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ADVERTISEMENT

FYIHE Duty of Pfalmody, when proper{y attends
- ed toy 1s certainly one of the maft noble and cle-

\tatmg Parts of divine Worfhip. dnd, it mufl be con-
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+fedy we have beeh very happy for many Years, in the
ample Provifion, which has been made by various Au-
thorsy for the rational and edifying Performance of
thes Duty. But flill it has been thought, that a Cor-
LECTION of the beft;Compofitions of this Kind, com-
prehending an. ddeqmzte Variety of Subjefis, and thefe

Subjefls arranged in the moft orderly Manner, would.
ve an &cceptable Service to the Chrifiean Church.

The Method of finging without resding Line by
Line, which has.been long fince recommended by Dr.
Watts, we cannot but think, is by far the moft eligi-
. Ory if - there are any Congregations where this
Method of finging cannot be conventently introduced,
ff meghty perhaps, in foine Meafure remedy the Tucon-
wnience, as the fame Author obferves, were as many -
lascould do it, to bring Books with them, and look on
he Words while they fing, fofar as tomake the Senfs
&wnpkm‘. Nowe fuck a Collellton as s above propofed,
owbd enable us at once to enjoy the united Labors of
wrious Authors, and to perform this Part of Worfhig
I‘{ the defirable Manner here recommended. -
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It s true, feveral Colleftions of this Nature have
been already publifhed. Nor would we prefume to de-
cide on .their refpellive Merits): ¥et we have - thougl:
tacre wa r_fﬁcacnt Reom for Improvement, armffmvc
atlempted it in the Collellion now offered to the Public,

In thes Collethion, there will be found as many
original Compofhitions, as make ncarly a fourth
Part of the Volume. Many other Hymins, which a
fiere i?{/érh’d, have never 6@%?& a/}/)eared 1 any Work
calcilated for public Worthip : And thofe very poc-
tical ones partuularly, which have the Signature, M,
anncicd to them, and -which are borroved from the
late Rev. Mr. Merrick’s. Verfion of the Pfalms are
not, in ‘that ingenious Authoy’s own Publication of
them,-divided into Stanzas. As tothe reft, where- any
little Alterations appeared ﬂcrqﬁra?yi by Way of Accomn:

modation to our Purpofe, we have Laken the Libert j
to make them,

The many excellent Hymns, with which our Collec-
tion has been enriched, taken from two Volumes of
Poems on Subjeéts chiefly Devotional, and whii
bear the Sionature, T, the Author has been fo kind

to revefe For this Publzcatwn s And has Rhewife for
vored the Editors with Jeveval valuable Originels
which bear the fame Signatureé. They think theny’f,*‘* i

.. alfo wmuch indebted to ther various aﬁzf? Friends, wh

-}Ifh‘
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dave kindly contributed any oviginal Picces to thiz
Colleltion,

- We have only to add, fhould the great Head of ihe
Lhwrch fmile on this Attcmpt to affift the Devotion of
our Fellozw Chrifiians, and render it ufeful, etther in lhe
Clofet, the Family, or in the Houfe of God for which
L s.more efpeciatly defigned, we fhall think ourf:lves
amply vepard for the Labor we have beftowed 1 pon it.

BrisTo1, Sept. 27, JOHN ASH,
1769. CALEB EV ANS.
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T A B L E,

To ind any HYMN by the firfl Line of it.

A,
Hymer,
H wretched Souls, who firive in vain 236
Aid us celeftial Power —— 393
Alas! how faft our Moments fly! — 2g7
Alas!. this adamantine Heart 150

Alas ! what frail; what tottering Things 394
All glorious God, what Hymns of Praife 400

All hail, incarnate God ! — 358
Almighty Author of my Frame e 406-
And art Thou with us, gracious Lord 226
And did the Holy and the Juft — 483
And 1s 1t yet dear Lord a Doubt —~— 250
And now my Soul, another Year —— 7
And fhall we ftill be Slaves —_— o7f
&nd will the Judge defcend ? ——— 24 OC

And will the Lord thus condefcend — 151

And why. do our admiring Eyes e K 153

D 4.



A TABLE, é&ec.

Hymn
Angels rolt the Rock away 106
Another fix Days Work 1s done .g06
Arnfe, and hail the happy Day ~— g6
Attend my Ear, my Heart rejoice — 410

Attend, while God’s exalied Son  ———— 155
Attend, ye Children of your God; v~ g72

Awake, awake the facred Song — 88
Awake, my drow{y Soul —_— 09
Awake, my Soul, to Hymns of Praife — g2
Awake, my Soul, ftretch every Nerve 281

Awake, our drowfy Souls
Awake, ye Saints, and raife your Eyes - gg7

B.

Before Jehovah’s awful Throne .(3.—- 26
Begin the high celeftial Strain ’ 54
Begin, ye Saints, fome heavenly Theme — ~ 82

Bchold how Sinners difagree — 220
Behold I come, (the Savior cries) — 407
Bechold the lofty Sky — — 77
Behold th’ amazing Sight e 101

BKehold the Wretch whofe Luft and Wine 217

Behold the Sons, the Heirs of God — 304
Behold what wonderous Grade “— 170
Benign Creator, bounteous Lord e 20
Relet with Snares on every Hand — 183
Bewilder'd in the Shades of Night — 168
Blels’d are the humble Souls thatf{ee — 267
Blefs’d Jefus, all divine ! — 114
Blefs’d Jefus, how divinely bright! — 118

Blels’d Morning, whofe firft dawning Rays g11
Blefs, O my Soul, th’ eternal God :
Blow ye the Trumpet, blow — 158
Burden’d with Guilt, and pale with Fear 2:1@




A TABLE, &,

C.
Hymn
Call a bright Council in the Skies — 133
Chrift the Lord is rifen to Day ——— 104
Come bleflsthe Lord, the Juft, the Good, so
Come, bleffed Jelus, quickly come ~— 187
Come, condelcending Savior, come = 211

Come, happy Souls, approach your God 137
Comc heavenly-Love, infpire my Song — 129

Come, holy Spirit, heavenly Dove — 161
Come, holy Spirit, heavenly Dove — 2o
Come, lct us hft our joyful Eyes — e 1606

Come, let usjoin the rapturous Songs  —- 412
Come Lord, and warm each languid Heart 402
Come, magnify the Lord with me — 252
Come fpread His Praife abroad ——— 324,
Come tune, yc Saints, your nobleft Strains 102
Come, Thou Defire of alt Thy Gaints  — 426 -
Come weary Souls, with Sin diflreft —- 146
Come, ye that love the Savior’s Name — 126
Conceiv’d 1n Sin, O wretched State — 84

Could we but Lear the Savior fay —— 169
D.
Dear Refuge of my weary Soul —- 204

Death, with his dread Commiflion feal’d 245
Decp are the Wounds which Sin has made 116
Do not 1 love Thee, O my Lord ——— 257

 OF

linqui;*e, ve Pilgrinis, for the Way — 974
Eternal God, we blels Thy Name = —— 735



A TABLE, &

Great God, how infinite art Thou!

—

{5

Hyme

Eternal Power ! whofe high Abode - 66
Eternal Power, almighty God 18
Eternal Source of every Joy { —— 74
Eternal Source of Joys divine — 204
Eternal Spirit, Source of Light il 1]
"Eternal Sovereign of the Sky ~—— 931
Eternal Wifdom, Thee we praife — 27

F.
Faith adds new Charms to earthly Blifs — 234
¥aith leads to Joys beyond the Sky ——- 249
Faith I—’tis a precious Grace 29%
Far from thefe narrow Scenes of Night — 401
Father of all, Thy Care we blefs —-— gb62
. Father of Mercies, in thy Word ST
Father of Mercies fend Thy Grace ~—- 302
Father of Peace, and God of Love -— 28¢g
Fountain of Blefling, ever blelfs’'d = ~——. 42z
I'requent the Day of God returns — 312
¥rom the dark Borders of Defpair —— 21
€.

Give Thanks to God moit high — 57
Give Thanks to God, He reignsabove — 28g
God my Strength, to Thee I pray — 02f
God of my Life, through all its Days ~— 65
God of my Life, Thy conftant Care — 25
God of my Life, to Thee belong —— 247
God of Salvation, we adore 170
Grace! ’tis a charming Sound. —— 1T
Gracious Jefus, Thee I love w— 255
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A TABLE, &c
Hymie-

Great God ! Thy Glories fhall employ - &,
Great God of Glory and of Grace — 158
Great God of Wonders! all Thy Ways 162
Great God, before whofe piercing Eye - 164
grcat God,.fhould Thy feverer Eye e~ 227

reat God, the Heavens Thy Name declare 29x
Great God, this facred Day of Thine ~— 304
Great God, attend while Sion fings =——— 216
Great God of Holfts, attend our Prayer — 335
Great God of Heaven and Nature rifle — 3356
Great God, thy watchful Care we blefs 344
Great 1s the Iord, His Power unknown 12
€>veat 1s the Lord our God

347

Great King of Kings, eternal God —— 319

Great Source of Being and of Love -— 355
¥.

Had we the Tongues of Greeks and Jews 264
Hail blefs’d Immanuel, bright immortal King 133
Hail everlafting Spring ! 110
- Hail great Immanuel all divine — 210
Hail, hail, reviv’d reviving Spring ~ 35
Hail Progeny divine! 8

Happy the Heart where Graces reign  — 255
¥Happy the Soulswho rruft in God - 240
Happy the Soul whofe Wifhes climb w2472
Hark ! for ’tis God’s own Son that calls 277
Havk ! the glad Sound ! The Savior comes g3
Hark, che Herald Angels fing
Hark | °Tis our heavenly I.eader’s Voice 291
High let us fwell our tuneful Notes — gL
Hofanna, with a cheerful Sound — 70
Hofanna to the Prince of Light ce—— 107




A TABLE,  &c.

Hymr

How are Thy Servants blefls’d, O Lord — 19q
How beauteous are their Feet e 949
How condefcending and how kind — 382
- How did our Hearts rejoice to hear —

313
How glorious Lord art Thou'! 205
. How greatly blefs’d the Man, whofe Ear 404

How happy is the Chriftian’s State — 274
How happy 1s the Pilgtim’s Lot .~ 284
How helplefls, gutlty Nature lies e

1

How long, O Lord, fhall we complain ziz
How long fhall Death the Tyrant reign 396
How many Doubts and Fears prevail — 21Q
How moit exatt 1s Nature’s Frame 13
How pleas’d and blefs’d was I 314
How fhall I dare approach the Lord — 164
How {weet and awful 1s the Place 385
How {weet Thy Dwellings, Lord, how fair! 417

1.
if there are Paflions in my Soul!l —— 266

1 love the Lords but ah! how far — 262
Immortal God, on Thee we call 139
Immortal King, through Earth’s wide Frame 17
In all our vaft Concerns with Thee — 16
In glad Amazement, Lord we fland

— 1
In one harmonious cheerful Song — 2?9
In vain the dufky Night rctires — 239
In vain the erring World enquires  ——- 108
In vain we lavifth out our Lives — 149
I{rael rejoice and Judah fing — 397
It 1s the Lord of Glory calls R e — 290
Jehovah reigns, His Throne is high — 12
Jehovah ! ’tis a glorious Name — 1G4
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A TABLE, &ec. _ -
Hymn
]efus,.and did{t Thou condelcend - 00
Jefus full of all Compallon _ 0o
Jefus, how precious is Thy Name! . - — 120
Jelus, I love Thy charming Nume — 260
Jefus, in Thee our Eyes behold
“Jefus, in Thy tran{porting Name
Jefus my Lord, how rich Thy Grace

S S————— 1(‘19

et 136

e 1 03
jefus our kind alcended Lord e 378
Tefus! O Word divinely {fwect — 379
-Jefus, the Lord, afcended high —— 122
Join all the glorious Names | =————n= 108
Join every Tongue to praifethe Lord —~ 20
Joy to tne World, the Lord 1s come — 125
K.
Keep Silence all created Things — 6
L.
Let all the Heathen Writers join — 78
Let every mortal Ear attend ——— 142
L.et Children learn the mighty Deeds ~—~ g63
L.ct others boaft their ancient Line 171
Let party Names no more 360
Let Sion’s Heaven-devoted Mount — 930
L.et Sion’s Waich-men all awake —— 343
Lo ! from the Lord iy Help delcends 275
Lol He cemeth, countlefs Trumpets - 411

Lo! what an entertaining Sight

| — 901
Long had Earth’s numerons Nations fought g2
Long have we {at beneath che Sound  ~— g2t
Lord at Thy Yeet we Sinnurslie 215

Lord, at Thy Temyie we appear e 93
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Hyma

L.ord, how myfterious are Thy Ways? o 242
Lord, I confefs my numérous Faults — 178
Lord, if Thin¢Eyes furvey our Faults — 386
Lord, in this wretched Vale of Téars — 246
JLord, Thou haft fearch'd and feent methro® 14
Lord, we adore Thy boundlefs'Grace — 147
Lord, we come before Thee now —  g153
Lord, what our Ears long fincéhavé known g2y
Lord ! what a wrefchéd Land i$ this  ~— 282
‘Lord, when'my Thoughts délighted fove 100
Lord, when our raptur’d Thought furveys 22

Lord, where fhall guilty Souls retiré — 15
Loudylet the tuneful Trumpe: found = 152
M.

"Man has a Soul of vaft Defirés — 186
Mark the foft falling Snow
May God His favoring Ear incline  — 52
‘Miftaken Sounls! that dream of Heaven . =235

My God, my Hope, if Thou art miné ~- 196
My God, my King, to The¢ I’ raife — 59
My God, my Portion, and my Lévé — 198§
My God, fhall I forevér imourn —— 174
My Maker and my King 25
My rifing Soul with” firong” Défires ~— . 365

My Soul, attempt His Praife — 229
My Soul forfakes hér vain Delights o 186
My Soul how lovely is the Place — 32
My Soul lies cleavinig to the Dutt ~— 208
My Soul, with all thy waken’d Poweérs' ~ 18¢
My waken’d Soul, éxtend thy Wings « . 408



A TABLE, e,
. N,

. Hymn
Naked as from the Earth: we CAMC  emreen 244
Nature and all herWorks fhall (ing-sser—u q40
Not all the outward Forms on' Earth — 154
Now let a true ‘Ambition rife ' Clm——————— 230
Now let our Pains be:all fergot -t
Now letour Songsaddrefs the God of Peace g'ag
Now let our Souls'on- Wings fublime — 200
Now let our Voices -join- o 377
Now let the liftening World around — 14g
Now- let us raife our cheerful Strains, — 123
Now tothe Lord a humble Song ! — 133

O,

‘O Come, and to th’ eternal King — 202
‘Q-fora fweet infpiring’ Ray 129
Q Happy Souls, thatlive on high —27g
O Happy Day, thet fix’d' my Choice ' «— 376
O how blefs’d!the Man, whofe Ear — 405
O'Lerd, how gloriousis: Thy Name  — 61

O Lord how oft do I tran{grefs e 366
O Lord, our heavenly King —— g
On Thee great Ruler of the Skies ——- 201

On Wings of Love the Chriftian flicg e 282
‘Ones-meore, my Soul; the rifing Day — 6%
{2:Sion tune thy Voice e 3 EQ)
O that the Lord would:guide our Ways 293
D -that we knew the {ecret’ Place e 21 C
10 Thou; whofe tender Mercy hears - 250
Qur Father, high enthron’d above - 41
“iur nevercealing Songs fhall'fhow w84
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A TABLE, &c.

. P.
Hym=zs
PYarent of univerfal Good} —— 20
Peace, °tis the Lord jehovah’s Hand — 240
Plung’d in 2 Gulph of dark 'Delpair - 134

Praile, everlafting Praife, be.paid - — 81
Praxl'e, O praile, the Name divine . — 58
Praife to the radiant Source of Blifs . © — 270
Praife to Thy Name, cternal God .= 288

Praife ye the Lord, let Praife’ employ. — 44
Praife ye the Lord : Oh blifsful Theme ~— 94
Praile ye the Lord, our Hearts fhall join — 48
Praife ye the Lord immortal Choir. .. 4w 64

Proclaim, faith Chrift, my wonderous Grace 271
Lurge me Lord, from {suilt that l1es — 158

™

Raife, thoughtlefs Smner, ralfe Lhme FEye 165
Rejoice, the Savior reigns - 124
Rejoice, ye Righteous,.in the Lor'd L e 24

Return, my roving Heart, retyrn., - 865

lee, Sun of Glory, thine rcvcal’d e 200
_SI - ‘* . ;1 '!L .: .-

Sad Prifoners in a2 Houle of Clay i 39”8 ‘

Salvation! O melodious Sound , — 1Y

Salvation! oh, the joyful Sound — 176

Savior of Men and Lord of Love —— 128

- Shall Atheifts dareinfult the Crofs . . — g54
Shall loyal Nations hail the Day .« s 127
Shepherd of Ifrae] bend thine Ear .  — 345
Shepherds, rejoice, lift up your Eyes . qo

Shew Pity Lord O Lord forgive — 2022



A TABLE, &c.

o Hymn
Shme, Mighty God, on Britain fhine — 348
Shout, for the blcﬂ'e:d Jelus reigns - 373
Since Thy Mercies oft of old — 04
Sing to the Lord, let Praife infpirc ' — 33
Sing to the Lord _]ehc}vah’s Name — 323
?Smg to the Lord fome new-taught Song A5
|Sing ye Redeemed of the Lord 375
1Sing, ye Sons of Might, O fing — " g8
‘;Smn rejoice, and Judah fing — 392
\Sleep, downy Sleep, come clofe minc Eyes 72
!‘30& Seafon of Repofe — — 71
}Sons of Men bechold Him far — 87

*Sovere*gn of all the Worlds on high  — 172
iSovereign of Heaven, Thine Empire fprcads 356
iSovereign of Life before Thine Eye  — 38g
Stretch’d on the Crofs the Savior dies — gg
Sure I muft love the Savior’s Name — 2061

Sweet 18 the Work, my God, my Km 309

|
|
Teach me the Meafure of my Days . — 183

he Earth and all the hcavenly Frame 28

:
H{he God of Jacob chofe the Hill —_ 342
lghc God of l.ove Wlll fulc Indu}ge — 303

T,

he glorious Armies of the Sky — 56
he sreat Creator wife and good —— 102
he great Redeemer we adore — 3870
The Heavens declare Thy Glory Lord — 357
dhe joyful Morn, my God, is come ' — g20
he King of Heaven His Table. [preads 384
Thc Lord defcending from above — 140
The Lord is kind in all His Ways — 900
‘ic Lord is my Shepherd my Guardian and
1 Guide B — 01
1 o
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A TABLE, &ec...

Hymn
When the firlt ParentscofourRace . .. ~ringo0
Whenwe can read our-Title,cléar,.. == 244
WhereThall that Man be fcund LD e ;269
Where’er Thy Nanmie i1s-kKtiown .. .. . wee— :340
While on the'Vergeiof Lifelfland .. == 399
Whilé to the Grave ‘our Friends:are borne :391
Whilft we furround tliis facred Board _ «—- . 386 §
Who fhall afcend Thy holy Place — 228 §
Why do we mourn departed Friends — g3go B
Why droops my Soul with Grief.opprelt? 117 §
Why is my Heart {o far from Thee .., — 299 }
Why, .oh my Heart, thefe anxions Cares 2338 |
Why, oh my Soul, why weepeft Thou— 221 |
Why fhould my Spirit cleave to Earth ~— 193 |
Why will you lavifh out your Years == 1091 |
With all our Powers of Heart and Tongue go1 |
With Extaly of Joy e ~ 111 }
With Joy ¢ommemorateithe Grace . —=——.253 |
With patient 'Hope my 'God T:ought. : — 237
With Reverchee'let the Saintsiappear -~ 3138
With Songs and Honors {founding loud +—. g9
With Thee gréat 'God the. Stores of Light - €8
With Tran{port,’ L.ord, our Souls proclaim. 119

R AP
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Ye blefs’d Inhabitants of Heaven .. '« ~" 63
Ye glittering-Toys of Earth; -adiew... « — 113
Ye Hearts with youthful Vigor warm ~—:364
Yc humble Souls complain' no-more . w268
Y e humble Souls rejoice -— ~— 254
Ye humble Souls, that {eck the Lord ~— 103
Ye mourning Sinners, here difclofe ~— 115
¥Yc Prifoners, who in Bondage lie e 2778
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A TABLE, <&c

Hymn
Yes, the Redeemer role 103
Ye Servants of the Lord 287

Ye Sons of Men, with Joy record —— 49
Ye Sons of Sion, praife the Lord —
Ye tranfient Scenes of Earth farewell —
Ye Tribes of Adam join  — —
Ye Works of God, on Him alone — 43
Ye Worlds of Light, that roll fo ncar  —
Ye wretched hungry ftarving Poor —
Yet faith the Lord, if David’s Race —

N,
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H Y M N 8§,
HY MN . I. © . Long Meafure.

The Heavens declarethe Bang and Glory of

' E ‘HE {pacious Firmament an high,
Wlth all the blue ethereal Sky,

&I

Ged..

And {pang led Heavens, a {hining Trame, .

Their great Ongmdl PlOCldlm

Th’ unweary’d Sun from Day to Day,
Does his Creator’s Power D1fulm,f

And publifhes to cvery Land

The Work of an almwlny Imr*d

Soon as the' Evcmng Shades]n cvail,

The Moon takes up the wonderous Tale..

And nightly, to the liftening Earth,
Repeats the Btory of her Birth :

Whilft all the Stars, that round hcr burn,

And all the Planets, in thicir, Turn,
Confirm the Tidings, as they roll,

And fpread the Truth from Pole to Polc.

What though, 1n {folemn Siience. all
Move vound the dark terreftrnial Ball;
‘What though nor-real Voice nor Sound
Amid their radiant Orbs be found ;

In Reafon’s Ear they all rejoice,

And utter forth a glorious Voice,

For ever finging, as they fhine, |
“ The Hanp that made us is Drvine..”

Ba
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HY MN 1II. Long Meafure.
The Vouce of the Creatures,

HERE is a God, all Nature fpeaks,
Through Earth,and Air,and Seas, and Skics:
Sce, from the Clouds His Glory breaks,
When the firft Beams of Morning rife.

The rifing Sun, ferenely bright,

O’er the wide World’s extended Frame,,
Infcribes in Charaéters of Light, |
His mighty Maker’s glorious Name.

Diffufing Life, His Influence {prcads,
And Health and Plenty {mile.around ;
And fruitful Fields, and verdant Mecads
Are with a thoufand Bleflings crown’d.

Almighty Goodnels, P’:;:-wer divine
TheFields and verdant Meads difplay ;
And blefs the Hand, which made them fhine,

With various Charms profulely gay.

For Man and Beaft, here, daily Food
In wide diffufive Plenty grows ;

And there, for Drink, the cryftal Flood
In Streams {weet winding, gently flows.

By cooling Streams, and foftening Showers,
The vegetable Race are fed;

And Trees, and Plants, and Herbs, and Flowers,
'Their Maker’s Bounty {miling {pread.
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The flowery Tribes, all blooming, rife
Above the weak Attempts of Art; |
Their bright, inimitable Dyes

Speak {weet Conviction tothe Heart. .

Ye curious Minds,-who roam abroad,

And trace Creation’s Wonders o’er,

Confefs the Footfteps of tur Gob,

And bow before Him, and adore,” -~~~ *

T,
HY MN III., Common Meafure.
The Eternity of God.

' E ‘HOU didft, O mighty God, exift
F’er Time began its Race,
Before the ample. Elements

Fili’d up the Voids of Space.

Before the ponderous earthly Globe
In fluid Air was {tay’d;

Beforc the Ocean’s mighty Springs
Their liquid Stores difplay’d. - .

I’er Men ador’d or Angels knew,
Or prais’d Thy wonderous Name

Thy Blifs, O facred Spring of Life!
And Glory were the fame.

And when the Pillars of the World,
With {udden Ruin, break;

And all thisvait, and goodly Frame
Sinks 1n the mighty Wreck :
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When from her:Qrb the Moon:fhall ﬂ:art,
Th’ aftoni{h!d’'Sun roll back ; *

While all the tremblinig {tarry Lamps N
Their ancicat :Courfe forfake: |

" For ever permanent and fixd,
From Agltdtmn Aree, | -

Unchang’d, in-everlafiing Ycars,
Shall Thv Exidtence:be,~; i-

H Y. . M«N-. IV, Cominon . Meafure.
God’s eternal Dopinion.

REAT God, hhow infinite art. Thou !l
W hat worthlefs Worms aré we!
Let the whole Race of Creatures-bow,
And pay their-Praife to Thee.

Thy Throne eternal Ages {tood,
LE7cr Seas or Stars were made ;.

Thou art the ever-living God, ..
Were all the Nations dead.-

Nature and Time quite naked lie
To Thine 1mmmenie Survey,

From the Formation of the .Sky
To the great Burning Day.

Eternity, with all 1ts Years,
Stands prefent in Thy View;

To Thee there’s Nothing old appears,
To Thee thexe’s Nothing new..



L s
Our Lives through' various Scenes are-drawn,
And vex’d ‘with-frifling -Cares'; - .+ i: -

While Thine€ éternal Thought ‘moves on B

*

Thine undifturb’d Affairss" -

Great God; how mnfinite’art Thou ! -
What worthlafs Worms‘are'we !
I.et the whole Race of Cfea’fur'esh'bow,
And pay theéiy Praife’ to'Thée, b |
P B g ‘ _

HY M N~ V. .‘Lo_?zg‘Mc;.cg/Ecre;'

The Perfetlions of God.
REAT-God! Thy G‘llorfies {hall employ
Qur holy -Fear, our humble Joy;
Our La1ps, in-Songs of Honor,- bring
Their Tribute to th’ eternal King,

Earth, andthe. Stars, and Worlds unknown,
Depend precariouson His Throne ;

All Nature'hangsupon His. Word.

And Grace and Glory own their Lord.

His fovereign Power what Mortal knows P
If He commands, who dares oppofe?
With Strength He girds Him{elf around,
And treads the Rebels to the Ground.

Who fhall pretend to teach Him Skill,
Or guide the Counfels of His Will P
His Wifdom, like a Sea divine, .

Flows deep and high beyond our Line.
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The Beamingsof His piercing Sight
Bring dark Hypacrify to.Light; L
Death and Deftru&ion naked lie, . | .

And Hell uncover’d to His Eye,.

Th? éternal Law b,eforg: Him ftands;;
His Juftice, with impartial Hands, -,
Divides to all their due Reward, :
Or by the Sceptre, or the Sword, . f

Each of His Words demands our Faith
Our Souls may reft on all He faith;

His Trath inviolably keeps

The largelt Promife of His Lips.

Oh;, tell us,.wﬁh a gcntie Voice,
Tho‘u art our Gad, and:we’ll rejoice ! .
Fill’d with Thy Love, we dare proclmm
The brightelt.Honors of thy Name, - . ..~
. | , - W,
HY MN VI. Conmon Meafure,
God’s Dammzmz and Decrees.

EEP Sﬂence all created Thmgs
And wait your Maker’s Nod: - -
My Soul {tands trembling, whl.le: fhe fings
"The Honars of her God.

Life, Death, and Hell, and Worlds unknown
Hang on His irm’ Dccree :

e fits on no precarious Throne,
Nor borrows Leave_To BE. .
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Chain’d to HisThrone, 2 Volume lies,
With all the Fates of Men ;

With every Angel’s Form and Size,
Driawn by th’ eternal Pen. ~

His Providence unfolds the Book,
And makes His Counfels thine;

Each opening Leaf, and every Stroke
Fulfils fome deep Defign. |

Here, He exalts neglefted Worms
To Scepters and a Crown 5

And there, the following Page H¢ turns,
And treads the NMonarch down.

Not Gabriel afks the Reafon why,
Nor God the Reafon gives;

Nor dares the favorite Angel pry
Between the folded Leaves.

My God, I never longto fee
My Fate with curious Eyes;
What gloomy Lines are writ for me,
Or what bright Scenes may rile.

In thy fair Book of Life and Grace,
May I but find. my Name,
Recorded in fome humble Place,

Beneath my Lord the Lamb !
wW. L,
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HYMN 'V‘II 'Camm&"n Mmfurc.
Dmmc Soverﬁzgmfy ,

* 1
L. - ‘ [ ]
P .

job 1X. 2—10.

O vmdlcatc our ‘Wo:ds and Thou ghts
We'mrake no more Pretence;
Not one of all our numerous Faults. -
Can bear a Juﬂ: Defcnce.

Strong 1s His Arm, His Heart 1S wﬂ'e,
What vain Prefumers dare . Ly
Againft their Maker's Hand to rife,

Or tempt th’ uncqual War?

Mountains, by -His almughty \Wrath,
From their old Scats arc torng < -
He fhakes the Earth from South to Nov ti'z,

And all her Pillars.mourn.

He bids the Sun forbear to rife, -
Th’ obedient Sun forbears; = | .

His Hand with Sackcloth {preads- the Sku,s,
And {eals up all the Stars,:

He walks upon the {foaming Sca,
Flies on the ftormy Wind ;'
There’s None can trace His wonderous Way,

qu His dark Footiteps find.

Yect Truth and Judement are His Throne,
And wonderous 1s His Grace:

While Power and Mecrev, join’d in onc,
Invite us necar His Face, W
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H Y M N VIII Peé:'*ufz'ar JWf:cy‘?ﬁ'f:.

{ I,t

Tize Savcrcagn God

- ~*1?fal. 93.

FTEE Lord Jchovah reigns,
A Aqd royal State maintains,
IHis IIcad with awful Glories crown’d ;
Array’d 1in Robes of Light,
Begirt with {fovereign Might,
And Rays of Majelty around

Upheld by Thy Commands,
T he Farth {ecurely ﬁ'mds,
And Heaven obeys Thy fovertign Word’;
Thy Thronec was ix’d on hwh |
Bcefore the ftarry Sky 3 -
Lternal 1s Lhy Kmﬂdom, erd

In vain the noify Croud,

Like Billows ferce and Ioad
Againfl Thine Lrnpuc ragc and roar
In vain, with angry < Spltc,
Contending Nations fight,

And dafth like ‘Navcs ana*nf’c the Shore.

Lct Floods and Nations rage,
And all their Powers engage.

Let fwelling Tides affault the Sky;
The Ter ors of Thy IFrown
Shall beat their Madnels down :

Thy Throne for ever ftands on high.
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Thy Promifes are true,
Thy Grace 1s ever new _
There hx’d, Thy Church fhall ne’er remove :
‘Thy Saints, with holy Fear,
Shall in Thy Courts appear,
And fing Thy everlafting Love.

HYMN IX. Short Meafure.
The Sovereignty and Goodnefs of God.
Plal. 8.

0 Lord, our heavenly King,

‘Thy Name is all divine;

Thy Glories round the Earth are {pread,

| And o’er the Heavens they fhine.

-“When to Thy Works on high
We raile our wondering Eyes, .
. And fee the Moon, compleat in Light,
Adorn the darkfome Skies, -

When we {urvey the Stars,
And all their fhining Forms

Lord, what is Man, that worthlefs Thing !
Akin to Duft and Worms!

L.ord, what is worthlefs Man,
That Thou fhould’ft love him {o!

Next to Thine Angels is he plac’d,
And Lord of all below !
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Thine Honorscrown his Head,
While Beafts, like Slaves obey ;
And Birds that cut the Air with Wings,
And Fifh that cleave the Sea,

Ilow rich Thy Bounties are!
And wonderous are Thy Ways;

Of Duft and Worms Thy Power can frame
A Monument of Praile.

O Lord, our heavenly King,
Thy Name 1s all divine;

Thy Glories round the Earth are fpread,
And o’er the Heavens they f{hine. W

HY MN X. Long Meceafure.

The Power and Dominion of God.
Pfal, GQe

HE Lord, the God of Glory, reigns,
In robes ot Majefty array’d ;
:11s Rule Omnipotence {uftains,

And guides the Worlds His Hands have made.

Ecr rolling Worlds began to move,

Or ¢’cr the Heavens were flretch’d abroad,
Thy awful Throne was fix'd above:

From everlafting Thou art God.

‘The fwelling Floods tumultuous rife,
Aloud the angry Tempefts roar,

Lift their proud Billows to the Skies,
-And foam and lafh the trembling Shore,
C
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The Lord, the mighty God, on high,

Controls the fiercely raging Scas ;
He fpeaks ! and Noile and Tempefl fly,
The Waves fink down in gentle Peace.

Thy fovercign Laws are ever f{ure,
Fiernal Holinefs is Thine;

And, Lord, Thy People fhould be pure,
And in thy bleft Refemblance {hine. T.

1Y M N  XI. Common Meafure.
ne Greatnefs of God,

Plal. 145.

C REAT is the Lord, ITis Power unknown,
F  Andlet His Praife be great:
We’ll ing the Honors of His Thronc,

His Works of Gracc repeat.

Thy Grace fhall dwell upon our Tongues,
And while our Lips rejoice,

The Men that hear our facred Songs,
Shall join their cheerful Voice.

Fathers to Sons {hall teach Thy Name,
And Children learn Thy Ways;
Ages to come Thy Truth proclaim,

And Nations {ound Thy Praile.

Thy fubborn Fecs Thy Sword fhall flay, -
And picrce their Hearts with Pain ;

But none that ferve the Lord fhall fay,
They fought his Aid In vain,



[ 13

He knows the Pains His Servants-feel,
He hears His Children cry,
And, their beft Withes to fulfily

His Grace 1s ever nigh.

Creatures, with all their endlefs Race,

Thy Power and Praile proclaim :
But Saints, that tafte Thy richer Grace,

Delight to blefs Thy Name.

H Y MN XII. Long Meafur:.
The Greatnefs and Goodnefs of Ged.

EHOV AH reigns, His Throne is high,
J His Robes are Light and Majelty ;
His Glory fhines, with Beams fo bright,
No mortal can fuftain the Sight.

His Terrors keep the World in awe,
His Juftice guards His Holy Law ;
His Love reveals His fmiling Face,
His Truth and Promife fecal the Grace.

Through all His Works His Wifdom fhines,
And baflles Satan’s decp Defigns;

His Power 1s {fovereign to fulfil
The nobleft Counfels of His Will.

And will Zehovah condefcend

To be my Father and my Friend ?
Then let my Songs with Angels join ;
Heaven is fecure, if God be mine.

C = W.
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HYMN XII. Common Meafure.
The Wafdom of God 1n hii Works.
Plal. 111,

OW moft exaét is Nature’s Frame !
How wife th® eternal Mind !
His Counlfels never change the Scheme,

That His fir{t Thoughts defign’d.

How great the Works His Hand has wrought!
' How glorious in our Sight |

And Men, in every Age, have fought

" His Wonders with Delight.

When He redeem’d His cholen Sons,
He fix’d His Covenant {ure;

The Orders, that His Lips pronounce,
To endlels Years endure.

Nature and Timez, and Earth and Skies
Thy heavenly Skill proclaim :

W hat fhall. we do to make us wile,
But learn to rcad Thy Name ?

To fear Thy Power, to truft thy Grace,
1s our divineft Skill:
And he’s the wifeflt of our Race,
‘Who beft obeys Thy Will, W.
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HY MN XIV. Long Meafure.
The All-feeeng God.

Pfal. 13g9.

ORD,Thou haft {fearch’d and feen me through;
Thine Eye commands with piercing View,
My rifing and my refting Hours,
.My Soul, my Flefh, and all their Powers.

My Thoughts, before they are my own,
Are to.my God diftinftly known;

He knows the Words I mean to fpeak,’
E’er from my opening Lips they break. -

Within Thy circling Power I ftand; .
On every Side I find Thy Hand ;
Awake, afleep, at Home, Abroad,

[ am furrounded ftill with God.

Amazing Knowledge, vaft and great !
What large Extent ! What lofry Height !
My Soul, with all the Powers 1 boalflt,

Li in the boundlefs Profpeét lofl.

O may thefe Thoughts poiels my Bread,

Where’er I rove, where’er I reft!

Nor-let my weaker Paflions dare

Confent to Sin, for God is there. |
C g e
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HY ﬂ/]. N XV. Cemmon Meafure.

The Onmfprc_??éz;ce of God.
Pfal. 139.

LORD, where [hall guil_ty Souls retire,
_ Forgotten and unknown ?
1n Hell, they meet Thy drecadful Fire,

n Heaven, Thy glorious ‘L hrone.

Shonld we fupprels our vital Breath

To *{capc the Wrath diving,
Thy Voicc would break the Bars.of Dcath,

And make the Grave refign.

1, wing'd with Beams of Morning Light,
We fly beyond the Weft, |
Thy Hand, which muft fupport our Flight,

\Vould foon betray our Reft.

1f o’cr our Sins we think to draw
The Curtains of the Night

Thofe flaming Eyes, that guard Thy Law,
Would turn the Shadesto Light.

The Reams of Noon, the Midnight Hour

Are both alike to Thee:
QO may we ne’er prc)vokc that Power,

From which wc cannot flec !

W.
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HY MN XVI. Common Mﬂ:}fwc.

God is every where.
Pfal. 13Qe.

IN allourvaft Concerns with Thee,
In vain our Souls would try

To thun Thy Prefénce, Lord, or flee
The Notice of Thinc Eye,

Thy all-furrounding Sight furveys
Our Rifing and our Refl :

Our public Walks, our private Ways,
And Secrets of our Breaft.

Our Thoughts lie open to the Lord,
Before they’re form’d within ;

And c’er our Lips pronounce the Word,
He knows the Senfc we mean.

O wonderous Knowledge, decp and high !
Where can a Creature hide ?

Within Thy circling Arms we ie,
Befet on every Side,

So let Thy Grace furround us {till,
And like a Bulwark prove ;

To guard our Souls from every Ill,
Secur’d by fovereign Love,
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HY MN XVII. Long Meafure.

The Greatnefs and Condefcenfion of God.
Pral- 81‘

MnorTAL King ! through Earth’s wide Frame,
tHow great thy Honor, Praile, and Name !
Whofe Reign o’er diftant Worlds extends,

Whefe Glory Heaven’s vall Height tranfcends.

Whern, wrapt in Thought, with wakeful Eye,
We view the Wonders of the Sky

Whofe Frame Thy Fingers, o’er our Head,
In rich IVIagmﬁc:en(:f‘ have fpread :

The filent Moon, with waxing Horn,
Along th’ ethereal Region borne ;

The Stars with vivid Luflre crown’d,
That nightly walk their deftin’d Round,-

Lord! What is Man, that in Thy Care

His humble Lot fhould find a Share;

Or what the Son of Man, that Tuou,

Thus to his Wants, Thy Ear fhouldft bow ?

Subjeéled to his Feet by Thee,

To Him all Nature bows the Knee ;
‘The Beafts in Him their Lord behold
The grazing Herd, the bleating Fold : .

The owls of various Wing, that {ly
O’cr the valt Defert of the Sky;
And all the watery Tribes. that gllde

Through Fathsto humean Sight deny’ds
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immortal King ! Through Earth’s wide Frame, .
How great Thy Honor, Praife, and Name!
‘Whofe Reign o’er diftant Worlds extends,

Whofe Glory Heaven’s vaft Height tranfcends. .
M,

HYMN XVIII. Comnon Meafure.

The Condefcenfron of God. 1 Kings 8. 27. .

Ternal Power,” Almighty God!
Who can approach Thy Throne ?

Accefslefs Light 1s Thy Abodc,
To Angel-Eyes unknown,

Before the Radiance of Thine Eyec,
The Heavens no longer fhine;

And all the Glories of the Sky
Arc but the Shade of Thine,

Great God, and wilt Thou condefcend
To caft a.l.ook below ? -

To this vile World Thy Notice bend,
Thefe Seats of Sin and Woe?

But oh ! To fhew Thy {miling Face,
To bring Thy Glories near,—-- |

Amazing and-tranfparting Grace, .
To dwell with Mortals here !

How:ftrange! How awful is Thy Love !
With Trembling we adore
Not all th’ exalted Minds above-

Its Wonders can: explore.
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While golden Harps, and Angcl—Tongues

Refound immortal Lays ;
Great God, permit our humble Songs
To rife, and mean Thy Praife. T,

HYMN XIX. ZLomg Meafure.
The Divine Goodnefs.

Plal, 34. 8, 9.

Riumphant, Lord, Thy Goodnefs reigns
Through all the wide celeftial Plains ;
And its full Streams redundant flow

Down to th’ Abodes of Men below.

Through Nature’s Works its Glories fhine ;
The Cares of Providence are Thiney

And Grace erefts our ruin’d Frame,

A fatrer Temple to Thy Name.

O give to every human Heart

To tafte, and feel how good Thou art !
With grateful I.ove, and holy Fear,

To know how blels’d Thy Children are.

Let Nature burft into a Song;

Ye echoing Hills the Notes prolong !

Earth, Seas, and Stars, your Anthems raile,
All vocal with your Maker’s Praife !

Y e Saints, with Joy the Theme purfue !
Its fweetelt Notes belong to you ;
Chofen, by this eternal King,

For ever round His Throne to fing,. D,
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HY MN XX. Long Meafure.

The God of Nature and Providence. Plal. 65,

OIN every Tongue to praife the Lord,
All Nature refts upon klis Word:
Mercy and Truth His Courts maintain,
And own His univerfal Reign.

At His-Command, the Morning Ray
Smiles in the Eaft, and leads the Day ;
He guides the Sun’s declining Wheels
Bencath the Verge of weftern IHills.

Sealons and Times obey His Voice,

The Evening and the Mornrcjoice,

To fee the Earth made {oft with Showers,
I,aden with Fruit, and drefs’d in Flowers.

>Tis from His watery Stores on high,
He gives the thirfty Ground Supply:
He walks upon the Clouds, and thence
Doth His enriching Drops difpenfe.

The Paftures frmilein green Array,
There Lambs and larger Cattle play;
The larger Cattle, and the Lamb,

In different Language, fpecak Thy Name.

Thy Works pronounce Thy Power divine,

In all the Earth Thy Glories {hine;

Through every Month Thy Gilts appcar,
Great God! Thy Goodnefs crowns the Year.

W,

!
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HYMN XXI. Com?z;an Meafure.
The Works of Creation and Providence.
Plal. gg. .

EJOICE, ye Righteous, in the Lord.!
This Work belongs to you ;

Sing of His Name, His Ways, His Word, ;

How holy, juft and true !

His Mercy and His Righteoufnefs -

Let Heaven and Earth proclaim ; -
His Works of Nature and of Grace -

Reveal His wonderous Name.

His Wifdom and almighty Word -
The heavenly Arches fpread ;

And, by the Spirit of the Lord,
Their fthining Hofts were made. .

He bid th’ obedient Waters flow .-
To their appointed Deep ;

The flowing Seas their Limits know, .
And their own Stations keep.

Ye Tenants of the ipacious- Earth,
W ith Fear before Him {tand ;

He {pake, and Nature took its Birth, .
Andrefts on His Command.

IHe {corns the.angry Nations Rage,
And breaks their vain Defigns;

His Counfel ftands through every Age,
And in fyll Glory fhines.
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"H Y-M-N " XXIIL. - Common Meafurc.

"Creation and Providence.

LORD, when our raptur’d Thought furveys

Creation’s Beauties o’er,
“All Nature joins to teach Thy Praife,
And bid our-Souls adore.

Where’er we turn our gazing Eyes,
Thy radiant Footfteps fhine :

Ten thoufand pleafling Wonders rife,
And fpeak their Source divine.

The living Tribes, of countlefs Forms,
In Earth, and Sea, and Air;

The meaneft Flies, the {malleft Worms
Almighty Power declare.

Thy Wifdom, Power, and Goodnefs, Lord,
In all Thy Works appear:

And, O! let Man Thy Praife record;
Man, Thy diftinguifh’d Care !

From Thee the Breath of Life he drew ;
That Breath Thy Power maintains ;
Thy tender Mercy, ever new,
Hs brattle, Frame fuftains.

Yct nobler Favors claim his Pratfe,
Of Reafon’s Light poflefs’d ;

By Revelatuon’s brighte{t Rays,

Still more divinely blels’d.
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Thy Providence, his conftant Guard,
When threatening Woes impend ;

%5 r will th’ impending Dangers ward,
Ve Or timely Succors lend.

eh

Ohn us that Providence has {hone
With gentle {miling Rays 3
O, let our Lips and Lives make known

Thy Goodnefs, and Thy Praife !
HY MN XXIII, Long Meafure.

The Glories of God in Creation and Providence.
Plal. 104.

AST are Thy Works, almighty Lord,
All Nature refts upon Thy Word ;
And the whole Race of Creatures {tands,
Waiting their Portion from Thy Hands.

While Each receives his different Food,
His cheerful Looks pronounce it good ;
Eagles, and Bears, and Whales, and Worms

Rejoice, and praife in different Forme.

But when Thy Face is hid, they mourn,
And dying to their Duft return ;

Both Man and Beafl their Souls relign ;

ILafe, Breath, and Spirtt, all 1s Thine.

Yet Thou canft breathe on Dufl again,
And fll the World with Beafts and Men
A Word of Thy creating Breath.

Repairs the Walles of Time and Death,

’1-‘lI ¢
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The Earth ftands trembling at Thy Stroke,
And at Thy Touch the Mountains {moke 3
Yet humble Souls may fee Thy Face,
And tell their Wants to fovereign Grace,

InThee our Hopes and Wifhes meet,

And make our Meditations fweet;

Thy Prailes fhall our Breath employ,

Till 1t expires in endlefls Joy. W.

HYMN XXIV. Long Meafure.
1he wonderful Formation of Man.
Pfal. 139.

> WAS from Thy Hand, Great God, I came,
A Work of fuch a curious Frame;

In me Thy fearful Wonders thine,

And Each proclaims Thy Skill divine.

Thine Eves did all my Limbs {urvey,
Which yet in dark Confufion lay ;

Thou faw’{t the daily Growth they took,
Form'd by the Model of Thy Book.

At length, tofhew my Maker’s Name,
God ftamp’d Flis Image on my Frame ;
And, in fome unknown Moment join’d

The finifh’d Members to the Mind.

There the young Seeds of Thought began,
And all the Paflions of the Man :

Great God, our infant Nature pays
Immortal Tribute to Thy Praife !

' 4
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- And,-fince 1n our advancing Age,

T We've atted on Life’s bufy Stage,

" Thy Thoughts of Love to us furmount
. The Pawer of Numbers to recount.

We could furvey the Ocean o’er, :
. And count each Sand that makes the Shore.
Before our {wifteft Thoughts could trace
"Fhe numerous Wonders of Thy Grace.

Still on our Hearts be thefe imprefs’d,
“‘Whene’er we give our Eyes to Reft ;

And when we wake, {till may wefind
- God, and His Love poffefs the Mind.

HY MN XXV. Short Meafure.

God my Creator and Benefaélor,

Y Maker, and my King,
To Thee my All I owe ;
Thy{overeign Bounty is the Spring,
From whence my Bléflings flow.

Thou ever good, and kind,
A thoufand Reafons move,
A thoufand Obligations bind

My Heart to grateful Love.

The Creature of Thy Hand,
On Thee alone I lives

.My God, Thy Beneéfits demand
More Praile than Life can gtve,
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Oh ! what can I impart,
When All is Thine before?
Thy Love demands a thankful Heart,

The Gift, alas, how poor !

Shall I withold Thy Due ?
And fhall my Paflions rove ?
Lord, form this wretched Heart anew,

And fill it with Thy Love.;

O let Thy Grace nipire

My Souiwith Strength divine;
Let all my Powers to Thee afpire,

And all my Days be Thine. T.

HYMN XXVI ZLong Meafure.

Praife to the Creator.

Pfal. 100.

BEFORE Fehoval’s awful Throne,
Ye Nations, bow with facred Joy ;
Know, that the L.ord 1s God alone,

He can create, and He deftroy.

His fovercign Power, without our Aid,

Made us of Clay, and forin’d us Men;

And, when like wandering Sheep we f{tray’d,
He brought us to His Fold again.

We are His People, we His Care,

Our Souls, and all our mortal Frame:

What lafting Honors fhall we rear,

Almighty Maker, to Thy Name ?

D



[ =28 ]

Wide as the World is Thy Cominand,
Vaft as Eternity Thy Love! |

¥irm as a Rock Thy Truth {hall ﬂand
When rolling Years {hall ceafe to move.

We’'ll croud Thy Gates with thankful Songs,
High asthe Heavens our Voices raife ;

And Earth, with her ten thoufand Tonguecs,
Shall fill Thy Courts with founding Praife.

W,
HYMN XXVII. Common Meafure.

A Song to creating Wfdom,

TERNAL Wifdom, Thee we praife,
Thee the Crecation fings :
With Thv lov’d Name, l"\OClﬁ Hills and Seas
And Heaven’s high Palace rings.

Thy Hand, heow w 1de 1t {pread the. Sky !
How U]Grml sto behold™

Ting’d with a Blue of hcavenly Dye,
And ftarr’d with {parkling ‘Gold.

Thy Glories blaze all Nature round,
And firike the gaz,mg Sight,

Through Skies, ana Scas, and {olid Ground,
W"ith Terror and Dellght

Irfinite Strength, and equal Skill
Shine through the Worlds abroad ;3
Our Souls with vafl Amazement fll,

And fpeak the Buiider Gob.
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But ftill the Wonders of Thy Grace

Our fofter Paflions move :
Pity divine in Jefus Face
We {ce, adore, and love.
W.

HY MN XXVIIL. Long Meafjure.

't

|

|

|

E On Providence.
3; HE Earth and all the heavenly Frame
' L Their great Creator’s Love proclaim !
i#le gives the Sun his genial Power,

and theds the foft refrefhing Shower.

he Ground with Plenty blooms again,

And yields her various Fruits to Men ;
o Mcen ! Who, from Thy bounteous Fand,
pecetve the Gifts of every Land.

por to the human Race alone

ds His paternal Goodnefs fhown

he Tribes of Earth, and Sea, and Air
gnjoy His'univerfal Care.

Kot e’en a Sparrow yieldshis Breath,
3ill God permits the Stroke of Death :
gc hears the Ravens when they call,

thc Father, and the Iriend of all,

D e

L. L,
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HYMN XXIX, Common Meafure.

The Heavenly Shepherd,
P{-al- 23-

THE Lord, my Shepherd and my Guide,
Will all my Wants fupply ;

In Safety 1 {hall ﬁ:111 abide
Beneath His watchful Eye.

Amid the verdant flowery Meads

He makes my fweet Repofe ;
When pain’d with Thirft, Hc gently leads

Where living Water ﬂows.

If from His Fold I thoughtlels firay,
He leads the Wanderer Home:

And fhews my erring Feet the Way,
Where Dangers cannotcome.

Though haftening to the filent Tomb,
And Death’s dark Shades appear;
Thy Prefence, Lord, fhall cheer the Gloom.

And bam{h every Fear.

No Evil can mv Soul difmay,
While I am near my God 3

My Comfort, my Support and Stay,
Thy Staff and guid..,g Rod.

Thy conftant Bounties me {urround,

Amid my envious Foes;
My favor'd Head with Gladnefs crown’d,

My Cup with Bleflings-flows.
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Thus fhall Thy Goodnefs, Love, and Care
Attend my future Days ;
And 1 fhall dwell for ever near

My God, and fing His Praife. T.
HY MN XXX. Peulbar Meafure.

The Lord is my Shepherd.
| Pfal. 23-

TO Thy Paftures, fair and large,
| Heavenly Shepherd, lead Thy Charge ;
And my Couch, with tendereft Care,

i’.\'Iidﬂ the {pringing Grafs prepare,

When I faint with Summer’s Heat,
E‘hou fhalt guide my weary Feet,

fo the Streams, that, ftill and {low,
lhrough the verdant Meadows flow. -

'tfhou my Soul anew fhalt frame,
(‘md, Thy Mercy to proclaim,

WVhen through devious Paths I {tray,
fcach my Steps the better Way.

10u my plenteous Board haft fpread;
hou with Oil refrefh’d my Head ;
1I'd by Thee my Cup o’erflows,

or Thy Loveno Limit'knows.

onftant to my lateft Ehd

hou my Footfteps fhale attend,

nd fhalt bid Thy halléw’d Doms= -

ield mean eternal Home. fofs
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Y MN XXXI. Peuliar Meafure.
A Divine Pafloral. Plal. 23.

THE Lord is my Shepherd, my Guardian anc
Guide ;
Whatloever I want He will kindly provide :
Ever lince I was born, it is FHe that hath crown’
'The Lifc that Hegave me with Bleflings all round:
While yet on the Breaft a poor Infant 1 hung,
E’erTimchadunloofen’d the Strings of myTongue,
Hec gavemethe Help, whichl couldnot then afk;
Now therefore tothank Him fhall be my lov’dTaik.

Through mytendeéreftYears,with as tenderaCare,

My Soul, likca Lamb, in His Bolom He bare;

To the Brook would He lead me, whene’er 1 had
Necd, | -

And pointout thePafture,where beft I might feed;

‘No Harm could approach e, for He'wasmy Shicl,

From the Birds of the Air, and the Beafls of ihe
IField;

The Woll to devour me would often-times prow},

But the Lord was my Shepherd,and guarded my
Soul, )

{low oft, in my Youth, have I wander’d aftray:
But {iill hatit He brought me back tothe right Way!
When, loft in dark Error, no Path 1 could mest
tTisWord, like a Lantern, hath guided my Feet
\Vhat wonderous Efcapes to His Kindnefs I owe
When rath and unthinking I fought my ownWeoc
My Soul long ago had gone down to the Deep,

1f the Lordhad not watch’d me when I was aflec

Whenfoe'er, at a Diltance,. e Tees me afraid,
T, - - - .
e {kipsc’erthe Mountains, and comesto my A




[ ag

Then leads me back gently, and bids me abide

In the Mid{t of the Flock, and feed clofe by His
Side: .

How fafe in His Keeping, how happy and free,

Could I always remain where He bids me to be;

Yeablefs’d are thePeople, and happy thrice told,

Who obey theL.ord’sVoice,and abide in the Fold!

The IFold it is full, and the Pafture 1s green ;
Allis Friendfhip and Love, and no Enmity feen;
There the Lord dwclls amongft us, upon His own
Hill,
With theFlocks allaround Him awaiting His\Wll:
Himfelf in the Mid{t, with a provident Lye,
Regarding our Wants, and procuring Supply ;
An Abundance {prings up of cach nourifhingBud;
And we gather HisGilts, and are filled with Good. .

PART 1L

At the Voice of the Shepherd, we move, or weo
ftay s

Forthe }I',c-rd isHimlelf both the LeaderandWay : -

The Hills fmoke with Incenfe where’er He hath
‘trod, | _

And a facred Perfume fhewsthe Footltepsof God :

While blefs’d with His Prefence, the Valleys be-
neath

A fweet fmelling Savour inceflantly breathe ;

The Delight.is renew’d of cach fenfible Thing, -

And beheld i1n their Blcom all the Beautles of
Spring. '

Or, 1fa quite diflerent Scene Ie prepare,

And we roam 'through the Wildernels, barren .
and bare ;
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By His Wondcrful VVOIkS, we {ee Pl_ainly enqugh’

That the Earth is the Lord’s, and the Fulnefs
thereof: |

If we hunger, or thirft, and are ready to faint,

A Relief in due Seafon prevents our Complaint ;

The Rain, at His Word, brings us Food from
the Sky,

And Rocks become Rivers when we are adry.

Irom the fruitfuleflt Hill, to the barreneft Rock,
The Lord hath madcall for the Sake of HisFlock -
AndtheFlock, in Return, the Lord always confefs,
In Plenty their Joy, and their Hope in Diftrefs;
Hebeholds, in our Welfare, His Glory difplay’d, .
And we find ourfelves blefs’d, in Obedience
repay’d :
With a cheerful Regard, we attend to His Ways;;
Our Att;:_ntion 1s Prayer, and our Cheerfulnefs
Praife,

The Lord ismy Shepherd, whatthen fhalll fear?
‘What Danger can frighten me, whilft He isnear?
Not when the Time calls me to walk through the

Vale
Of the Shadow of Death fhall my Heart ever fail;
Though afraid, of myfelf, to purfue the darkWay,
Thy Rod, and Thy Staff; be myComfort and Stay ;
For I know, by Thy Guidance,. when once it is
pafs’d ,
T'o 2 Fountain of Life it will bring one at laft:.

The Lord 1s become my Salvation and Song,
His Blefling fhall follow me all.my Life long !
Whatfoever Condition He places-me in,

I am fure ’tis the beft ‘t could ever have been :
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For the Lord’ He is goed, and His Mercles are
{fure s
He only affliGs us- in order to-cure :-
The Lord, willl praife, while I have any Breath; .
Becontent all my Life, and refign’d in.my Death,
Dr, B..

HY MN XXXIL. Long Meafure.
The. Power and. Providence:of God. Pfal. 104..

é WAKE, my Soul, to Hymns of Praife,
To Gad the Song triumphant raife :

Light forms His Robe, and round His Head,
The Heavens their ample Curtains fpread.

Bchold, aloft, the King of Kings

Borne on the Wind’s expanded Wings, .
(FHis Chariot by the Clouds fupply’d,)
Through Heaven’s wide Realms triumphant ride, -

Around Him, rang’d in awful State,
Th’ affembled Storms fubmiflive wait ;
And Flames, attentive to fulfil:

The Didtates of His mighty Will,

On firmeft Bafe uprear’d, the Earth

To Him afcribes her wonderous Birth :

He fpake, and, o’er cachr Mountain’s Head,
The Deep its watery Mantle fpread.

He {pake, and' from the whelming F lood
Again their Tops emergent ftood ;
And faft adown their bending Sldc

With refluent Streams, the Currents glide,
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While, clofe befide the murmuring Spring;
The feather’d Minftrels fit and fing;

And, fhelter’d-in the Branches, {hun’

The Fervors of the Mid-day.Sun,

His Showers with Verdure crown the Hills ;.
The Earth with various Fruits He hills.;
Preventive of their Wants, His Aid

Yields to the Brute the {pringing Blade.

For Man, chief Qbjeé of his Care,

His Hands the foodful Herb preparc;

The gladdening Wine, refrefhing Qil,

And Bread . that ftrings his Nerves for Toil.

Great God, in ceafelefs Strains, my Tongue
Shall meditate-the grateful Song,
And, long as Breath informs my Frame,

The Wonders of Thy. Love proclaim, M, .
HYMN XXXIII. Long Meafuie.

The Providence of God in the Scafons of the Year.

Pra]. Y 47-

ING to the Lord, let Praife infpire
The grateful Voice, the tuneful Lyrc;
In Strains of Joy, procliim abroad

'The endlefs Glories of our God.

Ic counts the Hofts of {larry Flames,
Knows all their Na:ures and their Names: -
Great is our.God ! His wonderous Power, .
And boundlels Wifdom we adore..
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He veils the Sky with treafur'd Showers,
On Earth the plenteous Blefling pours ;

The Mountains {mile in lively Green,
And fatrer blooms the flowery Scene.

His bountcaus Hand, (great Spring of Good !)
Provides the Brute Creation Food ;.

He feeds the -Ravens when they ery;
All Nature lives beneath His Eye,

In Naturc what can Him delight,

Mofit lovely 1n 1ts Maker’s Sight P

Not attive Strength His Favor moves, .
Nor comely Form He beft approves.

Decar to the Lord, for ever dear,
The Heart where He implants His Fear
The Souls who on His Grace rely,
Thele, thele are lovely in EHis Eye.

T..

II1 Y Mo N  XXXIV. ZLong Meafure.

Lhe Providence of God in the Stafons of the Year.
Pfal. 147.

RAISE ye the Lord: Oh blifsful Theme,
To {ing the Honors.of His Name !
'I'is Pleature, ’tis divine Delight,

And Praile is lovely in His Sight,

ile {pcaks! and fwiftly from the Skics .
To ILarth the fovereign Mandate flies ;_
Cblervant Nature hears His Word,
And bows obedient to her Lord,.
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Now thick defcending Flakes of Snow,
O’er Earth, a fleecy Mantle throw ;

Now glittering Froit, o’er all the Plains, -
Extends its-univerfal Chains. -

At His fierce Storms of icy Hail,

The fhivering Powers of Natare fail;
Before His Cold, what Life can {tand,
Unfhelter’d by His guardian Hand?

He {peaks! The Ice and Snow obey,
And Nature’s Fetters melt away ;
Now vernal Gales foft rifing blow,
And murmuring Waters gently flow,

But nobler Works His Grace record,
To Iirael He reveals His Word ;

. To Jacob’s happy Sons, alone,

He makes His facred Precepts known.

Such Blifs no other Nation fharcs,
‘The Laws of Heaven are oaly theirs;

Ye favor’d Tribes, your Voices ratle,
And blefs your God in Songs of Praile.

HY M N XXXV. Peuliar Meafure.

Spring.

AlL, hail, reviv’d, reviving Spring !

Fair Type of Heaven’s eternal Year!

-While Nature’s Works Thy Praifes fing,.-
Lo, Gratitude falutes Thee here!
Swell, gently {fwell the folemn Seng,.
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Now pour the bounding Notes along ;
Teach Choirs below, to Choirs above,
To echo back thecommon Lay ;

And, as they Praife unbounded Love,
"T'o join in Bounty’s Holiday.

20 God, the univerfal King,

Be facred cvery grateful Choir! .
In ceafelefs Hymns, all Praifes fing,
That endlefs Bounty can infpire !

All loft beneath fltern Winter’s Reign,
Creation’s genial Powers appear’d ;
Spring call’d them into Life again,

See, budding Verdure fhews they heard.
Blefs, blefs, O Man ! the kind Defign,
Whofe nobler Counter-part is Thine !
Thy Powers a gloomier Winter froze,
'T1ll Thy Meifliah’s cheering Ray,
Prolific of fair Truth arofe,

And fhed the Blaze of mental Day.

To God, the univerfal King,

Be facred every grateful Chour !

In ceafelefs Hymns, all Praifes fing,
That endlefs Bounty can infpire !

All fpotlefs, asthe Truth He taught,
Free as the Mercy He difplay’d,

He thew’d what human Duty ought,
He did, what heavenly Goodnefs bade;
Enforc’d each juft Command He gave,
Nor liv’d, nor dy’d, in vain to fave.

His Realms on high, His Worlds below,
All witnefs’d His unweary’d Care,
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The Viétim fere of general Woe,
The Captain of Salvation there, -

To God, the univerfal King, .

Be facred every grateful Choir / .

In ceafelefs Hymns, all Praijes fing, ,
That endlefs Bounty can infpirc. U,

HYMN XXXVI Long Meafure.
Spring.

ENIGN Creator, bounteous Lord !
Where-e’er 1 turn my ravifh’d Eyes,

Fruits of Thy Wlfdom,, Power and Love,
In beauteous, various QOrdcr rife.

The flowery Meads, the verdant Vales,
The bleating Flocks, the lowing Kine,
The fprmnmg Herb, the bloommg Tices,
All 1n ThyJOYh.l]. P1a1fes joln,

- Hark, how the {acred Theme refounds!
“Whilft the fweet Warblers of the Grove,
Wing through the Atr their tracklefs Way,
With foft harmonious Notes of Love.

My Soul, and canft thou filent lie,
Beneath the Bounties of thy God ?
Awake my Heart, awake my Tongue,
And fpread yvour Maker’s Praife abroad ! S
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HYMN  XXXVIL. Long Meafure.
Sto’rqz:i:"znd T/zzzﬁder."‘ ,PE_{]; 2. I

HE Lord proclaims His Power aloud,
Qver the Qcean and the Land :
His Voice divides the watery Cloud,
And Lightenings blaze at His'‘Command.

He {peaks, and Tempeft, Hail, and Wind
Lay the wide Foreft barc around ;

The fearful Hart, and frighted Hind
Ieap at the Terror of the Sound,

To Lebanon He turns His Voice, ..

Axnd lo, the ftately Cedars break :

The Defert trembl s at the Noife,
The Valleysroar, the Mountains quake.

The Lord fits Soverecign on the Flood,
The Thunderer reigns for ever King ;

But makes His Church His blefs’d Abode,
Where we His awful Glorics {ings

In gentler Language therc -the Lord
The Counfels of His Grace imparts;
Amidlt the raging Storm, His Word
Speaks Peace, and Courage to our Hearts, W,

HYMN XXXVIII. Peuliar Meafure.
Thunder-and Lighteming., Plal. 29.
ING, ye Sons of Might, O fing,

Praife to Heaven’s eternal King

Power and Strength to Him allign,
Bow before His hallow’d Shrine !
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Hark ! His Voice in Thunder breaks ;—-
Hufh’d to Silence while He fpeaks.
Ocean’s Waves, from Pole to Pole,

Hear the-awful Accents roll,

‘See, as louder yet they rife,
Echoing through the vaulted Skies;
See, uprooted from its Seat,
Lebanon itlelf retreat !

¥How the burfling Clouds give Way,
And the vivid Lightnings play !

Now the Wilds,.by Man untrod,
‘Hear, difmay’d, th* approaching Gob.

Proftrate on the facred Floor,
‘Bow ye Saints, His Name adore:

While His Aéts, to every Tongue.
Yield its Argument of Song,

He the fwelling Surge commands,
Fix’d His Throne for ever-ftands ;
He His People fhall increafe,

Arm with Strength, and blefs with Peace, M.

"HY M N XXXIX. Common Meafure.
Seafonable Showers. Plal. 147.

"‘ ITH Songs and Honors, founding loud,
Addrefs the Lord on high
-Over the Heavens He {preads His Cloud,
And Waters veil the Sky,

‘He fends His Showers of Bleflings down
To cheer the Plains below ,

‘He makes the Grafls the Mountains crown,
And Corn:in Valleys grow.
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He gives the grazing Ox his Meat,
He hears the Ravens cry;

And Man, who taftes Hijg fineft Wheat,
Should raife I_-Iis Honors high.

The changing Wind, the flying Cloud
Obey His mighty Word ;

With Songs and Honors, founding loud,
Praife ye the fovereign Lord !

. W.
HYMN XI. Peculiar Meafure.

Fruttful Showers, Emblems of the falutary Effels of
the Gofpel.

laiah 55, 10, 11, 12,

ARK the foft-falling Snow,
L. And the diffufive Rain,
To Heaven from whence 1t fell,
It turns not back again;
But waters Earth through every Pore,
And calls forth all its fecret Store.

Array’d in Iivin; Green,

‘The Hillsand alleys fhine,

And Man and Beaft is fed

By Providence divine ; .
The Harveft bows its golden Ears,

The copious Seed of future Y ears,
£
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“ So,” faith the God of Grace,

““ My Gofpel fhall defcend

““ Almighty to effeft

‘“ The Purpofe I intend ;
¢ Millions of Souls fhall feel its Power,
¢ And bear it down to Millions more,

‘¢ Joy fhall begin their March,

““ And Peace proteft their Ways,

¢ While all the Mountains round .

¢ Echo melodious Pratfe ; _
¢* The vocal Groves thall fing Tae Gobp,
¢ And every Tree confenting nod.’”

HY MN XLI. Common Meafure.

The Lords Prayer.

UR Father, high enthron’d above,

With boundlefs Glory crown'd;

Fountain of Light, and Life, and Love,
To thouland Worlds around.

Supremely honor'd be Thy Name,
By every grateful Mind;

Whether a pure ethereal Flame,
Or yet in Flefh confin’d.

Ere& Thine Empire, gracious Kingj
And fpread its Power abroad;

'Till Earth, and all her Millions fing
The Praifes of their God.
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O be Thy Will on Earth obey’d,
As ’tis obey’d above :

And the profoundeft Homage paid,
With all the Joys of Love.

Each rifing Day renews our Want,
That Want, O Lord, relieve !

And with our Food Thy Blefling grant,
By Both Thy Creatures live.

Our Debts are grown immen*fely large,
But, Lord, efface the Score !

Aswe a Brother’s Debts difcharge,
And never claim them more,

Into Temptation’s poifon’d Air
O never let us flray !

Guard us from Evil by Thy Care,
Through Life’s endanger’d Way !

Thine is the Kingdom, Lord, by Right
Unbounded and fupreme ;

And Thine the Allduftaining Might,
And Glory’s peerlefs Beam.

% Thefe are for ever Thine,’” in Songs'
Heaven’s blifsful Myriads cry ;

* Thefe are for-ever Thine,” our Tongues
In humbler Notes reply.

E 2.
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HY MN XLII. ZLong Meafure.

Give us this Day our daily Bread.
Matt. 6. 11,

OUNTAIN of Blefling, ever blefs’d,
Enriching All, of All poffefs’d;

By Whom the whole Creation’s fed,

Give me, each Day, my daily Bread.

To Thee my very Life I owe, |

From Thee do all my Comfortsflow s
And every Blefling, which I need,

Muit from Thy bounteous Hand proceed.

Great Things are not what I defire,

Nor dainty Meat, nor rich Attire;
Content with Little would I be,

That Little, Lord, muit come from Thee.

While wicked Men, with all their Store,
Areever gralping after more;

With Agur’s Wifh I'm fatisfy’d,

.Nor grudge them all the World befide.

B. B.

HYMN XLIII. Peculiar Meafure.

An Invocation to praife the Lord.

E Works of God, on Him alone,

-4 In Earth His Footftool, Heaven His Throne,
Be all your Praife beftow’d ;
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Whofe Hand, the beauteous Fabric made,
Whole Eye, the finith’d Work furvey’d,
And faw that all was good.

Ye Angels, that, with loud Acclaim,
Admiring view’d the new-born Frame,
And hail’d th’ eternal King 3
Again, proclaim your Maker’s Praife,

Again, your thankful Voices raife,
And facred Anthems fing.

Ye Sons of Men, His Praife difplay,
Who ftamp’d His Image on your Clay,
And gave it Power to move; -
Ye, that in Fudah’s Confines dwell,
From Age to Age {ucceflive tell
The Wonders of His Love.

And you, your thankful Vbicesjoin,
That oft, at Salem’s {acred Shrine,

Before His Altars kneel :
Where thron’d in Majefty He dwells,

And from the myftic Cloud reveals
The Dittates of His Will,

Ye Spirnts of the Juft and Good,
That, eager for the blefs’d Abode,
To heavenly Manfions foar;
O let your Songs His Praife difplay,
Till Heaven itfelf fhall melt away,
And Time fhall be no more.

Praife Him, ye meek and humble Train.
Ye Saints, whom His Decrees ordain

The boundlefs Blifs to fhare :
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0 praife Him till ye take your Way
To Regions of eternal Day,
And reign for ever there,

HYMN XLIV. Long Meafure.

An Invocation to praife God. Pfal. 150.

RAISE ye the Lord, let Praife employ,
In His own Courts, your Songs of Joy;
The fpacious Firmament around

Shall echo back the joyful Sound,

Recount His Works in Strains divine,
His wonderous Works, how bright they fhine!
Praife Him for His almighty Deeds,

Whole Greatnefs all your Praife exceeds.

Awake the Trumpet’s piercing Sound

To {pread your facred Pleafures round ;
While fweeter Mufic tunes the Lute,
The warbling Harp, and breathing Flute:

Let the loud Cymbal, founding high,
'T'o {ofter, deeper Notes reply ;
Harmonious let the Concert rile,
And bear the Rapture to the Skies.

Let All, whom Life and Breath infpire,
Attend and join the blifsful Choir ;

But chieflv you, who know His Word,
Adore, and love, and praife the Lord.
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HY MN XLV. ZLoug Meafurc,

Praife ye the Lord I Pfal. g6.

ING to the Lord fome new-taught Song,

Earth, to tlis Praife the Note prolong ;
Till Realms remote His Aéts have known,

And Man’s whole Race His Wonders own.

Great 1s the Lord, and great His Praife,
What God like Him, our Fear €an raife ?
Not fuch as Heathen Lands afford, |
Created firit, and then ador’d.

Yield to His Name the Honors due,
Oft to His Courts your Way purfuc;
With {olemn Step, and joylul bring

The Offering to your heavenly King.

Before the Beauty of His Shrinc,
Ye Saints ih Jow Proftration join ;
Ye Natives of eiach diltant' Shore,
His Power revere, His Name adore.

O tell to All whom Earth {uftains,

O tell them that Yehovah reigns;

'I'hat All, who iffue from its Womb,
Shall hear from Him th® unerring Doom.

I'xult, ye Heavens, exult, O Earth.
And, Partner in the facred Mirth,
Let Qcean 1n 1ts Fulnefs rifc,

And thunder to the diftant Skies.

I 4
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Rich in His Gifts, ye Fields, rejoice, ;
While in His Praife the Woods their Voice
Exalt, and hail, with lowly Nod,

The Prefence of the approaching Gob.

He comes, in awful Pomp array’d

He comes, to judge the World He made :
Truth fhall with Him the Caufe decide,
And Equity His Séntence guide.

HYMN XLVI. La}:g Meafure.

Defiring to praife God.

ALMIGHTY Author of my Frame,
To Thee my vital Powers belong ;

'Thy Praife, (dehghtful glorious Theme ')
Demands my Heart, my Life, my Tongue.

| My Heart, my Life, my Tongueare Thine:
O be Thy Praife their beft Employ!

But may my Song with Ange13301n v
Nor facred Awe forbid the Joy ?

Thy Glories, the feraphic Lyre,
On all its Strings, attempts tn vain ;
Then how fhall Mortals dare afpire,

In Thought, to try th’ unequal Strain ?

Yet the great Sovereign of the Skies
'To Mortals bends a gracious Ear;
Necr the mean Tribute will defpife,
When offer’d with a Heart fincere,

M.
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Great God, accept the humble Praile,

And guide my Heart, and guide my Tongue ;
While to Thy Name I trembling raife

The grateful, though unworthy Song. T.

HY M N XLVII. Long Meafure. Plal. g4
Praifing God for His Goodnefs.

THEE will I thank, and Day by Day
Form to Thy Praife the joyful Lay ;
From Morn to Eve the Song extend,

Thee boaft my Father, Thee my Friend.

While pleas’d, ecach Heart of humble Frame
Shall wake, great God, to hear Thy Fame ;
O come, your Voice triumphant raife,

And fing with me your Maker’s Praile.

To Him my Soul difclos’d its Care ;
He heard, and, prefent to my Prayer,
(His faithful Buckler o’er me held,)
Each Terror from my Breaft difpell’d.

His Angel, round the juft Man’s Tent
Encamp’d each Danger to prevent,

His fure Proteftion round him throws,
Though harnefs’d Hofts his Peace oppole.

O tafte with me, O tafte and prove

The Bleflings of His boundlefs Love ;
And, fearlefs of Repulfe or Shame,
The Promife of His Mercy claim.
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Hail, Savior of the humar Race!
Hail, Fountain of exhauftlefs Grace!

Thrice happy, who on Thee recline,
Nor own, nor aflk a Help, but Thine.

M.

-HY M N XLVIIL. Long Meafure.

Praife to God_for His Goodnefs and Truth. Pfal. 146.

RAISE ye the Lord, our Hearts fhall join,
In Work fo pleafant, fo divine ;
Now while the Flefh is our Abode,
And when our Souls afcend to Gob.

Praife thall employ our nobler Powers,
While Immortality endures ;

Our Days of Praife fhall ne’er be pait,
‘While Life, and Thought, and Being laft.

Why fhould we make a Man our Truft ?
Princes muft die, and turnto Duit ; |
Their Breath departs, their Pomp and Power,
And Thoughts, all vanifh i an Hour,

Happy the Man whofc Hopes rely,

On JIfrael’s Gop, He made the Sky,

And Earth, and Seas, and all their Train,
And None fhall find His Promife vain.

His Truth for ever flands {ecure

He faves th’ oppre(s’d, He feeds the Poor ;
He helps the Stranger in Diflrefs,

The Widow and the Fatherlefs.
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He loves His Saints, He knowsthem well,
But turns the wicked down to Hell :
Thy God, Q Sion, ever reigns;
Praife Fim in everlafling Strains.

We'll praife Him whilé He lends us Breath,
And, when our Voice is loft in Death,
Praife thall employ eur nobler Powers,

W hilft Immortality endurés,

W,

IIYMN XLIX. ZLong Meafure.

Praife to God for His wonderful Works to the Children
of Men.

Plal. 107. 3.

E Sons of Men, with Joy record
. The various Wonders of the Lord
And let His Power and Goodnefs found
Through all your TFribes the Earth around.

Let the high Heavens your Songs invite,
Thofe {pacious Fields of brilliant Light ;
Where Sun, and Moon, and Planets roll,,
And Stars, that glow from Pole to Pole.

Sing, Earth, in verdant Robes array’d,
Its Herbs and Flowers, its Fruits and Shade;
Peopled with Life of various Forms,

Of Fifh, and Fowl, and Beafts, and Worms.
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View the broad Sea’s majeftic Plains,
And think how wide its Maker reigns ;
That Band remoteft Nations joins,

And on each Wave His Goodnefs fhines.

But O ! that brighter World above,
Where lives and reigns incarnate Love!
God’s only Son, in Flefh array’d,

For Man a bleeding Viétim made.

Thither, my Soul, with Rapture foar;
There in the Land of Praife adore ;

The Theme demands an Angel’s Lay,
Demands an everlafting Day. D.

HYMN L. Long Meafure.

Praife to God for common and fpecial Mercues.
Pfal. 63.

COME blefs the Lord, the Jult, the Good,
Who fills our Hearts with Joy and Food ;

Who pours His Bleflings from the Skies,
And loads our Days with rich Supplies.

He fends the Sun his Circuit round,

'fo cheer the Fruits, to warm the Ground ;
He bids the Clouds, with plenteous Rain,
Refrefh the thirfty Earth again.

>Tis to His Care we owe our Breath,

And all our near Efcapes from Death:
Safety and Health to God belong ;

He hcals the Weak, He guards the Strong.
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He makes the Saint and Sinner prove
The common Blellings of His Love;

But the wide Difference, that remains,
Is endlefs Joy, or endlefs Pains.

The Lord, who bruis’d the Serpent’s Head,
Onu all the Serpent’s Seed fhall tread :

The {tubborn Sinner’s Hope confound,

And fmite.him with a lafting Wound.

But His right Hand His Saints fhall ratfe,

From tht deep Earth, or deeper Seas ;

And bring them to His Courts above,

There they fhall tafte His {pecial Love. W.

HYMN LI. Lony Meafure.
meﬁ to God for His unnumbered Mercies.

Pfal, 139. 17, 18.

N glad Amazement, Lord,. we' {tand
Amidft the Bounties of Thy Hand;
How numberlefs thofe Bounties are !

How rich, how various, and how fair !

But O! what poor Returns we make !
What lifelefs Thanks we pay Thee back !

Lord, we confefs, with humble Shame, ; -
Our Offerings {carce deferve the Name.

Fain would our laboring Hearts devile
To bring fome nobler Sacrifice;

It finks beneath the mighty Load ;
What fhall we render to our God ¢
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To Him we confecrate our Praife,

And vow the Remnant of our Days;

Yet what, at beft, can we pretend, .
Worthy fuch Gifts, from fuck a Friend?

In deep Abafement, Lord, we fce
Our Emptinefs and Poverty ;

Enrich our Souls with Grace divine,
And make them worthier to be Thine.

HYMN 'LII. Long Meafure.

Prayer and Praife.
Pfal. 67.

MAY God His favoring Ear incline,
And bid His Face on Sion {hine;
That All, Thy Counfels, Lord, may know,
Where Earth extends, or Oceans flow.

To Thee, of Life th’ eternal Spring,
' Invifible all-potent King, -

One Chorus let all Nations raife,
One Shout of univerfal Praife.

Exult each Tribe, exult each Land;
Heaven’s mighty Lord, with equal Hand,
The Balance holds, and Earth’s Domain
Shall own to lateflt Age His Reign.

Warm'd by His genial Suns, the Field
With full Increafe its Fruits fhall yield;
And God, Thy God O Sion, fhed

His choiceft Bleflings on thy Head.
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Great God, on us Thy Bleflings fhower,

Let Man’s whole Race revere Thy Power;
And, thankful, to their wondering Eyes,
Behold Thy wifh’d Salvation rife. M.

HYMN LIII. Common Meafure.
Praife to God.

HEN all Thy Mercies, O my God,
My rifing Soul furveys;
Tranfported with the View, I’m loft
In Wonder, Love, and Praile.

Unnumber’d Comforts to my Soul,
Thy tender Care beftow’d,

Before my Infant Heart conceiv’d
From Whom thofe Comforts flow’d.

When in the flippery Paths of Youth,
With heedlefs Steps 1 ran,
Thine Arm, unfeen, convey’d me fafe,

And led me up to Man.

Ten thoufand thoufand precious Gifts
Our daily Thanks employ ;

Nor is the leaft a cheerful Heart,
That taftes thole Gifts with joy.

When Nature fails, and Day and Night
Divide Thy Works no more,
Our ever grateful Hearts, O Lord,

Thy Mercy fhall adore.
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Through all Eternity to Thee

A joyful Song we’ll raife; -
But Oh! Eternity’s too {fhort
- To utter all Thy Praife.

HY M N LIV, . Common Meafure.

Praife to God.

EGIN the high celeftial Strain,
My ravifh’d Soul, and {ing
A folemn Hymn of grateful Praife
To Heaven’s almighty King.

Ye curling Fountains, as you roll
Your filver Waves along ;

‘Whifper, toall your verdant Shores,
The Subjett of my Song.

Bear it, ye Winds, on all your Wings,
To diftant Climes away,

And round the wide extended World
The lofty ‘Theme convey,

Take the glad Burden of His Name,
Ye Clouds, as you arife,

Whether to deck the golden Morn,
Or fhade the' Evening Skies,

Long let it tremble round the Spheres,
And echo through the Sky ;

Till Angels, with immortal Skill,
Improve the Harmony.
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While we, with facred Rapture fir'd,
The blefs’d Creator fing ;
And chant our confecrated Lays,
To Heaven’s eternal King., R.

HY M N LV. Long Meafure.
Praifz to God.

Pfal. 146.
YE Sons of Sion, praile the Lord,

Come tune your Songs in {fwecet Accord;
Awake, my Soul, awake and join
The facred Hymn, in Notes divine.

No more 1n Princes vainly truft,

Frail Sons of Earth, Man 1s but Duft !
With all his Pride, with all his Power,
The helplefs Creature of an Hour.

Iappy the Man, wholc Hopes divine
One Ifrael’s Guardian God recline'!
Who can, with facred Tranfport, fay, .
This Ged is mine, my Ilelp, my Stay.

Heaven, Earth, and Sea declare His Name,
He built and fill'd their fpacious Frame ;
But, o'er Creation’s faireft Lines,

iis ftedfaft Truth unchanging fhines.

The Lord fhall reian for ever King,
And Age to Agc Ii1s G]Ul‘}f ﬁng;
Thy God alone, O Sion, reigns,
Refound His Praife in joviul Strains. 4.
B
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H Y MN LVI. Common Meafure.

Praife to God.

HE glorious Armies of the Sky,
To Thee, almighty King!
Triumphant Anthems confecrate,
And Hallelujahs fing.

But {1ill their moft exalted Flights
Fall vaitly {hort of Theej

How diftant then muft human Praife
From Thy Perfeétions be ?

Yet how my God fhall I refrain,
When to my ravifh’d Senle,

Fach Creature, in its various Ways,
Difplays Thy Excellence?

The Blufhes of the Morn confefs,
That Thou art much more fair;
When in the Eaft its Beams revive,

To gild the Fields of Air.

The finging Birds, the whiftling Winds,
Aund Waters murmuring Fall,

“To praife the Firft Almighty Caule,
With different Voices call.

Thy numerous Works exalt Thee thus,

And fhall we {ilent be ?
No, rather let us ceafe to breathe,

Than ceale from praifing Thee.
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HYMN LVIL Peuliar Meafure.

TR 1L v
] CRET W, Tl B

: ' Praife to God.
."{
Pfal, 1 36.

IVE Thanksto God moft high,
The univerfal Lord ;

i The fovereign King of Kings,

1 And be His Grace ador’d.

What Wondecers hath He done!
He form’d the Farth and Seas, ,
And fpread the Heavens alonc.

dtlis Power and Grace are flill the fame,
Let endlefs Praife exalt His Name.

L

% How mighty 1s Fis Hand §
|

3

Flis Wifdom form’d the Sun,
To crown the Day with Lighe;
: The Moon, and all the Stars

i Jo cheer the darklome Night.
iy Mercy, Lord, fhall {till endure,
hy Word abides for ever fure.

He {faw the Nations lie,
All perifhing in Sin,
And pity’d the fad State,
- the ruin’d World was in.
s Power and Grace are $#ill the {fame,
L endlefs Praife exalr His Name.

, Ir o
|
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. He fent His only Son
To {ave us from our Woe,
From Satan, Sin, and Hell,
And every hurtful Foe,
Thy Mercy, Lord, fhall {till endure,
Thy Word abides for ever {ure.

Give Thanks aloud to God ;
To God the heavenly King;
And let the {'pacious Earth
His Works and Glories {ing,
His Power and Grace are {till the fame,
Let endlefs Praife exalt His Name. W,

H Y MN LVIII. Peuliar Meafure.
Prayfeto God. Plal. 150.

DPRAISE, O praife, the Name divine;
Praife Him at the hallow’d Shrine
I.et the Firmament on high
To its Maker’s Praife reply.

I.et His Aéts; and Power {upreme
To vour Spngs fuggelt a Theme :

Be the Harp no longer mute ;
‘Sound the Trumpet, touch the Lute:

Let the Organ, in His Praife,
Tearn its loudeil Note to raile 3
And the Cymbal’s varying Sound
From the vaulted Roof rebound.
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2| All, who vital Breath enjoy,

f' In His Praife that Breath employ ;
k. And in one great Chorus join;

# Praife, O praife, the Name diviuc,

Tk

HY M N LIX. Cmmon Meafure.

Wonder and Praife.

MY God, my King, to Thee I’ll raife
i My Voice, and all my Powers;

% Unweary’d Songs of facred Praife

& Shall fill the circling Hours,

i
marn =

% Thy Name fhall dwell upon my Tongue,
gl While Suns fhall fet and rife;

£ And tune my everlafting Song,

: When Time and Nature dics.

o3

3 Great is the Lord ! our Souls adore,

8 We wonder whilft we praifc !

¥ His Power what Creature can explore,

+

4 Or equal Honors raife p

tYet thall Thy Works, almighty Lord,
# Ournobleft Songs adorn ;

Thy slorious A&s we will record,

d For Agesyet unborn.

{ Thy Praifc fhall be our awful Theme,

| The Wonders of 1hy Power ;

We'll fpeak the Honors of Thy Namc,
And bid the Wsrld adore,

F3

M.
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H YMN LX. ZLong Meafure.

Exulting tn God.
Plal. g7.

O God belongs th’ eternal Sway ;
Let Earth with Joy His Will obey :
Exult, ye Ifles that crown the Main,
Blefs’d in His mild aufpicious Reign.

The flation’d Clouds arouud Him meet,
And Darknefs rolls beneath His IFeet ;
‘While Equity and Truth combine

To rear aloft His awful Shrine.

Before Him walks the walting Fire ;
Wrapt 1n the Blaft His Foes cxpire!
And down, like Wax before the Flame,
Down flows the Mour.tain’s {olid Frame,

His righteous Atisthe Heavens difplay,
His Fame from Pole to Pole convey ;
And bid His Majelty divine

‘o cvery Eye confpicuous fhine,

Shame to the Wretch that Wood and Stoncs.
The Objefts of his Homage owns ;

And frantic to the Creature pays

The Maker’s interverted Praife.

‘Well pleas’d Thy Counfels, Lord, to hear,
Imperial Salemn bows the Ear; :
And Fudah’s happy Daughters {ing
The Mercics of th’ eternal King.
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Thou, Lord in Ma jefty {erene,
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Exalted o’er the Ea'rth art feen :

What Power, great God, fhall boalt a Name

[.ike Thiane: > Like Thee our Homage claim ?
M.

HY MN LXIL. ZLong Meajure.

God’s Name glorified. Pfal. 8.

LORD, how glorious is Thy Name,
Thmugh the W1de Earth’s extended Frame !
Majeftic Glories form Thy Seat,
And Heaven adores beneath Thy Feet,

Thy Power from tender Babes can railc
A Monumentof wonderous Praife;

At Thy Cemmand, the Infant Song
Shall ftill the Proud Blafphemer’s Tonguec.

When all Thy {hining Works on high
I meditate with raptur’d Eye ;

The filver Moon, the ftarry Train,
Which gild the fair ethercal Plain:

Lord, what is Man, that he fhould fharc
Thy Notlce Thy mdulgent Care?

That Man, frall Child of Earth, fhould be
The Favorite of the Peity ?

His Place, Thy forming Hand aflign’d,
But juft below th’ angclm Kind ?

\Vzth nobleft Favors circled round,

And with diftinguith’d Honors crown’d :

I 4
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Invefted him with Power and Sway,
And bid the {ubjeét Brutes obey;

Sovet:eign of all Thy Works below,
"T0 him the meaner Creatures bow :

The bleating Flocks, tl.e lowing Herds,
The gliding Fifh, the flying Birds ;

All that the Earth’s wide Circuit yields,
Natives of Air, or Seas, or Fields.

But {till let Man, adoring, own:
That Thou, O Lord, art King alone

And, through the Earth’s extended Frame,
Declare the Glories of Thy Name. T,

HY MN LXII. Peculiar Meafure.

Praife to God from all Creatures. Pfale 148.

YE Tribes of Adam, join

With Heaven, and Earth, and Seas,
And offer Notes divine

To your Creator’s Pratifc.
Ye holy Throng,
Of Angels bright,
In Realms of Light,
Begin the Song.

¥

Thou Sun with dazling Rays,
And Moon that rules the Night,
Shine to your Maker’s Praife,
With Starsof twinkling Light.

His Power dcclare,

Y e Floods on high,

And Clouds that ily

In empty Arr.
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The fhining Worlds abave
In beauteous Order ftand,
Or in {wift Courfes move
By His fupreme command.
ke {pake the Word,
Aund all their Frame
From Nothing came,
‘To praife the Lord.

Yc Mountains near the Skies,

With lofty Cedars; there,

And Trees of humbler Size,

‘T'hat Fruit in Plenty bear:
Beaits wild and tame,
Birds, Flies, and Worms,
In various Forms

LExalt His Name.

Virginsand Youth, engage
To found His Preife divine,
While Infancy and Age
Their feebler Voices join.

Wide as IHe reigns

His Name be fung,

By cvery Tongue,

In endlefs Strains.

lL.et all the Nations fear

The God that rules above:

He brings His People near,

And makes them tafte His Love :
While Earth and Sky,
Attempt His Praile,

His Saints {hall raife
His Honors high.
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HY MN LXIII. ZLong Meafure:
(if}zive?j’&i Praife.,

Pfal. 148.

E blels’d Inhabitants of Heaven,
To God be 2all vour Praifes given ;
O praife Him from the Realms that lie
Above the Recach of mortal Eye.

Praife Him, thou Sun, that round the Pole
W ith reftlefs Courle art feen to roll 3

And thou, O Moon, whofe fharpened Horns
A Luftre not their own adorns.

Praife Him, ye Stars: His Praife repeat,
Thou Heaven of Heavens, His awful Seat
And you, ye Floods, that heap’d on high,
Pre{s with your Weight th’ extended Sky.

Nor let the Heaven His Praife confine ;
O all of Earth, the Chorus join :

Ye Beafis, that range th”® uncultar’d Soil,
Or patient lend to Man your Toil.

Praife Him, each Bird that wings the Air,
Each Reptile, nurtur’d by His Care ;

And every Wind, and every Storm,

That duteous His Commands perform.

Ye yvouthful Bands, and virgin Choir,
Each iifping Babe, and hoary Sire,
Wake to His Name your grateful Songs ;
To Him alone all Praife belongs.
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His Glory Earth’s wide Bounds o’erflows,

Nor higheft Heaven 1ts Limit knows :

O come, your thankful Voices raife,

And confecrate to Him your Praife. M.

HY MN LXIV. Conmon Mequ'z.
Uﬂive?fal Haé[e!ujafz.

RAISE ye the Lord, immortal Choir!
That fill the Realms above s
Praife Him, who form’d you of His Fire,
And feeds you with His Love.

Shine to His Praife ye chryftal Skies,
The Floor of His Abode;

Or veil in Shades your thoufand Eyes
Before your brighter God,

Thou reftle(s Globe of golden Light,
Whofe Beams create our Days,

Join with the filver Queen of Night,
And own your borrow’d Rays.

Winds, ye thall bear His Name aloud
Througlh the ethereal Blue;

For when His Chariot is a Cloud,
He makes His Wheels of you,

Shout to the Lord, ye {urging Seas,
In your eternal Roar;

Let Wave to Wave reflound His Praife,
And Shore reply to Shore, |
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Thunder and Hail, and Fires and Storms,
The Troops of His Command,

Appear in all your dreadful Forms,
Aud f{peak His awful Hand.

Wave your tall Heads, ye lofiy Pines,
To Him that bid you grow 3

Sweet Clufters, bend the fruitful Vines
On cvery thankful Bough.

Thus while the meaner Creatures fing,
Ye Mortals, catch the Sound;
Echo the Glories of your King
Through all the Nations round. W. L.

HYMN LXV.  Leng Meafure.
Praife to God through the whole of our Extfience.
Plal. 140. 2.

OD of my Life, through all its Days,
My grateful Powers fhall found Thy Praife;
The Song {hall wake with opening Light,
And warble to the {ilent Night,

When anxious Cares would break my Relft,
And Grief would tear my throbbing Brealit,
Thy tuneful Praife I'll raife on high,

And check the Murmur, and the Sigh.

When Decath o'er Nature fhall prevail,
And atl its Powers of Language fail,

Joy through my fwimming Eyes fhall break,
And mcan the Thanks I cannot {peak.



[ 70 1
But O ! when that 1aft Confliét’s o’er,

And I am chain’d to Flefh no more,
With what glad Accents {hall I nife
To join the Mufic of the Skies!

Scoon fhall Ilearn th’ exalted Strains,
Which echo through the heavenly Plains ;

And crulate, with Joy unknown,
The glowing Seraphs round Thy Throne.

HY MN LXVI, Long Meafure.

God cxolted above ail Praife.

TERNAL Power! whofe high Abodc
Becomes the Grandeur of a God;
Infinite Length, beyond the Bounds
W here Stars revolve their litile Rounds.

The loweft Step above Thy Scat’
Rifes too high for Gabriel's Ieet;
In vain the tall Arch-angel tries

To rcach the Height with wondering Eyes.
Lord, what fhall Earth and Afhes do ?

We would adorve .our Maker too
From Sin and Duft to Thee we cry,
The GreaT, the HoLy, and the Hicu!

Earth, from afar, has heard Thy FFame,
And Worms have learn®d to lifp Thy Name;

But O, the Glorics of Thy Mind
Leave all our foaring Thoughts behind.
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God is in Heaven, but Man below ;
Be fhort our Tunes ; our Words be few :
A facred Reverence checksour Songs,

And Praile its lilent on our Tongues,
W, L.

HY MN LXVIL. Conmon Meafure.

A Morning Hymn.

NCE more, my Soul, the rifing Day
Salutes Thy waking Eyes ;
Once more, my Voice, thy Tribute pay
To Him that rules the Skies.

Night unto Night His Name repeats,

' The Dayrenews the Sound,

Wide asthe Heavens on which He {uts,
To turn the Seafons round.

*T'1s He {fupports my mortal Frame,
My Tongue {hall {peak HisPraifle ;

My Sins would roufe His Wrath to Flame,
And yet His Wrath dclays,

On us, poor Worms, His Power might tread,
And we could ne’er withftand ;

His Juftice might have crufh’d us dead,
But Mercy held His Hand.

A thoufand wretched Souls are fled
Since the lait fetting Sun ;

And yet He lengthens out our Thread,
And yet our Moments run.
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Great God, let all our Hours be Thine,
Whilft we enjoy the Light ;
Then fhall our Sun in Smiles decline,

And bring a peaceful Night.
W.

HYMN LXVIIL Common Meafure.

A Morning Hymn.

WITH Thee, great God, the Stores of Light,
And Stores of Darknefs lie ;

Thou form’ft the fable Robe of Night,
And {pread’ft it round the Sky.

And when, with welcome Slumbers prefs’d,
We clofe our weary Eyes,

Thy Power, unfeen, fecures our Reft,
And makes us joyous rife.

Numbers, this Night, great God, have met
Their long eternal Doom ;

And loft the Joys of Morning Light
In Death’s tremendous Gloom.

Numbers, on reftlefs Beds ftill lie,
And ftill their Woes bewail ;

While We, by Thy kind Hand uprais’d,
A thoufand Pleafures feel.

To Thee, great God, in thankful Songs,
Our Morning Thoughts arife 3
Propitious in Thy Son, accept
The willing Sacrifice.

D, T.
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HY MN LXIX. Siors Meafure.

A Morning Hymn,

q WAKE, my drowfy Soul,
Thefe airy Vifions chafe;

Awake, my altive Powers renew’d,
To run the heavenly Race.

See how the mounting Sun
Purfues his {hining Way s

And wide proclaims his Maker’s Praife,
With every brightening Ray.

Thus would my rifing Soul

Its heavenly Parent fing ;
And toits great Original

The humble Tribute bring.

Serene I laid me down

Beneath His Guardian Care :

I {lept, and Iawoke, and found
My kind Preferver noar !

Thus doeg Thine Arm fupport
This weak defencelefs Frame -
But whence thefe Favors,

Lord, to me,
All worthlefs as 1 am P

Oh! How fhall T repay

The Bounties ofmy God?

This feebhle _Spfrit pants beneath

The pleafing, painful Load.
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Dear Savior, to Thy Crofs

I bring my Sacrifice :

1 Ting’d with Thy Blood, it fhall afcend

~ 1 L I . awhop 7 A hEaag . LIE T PR

With F ragrance to the Skies,
My Life I would anew

Devote, O Lord, to Thee :

And, in Thy Service, I would {pend
A long Eternity. S,

3H'Y MN LXX. Common Mez_zﬁn.-,.

A Morning or Evening fymn,

To God’s upholding Hand;

~ Ten thoufand Snares attend us round,

And yet fecure we {tand.

- That was a moft amazing Power,

That form’d us with a Word :

; And every Day, and every Hour

We lean upon the Lord.

The Evening refts our weary Head,
And Angels guard the Room :

We wake, and we admire the Bed,
That was not -made our Tomb,

The rifing Morning can’t affure
That we fhall end the Day ;

For Death ftands ready, at the Door,
Tofeize our Lives away,

G
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Our Lives are forfeited by Sin
To God’s avenging Law :
We own Thy Grace, immortal King !
In every Breath we draw.
VW,

H Y M N. LXXI, Short Meafure.

An Evening Hymn.

SOFT Seafon of Repofe,

Thy fable Curtains {pread ;

Come, downy Sleep, and fircich thy Wings
Around my weary Head.,

But Oh! the lawlefs Range,

With which my Thoughts have ftray’d.
1 hrough mazy Paths of Serfe and Sin,

From Morn to Evening Shade!

Ah! born to nobler Ends,
My Soul, no more purfue
Thefe flecting Vanities of Life,
But bid the World Adicu.

Thy Pity, gracious God,
Thy Pardon I implore ;

Oh ! heal thefe Follics of my Mind,
And aid me with Thy Power.

Be Thou my friendly Guard,

‘W hile {flumbering on my Bed 3
And, with Thy facred Teachings, fill

The Vifionsof my Head.
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When Morning’s gladfome Rays
Salute my waking Eyes,

All vigorous, may my Soul to Thee
In grateful Songs arife !

Devoted to Thy Fear,
Thy Service and Thy Praile ;

My God, I would be wholly Thine,
‘The Remnant of my Days,

HYMN LXXII Long .Mectgﬁw.

An Lvemng Hymn,
. (VLEEP, downy Sleep, come clofe mine Egcs,
Tir'd with beholding Vanities:
Welcome, {weet Sleep, that drives away
The Toils, and Follies ot the Day,

i On thy foft Bolom will Ilic,

8 Forget the World, and learn to die s

2 O Ifracl’s watchful Shepherd, fprecad
§ Thine Angel-Tents around my Bed.

¢ Clouds and thick Darknefls veil Thy Throne,
i Itsawful Glories all unknown;

i O! dart from thence one cheering Rav,

' And turn my Mid-night into Day.

Thus when the Morn, in Crimf{on drefls’d,
Breaks from the Chambers of the Liaft,
My avateful Songs of Praifc {hall rife,
Like fragrant Incenle to the Slies,

(; 2

L |
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HYMN LXXIII., Long Meafure.
For New-Year's Day.

1 Sam. 7. 12.

TERNAL God, we blefs Thy Name:
The fame Thy Power, Thy Grace the fame:

The Tokens of Thy friendly Care
QOpen, and crown, and clofe the Year.

We *midft ten thoufand Dangers ftand,
Supported by Thy guardian Hand;
And fee, when we furvey Thy Ways,
Ten thoulfand Monuments of Praife.

£

Thus far Thy Arm has led us-on;
Thus far we make Thy Mercy known
And, while we tread this Defert Land,
New Mercies fhall new Songs demand.

Our grateful Songs, on Jordan'’s Shore,

Shall raife one facred Pillar more; |

Then bear, in His bright Courts above,
Infcriptions of immortal Love. D.

H Y MN LXXIV. Long Meafure.

For New-Year’s Day. Plal. 65.11.

TERNAL Source of cvery Joy !
Well may Thy Praife our Lips-employ,
While in Thy Temple we appear
To hail Thee, Sovereign:of the Year.
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Wide as the Wheels of Nature roll,

Thy Hand fupports and guides the Whole :
The Sun is taught by Thee to rife,

And Darknels when to veil the Skies.

The flowery Spring, at Thy Command,
Perfumes the Air, and paints the Land.:
The Summer Rays with Vigor thine

To raife the Corn and cheer the Vine.

Thy Hand, in Autumn, richly pours
Through all our Coafts redundant Stores;
And Winters, foftened by Thy Care,

No more the Face of Horror wear,

!' Seafons, and Months, and Wecks, and Days
- Demand fucceflive Songs of Praife;.
~ And be the grateful Homage paid,

-~ With Morning Light, and Evening Shade..

" Herein Thy Houle let Incenle rife,

And circling Sabbaths blefs our Eyes, .
Till to thofe lofty Heights we foar,
Where Days and . Years revolve.no more..

D-
HY M N LXXV., Long Meafure.

For New-Year’s Day. Jerem. 28. 16.

OD of my Life, Thy conftant Care
With Bleflings crowns each openingY car;
This guilty Life doft Thou prolong,
And wake anew my annual Song,
G 3.



[ 8o ]

T ow many precious Souls are-fled
To the vaft Regions of the Dead,
Since, from this Day, the changing Sun
Through his laft yearly Period run P

We yet furvive; but who can f{ay,

QOr through the Year, or Month, or Day,
He fhall retain his vital Breath ; ‘ *
Thus far, at leaft, in League with Death?

That Breath is Thine, eternal God, -
*T1s ‘T'hine to fix the Soul’s abode ;
We hold our Life from Thee alone,
On Earth, or in the World unknown.

ToThee our Spirits we refign,
O make and own them {tiil as Thine ;
So thall they {mile fecure from ¥ear,

Though Death fhould blaft the rifing Year.

Thy Children, eager to be gone,

Bid Time’s impetuous Tide rollon;

And land them on that happy Shore,
Where Sin and Death are known no more.

D,

I Y MN LXXVI. Common Meafure
Hyzn for New-Year's Day.

N D now, my Soul, another Year
Of thy fhort Life 1s pals’d ;
1 cannot long continue here,
And t/his may be my lall.
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Much of my dubious Life is gonc,‘
Nor will return’again -

And {wift my patling Moments run,
The few that'yet-remain,

Awake, my Soul, with utmoft’ Care
Thy true Condition' learn ;

What are thy Hopes, Low fure, how fair;
And what thy great"Conicern |

Now a new Scene of Time begins,
Sct out afrefh for'Heaven ;

Scek Pardon for thy former Sins,
In Chrift [o freely given,

Devoutly yield thyfélf to God,
And on His Grace depend ;

With Zeal purfuc the heavenly’ Road,

Nor doubt a happy Tind, 13,

HYMN LXXVIL  Short Medfure.
1he Book of Nature and of Scripture.
PRl 1q. ’

1D EHOLD the lofty Sky
DPeclares its Maker God, -
And all His slorious Works on hfgh
Proclaim His Power abread,

The Darknef and the Laght

Still ]{ecp their Courfe the fame';
While Night to Day, and Day o' Night,

Divincly lcach His Name |

G4
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In every different Land
Their general Voice 1s known ;

They fhew the Wonders of His Hand,
And Counfels of His Throne.

Ye Britith Lands, rejoice,
Here He reveals His Word 5

We are not left to.Nature’s Voice, .
To bid us know the Lord,

His Statutes and Commands
Are {et before our Eyes;

He puts His Gofpel in our Hands,.
Where our Salvation lies..

His Laws are juft and pure,.

His Truth without Deceit 3.
ilis Promifes for ever f{ure,

And His Rewards are great..

While of Thy Works I fing .
To fpread Thy Praife abroad ;
Accept the Worfhip and the Song,.
My Savior, and my God. W.

HYMN LXXVIIIL.. Common Meafure.
The Perfetlion of Scriptures.

Pfal. 119- 96-

LE’I’ all the Heatlien Wiriters join

4 To form one perfeft Book ;

Great God, if once compar’d to Thine,.
How mean their. Writings look !
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Net the moft: pexfeft Rules they gave
Could fhew osie Sin forgiven,

Nor lead a Step beyond the Grave,
But Thine conduét to Heaven..

Thy Precepts then may. we {urveyy.
And keep Thy Laws in Sight,

Through all-the Bufinels of the Day,
To form our Aétions right..

Great is-their Peace who love Thy Law ;
How firm their Souls abide !

Nor can a bold Temptation draw
Their fteady Feet afidex

Thy Word is like a heavenly Light,
That gutdes them all the Day ;

And through the Dangers of the Night;.
A Lamp to lead their Way,

Thy Word is everlafting Truth,
How pure is every Page }.
That ﬁoly Book fhall guide our Youth,
And well fupport our Age. w.

HYMN LXXIX. Common Meafure,

The Excellency of the Holy Scriptures.

ATHER of Mercies, in Thy Word
What endlels Glory fhines P
For ever be Thy Name adord
Far thefe celeflial Lines,.
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Here, may the wretched Sons oPWant '
Exhau{tlefs Riches find; |

Riches, above what Earth can- gram,
And lafting as the. Mind, A

Herc,, the fa1r Tree of Knowlcdgu gm*vs,
And yields a free Repalt,

Sublimer Sweets than Nature Lnows
Invite the longing Tafte,. '

Here, the Redeemer’s welcome Voice
Spreads heavenly Pcace around;

And Life, and everlafting _Joys
Attend the blifsful Sound.

O may thefe heavenly Pages be
My ever dear Dclwht- S N
And {11l new Beautics may I fece,
And ftill increafing Light. ‘

Divine Inftruftor, gracious Lord,
Be Thou for'ever near,

Teach me to love Thy facred ‘W’md |
.And view my Savior there. T.

b

HYMN LXXX. Long hMeafure.
The Excellency of the Divine 1lord.

| Pfal. 1gq. _
ﬁ ﬁ 7 HEN Ifrac! through the Defert pafs’d

A fiery Pillar went before,
To gnide them through the dreary Wafte,
And leflen the Fatigues they bore,
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Such is Thy, glorious Word, O:God,

*Tis for our Light.and Guidance given 3
1t fheds a’ Luftre.all abroad, =

And points the Path to Blifs and Heaven.

It fills the Soul 'with fiveet Delight,
And quickensits inaftive Powers,

It {ets our wandering Footiteps right,
Difplays. Thy Love, and kindles. ours, .

Its Promifes rejoice the Heart, - -
Its Doftrines are divinely. triie 5 -
Knowledge and:Pleafure it imparts,
1t comforts, :and inftrufts us too.

Ye Britith Ifles, blefs’d with this Word,
Ye Saints, who fecl its faving-Power,
Unite your Tongues to praife the Lord,
And His diftinguifh’d Grace adore.

- | ~ B. B.

HYMN LXXXI ZLong Meafure.

The Faithfulnels of God in His Word.

PRAISE, everlafting Praife, be paid
To Him that Earth’s Foundation laid 2
Praile to the God whofe firong Decrees
Sway the Creation as He pleale, -

Firm are the Words His Prophets give,
Sweet Words, on which His Children live 3
Lach of them is the Vaice of God,

Who {poke, and fpread the Heavens abroad,
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Whence then:thould Fears or Doubts arife ?

Why trickling Sorrows drown our Eyes ?
Slowly, alas, ourMind receives:
The Comforts that our Maker gives.-

Oh ! fora fitrong, a lafling Faith,

To credit what th® Almighty faith»!
T’ embrace the Meffage of His Son,
And call the. Joys.of Heaven our own,.

Then fhould the Earth’s old Pillars fhake,
And all the Wheels of Nature break ;-
Our fteady Souls thould fear no -more:

Than folid Rocks when Billows roar.:

HY MN' LXXXII.. Commpn -Meafure,

The Faithfulnzfs of God in the Promifes.

W.

EGIN, ye Saints, fome heavenly Theme,

And {peak fome boundlefs - Thing, .
The mighty Works or mightier Name
Of your eternal King. -

Tell of His wonderous YFaithfulnefs,
And found His Power abroad:

Sing the {fweet Promife of His Grace, .
And the performing God.

Proclaim Salvation, from the Lord,
For wretched dying Men ;

His Hand has writ the facred Word:.
With an immortal Pen, .
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‘Engrav’d, as in.eternal Brafs,
The mighty Promife {hines ;

Nor can the Powers of Darknefs rafe
Thofe everlafting Lines,

He that can dafh whole Worlds to Death,
And make them when ‘He pleafe,

He {peaks, and that almighty Breath
Fulhls His great Decrees.

His very Word of Grace is ftrong,
As that which built the Skies:;

The Voice, that rolls the Stars. along,
Speaks all the Promifes.

Oh ! might I hear Thy heavenly Tongue,
But whifper, ¢ Thou art mine !

Thofe gentle Words fhould raife my Song
To Notes almoft divine.

How would my leaping Heart rejoice,
And think my Heaven {ecure !
I truft the All-creating Voice,
And Faith defires no more. W,

HYMN LXXXIII. Common Meafure.
The Faithfulnefs of .God in His Word.
Pfal. 8q.

UR never ceafing Songs {hall {how
The Mercics of the Lord,

And make fucceeding Ages know,
How faithful is His Word.
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The facred Truth His Lips pronounce,
To endlefs.Years endure;

And if He {peaks a Promife once,
Th? eternal Grace 15 fure.

How long the Race of David held
The promls’d Fewifh Throne !,
But therc’s a nobler Covenant {cal’d

To David’s greater Son.

His Seed for ever {hall poflefs
A Throne above the Skies 3
The meaneft Subjeét of His Grace
Shall to that Glory rife.

Almighty God;, Thy wonderous Ways
Are fung by Saints above ;
And Saints below their Honors raife,
To Thy unchanging Love,. \W.

HY M N LXXXIV. Common Meafjure.
The Firft and Second Adam. Rom.j. 12, &c,

ONCEIV’D in Sin, Oh! wretched Statc,
Before we drew our Breath ;
The frlt young Pulle begins to beat
Iniquity and Death.

To all that’s good averfe and blind,

But prone to all that’s 1ll;
W hat dreadful Diarknefls veils the Mind !l

How ob{tinatc the Will!
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Yet, mighty God, Thy wonderous Love
Can makec our Natures clean ;

Whilft Chrift, annd Grace prevail above
The Tempter, Dcath, and Sin.

The feco:zd Adam {hall reflore
The Ruins of the firfl ;

Ilofanna to that {fovereign Power,
That new creates our Duft! W

{1 Y M N LXXXV. Common Meafure,

Oviginal and altual Sin confeffed.

Pra.l- 51-
R E from the Stock of Adam came,

Unholy and unclean;

All our Original 1s Shame,
And all our Nature Sin.

Shouldft Thou condemn our Souls to Fiell,
And crufh our Flefh to Dult,

Heaven would approve the Vengeance well,
And Earth muft own it jull.

Born in a World of Guilt, we drew
Contagion with our Breath;
And as our Days advanc’d, we grew

Ajulter Prey {or Decath,

Cleanfe us, O Lord, and cheerour Souls
With Thy forgiving Love;

O make our broken Spirits whole,
And bid our Pains remove,
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Let not Thy Spirit yet depart,
Nor drive us from Thy Face;
Create anew each vicious Heart, .

And £l it with Thy Grace.

Then will we make Thy Mercy known,
Before the Sons of Men 3

Back{liders fhall addrels Thy Thrane,
And turn to God again. W,

HYMN LXXXVI, Common Meafure.
- Mortality of Man, the Effelt of Sin. Plal. go.

ORD, if Thine Eyes furvey our Faults,

And Juftice grow {evere, _
Thy dreadful Wrath exceeds our Thoughts,
And burns beyond our Fear.

Thine Anger turns our Frame to Dult s
By one Qffence to Thee,

Adam, with all his Sons, have loft
Their Immortality.

Life, like a vain Amufement flies,

A Fable ora Song:
By {wift Degrees our Nature dies,

Nor can our Joys be long.

*Tis but a Few whole Days amount
To threefcore Years andtens

And zll beyond that {fhort Account
Is Sorrow, Toil, and Pain.
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Lord, teach our Souls the heavenly Art

T’ improve the Hours we have;
That we may aét the wifer Part,

And live beyond the Grave. W.

HY M N LXXXVII. Peuliar Meafure.

Chrift Manifefted.

ONS of Men, behold Him far,
Hail the long expefted Star ;
]aca.b’s Star that gllds the nght,
5, Gmdes bcwﬂdercd Nature right.
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