.

“ My firft-born Son, array’d in grace,
“ At my right hand fhall fit;

¢ Beneath him angels know their place,

“ And kings are at his feet,
7. ¢ My




107 P S AL MS

7. ¢ My covnant ftands for ever faft,
¢“ My promifes are ftrong;

“ Firm as the heav’'ns his throne fhall laft,
“ His fced endure as long.

\ PART FIFTH., - -
)-f; ] [!"Z‘;/-.:”‘

1. Think, mighty God, on feeble man ;
How few his hours! how fhort his fpan!
Short from the cradle to the grave :

Who can {ecure his vital breath
Againft the boid demands of death,
With {kill to fly, or pow’r to fave?

2. Lord! fhall it be for ever fad,

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?

Haft thou not promis'd to thy Son,
And all his fced, a heav’nly crown?
But fleth and fenfe indulge defpair:
For ever blefsed be the Lord,
Thas faith can read his holy word,
And find a refurreétion there.

4. For ever blcfsed be the Lord,
Who gives his faints a large reward,
For
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For all their toil, reproach and pain:
Let ail below and all above
Join to proclaim thy wond'rous love,
And each repeat their loud Amen.

PSALM XC.

PART FIRST. BURNS.

1. THOU the firft, the greateft friend
Of all the human race!
Whole ftrong right hand has ever been
Their flay 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 ftill upholds
This univerfal frame,

From countlefs, unbeginning time,
Was ever ftill the fame.

4. Thofe mighty periods of years,
Which feein to us {o vaft, |

Appear no more hcfore thy fight,
Than yelterday that's pal.

5. Thou giv’{t the word; thy creature, mar
Is to exiftence brought

Again, thou laylty, ¢ Ye fons of men,
“ Reiurn y o into nought,”

”~ Faadl
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6. Thou layelt them, with all their cares,

In everlafting fleep:
As with a flood thou tak’ft them off,
With over-whelming fweep.

7. They flourifh like the morning fow's,
In beauty's pride array'd;

But long erc night cut down it lies,
Al witherd and decay'd.

PART SECOND. WATTS.

1. Lord, if thine eyes furvey our faults,
And juftice grows fevere ;

Thy dreadful wrath exceeds our thoughts,
And burns beyond our fear.

2. Thine anger turns our frame to dvd ;
By one offence to thee,

Adam. with all his fons, have loft
Their immorality.,

. Life like a vain amufement flies,
A fable or a fong;

By fwift degrees our nature dle,
Nor can our joys be long.

. How few there are, whofe days amouns
To three-icore years and ten'!
| ali beyond that thort atcount
s forrow, toil and pain,
5. Almighty
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5. Almighty God, reveal thy love,
And not xhy wrath alone ;

O let our {weet experience prove
The mer-es of thy throne,

i |
|

1

i 6. Our fouls would learn the heav’nly art,
T’ improve the hours we have;
l That we may att the wifer part, |
And live beyond the grave.

- PART THIRD. MERRICK.

1. Return, O Godof love, return,
O let us not thy abfence mourn,
Thee, Lord, their refuge, thee alone,
Irom earhcﬁ age thy people own.

2. Authorof good, thy work mature;
In thee the righteous are fecure;

O may the majeﬁy divine,

On us its miideft beams incline !

And, while new fcenes of hope to view
Difclos 'd, our labour we purfue;
Thy fav'ring hand with fall fuccefs,
That hope confirm, that labour blefs!

4. Thy mercy, to our {ouls reveal'd,

A fuli reward of blifs fhall yield ;

And, while thy breath our life prolongs,

With grateful mirth infpire our fongs.
PSALM XCI.
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PSALM XCI. Tate anp Brabpy.

E that has God his guardian made,
Shall, under his Almighty fhade,
Secure and undifturb’d abide:
Thus to my foul of him I'll fay,
He is my fortrefs and my ftay,
My God, in whom I will confide.

2. His tender love and watchful care,
Shall free thee from the fowler’s [narc,
And from the noifome peftilence:

He over thee his wings fhall fpread,
And cover thy unguarded head;
His truth fhall be thy ﬁrong defence.

3. No terrors that furprife by night,
Shall thy undaunted courage fright;
Nor deadly fhafts that fly by day :
Nor plague of unknown rife, that kills
In darkneis; nor infeétious 1lls
That in the hotteft {fcafon flay.

4. A thoufand at thy fide fhall die,
At thy right 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. Decaule
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5. Becaufe, with well plac’d confidence,
'Thou mak {t the Lord thy fure defence,
And on the Highelt doft rely ;
Thcrdbrc, no ill fhall thee betail,
Nor to thy healthful dwelling fhall
Any infettious plague draw nigh.

6. Tor he, throughout thy happy days,
T'o keep thee fafe in all thy ways,

Shall give his angels {triét commands;
And they, left thou  fhould'ft chs nce to mect
Wiih lome rough ftone to wouna thy fect,

Shall bear thee falely in their haads.

7. Dragonsand afps that thirft for blood,
And lions roaring for their food,
Beieath thy conquering feet (hall lic.
¢ Becaufe he lov'd and honeur'd me,
¢ Therefore,” fays God, « I'll {et him free,
¢ And hix his r*lorlous throne on high.

8. ¢ His prav'r I'll an{wer when he calls,
¢ And refcue him when il befalls;

« Increale his honour and his wealthi;
¢ And when, with undifturb’d content,
« His long and happy life 1s {pent,

“ s end I'll crown with {dvmg healily”

O 2 -.)¢ ALL\i ;CIIo
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PSALM XCII. Warrts.
PART FIRST.

1. Q WEET is the work, O God, our king,
Te praile thy name, give thanksand fing;

To fhew thy love by morning light,

And talk of all thy truth at night.

2. Sweet 1s the day of facred reft;
No mortal cares fhall feize our breaft;
Our nobleft pow’rs fhall join to raife
A iribute of immortal praife,

%~ Our heart fhall triumph in the Lord,

A:d blefs his works, and ble!s his word ;
His works of grace, how bright they fhine!
How eep his counfels! how divine!

4. Thus we fhall fhare a glorious part,
When zrace hath well refin'd our heart,
And fref: fupplies of joy are fhed,
Like hoiy oil to cheer our head.

5. Then fhall we fee and hear and know,
All we defir'd or wifh'd below

And ev'ry power find fweet employ
dnthat eternal world of joy,

PART
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DX FPART SECOND.

6. Lord, 'tis a pleafant thing to ftand -
In gardens planted by thy hand; |
Let me within thy courts be ieen,

Like a young cedar frefh and green.,

7. There grow thy faints in faith and love,
-Bleft with thine influence from above;
Not Lebanon, with all 1t'’s trees,

Yields fuch a comely fight as thefe.

8. The plants of grace fhall ever live;
Nature decays; but grace mult thrive;
Time that does all things elfe impair,

Still makes them flourifh ftrong and fair.

g- Laden with fruits of age, they fhew
The Lord 1s holy, juft and true;

None that attend his gates fhal! ind

A God unfaithful or unkind.

PSALM XCUL SreELe.

IE Lord, the God of glory, reigns,
In robes of majefty array’d;
His rule omnipotence fuftains,
Aund guidesthe worlds hishandshave made,

2. Kre

o
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2. Erc rolling years began to mve

Or erc the heav'ns were frctes: 'A‘.i"zﬁiz;sﬂl,
Thy awful throne was fix'd abcvi:

From everlafting thou azt God.

. The [welling floods tumultuous rife,
Aloud the angry tempefts roar,
Lift their pxoud billows to the {kics,
And foam and lath the trembling fhore.

4. The Lord, the mighty God, on high,
Controls the fiercely raging feas;

He fpeaks! and noife and tempett {ly,
The waves {ink down 1n gentle pcace.

. Thy fovereign laws arc ever fure,
Eternal holincfs is thinc;
[{ow fhoula thy people, Lord! be puic!
And 1n thy bleft refemblance fhine!

PSALM XCIV. Watts.

PART FIRST.

1. God, to whom revenge belongs,
Proclain thy wrath aloud;
Let 10 "reign pow’r redrels our wrongs,
Let juftice {mite the proud.

2. 'They fay, “The Lord nor fees sor hears™—
Whecn will the vain be wife?
Can he be deaf who form'd their cars ?
Or blindy whe inade therr eyes?
3. Ile
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3. He knows theirimpious thoughtsare vain,
And they fhall feel his pow'r;

His wrath fhall pierce their fouls with pain,
In fome {urprifing hour.

4. Butif thy faints deferve rebuke,
Thou haft a gentle rod:

Thy providence, thy facred book,
Shall make them know their God.

5. Bleft is the man thy hands chaftife,
And to his duty draw ;

Thy fcourges make thy children wife,
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 {ake.

-~ PART SECOND, ™

2. Who will arife and plead my right
Againft my num'rous foes?

While earth and hell their force unite,
And all my hopes oppofe.

8. Had not the Lord, my rock, my helpy
Suftain'd my fainting head,
My life had now in filence dwelt,

My foul amorg the dead.
P g. Alas !
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9. Alas! my fliding feet ! 1 cry'd;

Thy promiie bore me up;
Thy grace ltood conftant by my fide,
And rais'd my finking hope.

10. While multitudes of mournful thoughts
Within my bofom roll ;

Thy boundlefs love forgives my faults,
Thy comforts cheer my foul.

11. Pow'rs of iniquity may rile,
And frame pernicious laws;

But God, my refuge, rules the fkies;
He will defend my caulie.

12. Let malice vent her rage aloud,
Let bold blafphemers feoff;

The Lord cur God fhall judge the proud,
And cut the finners off.

PSALM XCV. ScoTcH VERSION,

t.£ N\ COME, lct us fing to the Lord;
Come, lei us every one
A joyful noife make to the rock
Of our {alvation.

2. Let us before his prefence come,
With praife and thankful voice;
Let us {ing plalms.to Lim with grace,
And nuke a joyful noife.
3. For




3. For God a great God, and great king
Above all gods he is:

Depths of the carth are in his hand,
‘The ftrength of hills is his.

4. To him the fpacious fea: belongs,
For he the fame did make;

The dry land alfo from his hand,
It's form at firlt did take.

5. O come and let us worfhip him;
Let us bow down withal ;

And on our knees, before the Lord
Our Maker, let us fall,

PSALM XCVI. ScorcH VERSIONs

PART FIRST.

1.4 ) SING a new fong to the Lord;
Sing all the earth to God;.
Among the heathen nations fhew
His faving health abroad.

2. For great’s the Lord, and greatly he
Is to be magnify’d;

Yea, worthy to be fear'd is ke
Above all gods befide,

3. For all the gods are idols dumb;,
Which blinded nations fear;
But cur God 1s the Lord, by whom
The heavias created were,
4. Great
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4. Grent honour is before his face,
And majefty divine ;.

Strength 1s within his holy place,
And there doth beauty fhine.

5. Do you afcribe unto the Lord,
OFf people ev'ry tribe,

Glory do you unto the Lord
And mighty pow'r afcribe.

" .~ \a#'; PART SECOND.

6. Give ye the glory to the Lord
That to his name is due:

Ccme ye into his courts and bring
An offering with you.

7. In beauty of his holinefs,
This fov’reign Lord adore;

Let all the earth his name confefs,
And dread his glortous pow'r.

3. Letheav'ns be glad before the Lord,
And let the earth rejoice ;

Let feas and all that is therein,
Cry outand make a noife.

9. Let fields rejoice, and ev'ry thing
That fpringeth of the earth;
Ther woods, and cvry tree thall fing
With gladnefs and with misth.
10. Before
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10. Adore the Lord, becaufe he comes;
To judge the earth comes he;

He'll judge the world with rigliteoulnefs,
The people faithfull y

PSALM XCVIL = .7
EHOVA rcigns, let all the earth

In his juit government rejoice;
Let all the ifles with facred mirth,
In his applaufe unite their voice.

2. Darknefs ard clouds of awful fhade,
His dazzling glory fhroud in ftate;
Juftice and truth his guards are made,

And fix’'d by his pavilion wgit.

3. Above earth’s potentates enthron’d,
Jehovah dwells exalted high;

Supreme by other godsis own'd

And reigns unrivaild in the fky.

4. The fov'reign king loves upright fouls,
Whofe thoughts and attions arc fancere;
And with a gracious eye beholds

The men who his own image bear.

5. The feeds of endlefs life are fown,
A glorious harveft for the juft;
To them his favours fhall be fhewn;
He'll recompenfe their pious truft.
6. Rejoice
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6. Rejoice, ye righteous, in the Lord,
In fongs of praife your joy exprefs;
De¢ep in your thankful hearts record:
Memorials of his holinefs,

PSALM XCVIII. Scoros VERSIONe

SING a new fong to the Lord,
For wonders he hath done;
His right hand, and his holy arm
Him vitlory have won.

2. The mighty Lord, his faving pow's
Hath caufed to be known;

His juftice in the heather’s fight
He openly bath fhown.

3. He mindful of his grace and truth
To Ifrael’s houfe l:ath been;

And the falvation of our God
Earth’s utmoft ends have {een.

4. To celebrate Jehovali's praife,
et men their tongucs employ ;
While fields and floods, rocks, hills and
plains,
Repeat the founding joy.

PSAIM XCIX.
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PSALM xcx/ '™
1. TEHOVAH reigns ; letall - -
J 'The guilty nations quake;
‘On cherubs wings he fits;
Let earth’s foundations fhake :
In Sion he is great,
Above all people high;
O praife his holy name
Who dweils above the fky
In awful majefty.

2. For truth and jultice ftill
Of ftrength and pow’r take place;
His rightecus judgments are
Difpensd to Jacob’s race:
Therefore exalt the Lord,
Before his footftool fall
In adoration low;
And with his pow'r, let all
His holinefs extoll.

3. Mofes and Aaron thus,
Among his prielts, 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 ;
s ordinance they lov'd.
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. He heard, and of: forgave,
Nor would deftroy their race ;
But oft his wrath was known,
When they abus'd his grace:
Then 11 his {acred courts,
Duc praife to him afford ;
For Iie who Loly 1s
Alone fhould be ador'd :
Ye faints, praife ye the Lord,

PSALM C. Watrs.

EFORE Jecloval'’s awful throne,
Ye nations! bow with facred joy ;
Know that the Lord 1s God alone,
He can create, and can deftroy.

2. Hisf{ov’reign pow’r, without our aid,
Made us of clay, and form'd us men ;
And when, like wand'ring fhecp, we ftray’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 cougts with feunding praife.

4. Widc as the world is thy command,
Vaft as cterntty thy love,
Firm as a rock thy truth thall {tand,

When rolling ycars fhall ceale to move.
PSALM CI,
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PSALM Cil. WarTrts.

ERCY and judgment are my fong,
i And fince they both to thee belong,
My gracious God, 1y righteous king,
To thee my fongs and vows I bring,

. If I am rais’d to bear the {word,
Ih take my counfel from m) woxd
Thy ]U{hce and thy heav’nly grace

Shall be the pattern of my ways.

Let wifdom all my altions guide,.
“nd let my God with me refide :
No wicked thing fhail dwell with me,
Which may provoke thy jealoufy.

4. No fons of {lander, rage and ftrifey
Shall be companions cf my life;
The haughty look, the heart of pride,
Within my door fhall nc’er abide.

5. Tl fearch the land and raife the ;u&
['o polts of honom, wealth and trult;

'hc men that work thy holy wiil,

Shall be my {riends and fav'rites ﬂ 1R

6. In vain fhall finncrs hope to rifey

By flatring or malicious hes ;

Nor, while the innocent 1 guard,

shall bold offenders e'cr be fpar'd.
P e, 7. The
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». The impious crew, the fatious.band
Shall hide their heads, or quit the land;
And.all that break the public reft,

Where I have pow'r fhall be fuppreﬁ
PSALM CII

PART TIRST. WATTS.

EAR me, O God, nor hide thy face,
Dut 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 broke,.
- And finking in defpair.

3. My Ipirits ﬂag, like with’ring grafs,,
Burnt with exceffive heat:

In fecret groans my minutes. pafs,
And I forget to zat.

4. As, on {fome lonely building’s top,
The {parrow tells her moan,

Far from the tents of joy and hope,
I fit-and gricve alone.

5. My foul is like a wildernefs,
Where beafts of midnight howl,
Vhere the fad raven ﬁnds her plac

And where the {crcaming owl.
€. Dark
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6. Dark difinal thoughts and boding fears
Dwell in my troubled breaft ;

While fharp reproaches wound my ears,
Nor give my fpirits reft.

7. My cup is mingled with my woes,
And tears arc my repaft:

My daily bread, like athes, grows
Unpleafant to my tafte..

8. Senfe can afford no real joy -
To fouls that feel thy frown;

Lord! ’twas thy bard advanc’d me high,,.
Thy hand hath caft me down,

9. My looks like wither'd leaves appear ;.
And life’s declining light

Grows faint as ev’ning thadows are
That vanifh into night,

10. But thou for ever art the fame,
O my eternal God;

Ages to.come fhall know thy name,
And fpread thy works abroad.

PART SECOND., SCOTCH VERSICNe

1. Thou fhalt arile, and mercy yet
Thou to Mount Sion fhalt extend ;
Thy tme for favour which was fet,

Bcholdy 1s now come to an end.
2. Thy
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2. Thy faints take pleafure in her ftones;
Her very duft to them 1s dear;

All heathen lands, and kingly thrones
On carth, thy glorious rame fhall fcar,

3. God in his glory fhall appear,
When Sion he builds and repairs:
He f{hall regard and lend an ear
Unto titc needy’s humble pray'rs.

4. Tl afllited’s pray’r he will not fcorn:
This fhall be ever on record;

That generations yet unborn

May praile and magnify ibe Lord.

&. He from his holy place look'd down;
The earth he view'd from heav’n on high,
To hear the prishers mourning groan,
And free them that are doom'd to dte,

6. That Sion and Jeruslem too,

His name and praifc may flill record;
When people and the kingdoms do
Alsemble all to praife the Lord.

PART TiHIRD. T At AXD BraDpY.

':vn‘t

1. Threugh endlefs years thow art the famc,

O thou eternal God!
Ages to come fhall know thy name,

And tell thy works abroad,
2, The
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2. The ftrong foundations of the earth
Of old by thee wetke laid;

By thee the beauteous arch of heav’n
With matchlefs fkill was made.

3. Soan fhall this goodiy frame of things,
Form'd by thy pow’rful hand,

Be, like a vefture, laid afide,
And ¢hang'd at thy command.

4. But thy eternal ftate, O Lord,
No length of time fhall wafte;

Thy wifdom, pow’r and truth and grace
From age to age fhall laft.

5. Thou to the children of thy faints
Shalt lafting comfort give;

Whofe happy race, fecurely fix'd,
Shall in thy prefence live,

PSALM CIII. ScorcH VERSION.
1 £/} THOU my foul, blefs God the Lord

And all that in me is,
Be ftirred up, his holy name
To magnify and blefs.

2. Blefs, O my foul, the Lord thy Ged;
And not forgetful be
Of all his gracious benefits

He hath beftow'd on thee,
§) 3. All
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g. All thy iniquities he doth
Moft gracioufly f()rmve

He thy difeufes and thy pains
Doth heal and thee reiieve.

4. He doth redeem thy life, that thou
To death may'ft not go down ;

He thee with foving-kindnefs doth
And tender mercics crown.

r. He with abundance of good things
Dozh fatisfy thy mouth,

So that, cv'n as the cagle’s age,
Renewed i1s thy youth,

6. God will not chide continually ;
Nor keep his anger {iill;

With us he dealt Hot 25 We finned,
Nor did requite our 1ll,

». For, as the heav’n in 1t's height
The carth furmounteth far;

So great to thofe, who do him fear,
His tender mercies are,

8. Asfar as eaft is diftant from
The weft; fo far hath he
From us removed, in bis love,

All our miguity,

9. Such
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g. Such pity as a father thews |

Unto his children dear;
Such pity fhews the Lord to fuch
As worthip him 1n fear.

10. For he remembers we are duft,
And he our frame well knows :
Frail man! his days are like the grals,

As flow'r m field k= grows.

But unto them that do him fear,
uods mercy never ends;
And tc their children’s children fhill
" His righteoufnefs extends.

12. The Lord prepared hath his throne,
In heav'n firm to fland;

And ev'’ry thing that becing hath
His kingdom doth ccinmand.

12. O ye his angels, that excel
In itrcngth biefs ye the Lord ;
Ye who obey what he commanda,

And hLiearken to his word.

14. O blefs the Lord, all ye his works,
\Wherewith the woxld 1s ftor'd,
In his dominions ev'ry where;

My foul, blefs thou the Lord.

PSALM CIV.
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" PSALM CIV., M:srrick,

AW’AKE my foul, to hymns of pxazfe
To God the fong of triumph railc;
And let confenting nations join,

To blefs with me the name divine,

2. O cloth'd with maj:fty divine!

What pomp, what g!ory Lord, are thine!
Light forms thy robe, and round thy head,
The heav'ns their ample curtain {pread.

8. Thou kaow'ft, amid the fluid fpace,
The ftrong- compaued beams to place,
That proof to walting ages lie,

And prop the chambers of the fky.
4. Behold, aloft the King of kings,

Borne on the winds expanded wings,
(His chariot by the ciouds fupp'y’d)
Thro’ heav'n’s wide realms trinmphant rides

5. Around him, rangd in awful Rate,
Th’ afsembled ftorms expe€lant wait,
And flames, attentive 1o fuifill

The diltates of his mighty will.

6. On firmeft bafe uprear'd, the carth
'To him afcribes her wond'rous birth;
He {pake; and o’er cach mountain’s head
The deepit’s wat'ry mantle fpread.

7. He




PS AL MS 185

7. He fpake; and from the whelming ﬁood
Again- their tops emergent ftood,

And faft adown their bending lide,

Wiih refluent fiream their currents glide.

8. Aw'd by his ftern rebuke they fly,
Whale reals of thunder rend the {Kky,
In nunaled tumult upward borne,
Now to the mountains height return;

g. Now, lodg'd within their peaceful bed,
Along the winding vale are led,

And, taught their deftin'd bounds to know,
No more th’ affrighted earth o'erflow;

10. But cbvious te her ufe (their eourfe
By nature’s cver copious fource
Supply'd) refreth the hilly plain,

And life in all it's forms {ultain.

11. Here, ftooping o'er the river’s brink,
'The herds and flocks promifcuous.drink;
There, 'mid the barren defert nurs'd,
The wild afs cools his burning thirft.

12. While faft befide the murm’ring {pring,
The feather'd minftrels fit and fing,

And; fhelter'd in the branches, thun

The fervours of the mid-day fun.

1 3. Hisfhow'rs with verdure erown 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 {pringing blade.

14. For man, chicf objeét of his care,
His hands the foodful herb prepare,
The gladning wine, refrefhing cil,

And bread that {trings his ncrves for toil.

15. By him, with gerial moifture fed,
The trees their thade luxuriant {pread ;
And weave their {ocial boughs, deliga'd
A retuge for thy’ acrial kind :

16. While on the fir-tree’s fpiry top,
The vagrant ftork is {een to ftop,
Where, cradled in their waving neft,
Her mfant brood i falety reft.

17. Sce 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 fealons marks, and knows ber own;
And taught by him, the orb of day

Slopes in the welt his parting ray.

19. Now night from ocean’s bed alcends,
And o'er the carth her wings cxtends;
While favour'd by the fricndly gloom,
The {ylvan race licentious roan.

20. The
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20. The lions chief, with hideous roar,
From Ged their needful fond implore,
And eager for th2ir wonted prey

Along the echoing defert ftray.

21. Till now, as mornapproaches nigh,
Back to their cavernd haunts they fly,
Where fatiate with the nightly feaft,
The lordly favage finks to reft.

22. His care {uficient to the day,
Man to his labour takes his way,
His tafk at carlieft dawn begun,
And ended with the fetting fun.

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 bcholds her fhores
Enrich'd from God's exhauttlefs ftores;
Alike, throughout their liquid reign,
Th’ extended feas his gifts contain.

25. Beneath, unnumberd ref,\tiles {warm,
Of different fize, of different form
Above, the fhips enormous glide,
Incumbent on the burthend tude.

26. And oft the rolling wavcs between,
The huge leviathan is {cen,

“There
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There privileg'd by Him to ftray,
And wantoa o'er the watry way.

27. Thy care, great God, fuftains them all;
As, urg'd by hunger’s furious call,
Expeftant of the known fupply,

To thee they hift the alking 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;
Butif thy face thou turn'ft away,

Their troubled looks their grief hetray.

30. If thou the vital air deny,

Behold them ficken, faint and die;
Duft tosit’s kindred duft returns,

And earth her ruin’d offspring mourns.

31. Byt foon thy breath her lofs fupplics,
She feés a new-born race arile,

And, o'er her regions fcatterd wide,

The blellings of thy hand divide,.

82. Thy glory, fearlefs of decline,’
Thy glory, Lord, fhall ever fhine.
Thy works in cnangdefs order lie,

And glad their great Creator’s eye.
33. Earth
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3. Earth at thy look fhall trembling ftand,

Confcious of fov'reign pow'r at hand ;
And, touch’d by thee, Almighty Sire,
The cloud topt hills in fmoke afpire.

13. To God in ceafelefs ftrains, my tongue,
Shall meditate the grateful fong ;

And long as breath informs my frame,

The wonders of his love procfaim;

a5. Afsur'd that his paternal ear
With-full regard my voice will hear;
His a&ls it's unexhanited 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.

/,

PSALM CV. ScoTCH VERSION.

1. £ Y IVE thanksto God, call on his name;
To men his deeds make known;
Sing ye to him; fing pfahns; proclaim
The wouders he hath done,

2. Sce that ye in his holy name
Glory with one accord;
And lct the heart of ev'ry one
Rejoice that fecks the Lord,
Q 2, 3. The
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3. The Lord Almighty and his ftrength
With ftedfaft hearts feek ye;

His blefsed and his gracious facz,
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 CVI. ScorcH VERSION.

IVE praife and thanks unto the Lord,
For bountiful 1s he;
His tender mercy doth endure
Unto eternity.

2. God’s mighty works who can exprels?
Or thew forth all his praife ?

Blefsed are they, that judgment keep,
And jultly do always.

5. Remember us, Lord, with that love
Which thou to thine dofil bear;
With thy falvation, O our God,
To vifit us draw near;

4. That we thy chofen’s good may fee,
And m their joy rejmce,
And may, like thine mherltance,

Triumph with cheerful voice.
PSALM CVII,
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PSALM CVII. Merrick.

PART FIKST.

O God above, from all below
Let hymns of praife afcend;
Whofe blefings unexhaufted flow,
Whofe mercy knows no end.

2. But chief by thofe his name be bleft,
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 north,
Condemn’d awhile to roam,

His hand in pity brought them forth,
And call'd the wand'rers home.

4. Behold them o'er the defert ftray,
A helplefs, hopelels train;

Some city, where their fteps to ftay,
They feek, but feek in vain.

5. Ah! what fhall cheer their fainting mind,
Or what their woes affuage,
To thirlt’s affliétive pain confign’d,

And famine’s fierceft rage?

6. Diftreis'd, to God they make their pmy H
He guldes their wand'ring feet;

And, fafe in his proteting care,
Thcy reach their deftin'd feat,

7- O
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. O then, that 2l would biefs his; name¢,
Whofe mcvcy tibhus they prove,
And p'eas'd, from age to age proc claun
"'l wonders of ha love

8. Thatlove whofe gifts.with thankful brealty
The fons of want divide,

Arnd find their ev'ry gricf redrefs'd,
Their ov'ry with fupply'd.

.t - \d Po&RT SECC;\ > ‘. 4

1. How juft the doom to thofe affign'd,
Who frantic Cur{l withfiand

The C(‘*b‘)fn.a of th’ Almighty mind,
Ard fpurn his juit co n,uand.

a. Thefe erft he bade th’avenger's hand
In deathy's dark fhades detain;

And addad to the iron bangd
Atiizcuesi’s heavier chan.

. O'cerwhelm’d with deepell woe they lie,
And finking to the grave
No pitving earauends their cry;
.\u hand is nigh t¢ fave,

4- Diitrefids to Godthey meke their pray's;
He in'tant near them tiands,

Diipels the gloom of biack (.ut)air,
And breaxs their ftubborn bands.

5. €
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. O then that al! would blefls his name,
\\ hofe mercy thus they prove,

Ana pleasd from 2 23¢ to age proclaim
The wonders of his love,

G. That love which oft it's fuccour gives
The captive’s woes to heal,

The cates of brals in {under cicavcs,
And burits the bars of ftect.

PART THIRD.

1. Beacath his terrors bid to grean,
Behold th’ mtemperate band
The fiuits of folly reap, and own

The juftice of his hand,

2. Eftrangd from food, their languid foul
T he needful meal foregoes;;

Lafe fecls s current faimnidy roll,
And haftens to 1ts clofe.

. Dillrels'd, to God they mike their pray ™y,
And rawure joyous fees
Mis word her reind ftrergih repair,
Ier fiercedl torturcs cafe.

O then that all would blefs his name,
Whole mercy s they prove,

And pleavd fromyage to agze })l()u“ull,
‘The wonders of “his love

R 5. That
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5. That rcalms of various tongue weuld
{ing
His atls in frequent lays,
And vieid to hecavn's eternalking
The {acrifice of prailc,

SR e PART FOURTIL

1. \Who on the waves, from fhore to fhore,
The gifisof commmerce bear,

The wonders of the deep explore,
And own that God is there;

. By thele his works are i>2n; his ways
bx thefe are underfiood ;

Ile !pcar:“ the word; the ftorm obcys,
And rifing hifts thc flood.

3. Now Lish as heav'n the bark afcends,
Now focks the acpth bejow;

Y.ch heart beneath the terror bcnds,
And meits with inward wo.

4. Iike drunken men, in wild amaze,
Thev reel from fide to fide:

Nor hope furvives, their foul to raife,
Nor rcafon wakes to auide.

. Diftreis'd, to God they make their pray'r;
Obcdient to his will,
The ftorms that ragid, their rage forbear,
. ] (J
‘Tue feas that roard are fill,

6. Each
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6. Each grief, each fear az once refignd,
They ieb their labour o'er;

Then, led by him, thi‘il’ haven find,
And reach the m! i for ihore.

7. G then that all would blefs kis name,
Whofe mercy thus they prove,

And pleas'd from age 10 age proclaim,
The wonders of This 1o 'C,

8. That Salem, 1n her facred fhrine,
His praife, wiih thankful tongue,

Would utter; while Ler elders join
To {well the feltal feng.

T B PART FIFTH.

t. God bids: andlo! a burning wafte
Where roli'd the floods betfore ;

And, touch'd by the defcending blaft,
The prings are {cen no more,

2. Sad witnefs of {fome dire offence,
Behold the ferisie foil

No more it's wontad gifts difpenfe,
But mock the vllers toil.

3. He bids; and o'er the defert wide
The qumd lake ts fpread
New fprings the thirfly carth divide,
And murm'ring Lift the head,
4. There
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4. There thoufands, late witx hunger warn,
By him afiembled meer;

o pleas'd e future ciiv plan,

And Ax their fure reweat,

"r‘\

And now ‘Jwey {fow the foodful grain z
'Il‘e tender vine they rear
Now waves the harvelf ocer ne p.ain
And plenty crowns the year

5. Bielt in His care, tie fires with jov
A num'rous race behold;

Nor dares diicaie their herds annov,
Or walte the peopled fold.

7. Anon, if furk with heavieflt - oey
They feel opp.:tlion’s pow'r;
! P
If civil rage, or Lanqumn foc,
Their boalted firength devour;

8. His hand affords the wifh'd releafe;
Colletls their {catter'd train;

And bids them like the flocks mcrealey
That hll the verdant piam,

9. Such truths his feevants fhall attefy
And joyfu! wake the fong;
Vhile thame the rmpious fhall invelt,
And chain their fpecchiels tongue.
10, Ll
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v s works atteniive wlnle it fees,
T he beavndiitrufied mind
Shall oun low equal his decrees,
His providence how kind,

PSALM CIX. Warrs.

OD cf Iy mercy and my praife,
Thy glory is my {ong;
Though finners {peak againft thy grace
With a blafpheming tongue.

When in the form of mortal man,
T}‘y fon on earth was found,

\With cruel flanders, talfe and varn,
They compais'd him around.

. Their mis'ries his compaffion move ;
Their peace he ftill purfud;
They render hatred for his love,
And cvil for his good.

4. Their malice rag’d without a caufle;
Yet, with his dying breath,

He pray'd for murdrers on his crofs,
And bleft his foes in death,

. Let not his bright example fhine
In vain before our eyes;
fay we, like him, to peace incline,

And love our enemics.
PSALM X,
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P SIX Li\i CX. \K\v‘rxkxTTSo

1. JESUS, our Lord, aicend thy throne,
And near thy father fit;
In Sion {hall thy powr be known,
And make thy foes fubmnit.

2. What wonders fhall thy gofpel do!
Thy converts fhall furpafs

The num’rous drops of morning dewy
And own thy fov'reign grace.

3. God hath pronouncd a firm decree,
Nor changes what he {wore;

¢ Etcrnal fhall thy prielthood be,
¢ VWhen Aaron 1s no more.”

4. Melchifedec, that wond'rous prictt,
That king of high degree,

That holy man whom Abram bleft,
Was but a type of thee.

5. Jelus, our pricft, for ever lives,
To plead for us above;

Jefus, our king, for ever gives
The bleflings of his love.

6. God thall exalt his glorious head,

And his high throne maintain,
Shall ftrike the pow'rs and princes dead,
Who darc oppole his reign.

PSALM CXI,
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PSALM CXI. Warrs.

PART FIRST.

1. ONGS of immortal praife belong
To our Almighty God ;
He has our heart, and he our tongue,
To {pread his name abroad.

2. How great the works hishand has wrought!
How glorious in our ﬁght!

And men in evry age have fought
His wonders with delight.

2. How moft exatt 1s nature’s frame!
How wife th' cternal mind!

His counfeis never change the {vheme
That his firft thoughts defign'd.

4. Nature and time, and carth and fkics,
Thy heav'nly {kill proclaim:

What fhall we do to make us wife
But lcarn to read thy name ?

5. To fear thy pow'r, to truft thy grace,
Is our divineft fkill;

And he’s the wileft of ourrace,
Who beft obeys thy will,

& PART

My
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iy
“ . 17.. PART SEQOND.

1. Great is the Lord bis works of might
"~ Demand our noblc’t fongs;
Let his afflcmbled faints unite

Their harmony of tongues.

2. Great 1s the mercy of the lord;
He gives his children food ;

And, ever mindful of his word,
He makes his promife good.

. His Son, the great Redeemer, cauic
To {eal his cov’nant {ure:
Holy and rev’rend 1s his name,
His ways are juft and pure.

4. They who would grow divinely wife
Muft with his fear bcom

Our faireft proofl of wildom lics
In hating cv'ry fin.

PSALM CXII. Tarte anp Branvy.

HA'T manis blefs'd. who ftandsin awe
Of God, and loves his facred law;
IHis leed on earth fhall be renown'd
And with fucceflive honours crown'd..

2. His houfe the feat of wealth fhall be,
An unexhaulted treafury
‘{if‘,




P S AL MS 201

e p -
His juftice, free from all decay,
Shall bleflings to his heirs convey.

3. The man that’s fill'd with virtue's light
Shines brigheft in afflictions night;

To pity the diftrefsd inclin'd,

As well all juft to all mankind.

4. His lib’ral favours he extends;
"f'o lome he gives, to others lends;
Yet what his charity impairs,

He {aves by prudence in altairs.

-

5. Belet with threatning dangers round,
Unmov'd fhall he maintain his ground :
The {weet remembrance of the juflt,
Shall flourifh when he fleeps in duft.

6. His hands, while th_y his alms beftew’d,
Ihs glory's future harvelt fow'd ;
His works of piety and love

Are known on earth, and own’d above,

r SiA L M CXIII. Warrs.

i, E who delight to ferve the Lord,
The honours of his narae recerd,
His facred name for ever blefs :
Wacre eer the circling fun difplays
His riling beams or fetting rays,
Duc praifc to his great name addrefe.

;\ 1"5 (%]
R 2‘5 Le ANTR
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2. Nor time, nor naturc’s narrow rounds
Can gtve his vaft dominions bounds ;
Tu\, heav'ns arc far below his hcwht'
Lew no created greatnels darc
With our eternal God compare,
Arm'd with kis uncreated might,

. He bows his gloricus head to view
W ”: wat the bright hefts of angels J“ﬁ.

And bends lus ¢are to mor Ldl thing
His {ov'reign hand exalts the poor,
He takes t}k ncedy from the door,

And makes them company for kings,

PSALM CXIV. Warrs

1. % X 7HEN Ifracl, freed frons Pharoah:’
\ hand,

Lcft the proud tyrant and bis land,

The tribes with cheerful homage own

Their king, and Judah was his t throne,

2. Acrofs the deep their jouraey las
The deep divides to make them w a) ;
Jordan beheld their march, and {led
With backward current to his head.

3- Themountains faook iike trerbling fhecp,
Like lambs the hule hiils did leap;
Not Sinat on us bafe could ihznd,
LConfcious of wvicign powT at hand.

4. What
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4. "What pow’r could make the deep divide?
Make Jerdan backward rell his ade?

x) did ye 1eap ye little Inlls ?
And whence the fright that Sirai feels?

5. Lct cv'ry mountain, evry flood,
Retire and krow t’ apz)'oach't g God,
The ng of Hrael: fee him here;
Tremble thou earth, adore and fear.

6. He thunders, and all nature mourns;
Thz2 rock to ftanding pools he turns;
Flints {pring with fom itains at his word,
And fives and feas confels the Lerd,

PSALM CXV, Warrs,

t. OT to ourfclves, who are but duft,
A Not to ourfeives 1s glory due

But to thy name, thou enly juft,

Thou only gracious, wife and true.

L "X ]

2. Shine forth in all thy gloricus name;;
‘by fhonld a beathen’s hauomv tongue

whm us, and to raife our f‘xaﬂu,

Savy wherdsthe God you ‘ve ferv'd folong 2

2. The God we ferve maintains his throne
Above the clouds, beyond the fkies :
Tiﬁrom)'w atl the carth his wiil is done;
e kpowsour pains, be benrs cur cries,

1. Pt
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4. But the vain idols they adore, -
Are {enfelefs fthapes of ftone and woed ;
At beft a mafs of glitt'ring ore,

A fiiver faint, or golden god.

. With eyes and ears they carvetheir head,
Deaf are their ears, their eyes are blind;
In vain are cokly ofsermgq maae,

A2 sere fotterd to the wind.

¢ Their feet were never made to move,
~or iands to fave when mortals pray
Morte!ls who pay them fear and love,
“Seem o be biind and deaf as they.

. O Iirael, raake the Lord thy hope,
Thy help; thy refuge and thy reft;
The Lowd fhall build thy xmm up,
And blefs the people and the prieft,

8. The dead no more can {peak thy praife,
They dwell in filence and the grave;

But we fhal: live to fing thy grace,

And tell the world thy pow'r to fave,

PSALM CXVI Warrs.
1. HAT fhall I render to my God,

For all his kindnels !how n?
My feet fhall vifit thine abode,
My fongs addrefs thy throne.
X z. Among
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2. Among the {aints who fill thine houfe
My offerings fhall be paid;

There fhall my zeal perform the vows
My foul in anguifh made.

3. How much is mercy thy delight,
Thou ever blefsed Gad!

How dear thy fervants in thy {ight!
How precious :s their blood !

4. How happy all thy fervants are!
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 fhall my purpofc move;

Thy hand hath loos'd my bOHdb of pain,
And bound me with thy love.

5. Here in thy courts I leave my vow,
And th) rich grace record;

Witnefs ye faints who hear me now,
if I forfake the Lord,

PSALM CXVII. WartTts.

ROM all that dwell below the fkies,
Let the Creator’s praife arife:
Let the Redeemer’s name be {ung
Through evry land, by ev'ry tongue.
S 2 Etcrﬂal




236 F S AL M S

Eternal arc thy mercics, Lord;

| }tunal truth attends thy word ;

Thy praife fhall found from ﬂ;me to fhore,
“T1!l funs {hall rnfe and {et no more.

PSALM CXVIIILL
PART rIzst. MErrICER,

IFT up your veice, and thankful fing
Praifes to yeur heav’nly king;
I'or his mercics far extend,
And his bounty knows no Pnd,

M racel, thy Crcator blefs,
And ‘\'d\ joyous tonguc conlefs,
“shat bis mercies far extend,
fe..:;.fj his bounty knows no cnd.

o. V¢ who make his will your carg,
\Wirh alsenting voice declare

Feat]l s mercies far extend,

And L., bounty knows no end.

4. On! how fafe the man whofe mind
Relts 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 {hall fing, whole lovc
To my volce attention gave,
onmpt.to hear, and firong to fuve.

6. Safe
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0. Safe in Hracl's Lord confide;
He 1s God, and none befide:
Thee, miy God, in lengthen'd lays,
Thee, wy rapeur'd lips {hall praife.

PART SICOND. WaTTs.

t. Lord, thou haft heard thy fervant cry,
!‘ . I§ i
And reicu'd frem the grave;
Now fhall he live; (and none can die
It God refolve to fave.)

2. Thy praife more conftant than before,
Shall fill bis dzily breath;

Thy hand that hath chaftis'd him fore,
Defends him ftil) frem d-ath.

3- Open the gates of Sion now,
For we fhall worlhip there,

The houfe where all the righteous go.
Thy merey to declare.

4. Among th’ afsemblies of thy faints,
Our tharkful veice we'll raile ;

There we will tell thee our complaints,
And there we'll fpeak thy praife.

PARYL THIRD. WATTS,

. Bchold the {ure foundation ftone
Which God in Sion fays,
To buid our heav'.!, hopes upon,
And his cternal prailc ;
2. Chofen

b
- {N
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2. Chofen of God ; to finners dear;
And faints adore the name ;

They truilt their whole falvatton here,
Nor fhall they fuffer thame, -

. The foolifh builders, fcribe and prieft,
Retell it with difdain;

Yet on this rock the church {hall reft
And envy rage in vain.

4. \What though the gates of hell withftood,
Yet mufl tlus building rife;

Tis thy own work, Alnghtv God,
And wond'rous in our eyes.

PART FOURTH. W ATTS,

1. Thisis the day the Lord hath made
He calls the hours his own

Let F=av'n rejoice, let earth be glad,
£ 1l praile furround his throne.

2. To-day he rofe, and left the dead,
And Satan’s empire fell ;

To-day the faints his triumph: {pread
And all his wonders teli.

. Hofanna to th’ Anointed king,
To David's holy fon;
Help us, O Lord, defeend and brmg

Salvation from th y throune,
4. Bleft
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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 our Linful race,

5. Hofanna in the highett {trains
Tae church on earth can raife;
The higheft heav'as in which he dwells,

Shall give him nobler praife.
PSALM CXIX.

PART FIRST. TATE AND BrADY.

l.HOVV blefsd are they who always keep
The pure and perfett way !
Who never from the facred paths

Of God’s commandments ftray!

2. How blefs'd who to his righteous laws
Have {hll obedient beent

And have with humble fervent zeal
His favour fought to win'!

4. Such men their utmoft caution ufz
To fhua each wicked deed ;

But in the path which he dircéts,
With conftant care proceed.

4. Thou ftrifly haft enjoin'd us, Lord,
To learn thy facred will,
And ali our diligence cmploy
Thy fatutes to fuldll,
5 O
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. O then, that thy mofl holy will
Might o'er our " -ays prefide ;
And we the courfe of all our hfc,

By thy dirction guide !

6. Then with afsurance fhould we walk,
From all confufion free,

Convinc'd, with joy, that all our ways
With thy commands agree.

PART SECOND. I’ODDRIDGE.

1. Indulgent God, with pitying eye
The {ons of men lurvey;

And fce how youthful finners {port
In a deftruttive way.

2. In pleafure’s lowery path<hey tread,
On future years prelume;

Altho’ ten thoufand fnares are fpread
To fnatch them to the tomb.

3. Reduce, O Lord, their wandering mind,
Amusd with aity dreams,

That heuvcnly wifdom ray difpel
Their vifionary {chemes.

4. With holy caution may they walk
And make thy word their guide;;
Tl each, the danger fafcly paﬁ
On Ston’s hiil abide,

PART
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PART THIRD. VVATTS.

1. Thou art my poition, O my God ;
Soon as I know thy way,

My heart prepares t* obey thy word
And {uffers no delay.

2. I choole the path of heav'nly truth,
And glory 1n my choice;

Not all the riches of the eartb
Can make me fo rejoice.

3 The teftimonies of thy grace
I fet before my eyes ;

Thence I derive my dally ftrength,
And there my comxor-t lﬁ“ g‘

4. If ¢'er I wander from thy ﬁath,;
I think ypon my ways,

Then turn my fect to thy commands,
And truft thy pardoning grace.

4. If thou incline this wandering heart,
Thy precepts to fulfill;

Then ull my mortal life fhall end
1 {hall perform thy will.

. - 1 PART rovn'm WATTS.

1. Thy word is like a heavuﬂy light,
YWhich guides us all the day;

And thro’ thr* dangers of the night,
A lamp to lead our way.

2, Whea
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2. When once it enters to the mind,
It fpreads fuch light abroad,

'The meaneft fouls inftruétion find,
And raife their thoughts to God.

3. The ftarry heavens thy rule obcy,
The earth preferves her place;

In naturc’s volume night and dav,
Thy power and fkill we trace.

4. But in thy law and gofpcl, Lord,
Are lefsons more divine;

Not earth ftands firmer than thy word,
Nor ftars {o nobly fhine.

5. Thy word is everlafting truth,
How pure 1s every page;

That holy book fhall guide our youth,
And well fupport our age.

PART FIFTH. JJODDRIDGE.

1. Arife, my tender thoughts, arife;

Let torrents drown my weeping eves ;
And thou, my heart, with anguifh fcel
Thofe evils which thou canft not heal.

2. Sec human beings funk in fhame;
See fcandals pour'd on Jelus’ name;
Sec God infultec through his fon ;

The world abus'd ; the {oul undone.

3. My
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My heart with reverence hears thy word,
Avd trembles at thy threatnings, Lord;
I know the wretched, dreadfu! end
To which their carelefs fteps defcend.

4. My God, the mournful fcene I view,
With horror and wih pitv 100

O could my {ympathy reclaiin,

The wretches from deitrutlive flame,

5. But feeble my compailion proves,
It can but weep, where moft it ioves;
Thy own all-faving grace employ,

And turn thefe dropa of gricf to joy.

PART SIXTH. \WATTS,

. O how I'love tiy hely law!
“Tis daily my delight ;
And thence my meditations draws

Divine advice bv niﬂht.

. My waking eyes prevent the day,
To meditate tm word,

My foul with lenging melts away
To hear thy ¢ mh)\ Lara.

. When mideight darknefs veils the fkies,
I call thy w ords to mind ;
My thoughts in warm devotion rife,
And God’s accestance find.
S 24 4. How
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. How doth thy word my heart engage!
How well employ my tonguc !
It cheers my tirefome pilgrimage,

And yields a heav'nly fong!

5. Am [ a ftranger or at home,
"T1s my continual feaft,

Nor honey dropping from the comb
So much allurcs the tafie,

6. No trealures fo enrich the mind,
Nor {hall thy word be fold,

For loads of filver well refin'd,
Nor heaps of fhining gold.

. When nature firks and fpirits droop,
Thy promifes of grace
Are pillars to fupport my hope,
And elevate my pratie,

PART SEVENTII. WVATTS,

1. Lord I have made thy word my choicey
Thy ﬁaaztm‘ all are juft;

They make m; nobleft powers rejoice,
And mortify my luft,

2. Thy precepts often I furvey,
And keep thy lawsn ﬁgln ;
Thro’ 5!l the bufinels of the day,

‘1o form my a&mm right,

n. y “ :S
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3. And when my fpirit takes her fil},
From fountains {o divine,

No mx-rhty men that fhare tbe fpoil,
Have joy compard to mine.

4. 1 read the hift'ries of thy love,
And kecp thy grace in fight ;

Whilit through the promiles I rove,
With ever new deliglit.

5. “Tis likea land of wealth unknown,
Where living {prings anfe,
Seeds of immortal bliis are fown,

And hidden glory lies.

5. The belft relief that mourners have,
It makes our forrows bleft;

Our faireft hope beyond the grave,
And our eternal reft,

-

PART EIGHTH. WATTS,

1. Let all the heathen writers join
To form one perfett book,

Great God, if once compard with thine,
How mean their writings look !

2. Not tlie moft perfelt rules they gave,
Could thow one fin forgiven;
Nor lcad a {tcp beyond the grave ;
But thine condutl to heayen,
3. I've

L ¥
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. I've fecen an ens? of what we call
PeifcEiion, here Lelow;
How fhort tixe powers of pature fall,
And czn no farther go.

4. But thy commands, O righteous Lord,
Pervade the heart within;

Thy perfeét law, exceeding broad
Detells the fecret fin.

5. Invain we boait perfeflion here,
While fin defiles our frame;

And finks our virtues down fo far,
They {carce deferve the name.

6. Our faith, and love, and every grace,
Fall far below thy word;

But perfcét truih and r.ghtcoufucfs
Dwell only with the Lord.

PART NINTH. WaTTs,

- 1. Thy mercics fill the earth, O Lord!
How great thy works appear!

QOpen my eyes to read thy word
And ive thy wonders there.

2. My flefn by thy creating hands,
Is form'd with carc and ﬂ\z“,
O make me learn thy juft commands,.
That I may tohem fulll,
- A, Since

NE Y
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1. Since I'm a ftranger here below,
Be thou my conftant guide ;

Direét the way my feet fhould 805
Nor let me turn afide.

4. If thou to me thy ftatutes fhesw,
Anc heav'nly truth impart;

Thy work for ever I'll purfue;
Thy law fhall rule my heart.

5. From thofe vain objeéls turn my fight
Which this falfe world dilplays;

But give me heavnly power and h"ht,
To tread th y rightcous ways.

PART TENTH. VATTS.

. O that the Lord would guide my ways,
To keep his {tatutes ftill;

O that my God would grant me grace,
To krow and do his will.

2. Send thy good fpirit, Lorc, to write
Thy law upon my heart ;

Nor let my tongue indulge deccxt,
Nor atl the liar's part.

3. From vanity turn off my eyes;
Let no corrupt defign,
Nor covctous defires arile,
Witiun this foul of mine,
T 4. Ordcy
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. Order my footfteps by thy word,
And make my heart ﬁncere'

Let fin have no dominion, Loxd,
But keep my conicience clear.

5. My foul hath gone tco far aftray,
My feet too often flide;

O bring me back to virtuc’s way,
And be thy truth my guide,

6. Make me to walk in thy commands ;
"T1s a dehighitul road;

Nor let my head or heart or hands
Offend aaamﬂ 1y God.

PART ELEVENTH. W ATTS.

:3

z. O that thy ftatures every hour
Might diwell upon my mind !
Thence I derive a quick'ning power
And daily comiort find.

n. Thy word fhall dwell unsn my heart,
To keep me purc within;

And be an everlafting guard
From very rifing fin,

. To meditate thy precepts, Lord,
Shall be my fweet employ,
My foul fhall nc'er forget thy word,
Thy word is all my joy.
4. How
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4. How would I run in thy commands,
If thou my heart difcharge

Irom fin’s deceit and folly’s banoq, -
And fet my feet at large!

5. My lips with courage {hail declare
T lw itatutcs and thy name;

I'i fpeak thy word though tyrants hear,
Nor yield to finful fhame.

5. Depart from me ve wicked race,
\» hole hands and hearts are ill ; ;

Ilcve my God, I love his ways,
And muft obey his will.

PART TWELFTH. WATTS.

Confider all my forrows, Lord,
And thy deliverance {end;

My foul {or thy falvation waiis,
When will my troubles end!

2. Yet I have found us good for me,
To bear my father’s rod;

Afli¢tions make me learn the law,
And reverence my God.

This is the comiort T en JOY s
\\ hen new diltrefs Le'nn\

1 read xm word, I run Ihv way's,
And hiate my for ¢ fins,
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. Had not thy word been my delight,
When carthly joys were ilcd,
My foul, epprefls'd with forrows weight,
Had {unk among tiie dcad,

5. I know thy judgments, Lord, are right,
Though they may {eem fevere;

In all the fuff’rings I endure,
Thy grace and love appear,

. Before I knew thy chaft’ning rod,
My feet were apt to {tray;

But now I learn to keep thy word,
Nor wander from thy way,

PART THIRTEENTI. i, l’{,}‘"’;"
{.

1. My foul lies cleaving to the duft,
Lord, give me life divine;

From vain defires, and cv'ry luft,
Turn off thefe eyes of mine,

2. I need the influence of thy gracs,
To {peced me in my way;

Left T thould loiter in my race,
Or turn my fcet aftray,

3. When fore affiitions prefs me down,
I nced thy quick’ning powers
Thy word that I have refted ci,
Shall help my heavielt houys,
4. Are
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4. Are 10t thy mercies fov'reign ftili ?
And thou a faithful God?

Wiit thou not grant me warmer zcal,
To run thy heav’aly read ?

5. Does not my heart thy precepts love 2
And long to fee thy face?

And yet how flow my {pirits move
Without enliv’ning grace!

é. Then fhail I love thy gofpel more,
And ne'er forget thy word ;

When I have felt it’s quick’ning power
To draw me ncar the Lord.

PART FOURTEENTH. WATTS.

g¢. Father, I blefls thy gentie hand ;

How kind was thy cha{hﬁng rod

That forc’d my confcience t8 « {iand,
And brought my wand'ring foul to God!

2. Foolifh and vain I went aftray,
¥re I had felt thy fcourges, Lord;
I leht my guide, and loft my way,
But now I love and keep thy word.

3. 'Tis good for me to wear the yoke,
1’ or pride is apt to rife and fwell
m good to bcar my father’s ﬁlol\e
1 l may lcarn his ftatites well,
4. The

Ao
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4. The law that ifsues from thy mouth,
Shall raife my cheertul paﬂiom more
Than all the treafures of the fouth,

Or weltern hills ot golden ore.

5 Thv hands have made my mortal frame,
Thy fyzut form'd my foul within;

Teac h me to love thy holy naine,

And guard me fafe from ev'ry fin,

6. Then thofe who love and fear the Lord,
In my falvation 1hall rejoice;

For I have trufted in thy word,

And make thy grace my only choice,

PSALM CXX, Warts.

HOU God of love, thou ever blefty
2ity my {uff'ring ftate;
Wher wilt thod fet my loul at reft,
Trom lips that love deceit?

s. Hard iot of mine! my days are caft
Among the fons of ftiife,

W e never-ceafing q\xarmm walte
My golden hours e, life.

3. Oh! nght I v te.change m - place,
How woulu I chufe to dwell
In lome wide loncfome wildernels,
And leave thele gates of hell!
4. cace




4 S V@ § & 533 § Je &

4. Pcace is the blefling that I feck,
How lovely are 1t’s charms!

I am for peace; but when I fpeak,
They all declare for arms.

5. New paffions {till their foul engage,
And keep their malice ftrong:

What fhall be done to curb thy rage,
O thou devounng tongue!

6. Should burning arrows fmite thee thro
Stritt juftice wouid approve;

Buat I would rather fpare my foe,
And melt his heart with love.

PSA LM CXXL Warrs.

1.7F70 God we lift our watting eyes;
On him our hopes depend ;
The Lord who built the earth and fkies,
Is our almighty friend.

o, Their feet fhall never flide to fall,
Whom he vouchlfafes to keep;
His cars attend ouf™humble call ;
His eyes can never flecp.

3. He will fuftain our weakelt pow'rs,
By his almighty arm ;
And watch our moft unguarded hours
Agamnft furprifing haim,
4. Our
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4. Our fouls rejoice and reft fecure,
Our keeper is the Lord:

His wakeful eyes employ his pow'’r
For our eternal guard.

5. Nor {corching fun, ror fickly moon,
Without his leave can {mite;

He ihiclds Lur head from burmng noon,
From blafting damps at night.

6. He guards our lives, he keeps our breath,
Where thickeft dangers come;
We ftand fecure from threathing death,
1ill God .commands us home,

PSALM CXXII. MEzgRRICK.

THL« joyful morn, my God, is come,

That calls me to thy honour'd dome,
1Ly prefence to adore:

My kct the fummons fhall attend,

\With willing ﬂeps thy courts afcend,

And txcad the hallow'd fioor.
3

Hither from Judah's utmoit end,
Tnc heav'n-protected tribes afcend ;
Their o.‘fenngs ither biing :
Hu&, cager to atielt thenr joy,
In hymnsof praiie thar tongues employ,
Aud hatl th winortdl kmg
3. Be
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g. De p acc implor'd on cach by thee
O Sion! while with benuded kuce
To Jacob’s God we pray;
How blefsd who calls himfelf thy friend!
Succels bis labour fhall atiend,
And fafety guard his way. ¥

4. O may'ft-thou, frec from hoflile fear,.
Nor the loud voice of tumuit hear,
Nor war’s wide walies deplore:
May pienty nigh thee take her ltand,
And in thy courts with lavifh haud,
Diitribute all her ftore,

5. Seat of my friendsand brethren, haili.
How can my tongue, O Sion! fail
To blefs thy lov'd abode?
How ceafe the zcal thatin me glows,
Thy good to feek, whofe walls mcxoﬁ,
T he manfions of my God?

PSALM CXXIII. Tate anp Brary,
1. N thee who dwell'lt above the fkies,
Fornercy wait my longing eyes

As lervants watch their majter's hand
"And maids their miftrefses command.

2. O then have merev on us, Lord! -
Thy gracious aid to us afford;
To us whom cruel foes ovprels,
Grown rich and proud by our diftrefs,
T 2, PSALM CXXIV.
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PSALM CXXIV. Tate anp Branv,
}IAD not the Lord, may Ifracl fay,

Been pleas'd to mfcmok .
not the ,ord efpous'd our Cuu{L,
VY hen men agamﬂ us rofe:

:. Their wrath had {wallow'd us alive,
And rag’d without controul;

Their pride, like an impetuous fircam,
Had qu:e o'erwlielm'd our foul,

But prais'd be our cternal Lord,.
Who relcu'd us that day,
Nor to their favage jaws gave up
JAVEs) ) |
Our threatned lives a prey.

4. Our foul 15 iike a bird clcap'd
From aut the fowler’s net;

The fhare 1s broke, their hopes are crofs'd,
And we at frecdom fet

5. Our {urc and ail-futhcient help
Is in Jehovah’s name:
ITis name who did the heav'ns create
And who the earth did frame,
PSALM CXXV. Tars avd Drnapy.
1.\/ IO place in Sion's God their trufty
Like Sion’s hull fhali ftand;
Like herimmoveable be fix'd,
By ais almighty hand, ‘

’

2. As
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2. Aslofty hiils on ev’ry fide,
Old Salem did 1ncleie;

50 ftands the Lord around his fants,
To guard them from their foes.

3. The wicked may afilict the jult,
ut ne’er too long onorefs;

Nor force him, by deipair, to {eek
Bafe means for his redrefs,

4. Do good, O righteous God, to thefz-
Who righicous deeds affett;

'L'ie heari that innocence retains,
Let innocence protedt,

5. Who turn afide to crooked paths,.
The Lord will them deitroy;

Cutoff " unjuft; but crown his faints
With lafting peace and joy.

PSALM CXXVI Warrs.
1.\ / J HEN God reftor'd our captive flate,

Joy was our fong, and grace our
theme ;
The grace beyond our hopes fo great,
"That joy appear'd an airy dream.

2. The fcoffer owns thy band and pays

Unwililng homage to thy name:

While we with plealure fhout thy praife,

With cheeriul notes thy love proclaim.,
5. Te
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9. To us briiig back the remnant, Lord,
Of thofe who captive {hill remain;

On them thy grace abundant pour

Like large 1chumm ihowTs of rain,

4. The man that in his furrow’d ficld
His {catter'd {ced with fadnefs leaves,
Will fhout to ize the harveft yicld
A welcoine load of joyful iheavcs.

PSALM CXXVIL”

1. E build with fruitlefs toil and cof},
Unlefs the Lord the pile {uftain;

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 10 our toil,

And daily eat the bread of care:

. The Lord, on his beloved faints,
Of good a rich {fupply beftows;
He crowns their labours with beCGrS,
Their nights with peace and foft repofe,

4. Children, thofe comforts of our life,
Are prefents from the bounteous Lord,
He gives a num'rous race of heirs,
Of picty the fweet reward,

£, NS
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5. As arrows in a ftrong man's hand,
When marching forth, equipp’d for war,
Ev'n fo the iprightly fons of ycuth,
Their parents bopeful fafeguard are.

6. Happy the man whofe quivers are
Replete with thefe prevailing arms ;
He fhall not fear to mecet his foes,
In ftrifes of law or war’s alarms.

. .P S A L M C}x}xVIII TaTE AND BrADY.

LEST is the man who fears the Lord,
And waiketh in his ways ;
Of his own labour he fhall eat,
And happ) be always,

2. His wife, like a fair fertile vine,
Her lovely fruit fhall bring ;

His children like young olive plants,
About his table {pring,

3. Who fears the Lord fhall profper thus ;
Him Sion’s God fhall blefs;

And grant him all his days to fee
Jer ufalcm s fuccefs,

4. He fhall live on, till heirs from him
Defcend with vaft increafe;
Much blefs'd in lis own profp’rous flate,

And more in Ifrael's peace.
Vv PSALM CXXX,




230 P S A L M S

PS A L\/I CXXX., Sr=EeLE.

ROX! the dark borders of d fpaxr,
To thee, my God! Iecry;
O wiit thou p'tvmﬂr hear my pray'r,
And evry plamuv figh.

». Lord! {houldft thou call me to thy face,
And mark, with eye fevere,

My numcrous faults, what hope of grace
i‘uy mournful thoughts could chcer?

n. But fov’reign mercy dwells with thee;
Hope dawns amid my fears;

Divine forgivenefs, large and free,
Shall {tay my flowing tears.

4. On God alone my {oul would wait,
Ilis facred word my f{tay

1iis facred word can hght ueate,
And turn my night to day.

&. Asthofe who wait with longing eves,
To fee the cheerful morn;

So fhail my ardent withes rife,
T1ll thou my Ged return.

6. Let fainting Ifrac] on the Lord,
With checrful hopc recline ;
For pow'r and mercy in his word
With boundlels glory {hinc.
7. Unnumber'd
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7. Unnumber'd-though therr fins appear,
And fill their hearts with pain;

iis faving love ayfpels their fear,
And cleanfes cv ery ftain.

PSALM CXXXI Wazrs.

1.13 there ambition in my heart?
Search, gracious God, and fec;
Or do I att a haughty part?

Iord, I appeal to thee.

. T charge my thouwhts, be humble {till,
And all my carrtage mild ;

Content, my father, with th) will,
And peaceful as a chiid.

3. The patient foul, the lowly mind,
Shall have a large reward ;

Let faints in {orrow be re{mnd
And trult a faithfal Lord

PSALM CY¥XXII. Tate axp Brarvy,

-, i,. PART FIRST.

ET Dﬁde Lo:u, a conftant place
In thy rememb’rance find;
Let all the {forrows he endur'd
Bc ever m thy mind,
2. Remember
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2. Remember what a folemn oath
To thee, his Lord, he fworc;
How to the mighty God he vow'd,

Wacin Jacob’s fons adore,

3. I will not go into my houfe,
Nor to my bed afcend;

No 'oft repofc fhall clofe my eyes,
Nor flcep my eyelids bend,

4. Ihll for the Lord’s defigi'd abode
[ mark the deftin'd ground;

Til I a decent place of reft,
For Jacob’s God have found,

5. 1h’" appointed place with fhouts of joy,
At Ephraia we found,

And madc the woods and neighb’ring ficlds,
Our glad applaufe refound.

6. O with due rev'rence let us then
"To his abode repair;

“Aud, proftrate at his footfltoel fall'n,

Pour out our humble prayT.,

PART SLCOND.

7. Arife, O Lord, and now poflefs
'Thy conitant place of reft;
Be that not only with thine ark,
Dut with thy prelence bleft.
8. Clothe
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8. Clothe thouthy priefts with rightecufnefs, -
And make thy faints rejoice ;

And, for thy fervant David’s fake,
Hear thine Anointed’s voice.

g. God {ware to David in his truth,
(Nor fhall his oath be vain,)

One of thy offspring after thee,
Upon thy throne fhall reign.

10. And if thy feed my cov’nant keep,
And to my laws fubmit,

Their children too upon thy throne
For evermore fhall {it.

PART THIRD.

11. Blefs'd Sion does, in God's efteem,
All other feats excell :

His place of everlafting reft,
Where he defircs to dwell.

12. Her fore, fays he, I will increale,
Her poor with plenty blefs;

Her faints fhall thout for joy, her priefts
My faving health confcfs.

13. There David's pow’r hall long remain
In his fuccellive ling,
And mine anointed fervant there
Shall with frefix Juftre thine,
14. The
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14. The faces of his vanquith'd {oes,
Coi.fufion thall oerfpread;

While, with confirin'd iuccefs, his crown
Shall fiourilhh on his head.

PSALM CXXXIIL Watrs,

LEST are the fons of peace,
Whole hearis and hopes are one,
Whoie kind defigns to ferve and pleafe,
Through all their allions run,

. Blet s the pious houle,

V here zeal and fncndﬂnp meet ;
Where fongs of praife, and ming!'d vowas

Muke their communion fweet;

Where love, from heav'nly {prings,
Decfcends to evry foul;

And facred peace with balmy wings,
Shades and bedews the whole.

4. All in their ftations move,
And cach fulhils his part,
In ev'ry care of hilc and love,
“With {fympathifing heart,

5. Thus, on the heav'nly hills
The faints arce bleit above,
‘Where joy like morniig dew diftils,
And all the air is love.
PSALM CXXXIV,
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PSALM CXXXIV. Tare aND Brapy.

LESS God, ye fervants that attend -
Upon Lis folemn ftate;
‘That in his temple, day by day,
With humble rev’rence wait.

2. Within his houle lift up your hands,
‘ And blefs his holy name:
Thy pecople blefs from Sion, Lord,
Who heav'n and carth didft frame.

PSALN CXXXV.

R
"-' ' ;'
wpun £ l )

PART FIRST. foe ]

BRAISE the Lord with one condfent,
Magnify his hely name; |
I et ithe fervanis of the Lord
Sull his worthy praifc proclaim,

. Praife him, ye that 1n his houfe

\\ ait with ncver cealing care;
Praile him, ye that to his courts

With religious zceal repair.

g. This our trueft int'vefl 1s,
Joytul hyinns of praite to fing;
With loud {onaq to blels hisname,
Is a molt dc lightful thing.
4. God
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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 oftenhave
By our glad experience found ;

We have feen that he, with pow’r,
Far above all gods is crown'd.

PART SECOND, WaATTs,

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 flafh, the thunders roar;. -
He pours the rain, he brings the wind
And tempeft from his airy ftore,

3. "Twas he thole dreadful tokens fent
Throughout Egypt’s ftubborn land,
When all the firft-born, beafts and men,
Fell dead by his avenging hand.

4. What mighty nations, mighty kingg
He flew, and their whole country gave
To Ifracl, whom his hand redeem’d,

No more to be proud Pharoah’s flave!
5. His
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x. His pow'r the fame, the fame his grace,
That faves us from the hofts of hell;

And heav'n he gives us to pofsels,
Whence the apoftate angels fell.

PART THEH:RD. VWATTS,

1. Awake, ye faints, to praife your king,
Your nobleft paffions raife ;

Your pious plealure, while you fing,
Increafing with your praife.

. Great 1s the Lord, and works unknown
Arc his divine employ 3

But ftill his faints are near his throne,
His treafure and his joy.

. Heav'n, carth and fea confefs his hand;
He bids the vapours rife;

Lightning and {torm at his command
Sweep through the founding {kies.

4. Allpow’r that kings or gods have claim'd,
Is found in him alone:

Let1dol-gods no more be nam'd,
Where our jehoval’s known,

r. Tongueshave they, but they cannot {peak 5
(Sa.ch as their makers gave ;
Their fcet were never foxmd tO Move,
Nor bands have pow' to fave.
Y 2, 0ozl

Nos .
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6. Blind are their eyes, their ears are deaf,
Nor hear when mortals pray

Mortals that wait for their rchief,
Are blind and deaf as they.

7. Yerighteous, praife the living God,
Serve him with faith and fear;

He makes his churches his abode,
And claims your homage there.

PSALM CXXXVI. Warrs,
PART FIRST,

IVE thanks to God motft high,
The univerfal Lord,
‘The fovreign King of kings,
And be his grace adord:

His pow’r and grace
Are {tili the fame,
And let his name
Have endlefs praife,

2. How mighty is his hand!
W hat wonders hath he done?
Hc form’d the earth and feas,
And fprcad tne heav'ns alone:
Thy mercy, Lord,
Shall {till endure;
And ever {ure
Abides thy word;
.. Hise
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¢

2. His wifdom fram'd the {un,
To crown the day with light;
The moon and twinkling ftars,
To cheer the darkiome night:
His pow'r and grace
Are {iill the fame,
And let his name
Have endlefs praile.

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 moft high,
The univerfal Lord,
The {ov'reign King of kings,
And be his grace adord
His pow'r and grace
Arc ftill the fame,
And lct his name
I1ave endlefs praifes

6. He
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6. 11z {faw the nations lie
All perifhing in fin;
And pity’d the fad flate
Theo ruin'd world was in:
Thy mercy, Lord,
Shall {uidl endure,
And ever {ure
Abides thy word.

7. He fent his only fon,

To fave us from our wo ;
From Satan, fin and death,
And evry hurtful foc :
His pow'r and grace

Are ftill the fame,
And let his name

Have cndlcfs praife,

3. Give thanks aloud to God,
To God the heav'nly king;
A:-d lct the fpacious earth
His work and glories {ing :
Thy mercy, lord,
Skall fhill endure,
And cver furz
Abides thy word.

BSALM CXXXVII,
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PSALM CXXXVII. Barrow.
LONG *he banks where Babzl's cur-

rent flows,
Our captive bands ini fad defpondence ftray'd ;
While Sion’s fall in fad rememb’rance rofe,
Her friends, her children mingled withi the

dcad.

2. The tunclefs harps, that once with joy
we {irung,

When praife employ’d, and mirth infbired
the iay,

In mourntul filence on the witlowshunz;

And growing grief prolong'd the tedious day.

9. Infulting t;rants, to increafe our woe,

With taunting [miles a {fong of Sion clum;

Bid facred pratle in ftrains melodious flow,

While they blafpheme the great Jechovah's
name,.

4. But how, in heathen chains and lands an-
known,

Shall I (racl's fore a {fong of Sion raife ?

O naplels salem! Gods terreitrial throne,

Thou land of glory, facred mount of praife!

5o 10 Cormy mcmn) tole thy lTovely name,
¥ my co'd heart neglect my kindred race,

W Lct
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Let dire deftrution feize this guilty frame,
My hand fhall perifh,and my voice thall ceafe,

6. Yzt fhall the Lord, who hears when Sion
calls,

O'ertake her foes with terror and difmay,

1iis arm avenge her defolated walls,

And raife her children to eternal day.

PSALM CXXXVIIL
1.TO magnify the Lord, our jouls

Your beft affetions raiie;
In 'o yful hymns, whilit angcls hear,
Ve fing thy maichlefs praife.

g. Wil 1t’r'y wurch, thy conftant trath
And goondnefs we prociaim;
Ve ~ . .~
Thefe raife our wmdcr, and diiplay
"The glories ef thy name,

=, Inour diftrels to thee we erv'd,
find thou our pray'r (‘idﬁ hear,

new ardit fappert us with thy frengti,
Arnd waih thy comforts cheer,

"

4. }Q:nm fhan to thee glad homage pay,
YWhon they thy word fhall }‘Luf

o

i ke ft ways Thall joytul go,

4

A\
TRy
1oy great thy glories are,

5. The
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5. The Lord. though he'senthron'd on high,
The lowly doth refpe&t;

The proud, far off, his fearching eve
Beholds with juft neglcdl.

6. Thy former kindnefs thall preveat
Cur fears, when in diitrels;

Thy hand will fave us from cur foes,
Thy pow'r their wrath reprefs.

7. The Lord, whofe mercies cver laft,
Sha'l fix our happy flate;

And mindful of his favours paft,
Shall his own work complete.

PSALM CXXXIX. Bracxicck.
PART FIRST. B
1.JY ORD, thou, with an unerring beam,
Surveyeft all my pow'ss;
My rifing fteps ave watch'd by thee,
By thee, my refting hours.

2. My thoughts, [carce ftrugaling into birth,
Great God, are known to thee:s

Abroad, at heme, L1l I'm inclosd
With thire immenfity,

3. To thee the labyrinths of 1ife
In open view appear;
Nor fteals a whilper from my lips,
Without thy lift'ning car,
4 Behind
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4. Behird I glance, but thou art taere;
Before me fhines thy name ;

And tis thy firong almighty hand
Suftains my feeble frame.

5. Such knowlea e mocks the vain efsay
Of my aftonifh'd mind,

Nor can my reafon’s foarmg eye
His towring {ummit find.

PART SECOND.

6. Wherc from thy fpirit fhall I flrete
The pinions of iy flight ?

Or where, through nature’s {pacious range,
Shall I elude thy fiplit ¢

Scal'd I the {kies? the blaze divine
VWould overwhelm my foul :

Piungd I to hell? there 1 fhould hear
Thine awful thurders roll, .

~

. 1f, on the morping’s darting ray,
Wit h matd lefs {peed I rode,
Ancl tlov. to the wild lonely fhore
That oound:; ‘he ocean’s flood ;

Thither thine hand, all-prefent Ged,
Mult guide the wond'rous way ;
And thine omnipotence fupport
The fabiic of my clay,
10, Should
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“~30. Should I involve myfelf around
With clouds of tenfold night,

The clouds would fhine like blazing noon,
Before thy piercing fight.

11. The darknefs {catters at thine eye,
And fparkles into day,

And light and fhade alike appear
To thy refplendent ray.

PART THIRD.

12. Lord, thy pervadmc1r Lnowledge firikes
Through nature’s inmoit ﬂloom :

And n th), cxrcung n i lay
A flumb'rer in the womb.

13. Thec will I honour, :or I ftand

A vvr\! vy r\c “\‘l ﬂ ,‘
B § VUILUL'.. we L::v n\x l.

Stapendous are thy works, and they
My contemplations fill.

. Thine eyc beheld me when the fpeck
Of being firft buum,
And a'er my form, in darknefs fram’d,
Thy rich embroid Iy ran.

. T’ unfafhion'd mafs was feen by thee;
‘\/Iy ftrutture in thy book
Was plann'd, before the curious mould
The futurc embryo took,
10. How
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16. How precious are the ftreaming joys
That from thy love defcend!

Would I rehearfe their numbers o'er,
Where would their numbers end ?

17. Not ocean’s countlefs fands exceed
‘The bleffings of the fiics;

With night’s defcendmg ﬂzades they fall,
With morning {plendours rife,

18. Survey me, Lord, explore my hearty
Diiclofe cach latent caufe

And weigh the motives of my foul
By thine impartial laws.

19. Andif the tranfports of my zeal,
From {elfifh {prings e'er flow'd,

Detelt the guilt, and guice my {teps
In thine eternal road.

PSALM CXL. M:zrrick.

HE tongue to wifdom unfubdu'd,
From blifs i it's owner fhall c.xdude s
Deftru&tion follows faft behind

The feet to wickednefs inclin'd.

2. My heart has known thee, Lord, prepar'd
"Thie helpizfs and the poor ‘. ouard,
To {ave th<m from opprefl: in's jaws,

And vindicute thewr injur'd can ™,
3. The
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3. The fouls fubje@ted to thy fear,
To thee the thankfn! voice fhall rear,
And, ftudious of thy juft command,
Within thy fight accepted ftand.

PSALM CXLI. Denuaw.

1 .LORD, when I cry, make hafte to hear,

"And to my voice incline thine ear
So fhall my pray'r like incenfe rife,
My high-rais'd hands as facrifice.

2. Lord, fet upon my moutha guard,
And let it’s double door be barr'd :
Let not my heart to fin incline,

Nor let my hand in mifchief join,

8. The finner's pleafures I'll not fhare;
"The juft man’s ftrokes I'l meekly bear:
Though fharply he my fins reprove,
Il take it as a mark of Iove.

4. This, like a precious ointment thed,
Will never bruife, bat heal my head :
And if 1 find him in diftrefs,

To thee I'll pray for his rcleafe,

PSALM CXLIL. Tare axp Brapy,
1.” § 'O God with mournful voice,
In decp diftrefs I pray'd;
Made him the umpire of my caufe,
My wrongs before him laid,
2. Thou




2. Thou didft my fteps direél,
When my gricv'd foul defpaird;
For, where I thought to walk fecure,

They had their traps prepard.

3. I'look'd, but found no friend
To own me in diftrefs;

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 life,
Till life 1tfelf depart.

5. Reduc'd to greaicft firaits,
To thee I make my moan;

O fave me from opprefling foes,
For me too pow'rful growi.

6. That I may praife thy name,
My foul from prifon bring;
Whilft of thy kind regard to me
Afsembl'd faints fhdll fing.

PSALM CXLIII. SterrE.

I I EAR, O my God, with pity hear
My humble fupph\,aung moan ;
In mercy anfwer all my pray'r,

Aund make thy truth and goodnefs knowr(xl
2. An
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2. And O let mercy {lill be nigh;
Should awful jultice 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 goodnels and thy grace
And thefe, O Loxd are {till the Iame.

. To thee I ftretch my fuppliant hands

‘ Ly Jupp )
T'o thee my lonaing {oul alpircs

1 . y O , D . . ’
As cheering fhow'rs to thirfty lands,
Come, Lord, and fill thefe ftrong defires.
55 Speak to my heart; the glecomy night
Shall vanifh, and {weet morning break ;
In thee I traft, my guide, my lmht

Tcach me the w: ay my fc:t (hould take,

6. Teach me te do thy fucred will ;
‘Thou art my God, my hope, my hay'
Let thy good {pint lead me {hil],

And puaat the fale, the upright way,

PSALM CXLIV. S'rEELF_.

1.} LEST be the Lord, our firength, ous
ihicld, |

Ami(i the dangers of the fiel;

"Tis he inftrutts us for the hql ty

And arns us with relifllels might.

W oz, 2. Delcend
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v, Defeend o tieav'n, alinighty Lord,
“nd earths [hall treble a thv woxd

1 g mmp hilis with confcious fear,
.v.uiz (URPE § uﬂ.n 4 sfdt }5'1?1{3-' iicar.

L IR

ke famive arows throu'*"x he ﬂxy,
sers'd fhall I'iIL O 1001,
+

- zh(z errors of m) pPoOwT.

;\,“‘I
[
i

4. O let thy potent arm controul

‘I'he threat’'ning waves that round us roll,
Thele fons of vanity that rife

With fraudful hands, and impious lics.

. 'Then fhall thy name new {ongs infpire,
And wake to joy the foundir:g lyre;
And evry tuncful firing fhall raife
In various notes our grateful praife.

6. 'Tis pow'r divine, ’'tis God alone,
Whom kings, prefervd in dangers, own;
Who faves in war’s tumultuous finfe,
From raging {words his {ervants life,

7. O Lord, thy faving pow'r oppofc

'To thefe mvading tl‘rcatmn" foes;

All ftrangers to thy facred lu\\ S,

Wholc b‘.mﬁ 1s vain, and falfe their caule,

8. Tnen {hall our fons, beneath thy care,
Grow up like plants creél and fair;
ur




PS ALMS 251

Our daughters fhall like pillars rife,
W here royal buildings charm the eyes.

9. Then plenty fhall our ftores increafe;
Plenty, the lovely child of peace;

The fold it’s fleecy wealth fhall yield,
And pour 1t's thoufands o'er the field.

10. The well-fed ox fhall then afford
His cheerful labeurs to his Jord ;

No more fhall cruel plunder reign,
Nor want nor mifery complain.

11. O happy people, favour'd ftate,

Whom fuch peculiar bleflings wait ;
Happy, who on the Lord depend,

Their God, their guardian and their friend,

PSALM CXLV. WarTs,
PART FIRST,

1. J ONG as I live, I'll blefs thy name,
My king, my God of lovc;
My work, and joy thall be the fame
In the bright world above,

2. Greatis the Lord, his pow’r unknown,
And let his praile be great ;
111 fing the honours of thy throne,,.
Thy works of grace repeat,
| 3. Thy
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. Thy grace fhail dwell upen my tongue;
And while my lips rejoice,

The men who hear my {2cred fong,
Shall join their cheerful vmce.

. Fathers to {ons fhall teach thy name,
And children learn thy ways;
Ages to come thy truth proclaim,
And nations {ound thy prailc,

. Thy glorious deeds of ancient date,

Shall threugh the world be known;

Thine arm of | pow', thy heavnly ﬂ.ut
With public fplendour fhown.

6. The world 1s manag’d by tn} 1i:ads,
Thy faints are rul'd b Ly love

And thine eternal kingdom {ta.gds,
Though rocks and hills remove,

PART SECOND. }j +ifs

1. Sweet 1s the mem’ry of thy grace,
My God, myv heavnly king ;

Let age to agchihy righjcouh;ds

In founds of glory fing.

2. God reigns onhich, but not confines
His goouncls to lle fkies ;
Tmough the whole corth his bounty thines;
And ¢vry want luppiics,
3. Witia
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. With loncmg eyes thy creatures wait
On thec for daily food ;

Thy liberal hand prov1des their meat,
And £ills their mouth with good.

. How kind are thy compaflions, Lord!
How flow thine anger moves!

But foon he fends his pard ning word
To chear the {ouls he loves.

£. Creatures, with all their endlefls race,
Thy pow'’r and praife proclaim ;

. Bat {aints who tafte thy richer grace,

Dclight to blefs thy name.

r/”

A PART THIRD. [ [7:\ iT.;

1. Let cv'ry tonguc thy goodnefs fpeak,
Thou {ov'reiga Lord of all ;
Thy ftrength’ning hands uphold the weak,
And raifc the poor that fall,

2, When forrow bows the {pirit down,
Or virtuc lics diftreft

Beneath the proud oppreflor’s frown,
Thou giv'lt the mourner’s reft.

The Lord fupports our tott'ring days,
And guides our giddy youth ;
Holy and juft are ail his ways,
And all Lis words are truth,
X 4. He
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4. He knows the ains his fervants feel,
He kears bis children cry ;

And their beft wifhes to fulfill
His grace 1s ever nigh.

5. His merey never fhall remove
From men of heart Iincere;;

Ie faves the fouls whofe humble love
Is jomn'd with holy fear.

6. Our ips thall dwell upon his praife,
And fpread Lis fame zbroad,

Letall the fons of Adam raife
The honours of their God,

PSALM CNLVL Warrs.

1.1’1,[, praife my Maker with my breath,
And when my voice is Ioff in deats,
Feo’T 0l employ my nobler powTS:

My days of praife thall ne'er be pait,

Tevvwy ot

~ “vetie Ife and thought and Deing laft,
Cr immortality endures.

Sopd

& Hepey the man whole Lhopes rely
- n Hrael's God: he imade the {ky,
And earth and feas with ail théir teaip -
His truth for ever ftands fecure;
He faves th’ oppreft, he fecds the poor,
And none thall find kis promife vain,

3. The
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3 Tie Lord hath cyes to aive the blind;
I'he Lord fupports the finking mind ;
He fends the lab1ing cos afcience p peace;
He helps the ﬁranger in ciftrefs,
The widow and the fathcrlefa,
And grants the prisner {weet releale.

4. He loves his {aints, he knows them wel,
His lave mae ,rJoyiul lips fhall t:ll;
Tnl, God; O Sion! ever reigns:
Let evry tongue, let evry 2ge
In tlus exalted work engage;
Praifc him in evulathr ftrains.

5. Tll praife my Maker with my breathry

And when ray vuice is loft in death,
Pratfc fhall employ my nobler pow'rs:

My days of praife fhall ne'er be paft,

Vthle life and thought and being lalt,
Or iminorality eudurces,

- PSALM CXLVIL. Srzev:.
PART FIRST,
LING to the Lord, let praiftinfpire
The qlatdul voice, the tundul lyre;

It {trains of joy, pxoclaxm abread
'The endlefs glorics of cur Ged.
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2. He counts the hofts of ftarry flames,
Knows all their natures, and their names:
Great 1s our God! his wond’rous pow’r
And boundlefs wif{dom we adore.

3. He veils the fky with trealurd thow’rs;
On earth he plenteous bleflings pours;
The mountains {mile in lively green,
And fairer blooms the flow'ry {cene.

4. His bounteous hand (great fpring of good)
Provides the brute creation food : |
Hc feeds the ravens when they cry;

All nature lives beneath his eye.

5. In nature what can him delight
Mott levely in it's Maker’s fight ?
Not attive ftrength his favour moves,
Nor comely form he beft approves.

6. Dear to the Lord, for ever dear,
The heart where he implants his fear:
The {ouls who on his grace rely,
Thele, thefe are lovely in his eye,

® PART SECOND. _iI tS.4.

7. Praife ye the Lord; O blifsful theme
To fing the honours of his name!
"T1s pleafure, 'tis divine delight,
And praife is lovely in his fight,

Q

e I&c
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8. He {peaks! and fwiftly from the fkies

To earth the fov’reign mandate flies;
Obfervant nature hears his word,
And bows obedient to her Lord.

9. Now thick defcending flakes of {now,
O'cr earth a fleecy mantle throw :

Now ghitt'ring froft, o'er all the plains
Extends 1t’s univerfal chains.

10. At his fierce ftorms of icy hail,
The fhiv'ring pow’rs of nature fail;
Before his cold what life can ftand,

- Unthelter'd by his guardian hand ?

11. He {peaks! the ice and fnow obey,
And nature’s fetters melt away :

Now vernal gales {oft rifing blow,

And murm’ring waters gently fiow.

12. But nobler works his grace recordg,
To Ifrael he reveals his word ;

To Jacob’s happy fons alone

He makes his facred precepts knowr.

13. Such blifs no other nation fhares,
The laws of heav'n are only theirs;
Yc favourd tribes your voices raife,

And blefs your God in fongs of praife.

PSALM CXLVIIIL.
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PSALM CXLVII Warrs

FART FIRST,

1./ E tribes of Adam, join
With heav'n and earth and {cas,
And cffer notes divine
To your creator’s praife.
Ye holy throng
Of angcls bright,
In realms of light,
Begin the {ong.

2. Thou fun with dazzling rays,
And moon that rules the night,
Shine to your Maker's praife ;
With ftars of twinkling lights
His pow’r declare, |
Ye floods on high,
And clcuds that fiy

In empty air.

3. The fhining worlds above
In beauteous crder ftand,
Or in fwift courfes move
By bis fupreme command:
IHe {pake the word
And all therr frame
From nothing canie
To praile the Lord,
4. He
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4. He mov’d their mighty wheels
In unknown ages palt;
And each his word fuifills
\While time and nature laft.
In diff ‘rent ways
His works proclaim
His wond'rous naine,

And fpeak his praife.

2ART SECOND.

>

5. Let all the earth-born race, ..

Arnd montfters of the deep,
The fifh that cleave the feas,
Or in their bofom {leep,
From fea and fhore
Their tribute pay,
And fill difplay
Their Maker’s powr.

6. Ye vapours, hail and fiow,
Praife ye th’ almighty Lord,
And ftormy winds that blow
To execute his word.
When lightnings fhine,
Or thunders roar,
et carth adore
His hand divine,

259

. Ye
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7. Ye mountains near the fkies,
With lofty cedars there,
~:rees of humbler fize,

"o fruit in plenty bear;
Bealts, wild and tame,
Buds, flies and worms
In vaiious forms,

Exalt his name.

8. Ye kings and judges, fear
The Lord, the {ov'reign king;
And while you rule us here,
His heav'nly honours fing ;
Nor let the dreain
Of pow’r and ftate
Make you forget
His pow {upreme.

g. Virgins and youths engage
To tound his praife divine,
While infancy and age
Their feebler voices join;
Wide as he reigns,
His name be fung
By every tongue,
In endlefs ftrains.

10. Let all the nations fear
The God that rulcs above;
3¢
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.

He brings s people near,
And makes them tafte Lis love;
While earth and {ky
Attempt his praife,
His faints fhall ratie
Y1s honocurs high.

PSALM CXLIX.

1 O PRAISE ye the Lord; prepare a ncw
fong, |

And let all his faints in full concert join ;

With voices united, the anthem prolong;

And fhew forth his honours in mufic divine,

LA B

2. Let praife to the God who made us afeend;

{et cach grateful heart exultinits king;

For God whom we worfhip our fongs will
attend,

And view with complacence the off Ting we

- bring.

3- Be joylul, ye faints, fultaind by his
- might, |
And let your glad fongs awake with cach
- morn;
For thofe who obey him are £4ll his dclight ;
lis hand with falvaion the meck will

adern,

X 2, 4. Then
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4. Then praiie ye the Lord; prepare a new
{ong,

And let all his faints in full concert join;

With voices united, the anthem prolong;

And {hew forth his honours i1 mufic divine.

PSALM CL. Steecre.
1. TIRAISE ye the Lord; let praife employ

In his own courts, your fongs of joy;
The {pacious firmament around,

Shall echo back the joyful found.

2. Recount hus works 1n firains divine,
‘Hiswond'rous works, how bright they fhine !
Pratie him for his almighty deeds,

Whole greatnels all your praifle exceeds.

5. Awake the trumpet’s piercing found,
'T'o fpread your facred picafures round;
While {weeter mufic tunes the lute,

The warbling harp, and breathing flute,

4. Let the loud cymbal, founding hign,
To {ofter, decper notes reply ;
Harmonious let the concert rife,

And bear the rapture to the {kies.

5. Let all whom life and breath infpire,

Attend and join the joyful chorr;

But chielly you, who know his word,

Adore, and love, and praife the Lord.
DOXOLOGIES,
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Common METRE.

O Father, Son and Holy Ghoft,
The God whom we adore,
Be glory, as 1t was, 15 now,
And fhall be evermore.

Lone METRE.

I.
To Father, Son and Holy Ghoft,
The God whom earth and heav’'n adore,
Be giory, as 1t was of oid,
Is now, and fhall be evermore,

II.
Praife God, from whom all bleffings flow ; 'r
Praile him, all creatures here below;
Pratfc him above, ye heav'nly hoft;

Pratie Father, Son and Holy Ghoﬁ.

Suornt METRE.

Ye angels round the throae,
And faints that dwell below,
Worthip the Father, praife the Son,
And blefs the Spirit oo,
| Four
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Four Szvexns,

Sing we to cur God above,
Praiic eternal as his love;

Prailc him, all ye heav'nly hoft,
Father, Sen and Holy Gholt.

As Tue 1:3th Psarse
To Father, Son and Holy Gholt,

The God whom heav'ns triumphant hoft,
And fuff'ring faints on earth adore,
Be glor), as in ages paft,
As now 1t 1s, and {o {hd‘ laft,
When time 1tlelf {hall be no more.

As TiE 148:th Psati

To God, the Father, Scn
And Spuit ever bicls'd.
Fternal three in one,
All worfhip be addrefs'd,
As herctofore
It was, 1S now,
And fhall be {o
For cvermorz, -

’ ey
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