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CPSALMIL o
. THE man is bleft that hath not bent

To ill advice hisear; - o

Nor ftray’d in finners’ paths, nor fat
The {corner’s jeft to hear:

But makes the perfeét law of God
Eis ftudy and delight;

Devoutly reads therein by day,.
And meditates by night.

" He, like the tree that planted near
Some flream of water grows,

Shall fl. urifth with a verdant leaf,
And plenty-loaded boughs.

‘For God approves the juft man’s ways, .
To happinefs they tend; |
But finners and the paths they tread
- Inwoe and ruin end.

III.

THOU, gracious Lord, art my defence:
On thee my hopesrely: =

_Thou art my glory, and fhalt yet -~ _
Lift up my head onhigh. = -7 %

"

. Since whenfoe’er, in like diftrefs,

To God I made my pray’r,
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- Ao NS it " -

He heard me from his holy hill;
Why fhould | now defpair ? o
Guarded by him, I laid me down, -
My {wees repofe 1o take ; | .

For I through him fecurcly fleep,
Through him in fafety wake,

Balvation to the Lord belongs;
He only can defend :

His bleffing he extends to all,
That on his pow’er depend.

e Y" -

LORD hcar the yoigce of my compIamt
Accept my {ecret pray’r: :
To thee alone, my Klng, my God,
Will I for hclp rcpau‘.

Thou in the morn my voice fhalt hear,
Ard with the dawning day
" To thee devoutly I'll look up,
To thee devoutly pray.

To righteous men the righteous Lord
His bleflings will extend ; .
. And with his favour all his famts, . -
As with a fhxeld deiend o
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VIII

; WHEN heav’n, thy beauteous work on
Employs my wond"rmg ﬁght ;

The moon, that nightly rules the {ky
With ftars of feebler light ;-

What’s man, fay I, that, Lord, thou lov'ft

~ To keep him in thy mmd ? _

Or what his offspring that thou prov’it -
To them {o wond’rous kind ?

Him next in pow'r thou didft create
To thy celeftial train,

Ordain’d, with dignity and ftate,
O’er all thy works to reign.

They jointly own his pow’rful {fway,
The bealts that prey or graze;

+ The bird that wings its airy way ;

The fifh that cuts the feas.

O thou, to whom all creatures bow,
Within this earthly frame,

Thro’ all the world how great art thoxi !

~ How glormus 1s thy name !

XV.

‘/V ITHIN _thy blifsful courts, 0 Lord,
Who fhall inhabit ftill ? ,
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Or whom wilt thou admit to reft

. On thy moft holy hill ?

The man of ever upright mind,
Whofe life unfullied flows ;

‘Who thinks no ill, whofe tongue fincere
No guile or falfehood knaws :

He who ne’er fpreads the fland rous tale
~ His neighbour to degrade ;
Nor fervile ftoops to wicked men
In pow’r and pomp array’d :

'Who honours them that Tear the Lord,
And knows no other fear ;

Who keeps his oath and promifes
With fanétity fevere :

Whofe gains are honeft, and who lends

Or gives to need its fhare :
Thefe paths who treads, he treads fecure,

His God’s peculiar care.

‘ XVIL.

"Fitex, Lord, 1 blefs, the faithful guide,
~ Whofe counfels o’er my life prefide, - -
And wifdom to my wakeful breaft
- At midpight’s filent hour fuggeft.

Y

‘:iu e L - a1 ‘m.)J
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_In all my aéts, in each intent, - o
Thee to my foul my thoughts prefent,
Whofe fure defence my gate has barr'd,

And planted on my right a guard.

To death, (thy will has thus ordain’d)
To death’s dark fhades when I defcend,
There hope fhall come, a conftant gueft,
And {mooth the pillow of my refl.

Then to my eyes thou fhalt difplay -

The path of heav’'n’s eternal day ; . ) e
Where plenitude of blifs fhall flow, ~ e
And pleafures unallay’d with woe. -3

XVIIIL

cop, fole objeét of our love,
Our refuge 1 from our foes; |
-Our hope, our fortrefs and defence,
Our haven of repofe.

When danger, mifery and death
Encompafs'd us around ;

In midft of terror and defpalr,

~ Thy mercies fill we found.

The Lord defcended from above, = v
- And bow’d the heav’ns motft high; )
Andunderneath his feet he caft ~
The darknefs of the fky.
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On cherubs’ wings, Fehovah comes
The helplefs to redrefs; | :
The ﬁnkmg hills, and trembling earth;
The righteous judge confefs: |

HE {pacious firmamerit on hlgh,
Wlth all the blue ethereal {ky,

And fpangled heav’ns, a fhining frame; -
. Their great Original proclaim. -

Th’ unwearied fun, from day to day, -
Does his Creator’s pow r difplay,

And publifhes to ev’ry land,

The work of an,alniighty hand.

.Soon as the evening thades prevail,
The moon takes up the wond’rous tale,
And nightly to the lift'ning earth,
Repeats the ftory of her birth ; .

While all the ftars that round her burn, -
And all the planets, in theirtum, .
Confirm the tidings as they roll, ~
And fpread the truth fmm pole to poIe. _

What though, in folemn filence, all
Move round this dark terrefisial ball ;
What though nor teal voice nor {ound
Amid their radiant orbs be found ;
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reafon’s ear they all rejoice, , i
d utter forth a glorious voice ;

r ever {inging asthey fhine,

Che hand that made us is divine.”

Xx. i

?HE Lord to thy requeft attend,
And hear thee in diftrefs ; |
he name of Jacob’s God defend,

And grant thy arms fuccefs;

o aid thee from on hlgh repair,
And ftrength from Sion give ;
emember all thy off’rings there,

Thy facrifice receive ;

‘o compafs thy own heart's defire,
Thy counfels ftill dire&t;

dake kindly all events confpire
To bring them to effet.

Fo thy falvation, Lord, for aid
We chearfully repair,

With banners in thy name dlfplay d;
“ The Lord accept thy pray’r.”

Our hopes are fix’d, that now the Lord,
Our fov rexgn, will defend ;
B
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From heav’n refiftlefs aid afford,
And to his pray’r attend.

Some truft in fteeds for war defign’d ;

. On chariots fome rely :

Aga‘inﬁ them all we’ll call to mind
The pow’r of God mioft high.

XKL

THE Lord niy ‘p‘aﬂuré‘mall prepare, .

And feed me with a Thepherd’s care;;
His prefence. thall my wants fupply, .
And guard me with a watchful eye :

My noon-day walks he fhallfattend, ’ :
And all my midnight hours defend.

When in the fultry glébe I faint,

Or onthe 'fBTf{fy'meuﬁtain"pént, S

To fertile vales-and dewy meads ™ "~
My weary, wand’ring fteps he leads, -

Where peaceful rivers, foft and flow.’

Amid the 'verdént-ilafnaéfcépe ﬂow';

Though in the paths of death Itread,

With gloomy horrors overfpread ;

My fteadfaft heart thall Year no ill, =

For thou, O Lotd, art with meftdl: . -
Thy friendly arosk thall give meaid,. ~
And guide me through the dreadful fhade.

|
\
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Lough ing bare aﬂd rugged way, E
wrough devigus lopely wilds I firay,
1y bounty fhall my pains beguile,

1e barren wildernefs thall {mile,
‘ith {fudden green and herbage crown’d,
nd fireams thall murmur all around.

XXIY. -

BE man, whofe hands and heart are pure,
Whofe thoughts from pride are free ;
Nho honeft poverty prefers N

To gainful pex}ury

This, this is he, on whom the Lord
Shall fhow’r his bleflings down : .
Whom God his Savipur fhall vouchfafe
With rlghteoufnefs to crown.

Such is the race of faints, by thm
The facred courts are trod;
And fuch the profelytes that feek

The face of Jacob’s God.

Eredt your heads, eternal gates!:
Unfold to entertain
’Ihe King of glory : {fee! he comes.
With his celefial train. -
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Who is the King of glory? He!
W hom heav’n’s high hofts obcy :
Of glory healone is King,
Angd bears eternal fway,

xxv.

HY mercies, and thv love,

O Lord, recall to mind ;
And gracioufly continue ftill,
As thou wert ever kind. -

Let all my youthful crimes
Be blotted out by thee;

And for thy wond’rous goodnefs’ fake,
In mercy think on me. .

" His mercy, and his truth,
The righteous Lord dlfp]ays,

In bringing wand’ring finners home,
And teaching them his ways.

He thofe in juftice guides,
Who his dire&ion feek ;

And in his facred paths fhall lead
‘The humble and the meek.

“Thro’ all the ways of God, - ST
Both truth and mercy ﬂune, o
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To fuch as with religious hearts |
To his bleft will incliue.

XXVI.

I to. thy fearchmg eyes appeal

My guiltlefs life which fee:

Thy love, great God, my hope fuﬁams,
My foul relies on thee. |

The houfe of guile and feat of lies,
With ftudious care I thun;

From crouds that impious deeds devife
My fteps abhorrent run,

In innocence I wafh my hands,
Thy altar compafs round,

And grateful lead the facred bands,
Whofe hymns thy aéts refound.

"Howoft with joy and warmth divine,

A )

Thy threfhold have I trod !
How lov’d the court:, whofe walls infhrine
The glory of my God ! |

XXXIII.

SING to Jehovah, all the juft,
His truth and mercies tell ; :
'Tis meet to blefs his facred name, @ |
His praife becomes you well.
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Let lute, let pfalt rles, and the lyre,
Harmonious concert join: -

‘O fing, in anthems loud and clear,
Jehovah’s name.divine.

Revere, O earth,'thy God, whofe word,
The lands and Waters ipread,

And rear'd yon heav’nly arch, ere time¢
The {eafons onward led. R

Alone his counfels ever ftand

From all controul fecure:
How happy they;who troft in him !
For their proteftion’s {ure.

In war, in famine’s blafted plains,
In plagues, from them with care.

His arm averts each fhaft of death
That viewlefs wings the air. _

XXXIV

------

“in trouble and in joy
The praifes of my God {hall {hll
My heart and tongue employ.

The hofts of God encamp.around . -
The dwellings of the juft;. -

Deliv’rance he affords: to all, -
Who on his fucgaurtruft.
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Fear him, ye faints, and-you will then

Have nothing elfe to fear; . L TFF
Make you his ferv1ce your dellght _I'i o

He’ll make your wants hiscaie. " ", . r
COXKXIXS oot

let ‘me, heav’nly Lord extend “ .

My view to life’s approachl g end, "',

And, leflon’d by thy wifdomd;’ leam ~ " L
How foon I thall to earthretutn. =~ = = ~

What are my days, (a fpan their liney)

And what my age compar’d with thine? .

Swift thro’ an empty fhade we run,
And vanity and man are one

oL

O how thy chaftifements i 1mpa1r

The human form, however fair ! o
. How frail the firongeft frame we fee,
If thou the finner’s fate decree! o

God of my fathers, here, as they,

I walk the pilgrim of a day,
A tranfient gueft, thy works admire;
And inftant to my home retire.

Ofpare me, Lord a whtle, o) fpare, o
. And nature’s ruin 'd frength repair;
Ere, life's thort circuit wander'd o'er, =~
Iperifh and am {een no mere, SR
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XL.

Ho can the wond’rous works recount,
thch thou, O God, for us haft wrought?
The treafures of thy love furmount
The pow’r of numbers, {peech & thought.

I've learnt, that thou haft not defird
Cffrings and facrifice alone ;

Nor blooa of guiltlefs beafls ; wquu 'd;
For man’ s tranigreflion to atone:

When none a ranfom eould provxdc
T’avert the guilty {inner’s doom;

With pity touch’d, the Saviour cried,
“ 1 come, Almxohty Sire, I come.

« I'll, cloath’d in mortal fleth, fulfil
“ The oracles thy books impart;
“ *Tis my delight to do thy will,
« Thy law is written in my heart

XLI.

arpy the man, whofe pitying aid
Relieves the poor in woe ;

Himfelf, when tioubles him furround,
“Thy pity, Lord, thail know.

The Lord, his life, with bleflings crown’d,
In fafct) fhall prolong ;
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And difappoint the will of thofe
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That {eek to do him wrong.

If he, in languifhing eftate,
Opprefs’d with ficknefs lie
The Lord will eafy make his bed,
And inward ftrength fupply.

My God, let me do good like thee,
And als of mercy thow; |

Then will thy mercy heal my foul
And fhield from ev’ry foe,

»

 XLVIL

A.RIS’E, ye people, | clap the hand ;.
- Exulting ftrike the chord:

Let ev’ry ifle and ev’ry land,

Confefs th® Almighty Lord.

Sing to our God, in loudeft firain,
Perpetual praifes fing :

O’er earth’s wide bounds extends his reign :
O praife our God and King.

Prepare, pr;Pare with tuneful art,
In one aflembled throng,
Your fhares ot harmony to part,

And raife the heav’ n-taught fong
C
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For He, whofe hands amid the fkies
Th’ eternal fceptre wield,

To earth’s whole race his care applies,
And o’er them fpreads the fhield.

SRR ¢

turn, great ruler of the fkies,
Turn fmm my fin thy fearching eyes,
And let thy clemency divine
‘Confpicuous in | my pardon thine :

Let my repentant pray’rs and fighs
To thee in full atceptance rife ;

Nor let me, wrapt in endlefs gloom,
“An outcaft from thy prefence roam.

O let the fulnefs of thy. grace

Th’ offences 1 have done efface,
Its influence to my foul convey,
And wafh each gmlty ftain away.

. v(:we me _a will to thine fubdu’d,

A confcience. .pure, a heart renew’d ;
Thy faving ftrength and peace reﬁofe,
And guard me that I fall no more. -

So fhall the fouls whom error’s fway
- Has urg’d from thee, bleft Lord, to firay,
From me thy heav’nly precepts learn,

And humbled to their God return,

! __ e’
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LXVIL
To blefs thy chofen race,

In mercy, Lord, ‘incline;
And caufe the brlghtnefs of thy face
On all thy fdints to fhine. ©

That fo to diftant lands

Thy counfels may be known ;
While all receive thy juft commands,

And thy falvation own. ,

Let diff'ring nations Jom

To celebrate thy fame ; .
Let all the world, O Lord, combine

To ‘praife.thy glorious name.

Then fhall the teeming ground
- A large increafe difclofe ;

And we with plenty fhall be ¢crown’d,
Which God, our God beftows.

Then God upon our land -
Shall conftant bleflings thow’r;
And man’s whole race in awe fhall ftand

Of his almighty pow'r.
LXXXIV.

O God of hofts, the mighty Lord,
How lovely is thy place,

) .
AS



20 | PSALMS. |

]

Where thou, enthron’d in glory, thew'ft
The brightnefs ot thy face ! .

My longing foul faints with defire
To view thy bleft abode :

My panting heart and flefh cry ou
For Thee the living God.

The birds, more happy far than I,
Around thy temple throng ;

Securelythere they build, and there
Securely hatch their young.

O Lord of Hofts, my King and God,
How highly blett are they,

Who in thy temple always dwell,
And there thy praife difplay !

Thrice happy they, whofe choice has Thee
"Their fure prote&ion made ; :
Who long to tread the facred ways
That to thy dwelling lead !

| XC' :

HOU turneft man, O Lord, to duft, ~
. Of which he firft was made ;
And when Thou fpeak ft the W ord retum
"Tis inflantly obey d.-

-



~
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For in 1 hy fight a thoufand years
Are like a day that’s patft,

Or like a watch in dead of night,
Whofe hours unminded wafte.

Thou fweep’ft us off as with a flood,
We vanifh hence like dreams.

At firft we grow like grafs, that feels

The Sun’s reviving beams :

But howfoever frefh and fair
It’s morning beauty fhows ;

*Tis all cut down, and wither’d quite,
Before the evening clofe.

Of our fhort days to mind,
That to true wifdom ali our hearts
May ever bé inclin’d.
XCII.
oW good‘ ang pleafant mrft it be
T'o thank the Lord moft High!

And with repeated hymns ot praife
His name to magnify !

- With ev’ry morning’s early dawn,

|

His goodnefs to relate ;

27

And ot his conftant truth, each night, o

The glad effeCts repeat !

-



22 ~ . PSALMS. |
‘m*, —
Thine afls with rapt’rous gratitude

My wakeful breaft inflame :
My tongue, O Lord, with holy joy

Thy wondezs jhall Proclaam

XCV,

come, loud anthems let us {ing,
Loud thanks to our Almighty King:
For we our voices high thould ralfe,
When our falvation’s rock we pralfe.

Into his prefence let us, haﬁe, o
To thank him f)or his favours paﬂ:
To him addrefs, in joyful fongs,
The praiie that to his name belongs.

For God the Lord, enthron’d in ﬁatea .

Is, with unrivall’d glory, great :

A King fuperior far to all,

Whom Gods the heathen falfely call, . ¢, J7 &

C.

BEFORE Jehovah s awful throne
Ye nations bow with, facred joy :
Know that the Lord is ‘God alone, _
He can create, and he deﬁroy :

L

His fov’reign pow'r, without our ald
Made us of clay, and form’d us men ; 3t
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Adiaodits:

And when like wand’rmg Theep we- ﬁray d,
“He brought us to his fold again. -

We'll crowd thy gates wnth thankfu] fongs,
High as the heav’ns our voices raife ;

And earth, with her ten thoufand tongues,
Shall fill thy qourts with foundmg pgalfe

';
7 .

Wide as the world is. thy command,
Valt as eternity thy love ;

Firm as arock thy 'truth fhall ﬁand .
 When rolling years fhall ceafe to move.

.

‘ CII I..

v foul, irfpird with facred love,

God’s holy name for.ever blefs; .

Of all his favours mindful ‘prove, .
And ftill thy grateful thanks exprefs.

"is he that all thy fins forglves,

And after ficknefs makes thee found ¢
From danger he thy life retrieves,

By him with grace and mercy crown’d

The Lord abounds with tender love,
And unexampled als of grace;

His waken’d wrath doth flowly move, .
His willing mercy- flies apace.
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Let ev’ry creature Jomtly blefs

The Mmhty Lord ; and thou, my heart

With grateful joy thy thanks exprels,
' "And in this concert bear thy part.

C IV.

MY foul praife the Lord, -
Speak good of his name :
Great God, o’er all nature
Thy pow’r is difplay’d ;
-Unbounded thy empire
Thy honour and fame;
With lightas a gaxment ‘
Thou halt thee array’d :

The heav’ns as a curtain
Thy fingers fufpend,

The veil of thy glory,
Thy canopy high:

Thy throne’s broad foundations
Thro’ ether extend:

"The clouds are thy chariot,
Thy footftool the Iky

‘Thou rideft fublime on
*  The wings of the wind ;
The light'nings, thy heralds,
Attend thee with joy;
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Thy angels are fpiriis
Fulfilling thy mind ;

All fly at thy pleafure
To fave or deftroy.

When this earth at creation
~ Emerg’d from the flood,

‘The o’erfpreading waters
Thy mandate obey ;

Uprear’d by thy hand it
Immoveably ftood,

And aw’d by thy thunder
The fea fled away.

) CIV.. Second Pait.
SING to the Lord a thankful ftrainé
The earth is with his goodnefs ftor'd 3

And o’er creation’s wide domain,
Beauties with lavifh hand are pour’d

The {hady trees from fcorching beams
Yield fhelter to the feather'd throng ; -

And taint with drought to bounteous ftreams.
The beafts are led the vales among.

His rains from heav’n parch’d hills recrult,
That foon tranfmit the liquid ﬁore 3

D,



: 26 PSALMS.
—— e

Tlll earth is burthen’d with her fruit,
And nature’s lap can hold no more.

‘Grafs for our cattle to devour,
He makes the growth of every field;
And herbs for man, of healing pow’r,
Or fuch as food falubrious yield.

With clufter’d grapes he crowns the vine,
To chear man’s heart opprels’d with cares;
Gives oil that makes his face to fhine,
~ And corn that wafted ftrength repairs,

How various, Lord, thy works are found ;.
For which thy wifdom we adore !

The earth is with thy treafure crown’d
Till nature’s hand can grafp no more,

CVo . k | -+
’render thanks, and blefs the Lord, '

Invoke his facred name ;.
- Acquaint the nations with his deeds,
His matchlefs deeds proclaim :

Smg to his praife, in lofty hymns
. .* His wond’rous works rehearfe ;. .
Make them the theme of your difcourfe,

And fubjeét of your verfe,
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Rejoice in his Almighty name,
Alone to be ador’d ;
And let their hearts o'erflow with j oy

That humbly feek the Lord.

Seek ye the Lord, his favmg {h‘ength
Devoutly ftill implore ;

And where he’s ever prefent, feek

His face for evermore.

- CVI,

render thanks to God above,
The fountain of eternal love ;
Whofe mercy firm through ages paft
Has ftood, and fhall for ever laft.

Who can his mighty ‘deeds exprefs,
Not only valt, but numberlefs ?
‘What mortal eloquence can raife
His tribute of immortal praife?

Thrice happy, who with fteadfaft will
The dictates of his law fulfill !

With thefe, thy chofen flock, aflign’d,
‘May I my lot for ever find!

O grant me, Lord, the blifs to fee
Thy churchin full profperity ;

,That I 'her choirs of pralfe may join,
And count thy people’s triumph mine.
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HAT man is blefs’d, who ftands i 1n awe
()t God, and loves_his facred law:
His labours with fuccels are crown’d,
His feed on earth fhall be renown’d.

The foul that’s fill’d with virtue’s light,
Shines brightett in afflition’s night ;
To pity the diftrefs'd, inclin’d,

As well as juft to all mankmd,

His lib’ral favours he extends,

To fome he gives, to others lends 3
Yet what his' charity impanrs,

- He faves by prudence in affairs.

- Befet with threat’ning dangers round,
Unmov’d fhall he maintain his ground
No evil tidings him furprize

Whofe ftedfaft heart on God relies,

His hands, while they ‘hisalms beftow,

His glo?/ s future harveft fow ;

He fhall reap fafety, wealth, renown,
A temp’ral and eternal crown.

CXIII,

YE faints and fervants of the Lord,
The I‘numphs of his name record,
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For ever blefs his facred name ;
Where ¢’er the circling fun difplays
His rifing beams or fetting rays,

Declare his univerfal fame.

~God thro’ the world extends-his fway :
"The regions of eternal day
But fhadows of his glory are,
Yet he whofe majefty excels,
Who made the heav’n in which he dwells,
This God to earth vouchfafes hxs carc

He lifts the needy from the duft;
He crowns the dwellings of thej uﬁ
, And fends the aid by them implor’d ;
When childlefs tuppliants him addrefs,
Their {olitary houfc he’ll blefs |
With fmiling babes around their board.

CXVIL

From all that dwell below the fkies,
Let the Creator’s praife arife!

Let the Redeemer’s name be fung

Thro’ ev’ry land, by ev’ry tongue !

‘Eternal are thy mercies, Lord,

Eternal truth attends thy word

Thy praife thall found frem {hore to ﬂxorc,
: Txll funs fhall rife and fet no more, -
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CXIX.

ow blefs'd are they who always keep
‘The pure and perfeét way !
Who never from the facted paths
Of God’s commandments {tray !

How blefs’d, whofe guide thro’ mazy life
His righteous law has been!

And who have with inceflant care
His favour fought to win!

Inftruét me in thy flatutes, Lord, . - ,
Reveal their heavenly light :

Thefe my beft wealth, my treafur’d ftore, .
- My ftudy day and mght,

Sweeter than honey to my tafte
The truths which they unfold ;

I prize them more th:an filver heap d
Or Ophir’s pureft gold.

Eternal and urerring rules
'Thy teftimonies give:

Teach me the wifdom that will make
My foul for ever live. |

CXXII. Merrick.

THE feftal morn, my God, is come,
That calls me to thy honour'd dome,
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Thy prefence to adore:
My feet the fummons fhall attend,
With willing ftep thy courts afcend,
And tread the hallow’d floor.

Ev’n now to our traniported eyes

~. Fair Sion’s tow’rs in profpet rife;

AN

Within her gates we ftand,

And, loft in wonder and delight,

Behold her happy fons unite
In friendfhip’s firmeft band.

Hither from Judah’s utmoft end

The heav'n-protected tribes afcend ;
Their off’rings hither bring ;

Here, eager to atteft their joy,

In hymns of praife their tongues employ,
And hail th’ immortal king. '

CXXVIIL Mervick,

ow bleft the fouls, their God who fear,
His pow’r confefs, his law revere ! |
‘O happy thou, ordain’d to fhare

Thy Maker’s ever conftant care !

Thou, privileg’d from want, fhalt ftand,
And eat the labour of thy hand; . o
The objett of thy wedded love

Prolific as the vine fhall prove;
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Whofe fm]age o’er thy walls dlfplay d,
Spreads wide its amicable fhade :
While, as the olive-branches fair,
Around thy board thy infant care,

Shall croud, and bid thy heart o’erflow:
With joys that only parents know. oo
Such bleflings, Lord, thy hands provide
For each who makes thy fear his guide..

Hail, favour’d man ! from Sion’s tow’r,
Thy God on thee his gifts fhall {how’r:
Thou, thankful 10 thy lateft day,

Shalt Salem’s profp’ring ftate furvey :

'With lengthen’d joy, thine aged eyes
Shall fee thy children’s children rife, ™. _
And peace her healing wings expand
O’er Judah’s heav’n-diﬁingui{h’d land.

CXXXIIIL.

O leafant fight! O happy ftate,
Refemb]mg that above!

When brethrea dwell in peace, and join
In offices of love.

- True love is like that precmus oil

- Which, pour’d on Aaron’s head,

Ran down his breaft, and o’er his robes
Its coftly fragra_ncc fhed.
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*Tis like the dew which melting clouds
On Hermon’s top diftil ; '

Or the fweet thow’rs which heav’n lets fall
On Sion’s holy hill.

_ Comforts and joys unnumber'd meet,

" Where mutual love is found ;

Their fouls are fill’d with inward peace,
Their life with bleflings crown’d.

CXXXVI:

' T‘O God, the mighty Lord,
Your joyful thanks repeat;
To him due praife afford,
WV hofe mercies are {o great.
Chorus. For his mercy endureth for ever.

To him whofe power hath made
. The heavens with mighty hand,
And ocean wide hath fpread
Around the fpacious land.
For his mercy, &c.

Thro’ heav’n he did difplay
The num’rous hofts of light ;
The {un to rule the day, =
The moon and ftars the night,
For his mercy, &c.

E.

N J 1
L
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He does the food fupply,
On which all creatures live :
To God who reigns on high,
Eternal praifes give.
For his"mercy, &c.

CXXXVL Milton.

ET us with a gladfome mind
Praife the Lord, for he is kind ;
For his mercies ftill endure,
Ever faithful, ever {ure.

Let us blaze his name abroad,

For of Gods he 1s the God : ,
For his mercies, &c. ~.

Who did the fixt earth ordain

To rife from the watry plain ;
For his mercies; &c. |

Who ordain’d the glorious fun

All the day his.courfe to run ;
For his mercies, &c.

And the moon to fhine by night,
Midft her fpangled fifters bright ;
. For his mercies, &c.
" He hath with a piteous eye,
Seen us in our mxfery R

For his mercies, &c.
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Let us with a gladfome mind
Praife the Lord, for he is kind ;
For his mercies &c. ’
Let us blaze his name abroad,
For of Gods he is the God ;
For his mercies, &c.

- ——

CXLV.

THEE I will blefs, my Godand King,
- Thy endlefs praife proclaim :
This tribute daily I will bring,
And ever blefs thy name.

~ Thou Lord, beyond compare art great, -
~ And highly to be prais’d;
Thy Majelty, with boundlefs height,
Above our knowledge rais'd.

Renown’d for mighty aéts, thy fame
To future time extends ;

From age to age thy glorious name
Succeflively defcends,

' Whilft I thy glory and renown,
And wond’rous works exprefs,
The world with me thy might fhall own, -
And thy great pow’r confefs.
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CXLIX.

O praife ye the Lord,
Prepare your glad voice,
Affembly to {fing.

In our great Creator
Let Ifrael rejoice ;

And children of Sion
Be glad in their King.

Let them his great name
Extol in the dance;
With timbrel.and harp
His praifes exprefs ;
Who always takes pleafure
I 1s faints to advance,
And with his {falvation
The humble to blefs.

With glorv adorn’d,
His people fhall fing
- 'To God, who their beds
With fafety doesfhield; =
Their mouths fill’d with praifes
Of him their great king,
* Shall thanks for his goodnefs
Melodioufly yield.
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'Their fong fhall declare,
I hat fin to deftroy,

And men to redeem,
The Son of God came :

Through him a fure trlumph
His faints fhall enjoy ;

O therefore for ever

- Exalt his great name,

CL.

LET all on earth their God adore
Within his courts below;

While in his firmament of pow’r
Angelic praifes flow.

\Virgins and youths, his adts record,
To fing his praife combine ;
Sing loud to your almighty Lord,

' The majefty divine !

Mufic on ev’ry tuneful ftring,
To his high praife rebound !

The trumpet’s martial clangour bring,
And organ’s noble found !

Whate’er hath breath, whate’er hath tongue
A grateful hymn to raife;

O let them join in joyful fong
‘His glorious name to praife,



Morning. Ken. -

wAKE, my foul, and with the fun
Thy daily ftage of duty.run:
Shake off dull {loth, and early rife
To pay thy morning facrifice.

*.Redeem thy mif-fpent moments patft,
Live this day, as if ‘twere thy laft :
T’improve thy talents take due care ;
For the great day thyfelf prepare. . = .

Let all thy converfe be fincere;

Thy conicience as the noon-day clear ;
Think how th’all-feeing God thy ways
And all thy fecret thoughts furveys.

Wake and lift up thyfelf my heart,
And with the angels bear thy part;
Who, all night long, unwearied {ing
High glory to th’ eternal King.

T wake, I Wake5 ye heav’nly choir,
May your devotions me infpire :

# What are within the crotchets [ ] may be omitted.
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That I, like you my age may {pend ;
Like you, may on my God attend.

May I, like you, in God dehght St
Have all day long my God in fight ; c
Perform like you, my Maker’s Wlﬂ

O may I never more do ill.]

Glory to God, who fafe has kept,

And has refrefh’d me while I {lept ;

Grant, Lord, when I from death {hall ‘wake,
I may of endlefs life partake.

Lord, I my vowsto thee renew ;

Scatter my {ins as morning dew :

Guard my firft {pring of thought and wxll,
“And with thyfelf my fpirit fll. -

Dire&, controul, fuggeft this day,

Alll deﬁgn, or do, or fay ; |
"That all my pow’rs, with all their m1ght, i
In thy fole glory may unite. .

Praife God, from whom all blefﬁngs ﬂow .y
Praife him, all creatures here below;
Praife him above, angelic hoft:

. Praife Father, Son, and Holy Ghoft,
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" Evening.

LoRrY to thee, my God. this night,
For all the bleflirigs of the light : |
Keep me, O keep me, King of Kings,
Urder thy own almighty wings,

Forgive me Lord, for thy dear Son,
The ills that I this day have done ;
That with the world, myfelf, and thee,
I, ere 1 {leep, at peace may be.

Teach me to live, that 1 may dread
The grave as little as my bed ;

Teach me to die, that fo I may
With joy behold the Judgement-day

O may my foul on thee repofe,
And with fweet fleep mine eye-lids clofe ; |
Sleep that may me more altive make
To ferve my God when I awake.

When reftlefs in the night I lie,

My foul with heav’nly thoughts fupply
Let no ill dreams difturb my reft,

- No pow’rs of darknefs me moleft!

Let my bleft guardian, whileT {leep,
His watchful ﬁatlon near me keep ;
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My heart with love celeflial fill,
And guard me from th’ approach of 1ll.
Lord, let my foul for ever fhare
The blifs of thy paternal care ;
Then welcome {leep or death to me,
I'm ftill {fecure, tor flill with thee.

Praife God, from whom, &c. asin Hymn I,

¢. IIL.
MY God has made the {un to know

His proper hour to rife,
And to give light to all below
He fends him round the fkies.

‘When from the chambers of the eaft,
His journey bright begins,

He knows not wearinefs or reft,
‘But round the world he ﬂunes.

So, like the fun, would I fulfil
The duties of the day ;

Begin my work betimes, and ftill
March on my heavenly way.

Give me, O Lord, thy early grace,

. Nor let my foul complaln, ,
"That the young morning of my days
Has all been fpent in vain!

F
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ND now.another day is gone,
I'll fing my Maker’s praife; -
I ev’ry evening will make known
His providence and grace.

Much of my time has run to wafte! -
My fins, how great their fum !

Lord give me pardon for the paft,
And ftrength for days to come.

I lay my body down to fleep ;
Let angels guard my head,

And thro’ the hours of darknefs keep
Their watch around my bed.

With chearful heart 1 clo‘fe}my eyes,
Since thou wilt not remove :

And in the morning let me rife
Rejoicing in thy love.

. | v
. The Lord’s Day.

Tms fabbath is the Lord’s own day,

And made forholy reft; .-

N My foul, by reft from fin improve
" The daV thv God has bleft.

oy

BT

B

e
N u'f o
(0 .
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*This the triumphant day, O Lord,
On which thou didit arife ;
For finners having made thyfelf
A finlefs facrifice. .

"Thou, to redeem us dead in fin,
Ovur woes and guilt didft bear ;
Thy blood was {hed inftead of ours;

‘T'hy love’s beyond compare.

‘Welcome and dear unto my foul
Is thy moft holy day:

May I th’eternal fabbath keep
With God my {trength and ftay !

. I come, I wait, I hear, I pray; -
Thy footﬁeps, Lord, I trace :
Ijoy to think thisis the way’ :
To {ee my Saviour’s face. .

Thefe are my preparatlon -days,
And when my foul is dreft,
Thefe {abbaths fhall deliver me

To my eternal reft. o :
VL. N Doddndge.
oRD of the fabbath hear our vows,
On this thy day, in this thy houfe

Accept, as grateful facrlﬁce,
The {ongs which from thy fervants nfe.

‘»_ S
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Thy earthly fabbaths, Lord, we love,
" But there’s a nobler reft above ;

T o that our lab’ring fouls afpire
With ardent pangs of firong defire.

No more fatigue, ro more diftrefs;
Nor {in nor hell fhall reach the place ;
No groans to mingle with the fongs
Refounding from immortal tongues.

No rude alarms of raging foes;

No cares to break the long repofe ;
No midnight fhade, no clouded {un,
But facred, high, eternal noon.

O long expeéted day ! ‘begin ; y

Dawn on thefe realms of woe and fin:

Fain would we leave this weary road g [

And fleep in death to reft with God. . © -.ﬁA
VII,

ONCF more, my foul, the rifing day,
Salutes thy waking eyes;

Once more, my voice, the tribute pay
To him, who rules the fkies.

Night unto night his name repeats,
The day renews the found,

Wide as the heaven on which he fits,
To turn the feafons round.

= S . A ..._,.mh_‘.zz
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Hofannah! with a chearful {found,
To God’s upholding hand ;

Ten thoufand fnares attend us round,
And yet fecure we ftand.

O God! let all my hours be thine,
While I enjoy.the light,
Then fhall the fun in fmiles decline,

And bring a pleafant night. ".* . __ . ..
~ VIIL |
Morning Service. Mason.

cAIN the day returns of holy reft,
Which, when he made the world, Jehovah
bleft ; V
When, like his own, he bad our labour ceafe,
And all be piety, and all be peace.

Let us devote this confecrated da

To learn his will, and all we learn obey ;
In pure religion’s hallow’d duties fhare,
And join in penitence, and join in pray’r.

So fhall the God of mercy pleas’d receive
That only tribute man has pow’r to give ;.
So fhall he hear, while fervently we raife
Our choral harmony in hymns of praife. -

&
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. Chorus. .

xll"';,,

Father of heav’n, in whom our hopes con-
fide, |

Whofe pow’r defends us, and whofe precepts’
guide; | o |

In life our guardian, and in death our friend,

Glory {upreme be thine till time fhall end.

. IX.
Evening Service. Mason.

S,OON will the evening flar with filver ray
Shed its mild luftre on this facred day :
Refume we then, ere {leep and filence reign,
The rites that holinefs and heav’n ordain.

Sill let each awful truth our thoughts engage,

That fhines reveal’d on infpiration’s page ;

Nor thofe bleft hours in vain amuiements
- wafle -

‘Which all, who lavifh, fhall lament at laft.

Here -h,u‘mblry'let us hope our Maker’s fmile
Will crown with meet fuccefs our weekly
toil; 7. B
And here, on each returning fabbath join .
In prayer, in penitence, and praife divine.
T Chorus.”

Fatherofheav’nin whom, &c.as in Hymn VIII, -
o Uil e __f 1

MmOt K i am A ki) v —_ ..
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- X
The Lord's Supper. . B.
AT 7 PR
O\r that fad evening ere he dy’d, . “*=~==
Before the mournful {cene began 5
The Saviour brake the bread, and cry’d
¢ Behold my body broke for man!”

And when the wine he blefs’d and pour’d,
“ Tis the new cov’nant blood,” he faid ;
¢ O think of me your dying Lord,
“ And how my bleod for you was thdi”

May we, prepard with ev’ry grace,
Record the world’s great facrifice !
Let love attend with chearful face,
And faith be there with fixed eyes.

How can we, Lord, thy fealt declme o

| Thy table is d1vmely ftord; ©

The juices of the living Vine, = -
And bread from heav’n are on the board>

Salvation’s pledges we revere ‘

In thefe memorials of thy death 3, -
“They’ll arm us for our warfare here, L
And chear us in our lateﬁ brcath; S
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Chrift’s Natiuity. Byron.

HRISTIANS awake, falute the happy morn,
‘Whereon the Saviour of the world was born;
Rife to adore the myftery of love,

Which hofts of angels chanted from above ;
With them the joyful tidings firft begun,
‘Of God incamate and the Virgin’s Son.

Then to the watchful thepherds it was told,

Who heard th’ angelic herald’s vo1ce, be-
‘hold!

1 bring good tidings of a Saviour’s birth,

To you and all the nations upon earth,

This day hath God fulﬁll’d his promlfed
word ;

This day is born a Saviour, Chrift the Lord

In David’s city, thepherds, ye fhall find
The long foretold Redeemer of mankind ;
Wrapt up in fwadling cloaths, the babe di-
© vine
i.lCS in a manger; this fhall be your fign,
He fpoke, and ﬁralghtway the celeftial -
| chmr, ‘ _
In hymns of joy, unknown before, confp1re.

The prazl{'es of redeeming love they fung,
And heav’n’s whole orb with hallelujahs rung,
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God’s higheft glory was their anthem ftill,
Peace upon earth and mutual good-will..
To Bethlehem ftraight th’ enlighten’d thep-
herds ran,
To fee the wonder God had wrought for

man ;

And found with ]ofeph and the blefled maid

Her Son the Saviour, in a manger laid :

Amaz’d the wond’rous ftory they proclaim ;

The firft Apofiles of his infant fame :

While Mary keeps and ponders in her
heart,

The heav'nly vifion, whlch the {fwains im-
part ;

They totheir flocks, ftill praifing God return,
And their glad hearts within their bofoms
burn.
Let us, like thefe good thepherds then em-
lo
Our grat}éful voices to proclalm the Joy
Like Mary, let us pender in our mind

God’s wond’rous love in faving loft man-
-~— kind. :

Artlefs, and watchful as thefe favour’d fwains,
While virgin meeknels in the heart remasn.s:

G
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Trace we the babe, who has retriev’d our

lofs,

From his poor manger to his bitter crofs :

Tread in his fteps affifted by Lis grace,

Till man’s firt heav'nly flate again takes

place.

Then may we hope, th’ angelic thrones a-

' mong,

To fing, redeem’d, a glad triumphal fong :

- He that was born upon this joyful day,
Around us all, his glory fhall difplay ;

Sav’d by his love, inceflant we fhall fing
Of angels; and of angel-men, the King.

XII.

ET peace her olive-wand extend ;
Let white-rob’d innocence defcend:
Fly fwift ye years, and rife the morn ;
O, fpring to light, bleft Babe, be born !

See nature haftes her wreaths to bring, -

With all the incenfe of the fpring ;
Hark ! a glad voice the defert cheers,
Prepare the way, a God appears.

A God!a God ! the groves reply,
The rocks proclaim the Deity :
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Lo, earth receives him from the fkies :
Bow down ye hills, ye vallies rife !

The Saviour comes! by feers foretold ;
Hear him ye deaf, ye blind behold !

The lame fhall leap, the dumb fhall fing,
And hail the coming of their King. '

No {igh, no murmur earth fhall hear,
From ev’ry face he wipes the tear:
In chains the monfter death 1s bound,

. And hell’s grim tyrant feels the would.

Arife, imperial Salem, fhine!

For God’s eternal day is thine !
His promis’d faving pow’r remains,
And thy Mefliah ever reigns. -

XL B

wAKE, and hail the feftal morn
On which the Prince of peace was born !
Let holy praife each tongue employ,
And ev’ry heart exult with joy.

Chorus.

“Let all in heav’n and all on earth,
Celebrate the Saviour’s birth.

-

The Son of bea‘v’n’s eternal King
Redemption from above did bring :
Yoo .
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He quits his fhining rea:ms on hi h,
And concelcends for man to die. |
- Chorus.—Let all, &c. | T

The angel choirs fang ere the dawn |
To watching fhepherds on the lawn: i
¢ Glory to God,” their anthems found, |
¢ Good will to men and peace profound.”
Chorys.—Let all, &c. !

See truth and mercy’s brighteft ray

Adorn Mefliah’s natal day ;

Darknefs and mis’ry take their flight

Before the fov'reign Prince of light. ‘
Chorus.—Let all, &c.

Defire of all the nations, come ! |
Our thankful hearts fhall give thee room ;
We'll join the joyful {feraphs’ lays, |
And greet thee with our humble praife.
Chorus.—Let all, &c.

X1V, |
The Song of Simeon.. Merrick.
1s enough—the hour is come: . —

" Now within the filent tomb
Let this mortal frame decay,
Mingled with its kindred clay;

ot
*h
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Since thy mercies, oft of old

By thy chofen {eers foretold,

‘Faithtul now and ftedfaft prove,

God of tiuth, and God of love !

Since at length my aged eye ,

Sees the day {pring fiom on high!

Sun of righteoufnefs, to thee

Lo! the nations bow the knee ;

And the realms of diffant kings

Own the healing of thy wings. .

Thole whom death had overfpread Lo

With his dark and dreary thade, . =~ i .

Lift ther eyes, and from afar o :

Fail the light of ]acob s Star ;
W aiting till the promxs ’d ray
" Turn their darknefs into day. * :
See the beams, intenfely fhed, Coe
.Shine o’er Sion’s favour’d head! )
Never may they hence remove,

God of truth, and God of love! .

I XV, I
S  The New Year. Doddridgé;
Goﬁ of my life, thy conftant care

W ith bleflings crowns each op’ning year ;.

This guilty life doft Thou prolong,
And wake anew my annual fong.

R
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|
Pow many prccmus fouls are fled - : - |
To the vaft regions of the dead, ]
Since from this day the changmg fun |
Thro’ his laft yearly period run!

We yet furvive ; but who can fay, #
Or thro’ the year, or month or day,

¢ 1 will retain this vital breath ;
« Thus far, at leaft, in leaguc with death ?”

That breath is thine, eternal God !
’Tis thine.to fix my foul’s abode ; -
It holds its life from thee alone,

On earth, or in the world unknown.

To thee our fpirits we refign, |
Make them, and own them ftill as thine ; |
So fhall they fmile, fecure from fear, |
Tho’ death fhould blaft the rifing year.

Thy children, eager to be gone,

Bid time’s impetuous tide roll on,
And land them on that blooming fhore,
Where years and death are known no more.

XVL v
Chrif's Paffion. e

WHAT dire portents are feen around
When man’s Redeemer dies !

A
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Sudden, the earthquakes cleave the ground, -
And darknefs veils the fkies. i

Ah, who the tortures can declare
Of this vinditive hour?
pWrath he alone had will to fhare,
~ As he alone had pow’r. '

See, fireaming from th® unhallow’d tree,
His all atoning blood !

Is this the Infinite >—"Tis he !
My Saviour and my God !

For me thefe pangs his foul affail,
For me the death is borne !

My {in gave fharpnefs to the nail,
And pointed ev’ry thorn.

Let fin no more my foul enflave ;

. Break, Lord, the tyrant’s chain;

O -fave me, whom thou cam’ft to fave,
Nor bleed, nor die in vain !

XVII

Eafler.
CHRIST the Lord is ris’'n to day, Hallclujah. '
Sons of men triumphant fay !  Hal.
He, who finneis died to fave, =~ Hak

Rifes from the conquer’d grave: ~ Hal

~

~ .
-
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Hymns of praifes let us fing Hal.
Unto Chrift our heav'nly King ;. Hal.
Who did once upon the crofs Hal.
Suffer to redeem our lofs. . Hal.
But the pains which he endur’d, Hal.
Our falvation have procur’d ; Hal.
Now he reigns above the sky, Hal.,
Where the angels ever cry, Hallelujah.
XVIIL

uE Lord isrifen ! he who came

To {uffer death, and conqucr to0,
Is rifen ! let our fong proclaim

The praife to man’s Redeemer due.
He took our nature, and fuftain’d

The mis’ries of its finful ftate ;
Sinlefs himfelf, for us regain’d; ‘

To paradife an open gate.

Chorus.

Worthy ofall power and praife,

He who dy’d and rofe again,

Lamb of Gob, once {lain, to raife [ _
" . Man to life redeem’d. Amen. A

“That life which Adam ceas’d to live, |
- Whento this world he turn’d his heart,

-

-
RN ad
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And to his children could not give,
The fecond Adam ¢an impart.
Our mortal life, our living death
Shews that in Adam we all die §
In Chrift we have immortal breath,

And life’s unperithing fupply.

- Chorus.—Worthy of all pow’r &c.

He did the wrath of heav’n atone,
Endur’d the crofs, defpis’d the {hame
And gave the v1&ory fo won,
‘For imitating love to claim.
To tread the paths which Jefus trod,
We'll firive by grace which he fupphes 3
We’ll die to fin, and live to God, '
And with our rifen Saviour rife.

Chorus.—~~Worthy of all pow’r &c. |
XIX& Wllit‘Sunddy. . .D?)’de”o .

REATOR Spirit, by whofe aid
The world’s foundations firlt were laid,

Come, vifit every pious mind,
Come, pour thy joys on human kind !

- 7% |
Fofh fin and forrow fet us free, o
And make thy temples worthy thees. ...
H L.
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] llumme our dull darken ’d ﬁght |
Thou fource of uncreated light!

~ ‘Thrice holy fount, thrice holy fire,
Our hearts with heav’nly love infpire :
Come, and thy facred un&tion bring,
To fanéhfy us while we fing.

Plenteous of grace defcend from hlgh
Rich in thy fev’n-feld energy! N
Prote&t and guide us weak and frail, |
"Let not the world or flefh prevail :

\
"Chafe from our mirds th’ inférnal foes 1
And peace the fruit of love beftow : o
Make us éteinal truths receive,
And pratice all that we believe.

Proceeding Spirit, may we fee

The Father and the Son by thee!
Come, vifit ev’ry pious mind,

Come, pour thy joys on human kind!

XX. Thanksgiving.
GLORY be to God our King, Hallelzyah

T hy eternal love we fing: - e
Thou haftpar’d thy arm divine, = %
Wrought a?bvhtiph,- made us thine,
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Wand ring theep, how far from home,
Sore bewilder’d did we roam ;

Till the gracious Shepherd came,
Sought and fav'd: O praife his name }

Death, no more we dread thy ﬁmg 3
Sin lubdu’ d, we joyful fing ;

Grave, thy terrors we defy ;

We fhall live, for Chirft did die.

Worthy, worthy may we prove,
Lord, of fuch diftinguifh’d love |
Elevate our fouls to thee ;

Thou, our gulde and guardian be,

Blefling, thankful all our days,

May we pray, rejoice, and praife 3

Till the glorxous trump fhall found, :
And our raptur’d hearts rebound, Hallelzg'a/z.’

Redemption.

A.DAM the ancient cov’nan\t broke,

And from itsbleflings fell ; |
He brought his children by the froke
__/;Eb death, and near to hell.

But Chrift our Lord let us adore ; H
He took out flefh and blood,

-
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Our ruin’d nature to reftore, .
And make our peace with God,

He honour’d all his Father’s laws,
Which we have difobey’d ;
He bore our fins upon the crofs,

For us the ranfom paid.

Behold him rifing from the grave ;
- Behold him rais’d on high:
He pleads his merit there to fave
Tran{greflors doom’d to die.

There on a glorious throne he reigns,
And, by his pow’r divine,

Redeems us from the flavith chains
Of Satan and of fin,

To judgement when his fov relgn voice
Bids all the dead appear;

His faints fhall then to joy arife,
And full redemption fhare.

XXIL Safetyin God,  Addison.

HOW are thy fervants blefsd O Lord !
How fure is their defence ! N
Eternal Wifdom is their guide
Thcxr help Omnipotence;

Sy
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In foreign realms, and lands remote,
Supported by thy care, -

Thro’ burning climes they pafs unhurt, |
And breathe in tainted air.

Thy mercy {weetens ev’ry foil,
Makes ev ry region pleafe,

The mountain’s hoary top it warms,
And {mooths the boift’rous feas.

‘The ftorm 1is laid, the winds retire,
. Obedient to thy will;
H’ The fea, that roars at thy command,
) At thy command is fhll.

In midft of dangers, fears, and griefs,
Thy goodnefs I'll adore,
- And praife thee for thy mercies paft,
And humbly hope for more.

" My life, while thou preferv’t my life,
Thy facrifice fhall be;
And death, when death muft be my doom,
Shall join my foul to thee.

XXIII Submaffion to God’s Wifdom.

- VV ny art thou heavy, O my foul !
Say why, diftruftful ftill,
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Thy thoughts with vain imp;f'ienc‘e' roll
O’er {cenes of future ill ?

Let faith fupprefs each rifing fear,
Each anxious doubt exclude ;

Thy Maker’s will has plac’d thee here,
A Maker wife and good !

He to thy ev’ry trial knows
Its juft reftraint to give,
Attentive to behold thy woes,
And faithful to relieve.

Author of good ! to thee I turn;
Weak and unknowing I :

Thou canftamy wants alone difcern,
And thou alone {upply.

O let thy fear within me dwell,
- Thy love my footfteps guide ;
‘That love fhall vainer loves expel,
That fear all fears befide,

Not te my wifh, but to my want,
Do thou thy gifts apply : .

- Unask'd, what good thou knoweft grant
What ill, tho’ ask’d, deny. ‘ ~..

"\.L..
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XXIV. Early Rehgion.

How blefs'd are they, who in their prime
The paths of truth have early trod,, )

Whoyyield the firft fruits of their time,
And confecrate their youth'to God !

They *{cape a thoufand woes and fnares,
Who young the track to heav’n purfue -
Their virtue grows with growmg years, -
And lflow rs are ftrew’ d thcn' Jdurney
thro L

In meek fimplicity how great'
In {potlefs innocence how ftrong !

Eternal crowns their deeds await, L
And happy days their lives prolong. -

See, in the word of God how clear
The precepts of our ways are read !

Then let us facred Wifdom hear, =~ = . °
And paths of fafety early tread. .

XXV: 'Watts; |

I siNG th” Almighty pow’r of God, -
That made the mountains. qu

.That fpread the flowing feasdbroad,
And built the lofty skies, . Ll
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On hlgh he bids the globes of hght
Their endlefs circles run;

The moon there rules the filent night,
And day obeys the fun.

I fing the goodnefs of the Lord,
That fill’'d the earth with food ;

He form’d the creatures with his word,
‘And then pronounc’d them good.

There’snot a plant or flower below
But makes his glories known;

And clouds arife, and tempefts blow,
By order from his throne.

His prefence all his creatures feel :
At home, or when abroad,

Afleep, awake I'm with hlm fill,
Surrounded ftill with God.

In heav'n he fhines with beams of love,
With wrath in hell beneath | ‘

*Tis on his earth I ftand or move,
-And ’tis his air I breathe.

His hand is my ‘perpetual guard ;
He keeps meé with his eye:

Why fhould I then forget the Lord,
‘Who is for ever nigh.
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XXVI. Excellence of the Bible. ~ Watts.

GREAT God, with wonder and with pralfe
‘On all thy works I look

But ftill thy wifdom, pow’r and grace,
Shine brighteft in thy book.

Thro’ ev'ry age the ftars and fun
Their ufeful light have given ;

But thy good word to me makes known
How 1 may foar to heav’n.

The fields provide me food, and fhow
The goodnefs of the Lord : -
Bat fruits of life and glory grow
In thy moft holy word.

Here are my choiceft treafures hid,
Here my beft comfort lies; |

Here my defires are fatisfy’d, o
And hence my hopes arife.

Lord, make me underftand thy law,
Shew what my faults have been ;

And from thy gofpel let me draw

.. Pardon for all my fin.

- Here would I learn how Chrift has dy’d
To fave my foul from hell :

1

M - Bad
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Not all the books on earth befide

Such heav’nly wonders tell.

Then let me prize this word of truth,
And read th’ unerring page:

This holy book fhall guide our youth,
And well fupport our age.

XXVIL C/zarzty

A Paraphrase on the 1gth Chapter of the 1st prsﬂe to the Cor-,
inthians. Prior.

DID fweeter founds adorn my ﬂowmg
tongue,

Than ever man pronounc’d, or angel fung:

Had I all knowledge, human and divine,

'That thought can reach, or fcience can de-

fine ;

And had I powr to give that knowledge
birth,

In all the fpeeches of the babbhng earth :

Did the firm martyr’s zeal my breaft infpire,

To weary tortures, and rejoice in fire :

Or had I faith like that which Ifrael faw,
When Mofes gave them miracles and law :
Yet gracious charlty, indulgent gueft,
‘Were not thy pow’r exerted in my breaft ;
Thofe fpeeches would fend up unheeded

pray’r;

-
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That {corn of life would be but wild defpair;

A cymbal’s found were better than my voice;

My faith were form; my eloquence were
noile,

Charity, decent, modeft, eafy, kind,
Softens the high, and rears the abj e& mind;,
Knows with juft reins and gentle hand, ta

. guide

Betwixt vile thame, and arbitrary pride <
Not foon provok’d, fhe eafily forgives ;
And much fhe {uffers, as {he much believes;
Soft peace fhe brings, wherever fhe arrives;
She builds our quiet, as. fhe forms our lives ;
Lays the rough paths of peevifh nature even,
And opens in each heart a little heaven.

Each other gift, which God on man be=
. ftows,
Its proper bounds, and due reftri¢tion knows;
To one fix’d purpofe dedicates its pow’r,
And finifhing its aét, exifts no more.
Thus, at the time that’s mark’d by heav’n’s
decrees,
Knowledge fhall fall and prophecy {hall
- ceafe : ‘
Then conftant falth and holy hope {hall
die,.

One loft in certamty, and one in joy; -
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But gracious Charity fhall ever live,

For ever good diffufe, and praife receive.

XXVIIL  The Univerfal Prayer.
Deo OrT, Max, Pope.

FATHER of all! in ev’ry age,
In ev’ry clime ador’d,

By faint, by favage, and by fage, '
Jehovah, God, or Lord !

[Thou Great Firft Caufe, leaft underftood,
Who all my fenfe confin’d ,

To know but this, that Thou art good,
And that myfelf am blind;

Yet gave me, in this dark eftate,
To fee the good from ill ;
And binding nature faft in fate,

Left free the human will:

What conicience ditates to be done,
Or warmns me not to do,

This teach me more than hell to {hun
- And that as heav’n purfue.]

What bleflings thy free bounty gives,
- Let me not caft away ;

For God is paid when man I'CC€1VCS,
Tenjoy is ta obey.



[Yet not to earth’s contra&¢d fpan B
Thy goodnefs let me bound, =~ .
Or think thee Lord alone of man, - @ -
When thoufand worlds dre: round,, ,

Let not this weak, unknowing hand |
Prefume thy bolts to throw, S

And deal damnatlon round the land;
On each I judge thy fee:] - e

If I am right, thy grace impart -

~ Still inthe right to ftay ;

If I am wrong, "0 teach my heart
+ To find that better way.

Save me alike from foolifh pride,
Or impious difcontent,

At aught thy wifdom has deny’d,

- Or aught thy goodnefs lent.

* Teach me to feel another’s woe,
To hide the fault I fee;

That mercy I to others fhow,
That mercy fhow to me.

Mean tho’ I am, not wholly {o,
" Since quicken'd by thy breath ;
" O lead me wherefoe’er I go,
Thro’ this day’s life or death.
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This day bc bread and peace my lot
All elfe beneath the fun,

Thou know’ft if beft beftow’d or not,
And let thy will be done.

To Thee, whofe temple is all fpace,
Whole altar, earth, fea, {kies,
One chorus let all Beings raife !
All Nature’s incenfe rife!

XXIX. The dymng C/mjizan to hus Soul. Pope.

VITAL fpark of heav ’nly flame ;

Quit, oh quit this mortal frame :

- Trembling, hoping, ling’ring, ﬂymg,

Oh the pain, the blifs of dy lng
Ceafe, fond nature, ceafe thy firife,
And let me 1anguxfh into life,

Hark! they whifper ; Ange}s fay,

« Sifter Spirit, come away.’

What is this abforbs me quite ?

Steals my fenfes, fhuts my fight.
Drowns my fpirits, draws my breath ?
Tell me, my Soul, can this be death ?
The worldrecedes ; it difappears!

-Heavn opens on my eyes' my ears

..I - dn
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With founds feraphic ring: |
Lend, lend your wings! Imount! I ﬂy
O grave' where is thy viftory ?
O death ! where is thy fting ?

 XXX. The pafing Bell.  B.

H ARk ! yonder Bell’s flow-paufing toll
Speaks the departure of a Soul,

Ah whither, to what realm unknown

Is the fleering Spirit gone ? '
Say, doesis hover round its clay ?

Or wing thro’ air it tracklefs way ?

Is its allotted dwelling now s
With faints above, or fiends below? -,
Father of all that die or live, o
To peace this fon of earth receive !
‘This trembling foul, O Saviour! aid,
. O’erall his faults thy mantle {pread !
And, while we breathe the vital air,
May we for life’s laft hour prepare !

XXXI. Burial. By

: AMID thefe tombs of turf or ftone,
Thy triumpbhs, death, appear!

Our mould’ring anceftors lie low
In thy dlihonours here.
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This hallow’d ground,—our recent dead
Now coffin’d in his fhroud ;

A leffon thefe in wifdom’s ear
How folemn and how loud !

“While to the grave’s cold filence we
Our brother’s duft confign;

Think mortal,~I muft alfo die,
The turn may next be mine.

O pierce the fable veil between ;
View with unclouded eyes

Abodes beyond the reign of death,
And manfions in the {kies.

To thofe bright realms the juft purfue
Their Maker’s leading hand ;-

Unmov’d, their deftin’d change furvey,
And die at his command.

XXXIL ]ﬁdgemmt,
. i & HEN riﬁng from thevbed of death’- B

Q’erwhelm’d with guilt and fear,
1 view my Maker’s righteous bar,
O how fhallI appear !

How will my tremgbling heart € ',Jx,e .
The terrors of that day, e

.

we—————
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When earth and heav’n before his face " -
Aftonifh’d fhrink away ? | ,

When, Lord, thy dreadful book’s difplay’d
To men and angels there,

Recording ev’ry crime I've done ;
O how fhall I appear!

But thou haft told the troubled foul,
Who does her fins lament,

The timely tribute of her tears
Shall endlefs woe prevent.

Then fee the forrows of my heart,
Ere yet it be too late;

And hear my Saviour’s dying groans,
To give thofe forrows weight.

For never fhall my foul defpair -
Her pardon to procure, |

‘Who knows thy only Son has dy’d,
To make that pardon fure.

XXXIIL. Heaven. = * B.

, J ERUSALEM ! my happy home, |
Name ever dear to me !
When fhall my labours have an end

In joy, and peace, and thee ?
A K
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When fhall thefe eyes thy heav’n-built walls,
And pearly gates behold;

- Thy bulwarks with falvation ftrong,

And ftreets of fhining gold !

O when; thou City of my God,
Shall I thy courts afcend ;

Where congregations ne’er break up,
And fabbaths have no end ?

There happier bow’rs than Eden bloom,
~Nor {in nor forrow know : |
Bleft Seats ! thro’ rude and flormy fcenes

I onward prefs to you.

Why fhould I fhrink at pain and woe?
Or feel at death difmay ?

I've Canaan’s goodly land in view,
And realms of endlefs day.

Apoftles, martyrs, prophets there
'Around my Saviour ftand ;

And foon my friends in Chrift below
Will join. the glorious band.

Jerufalem ! my happy home,
My foul ftill pants for thee ;

Then fhall my labours have an end, o
When I thy joys fhall fee, o

~ o



HYMNS. 75
————

| XXXIV.- Watts.
THERF is a land of pure dehght,

Where faints immortal reign ;
‘Infinite day excludes the night,
And pleafures banifh pain.

There everlafting fprmg abides,
And never-with’ring flow’rs:

Death, like a narrow fea, divides
This heav’nly land from ours.

Sweet fields beyond the fwelhng flood
Stand drefs’d in living green:
- So to the Jews old Canaan ftood
~ While Jordan roll'd between.

But tim’rous mortals ftart and fhrink
To crofs this narrow {ea,

And linger fhiv’ring on the brink, -
And fear to launch away. ~

O could we make our doubts remove,
Thofe gloomy doubts that rife,

And fee the Canaan that we love,
With unbeclouded eyes !

- Could we but climb where Mofes ﬁood

. And view the land{cape o’er;

. Nor Jordan’s freams, nor death’s cold flood
- Should fright us from the fhore.

t

Do
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XXXV. Harvefl. Burch.

LORD of life, all praife excelling,
Thou in glory unconfin’d,

Deign to make thy facred dwellmg
With the poor of humble mind.

- As thy love thro’ all creation
Beams like thy diffufive light,

So the {corn’d or envy’d ftation
Shrinks before thine equal fight.

Thus thy care for all providing

Warm’d thy faithful prophet’s tongue,
Who the lot of all deciding,

To thy chofen Ifrael {ung.

‘When thy harveft yields thee pleafure,
Thou the golden fheaf fhalt bind ;
To the poor belongs the treafure
Of the {catter’d ears behind ;

Thefe thy God ordains to blefs
.The widow and the fatherlefs.

- 'When thine olive plants increafing
Pour their plenty o'er thy plain ;
. Grateful thou fhalt take the bleffing,
But not fearch the boughs again.

Thefe thy God &c.
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When thy favour'd vintage flowing
Gladdens thy autumnal {cene ;
Own the bounteous hand beftowing,

But thy vines the poor fhall glean.
Thefe thy God &c.

Still we read thy Word declaring
Mercy, Lord, thine own decree ;
Mercy, ev’ry forrow fharing,
Woarms the heart refembling Thee.

Still the orphan and the ftranger,
Still the widow owns thy care,
Screen'd by thee from ev’ry danger,
Heard by thee in ev’ry pray’r.

Hallelujah, Amen,

XXXVI. Gratitude.

.HOW cheerful along the gay mead,
The daify and cowllip appear :

The flocks as they carelefsly feed,
Rejoice in the fpring of the year.

. The myrtles that {hade the gay bow’ss,

", Theherbage that fprings from the fod,
Trees, plants, cooling fruits, and fweet
' Mflow’rs, ‘ ‘

All rifc to the praife of my God.
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Shall man, the great mafter of all,
The only infenfible prove ?

Forbid it fair Gratitude’s call,
Forbid it devotion and love :

The Lord, who fuch wonders could raife,
And ftill can deitroy with a nod,

My lips fhall inceflantly praife,
My foul fhall be wrapt in my God !

XXXVII. Add;ifon.

WHEN all thy mercies, O my God,
My rifing foul furveys ;-

Tranfported with the view, I'm loft
In wonder, love, and praife.

Unnumber'd comforts to my foul
Thy tender care beftow’d,

Before my infant heart conceiv’d
From whom thofe comforts flow’d.

Thy providence my life fuftain’d,
And to my wants gave ear,

Ere yet my feeble thoughts had learnt
To form themfelves 1n pray’r.

When in the flipp’ry paths of youth,
With heedleis fteps I ran, :
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., Thy arm unfeen convey’d me fafe,
And led me up to man.

"Fen thoufand thoufand precious gifts
My daily thanks employ,

~ Noris the leaft a cheerful heart:

That taftes thofe gifts with joy.

- When nature fails, and day and night

- Divide thy works no more,

My foul in diftant worlds, O Lord,
Thy goodnefs fhall adore. _

Thro’ all eternity to Thee
A joytul fong I'll raife,
 For O! eternity’s too thort
. To utter all thy praife.

XXXVIII.

: "WHEN {cenes of woe my foul opprefs,
And veil of death my path furrounds,
Let hymns of praife my grief redrefs,
~ And lend me aid ye facred founds.

;.Wake thou my harp to ftrains divine,

Wake, wake to heav’n the raptur'd ear,

~Sweetly footh my heart to join,
- Songs for Sion’s God to hear.

e
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Whilft pleafing notes my lips employ,
- Scenes of blifs my thought furveys ;
Tafte, O my foul ! feraphic joy,
- Breathing thus Jehovah’s praife ;
Hallelujah.

Whilft thus each day my thanks employ,
And forrows change to heav’nly joy ;
The morn fhall wake with tribute due,
The fading eve my fong renew.

Hallelujah, ‘
XXXIX. Morning Hymn.  Goodwii,

LET chriftian hearts with joy unite,
To blefs this holy day ; |

When Jefus rofe from death to light,
And led to heaven the way.

Su}\)%orted.by this truth divine,
e death’s dread power defy,
Our bodies reft in hope to fhine

In realms above the fky. |
This cheers our -fainting fouls e’en when 41

We feel afflition’s rod, 3
Creation made us fons of men, =~ -, - -«

Lt

. Redemption fons of God.
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O let us then his day revere;
And in his courts attend;

With pious awe his precepts heaty -
And at his altar be:nd’r o

Let ev ry {inful care retlre, L
Each thought be fix'd above,
While meditation fans the fire
Of pure celeftial love.

Then may we hope, in grateful ﬁrams,
With Angels to adore,  ~

When one eternal fabbath reigns; £ ,
And funs {hall beam:no mere, w"g R

»

XL,

HAPPY foul ! that fafe from: harms -
Refts within his Shepherd’s arms ;
" 'Who his quiet fhall moleft ?
- Who fhall violate his reft?
~ Jefus doth his fpi’rit bear ;
Jefus takes his ev’ry care;
} He who fought the wand’ring theep,
L Jefus flill delights to keep.

¥ Oh that"Z might o believe, |
} Stedfaﬁly 't Jefus cleave,
N ° v L
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On his only love«rely,
- Smile at the deftroyer nigh; -
Free from fin and fervile fear . -

Have my Jefus ever near:;
All his care rejoice to prove,
All his paradife of love,

~ “XLI,
The Day (f }udgment M. Luther,

GREAT Gop ! what do I fee and hcar
The end of things created; -
The Judge of Mankind does appear -
On clouds of glory feated :
The trumpet founds, .the graves reftore
The dead which they contam’d before ;
Prepare my foul to’ meet h1m :

[P

mE. END.
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