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ADVERTISEMEN'

TO THE

READERS

On the follbwing HEADS.

Of the different EDITIONS of
this B O O K.

H E lerge Edition is prefaced with

¢ Difeourfe on the right Way of

firting the Plalms of Daxid for
Cihriftian Wor ﬂllp . wherein a plain Ac-
it is given of the Author’s gene al Con-
¢ 1w 1las Imiration of the Pi..llms, toge-
Lo with fne cviccit and convinciig Argi-
s o [opert . There are alfo periict-
foi Wotes added ot the End 0;" a gl Niir-
LT ﬁf 1€ P'F'f.'}f‘? wiich € -';(fH..- fr?‘{'.i' L :.': i-
g2lical St Mr’ G (1l ]u:rﬁ;z Ly Bl
are €thei f'?fff)r rald o ﬂwi'dg‘d il j”(z? 4
iy Lo,
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v ADVERTISEMENT

Al 1o Requeft of many Friends, the Au-
thei bas permiited this Edition tn a fmaller
Furmy to vender it more portable and conve
ient for publick Worfbip 5 be therefere de-
firesy aid miay veafonably demand this Piece of
Fuftice of oll bis Recders, that they <ol not
ceirfure aid condemn any Part of this IV ork,
wiihout o diligeint Porufal of the lovger Edi-
;;r,;, wherein the Preface aind Notes, 1n the
Siagincnt of wiany learned and pious M,

have vivoit a s ﬁmem Vindication of the whole
Peiferinance.

Of the Ule of this Pfalin-Book.

The chicf Dofign of this IVork was to tm-
prove Pialmody or Religious Singing, and
to enconrage the frequent Dreiice of 1t in pub-
lick Affemblies and private Fainilies with worg,
Honour and Delight 5 yet the Author bapes the”
reading of it mey alfo cutertain the Porlour
aind the Clofet wwith devout Pleafure and holy
Meditaiions. ﬂ?ﬁ'cf ore he would requeft bis
Realrs, at propei S:afoits, to perrfe it thro’ s
aird amoiig 340 [acred Hymns they may find

oitl f -:'m?./ thet fuit their ewn Cafe and Temn-
vy or the Civcumftances of theii Families
a1 [ vicitds y they wiay teach their Children
Juch ds are proper for 1hir ey and by trea-
f piag ot thedi Mooy, tbqf iay b¢ fur-

\ wif’d



. . tothe READERS. v

wif’d for pious Retivement, or may cilerla
Iheii FHUI 2’5 it f)&{j Vdgd};

Of chufing or finding the Pfalm.

The Pervfal of the whole Bock <oill acquaisis
every Reader awith the Auther’s Methed, and
ty-confulting the Index or Table of Contents
at the End, be may find Hymns <ery prepor
for wmaity Occefions of the Chriflicn Life ainf
Werihip y though no Copy of David’s Plalicr
can provide for olly as Thave fleicn i iie
Preface,

Or if be remembers the frft Line of om
Plalm, the 'Table of the firlt Lines i/
direft where 1o find it. -

_Oriof any fall think it beft 10 firg oll the
Plalms in Order in Cf*{ff'f‘bﬂf . critlfes, 1t
way be done with Profit 5 provided I/Mjc
Plalins be emitted that v f o ﬁf‘(fﬁ[ Occtii-
rences of Nations, Churche:, or fingle Chri-

Jians.
Of naming the Plalms.

Lzt the Number of the Plahin be named di-
Miuikly, together with the pariiculer ) etre,
end particular Pays qf 1o As for Inflance s
Let us fing the 33¢ Plalm, 2¢ Part, Com-
mon Metre , or, Let us fing the g1t
Plalm, 1 Part, beginning at tht, Paule ;

A 3 0f'y



ApvERTISEMENT

aufe 5 or, Let us fing
the 94 Phalm as the 148" Phalm, O,
iud the vead over the fiife Stanza before yor:
begiir 10 JHEs shat the People mey find 1t 132
their Books, whether Yot fing with 67 Witn-
ot reading Ling by Line.

vi
Gy Cﬂding at the P

Of dividing the Pflalm.

If the Plalin be 109 o for the Trine o7 §
Cuftoin of Singiig, theve are Paufes 17 1any
of 1heri, af wohich you way properly it : Or &
you sigy leave ot ibofe Verfes which are it~
Jded i Cirachets ] i thout difturbing the |
aces, vou may begit 10

f\"] - ‘1 [ *d :" - I
U:fr’{/ﬁ . Or . 2il ﬁ?Hfg _Ph..

finz at ¢ Peuye.

Ty gt akiers coTfie yoarfelves 10 JIS §
Quyppa’s, Luf fig Jewn €F ight, Tather |
ihai ¢ afeand i Soife, aind coufs the Pfalin |

i foleinis 175ijip.

r m d w

Id fiig as ! hiy 6o 19

fricigit Pioteftant Ciriclites,

Line by Line. pough. ihe Autlor bos 6l
: he conld 10 ke 108 Sriﬁ ( Ofi'ff'?'.t’.,‘f;‘! "
ol 16H) Tncoieciteiees

ill

auiiboil f'mz’;ﬁg

iy LJTHC OF 1700,




to the READERS. ViL

il always ottend this unbappy Manner of
Singing : But where it caimot be alter’d, thefé
1o Things may give fome Relief.

Fieft, Lot as many as con do ity biing
Phlm-Books with them, and look on the
Words while they fing, fo far as 1o make tbe
Seirfe compleat.

Secondly, Let the Clerk vead the whole
Pfakm over alond before be begins to pareel ons
the Lines, that the Peaple may bave fore No-
tion of what they fing 5 and not be forc'd 1o
drag on heavily through eight tedious Syllables
without any Meaning; till the next Lates coine
to give the Senfe of them, .

It were 1o be wifl’d alfo that e might nok .
dwell fo long upon every fingle Note, and pre--
duce the Syllables to fuch a tirefome Extent
with a confbant Uniformity of Time s which
difpraces the Mufick, and puts the Gongrega-
tioi quite out of Breath in figing frve or fis
Stanza’s : Whereas if the Method of Sing-
ing were but reform’d to a greater Speed of
Pronunciation, we wight often enjov the Plea-
fure of a longer Plaln with lefs Expence of

Time anl Brcath 5 and our Pfahmody would
be nore agiccable to that of the ancient
Churches, snore tatcliigible to others, and more
delightful to ouifelves.

A 4 The




vii, ADVERTISEMENT, &

The various Meafures of the
Verfe are fitted to the Tunes of the

Old PsaLym-Book.

7, the Common Tunes firg al entitled
Common Metre.

ay the Tunes of the 100™ Plalm Sing all
catitled Long Metre,

o, the Tune of the 25™ Plalm fiig Short
Metre,

7y the 50 PRlm fing one Meire of the 50

and 3"
T, she 112 or 127 Plalm fing one Melre

of 1he 1o4h and 148%.

7, the 113 Plalm fiug one Metre of toe
]9111’ 33::1, 58th, 89th’ kfﬂ Pdﬂ, 96th,
112, 113t

7, 1he 1228 Plalm fiug one of the Melres of
he 93°, 1224, and 133%

7, the 148" Phlm fing ane Melre of the
0.4, 1218, 130, end 148,

75 o New Tune fing one Metre of the 50",

aitd 115,
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THE

PSALMS of DAV ID,

Imitated 1n the

LANGUAGE

OF THE

NEwW TESTAMENT,

Psary I. Common Metre,

The Way and E nd of the Righteous and the Wicked,
L EST 1s the Man who fhuns the Place

Where Sinners love to mect ;
Who fears to tread their wicked W: ays,
And hates the Scofter's Seat.

> But in the Statutes of the Lord,
Has plac’d his chief Del; rr‘lr. :
By Day he reads or hears thf, Word,
And maitaies by Night,

R 3 {He



2 PsaLM I

3 [He like a Plant of encrous Kind
Dy living Waters {et,
Safe from the Storms and blafting Wind,
Enjoys a pescetul State. ]

4 ‘Green as the Leaf, and ever fair
Shall his Profefhion thine s
While Fraits of [lolinels appear
Like Clufters on tae Ve,
5 Not fo the Linptous and Unjuit 5
\What vain Defigns they jorm !
Their Hopes are biown aw.ty like Duf,
Or Chail before the Storn.

1.

{6 Sinners in Judgment fhall not tand

i Among'l the Sons Of Grace,

£ When Clrif tic Jadge at hus Right-hind
" Appaints L5 Sanids a Place.

- s Fye heholds the Path they tread,
His Heart approves it weil 5
But crooked Ways of Sinuers lead ;

L; -

i Down to the Gates of Hell.

¥

;}‘i P st I Short \etre.

N Ths Ca'nt Hayp, i1 Sinper Mierasin
1 ISETIN S R ER ) bleil

\Wha thuns the Sinnes's Wavs,

Among thed Counicls nver fands,
Nor t.kes the Scorna’s Place.

-

s s A— m— —
-

'—-':-u—-h-_---—-r";.q—-.‘: il o el -

» Tat males the Law of Gop
[1ts Stadv an 1 Delicht,
Amidl the Tabouss of tac Day,
And Watches of ti Nigat,
3 e ke a'lie fall thrve,
1 F LYy VWaters near the Root:

1
T el



PsaLMm L 3.
Treth as the Leaf his Name fhall live,

{is Works ate heav'nly Fruit.
. 4 Not fo tht’ ungadly Race,
They no fuch Blefings find :
Their Hopes fhail flec like empty Chas
Before the diiving Wind.
s How ¢!l they bear to fand
Peore that Judgment-seat,
Where ail the Samats at Chrifr's Right-nana
In full Affembly meet:
6 He knows, and he approves
The Way the Righteons gos
Dut Sinners o.nd thelr Werks fhall mcet
A dreadiul Curthrow,

“ T

Psarny I Lovy i

. ] i ‘,T}:F‘ _,*,“ .
Tﬂfrr’ sza‘;'mce z)ft‘-..LFi i .'rfw;. f.;,;{u*r SNERIETL £ H S

i AppY the Man, whofe cantious [Fect
! I Sl

-
LN ]

“un the broad Way that Siamers 60,
\"'hiy hotes the Place where Anaitts mcet,
And fears to t2lk as Scotters do.
. He lovas © employ his Morning-T.igat
Among't the Geataeos of the Lovd s
Aad fpends the w Teoful Hours of Mgl
Vith Pleafure pnml’ring oer the Word,

s e, likea [ by acntle Streams,
Chall oo inortal Greans

- . Ly * ' . 1 . ,

And Iieav n vl (hine ﬁ-‘lth 1:1‘.1@11 Bt.:*.ms

Ox ey'ey Wor's his 1ands begi.

¢ Dat Sinaers fid thetr Counfels crot;
As Chslf before the "empen fliey ;
co ) ] thir [epes be blown and lefl,
e hen e laft Trumpet fukes the S




4 PsaLm IL

s In vain the Rebel {eeks to ftand
In Judgment with the pious Race ;
'The drecdful Judge with ftern Command
Divides him to a different Place.

O « Srait is the Way my Saints have trod,
«« T bleft the Path, and drew it plin ;
«“ But you would chufe the crooked Road ;
«“ And down it leads to endlefs Pain.

Psavwm II. Short Metre.
~ Tranflated according to the Divine Pattern, A4s iv.

24, e
Chritt Dyinz, Rifing, Interceding, and Reigning.
1 [ Aker and fovereign Lord

Of Heaven, and Earth, and Seas,
Thy Previdence confirms thy Word,
And anfweis thy Decrees.

: The ‘Things {o long foretold

By Dawid are fulhil'd,

When Feavs and Gentiles join to fiay
Fefus, thine Holy Child. ]

3 Why did the Gentiles rage,
And Fewvs with one Accord
Bend all their Counfels to deftroy

ST ¥ Anointed of the Lord

i 4 Rulers and Kings agree

‘j( To form a vain Defign;

- Againit the Lord.their Powers unite,
il Agunit his Chrift they jon.

£

. g 'The Lord derides their Rage,

||~ And will fupport his Throne ;

I‘. Iie taat hath raivd him from the Dead
|

-
F omman

< Iiath owr’d Him for his Son,
’Hff P A U 5 El
' 3

it

il



PsaLm lL g

Pavse.

6 Now he's afcended high,
And asks to rule the Earth;
The Merit of his Blood he pleads,

And pleads his heavenly Birth.

v He afks, and Gop beftows
A large [nheritance ;

Far as the World's remoteft Ends
His Kingdom fhall advance.

8 The Nations that rebel
Muit feel his Iron Rod ;

He'll vindicate thofe Honours well
Which he receiv’d from Gob.

g [Be wile, ye Rulers, now,
And worthip at his Throne ;

With trembling Joy, ye People, bow
To Gop’s exalted Son.

1o If once his Wrath arife,
Ye perith on the Place ;
Then bleffed is the Soul that flies

For Refuge to his Grace. ]
Psaum I, Common Metre,

H Y did the Nations join to {lay

The Lord’s Anointed Son ?

Why did they caft his Laws away,
And tread his Gofpel down?

» The Lord that fits above the Skies,
Derides their Rage below,
He fpeaks with Vengeance in his Eyes,
And ftrikes their Spirits through.

1 ¢ I call him my Eternal Son,
l ¢ And raife him from the Dead ;




6 Psarm IL

¢ T mnke my holy Hill his Throne,
¢« And wide his Xingdom {pread.

« Aflc e, my Son, and then enjoy
¢« The utrolt Heathen Lands

¢« Thy Rod of Iron fhall deitroy
« "{ he Rebel that withitands.

3 Bewite, ¥¢ Rulers of the Earth,
Obev te’ Anotnted Lord,
Adore tie King of heav'nly Birth,
And tremble at s Werd,
6 Vith huble Love - tdvels ks Throne;
For it he frowa, vede:
Thofc ere iccury, and tioft tlorc
Who on his Grace rely.

4

Psau 1. Long Mre.
Chiilcs Death, Ferredion, and Afceifion.
H Y did the Fewws proclaim their Rage.
The Romans why their Swords employ *
Agairit the Lord thelr Powers engge
His doar Anoined to celtroy ¢
« Cera, let us break his Bands, they fay
¢« This Man Ml never give us Laws ;
And thas they cait his Y oke away,
And naind the Slenwrch to the Crois.

1o

j .oy .

| Ba: Gop, who hizh in Glory reigns,
Louahs b thicir Pinde, their Rage controuls ;

He'll vex ther Dot with inward Pains,

And £ 2200 in Thuiaer to their Souls.

-

LA

o T il maintain the king [ made

+ « On /i evarlatiing Till,
}’:f ¢« My Hand hall e him Fom the Dead,
of - 1 X N . )

* e Ard Lol Rand ) our cov.regh Al

o ) re.
s [l




Psarnm L 7

g [His wond rovs Rifing from the Earth

M kes s ternal Godhead known 3
ha Tord ceclares his heavenly Birth :
¢ This Day have I begot my Son.

6 <« Afcend, my Son, 0 my Right-hand,
¢ There thot fhalt als, and I beftow
¢« The utnalt Boands of Heathen Landss
¢« To thee the oprthern 1ies (hall bow. ]

7 But Nations that refit his Grace
Shall fall Leneath his Tron Stroke s
His Rod fhall cruth his Foes with Eafe,
As Potiers Earthen Work 1s broke.

PauseE.

3 Now ve that fit on earthly Thrones,
Be wite, and ferve tae Lord, the Lamb:
Now to his Fect fubnut your Crowns,
Rejoice anid cremble at his Name.

g With Lumbie Love addrefs the Son,
Left he grow angry, and ye dic;
His Wrath vwill barn to Worlds unknown,.
1f ye provoke his Jealouty.

o His Storms fnll drive you quick to Hell,
He i o Gop, and ye but Duit :
Happy the Souls tant know him well,
Aud make his Grace taeir only Trufl.

P, asut III. Comimon Metre.

D.ubts and Fears fupprefts ors G O D our Defince
Front Sin and Satair.

i M‘r" Gon. how many arc my Fears®
[ow fuil my kees increafe !
Contpining my eternal Death,
ke r bre my prefent Peace.

EJd

Th



8 Psarwm L
2z The lying Tempter would perfuade

There's no Relief in Heaven,
And all my {welling Sins appear
Too big to be forgiven.

3 But thou, my Glory and my Strength,
Shalt on the Tempter tread,
Shalt filence all my threatning Guilt,
And raile my drooping Head.

4 (I cry’d, and from his holy Hill
He bow’d a lift'ning Ear;

I call my Father, and my Gop,
And he fubdu’d my Fear.

5 He fhed foft Slumbers on mine Eyes
In fpite of ail my Foes;
I *woke, and wonder’d at the Grace

That guarded my Repofe. ]

6 What tho' the Hofts of Death and Hell
All arm’d againft me ftood,
Terrors no more fhall thake my Soul ;
My Refuge is my Gopo.

= Arife, O Lord, fulfil thy Grace,
While I thy Glory fing:

My Gop has broke the Serpent's Teeth,
And Death has loft his Sting.

8 Salvation to the Lord belongs,
His Arm alone can fave
Bleffings attend thy People here,
And reach beyond the Grave.

Psavw L 1,2, 1, 4,35, 8 Long Meue,
A Morniag Pflalm.

- Lord, how many are my Foes
In this weals State of Fieth and Blood !
1 My




PsatmIV. 9

My Peace they daily difcompofe,
But my Defence and Hope is Gop,

» TirJ with the Burdens of the Day
o Thee I rais’d an Evening Cry :
Thou heard’ft when I began to pray,
And thine Almighty Help was mgh.

3 Supported by thine heavenly Aid
I lnid me down and flept {ecure :
Not Death thonld make my Heart afraid,
T'hough I fhould wale and rife no more.

4 But Gop fuftain’d me all the Nigat:
Salvation doth to Gop belong
He rais'd my Head to fee the Light,
And makes his Praife my Morning Song.

PsaLm IV. 1, 2, 3, 5,6,7, Long Metre.

Hearing of Prayer ; or, GOD aur Portion, an?
Chrilt our Hope.

! Gob of Grace and Righteoufnefs,
Hear and attend when T complain ;
| hou hait-enlarg’d ine in Diftrefs,
Bow down a gracious Ear again.

2 Ve Sons of Men, in vam ye try
To turn my Glory 1nto Shame ;
How long will Scoffers love to lie,
And dare reproach my Saviour's Name ?

1 Know that the Lord divides his Saints
From all the Tribes of Men befide ;

[Te hears the Cry of Penitents
For the dear Sake of Chriff that dy'd.

4 When our obedient Hands have done

A thoufand Works of Rightcoufnefs,
We




10 PsarmMm IV.

We put our Truflt in Gop alone,
And glory in his pard'ning Grace.

s Let the mthinking Many fay,

¢« [Vhy awill befloco foine carthly Good ?

Bat, Lo:d, thy Light and Love we priy 5
Our Souls defire this heavenly Food.

6 Then fhall my cheasful Pow'ys rejoice

At Grace ond [avours {o divine,

Nor will T change my happy Choice

For all their Corn, and all their Wine.
Common Metre,

1 LO R D, thou wilt hear me when I prays
I am for ever thmnes;
I fenr before thee all the Day,
Nor would I dare to (in.

o And while I reft my weary Head
From Cares and Pufinefs free,
'T'is fyeet converfing on my Bed
With my own Heart and Thee.

3 1 pay this Fvening Szcrifice s
And when my Work 1s done,
Greit Gov, my Faith and Hope relics
Upon thy Grace alore.
4 Thus with my Thoughts compos'd to Peace,
'l aive mine Lyes 10 (o0 3
Thy Hand in Safety keeps my Days,
And wiil my Siumgers Keep.
Poarn V.
For f!h: LQJ':FJ'D{{}' ﬂl"ﬂ‘f!:’l-?‘g’_
t OR D, in the Moming thou thalt hear
Vv Volce afceading high ;

T




PsaLMm V.

1o Thee will T diret my Pl'ﬂ}"r,
‘To Thee lift up mime Eve.

: Up to the Hills where Chrifl 15 gone
1o plead for 2li his Saints,
Prefenting at hus I ather’s Throne
Our 801 s cnd our Complaints,

. Thouw art o Gon, before whofe Sight
The Wicked thall not frand,
sinnzrs fhull nd'er te thy Delight,
Nor dwell at thy zght hand.

+ But to thy Houle wili T refort,
To taiie thy Mercies there;
1 will frequent thine holy Court,
And worthip in thy Pear,

; O may thy Spint guice my Feet
Tn W v's of Rzg_h eottine{s !

Mo "c cv y Path of Duty ftrat,
\nd pizin berore my Iace.

PavuseE.

& My watchful Fnemizs combine
To tempt my Feet aftray ;
They flatter with a bafe ])Lﬁn'n

'T'o make my Soul theis PI”}'.

- Lord, cruth the Serpent in the Duil,
And il his Plats deftioy
“hife thole thit in tay Mercy trafl :
Far ever fiwut r Jov.

S The Men thot leve and far thy Namo
Shall fee theie tioves fultd;
The misghty Gao will compals them
With Favour os o Shield,

.
t-'-l



12 Psarm VI

PsaLym VI. Common Metre.

Complaint in Sickrefs 3 or, Difeafes healed,

1 YN Anger, Lord, rebuke me not,
Withdraw the dreadful Storm;

Nos let thy Fury grow fo hot
Aganit a fecble Worm.

2 My Soul’s bow'd down with heavy Cares,
My Fleth with Pain oppreft:
My Couch is Witnefs to my Tears,
My Tears forbid my Rett.

» Sorrow and Pain wear out my Days]
I wafle the Night with Cries,
Counting the Minutes a3 tlw{y pafs,

*I'ill the {low Morning rife,

4 Shall I be fill tormented more ?
Mine Eye confum'd with Grief?
How long, my Gop, how long before
Thine Hand afford Relief?

g He hears when Duft and Afhes fpeak,
He pities all our Groans,

He faves us for his Mercies fake,
And heals our broken Bones.

6 The Virtue of his fovereign Word
Reftores our fainting Breath :
For filent Graves praife not the Lord,
Nor is he known in Death.

Psaim VI Long Metre.

Temptations in Sicknfs overcome.

When thou with Finlnefs doft chafuufe;

o LO R D, I can fufter thy Rebukes,

p;l'# But thy fierce Wrath I cannot bear,
E O let it not againlt me rife!

2 Pity



PsaLwm VIL 13

2 Pity my languithing Eftate,
- And eale the Sorrows that I feel ;

The Wounds thine heavy Hand hath made,
O let thy gentler Touches heal !

3 See how I pafs my weary Days

In Sighs and Groans; and when *tis Night,
My Bud is waterd with my Tears ;
My Grief confumes, and dims my Sight.

4 Look how the Powrs of Nature mourn !

How long Almighty Gop, how long 2
When {hall thine Hour of Grace return ?

L

When fhall I make thy Grace my Song ?

5 1 feel my Fleth fo near the Grave,
My Thoughts are tempted to Defpair ;
But Graves can never praife the Lord,
Tor all is Duft and Silence there,

» Depart, ye Tempters, from my Soul ;
And all defpairing Thoughts depart ;

My Gop who hears my humble Moan,
Will eafe my Flefh, and chear my Heart,

Psarwm VII.

O D Care of bis People, and Punifbment rf Pey-
Jecutors.

Y Traft is in my heavenly Friend,
My Hope in ‘Thee, my Gop;
Rife, and my helplefs Life defend
From thofe that feck my Blood.

With Infolence and Fury they
My Soul in picces tear,

Vs hungry Lions rend the Prey
Wihen no Deliverer's near.
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2 If 1 had e'er provok’d them firlt,

Or once abus’d my Foe,
Then let him tread my Life to Duft,
And lay mine Honour low.

4 If there be Malice found 1 me,
I kuow thy piercing Lkyes;
I fhould not dare appeal to Thee,
Nor atk my Gobp to rife.

g Arife,-my Gonb, lift up thy Hand,
Their Pride and Pow’r contrcul ;
Awake to Judgment, and cominand

Deliv'rance for my Soul.

Pavusck.

6 [Let Sinners and their wicked Rage
Be humbled to the Dult ;
Shail not the Gop of Truth cngage
'To vindicate the Juit!

~ He knows the Heart, he tries the Reins
He will defend (v’ Upright;
His fharpeft Arrows he ordams
Againlt the Sens cf Spight.

8 For me their Malice digg’d a Pit,
But there thenvives are calt;
My Gop makes all their Mifchiaf hight
On their own Heads at laft. ]

g That cruel perfecuting Race
Muft feel his dreadtul Sword ;
Awake, m: Soul., ind praife the Grace,
And Juince ¢ tlie Loxd.

b

PFsalLl
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Psarm VIII. Short Metre.
GODs Severeignty and Gooduefs ; and Man's Do-

minion over the Creatures.

1 Lord, our heavenly King,
Thy Name 15 all Divine;
Thy Glories round the Earth are {pread,
And o'er the Heav'ns they fhine,

2 When to thy Works on high
[ raife my wond'ring Eyes,

And {ce the Moon complete in Light
Adorn the darkfome Skies :

3 When I {urvey the Stars
And all their fhining Forms,

Lord, what is Man, that worthlefs Thing
A-kin to Duft and Worms ?

4 Lord, what is worthlefs Man,
That thou fhould’t love him fo?

Next to thine Angels is he placd,
And Lord of all below.

5 Thine Honours crown his Head,
While Beafts, like Slaves obey,

And Birds that cut the Air with Wings,
And fifh that cleave the Sea.

5 How rich thy Bounties are!
And wond’rous are thy Ways :

Of Duft and Worms thy Pow’r can frame
A Monument of Praife.

7 [Out of the Mouths of Balyes
And Sucklings thou canft draw
- Surprizing Honours to thy Name,
And firike the World with Awe,

8 O
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g O Lord, our heav'nly King,
Thy Name 15 all Divine:

Thy Glories round the Earth are {pread,
And o'er the Heav'ns they {hine. )

PsaLM vIII. Common Metre,
Chriff's Caﬂdeﬁenﬁan and Glorification 5 OF, GOD
made Man.
I Tord, our Lord, how wondrous great

Is thine exalted Name!

The Glories of thy heav'nly State
Let Men and Babes proclaim.

» When I behold thy Works on high,
The Moon that rules the Night,
And Stars that well adorn the Sky,
Thofe moving Worlds of Light ;

2 Lord, what s Man, or all his Race,

Who dwells fo far below,
That thou thould'ft vifit him with Grace,

And love his Nature {o?

4 That thine eternal Son fhould bear
To take a mortal Form,
Made lower than his Angels are,
To fave a dying Worm.

s [Yetwhile heliv'id on Earth unknown,
And Men would not adore,

Th obedient Seas and Fifhies own
His Godhead and his Pow'r.

6 The Waves lay {pread beneath his Feet 3
And Fifh at his Command
Bring ther large Shoals to Pefer’s Net,

Dring Tribute to his Hand.

v Thele
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7 Thefe lefler Glories of the Son
Shone thro' the flefaly Cloud ;
Now we behold him on his Throne,
And Men confefs him Gob.]}

8 Let him be crown’d with Majefty
Who bow'd his Head to Death ;

And be his Honours founded high,
By alt Things that have Breath.

9 Fefus, our Lord, how wondrous great

Is thine exalted Name!
The Glorics of thy heavenly State
Let the whole Earth proclamm.

Psavm VIIL Ver. 1, 2. Paraphrasd.
Firff Part.. Long Metre.

The Hofanna of the Children; or, Infants praifiaz
GOD.

I Lmighty Ruler of the Skies,

Thro' the wide Earth thy Name 1s {pread,
And thine cternal Glories rife
O’er all the Heav'ns thy Hands have made.

2 To thee the Voices of the Young

A Monument of [onour ratfe ;
And Babes with uninftru€ed Tongue
Declare the Wonders of thy Pratfe.

3 Thy Pow’r aflifts their tender Age
To bring proud Rebels to the Ground,
To ftill the bold Blafphemer’s Rage,
And all their Policies confound.

4 Children amidft thy Temple throng
To fce their great Redeemer's Face;
The Son of Dawid is their Song,
And young Hofamna's fill the Place.
B s The
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g "The frowning Scyibes and angry Priefts
{n vain their impious Cavils bring ;
Revenge fits fileut in their Breafts,
While Fezvi/b Babes proclaim their King.

voanu VIIL Per. 3, &C. Paraphras'd.
Second Part. Long Metre.

Adam axd Chritt, Lords of the 0/ and Neaw Greation.
1 O R D, what was Man, when made at firlt,

Aiam the Offipring of the Dl
That thou fhould'it (vt him and his Race

But juft below an Angel’s Place?

2 That thou Mhould'ft raife his I ture {o,

And make him Lord of ail betuw,
Make every Dealt and Bird fubmit,

And lay the ['ithes at his Feet ?
3 But O what brighter Glorics wait
1 crown the focond Adans State 2
Vh .t HHonours (hall thy Son adorn
Wiao condefcended to be born?
4 St him below his Angels made ;
<oz him in Duft amongit the Dead,
v, fave a ruin'd World from Sin:
Pat he Mall reign with Pow’s divine.
he Worid to come redeem’d from all
e Mferies that attend the Fall,
N.ow made, and glorious, fhall fubmut
At our exalted Saviowr's Feet.

Psanym IX. Fff:/? Part.

yvath and Mercy from the T udgment-Seat.
IT H my whole Heart I'll raife my Song,
Thy Wonders I'll proclaim.
Thou

N & ¥
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Thou fov'reign Judge of Right and Wrong
Wilt put my Foes to Shame.

2 T'll fing thy Majefty and Grace;
My Gop prepares his Throne
To judge the World in Righteou{nefs,
And make his Vengeance known.

3 Then {hail the Lord a Refuge prove
For all the Poor oppreft ;

To {ave the People of his Love,
And give the Weary Ret.

4 The Men that know thy Name will truft

j In thy abundant Grace ;

For thou haft n:Yer forfook the Juft,
Who humk.y {eek thy Face.

s Sing Praifes to the Righteous Lord,
Who dwells on Zion's Hill,
Who executes his threat’ning Word,

And doth his Grace fulfil.

Psavm IX. Per. 12, Second Part.
The WFifdom and Equit; of Providerce.
1 HHEN the great Judge Supreme and Juft,
" Shall once enquire for B}l,ood,

The humble Souls that mourn in Duft
Shall find a faithful Gobo.

2 He {rom the dreadful Gates of Death
Does his own Children raife :
In Zion’s Gates with chearful Breath
They fing their Father’s Praife.

3 His Foes fhall fall with heedlefs Feet
Into the Pit they made;
And Sinners perifh in the Net
That their own Hands have {pread.
B2 4 Thus
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4 Thus by thy Judgments, mighty Goov,
Ate thy deep Counfels known ;
When Men of Mifchief are deftroy’d,

'The Snare muit be their own.

Pavuset.

5 The Wicked thall fink down to Hell;
''hy Wrath devour the Lands
‘That dare forget ‘Thee, or rebel
Againft thy known Commands.

6 Tho' Szints to fore Diftrels are brought,
And wait and long complain,
Their Cries thall not be fill forgot,
Nor fhall their Hopes be vain.

- [Rife, great Redeemer, from thy Seat
To judge and fave the Poor ;
Iet Nations tremble at thy Feet,
And Man prevail no more.

g Thy Thunder fhall afiright the Proud,
And put their Hearts to Pain,
Make "em confefs that thou art Goo,

And they but feeble Men. ]

PsaLum X.

Praycr heard, and Scints fawved ; or, Pride, Atheifm
and Oppreffion punif’d. |

For a Humiliation Day.

’ W HY doth the Lord itand oft fo far?
And why conceal his Face,

When great Calamities appear,
And Times of deep Diitrefs 2

g Yord, Mall the Wicked il deride

Thy Juftice and thy Power ?
Shall
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Shall they advance their [{eads in Pride,
And full thy Saints devour ?

3 They put thy Judgments from their Sight,
And then muult the Poor ;

They boatt in their exalted Heighe,
That they fhall fall no more.

4 Arife, O Gop, lift up thine Hand,
Attend our humble Cry ;

No Lnemy fhall dare to ftand
When Gob afcends on high.

Pavsrk.
5 Why do the Men of Malice r: ce,
And {2y with foolith Pride.
“ The GOD of Heav'n auill ne'er enzaze
“ To fiaht on Zion's Side.

6 But thou for ever art our Lord ;
And pow’rful is thine Hand,

As when the Heathens felt thy Sword,
And perifh’d from thy Land

7 Thou wilt prepare our Hearts to [ray,
And caufe thine Ear to hear ;

He hearkens what his Chillren fay,
And puts the World in Feqr.

8 Proud Tyrants fhall no more opprefs,
No more defpife the Juft ;

And mighty Sinners fhall confufs
Fhey are but Earth and Duft.

PsavrLmX]I.

GOD lyves the Rizhteous, and hates the Hicked,

MY Refuge is the Gop of Love,
Why do my Foes infult and cry,

3 1 sz
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‘¢ F‘T, [iee @ Fmgrons f}‘ﬁ'méﬁ?zg Da-'b':’,
¢ T, difant 1Wesds or NMountains fiy.

~ 1f Government be all deftroy’d,
{ Thot hrm Foundation of our Peace)
And V:olence makes Juftice void,
Where fhall the Righteous feelc Redrefs ?

The Lord in IHeaven has fix’d his Throre,
His Eve {urveys the World below 3
Tc him ail mort:l Things are known,

LY

His Eye-lids ‘earch our Spirits thro'.

1 Tf he aflicts his Saints {o far,
To prove their [ove, and try their Grace,
W hat may the bold Tran:greflors fear?
His very Scal abhors their Ways.

5 On impious \Wretches he fhall rain
Tempeiis of Brimitone, Fire and Deati,
Cuch os he kindied on the Plam
Of Sz, with his 2DgTY Breath.
6 The righteous Iord loves righteous Souls,

\i hote 1houghts ~ng Actions 2ré fincere,

And witl o gr:acious Eye beholds
Tha Men that his own 1maige bear.
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Their Lips are Flattery and Decert,
And their proud Language 1s profane.

1 But Lips that with Deceit abound
Shall not maintain their Triumph long ;
The Gop of Vengeance will conlound
The flatt’ring and blafpheming Tongue.

a Yot fhall cur Words be free, they cry ;
““ Our Tonsues fhall be contronl'd by noue.
“ Wlereis the Lord wwill afé us «why ?
“ Or fay, our Lips are not our oxun?

s The Lord who {ees the Poor oppreft,
And hears th’ Oppreflor’s havghty Strain,
Wil rite to give his Children Rett,

Nor fball they truft his Word in vain,

6 Thy Word, O Lord, tho’ often try'd,
Void of Deceit fhall itul appear;
Not Silver feven times punty’d
From Drofs and Mixture fhines {o cleas.

2 Thy Grace fhall in the darkeft Hour’
Detend the holv Soul from Harm ;
Tho’ when the vilefR Men have Power
On every Side will Sinners {fwarm.

Psarm XII, Common Metre.

Complaint of a gemeral Corruption of Manners ;
or, The Promife and Signs of Chrifi's coming 10
Judsment,

[ ELP, Lord, for Men of Virtue ful,
Religion lofes Ground ;
4 e Sons of Violence prevail,
And Treacheries abound.

B 4 2 Ther
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o, Their Oaths and Promifes they break,
Yet aét the Flatterer’s Part;
With fair deceitful Lips they {peak,
And with a double Heart.

1 If we reprove fome hateful Lye,
How 1s their Fury flir’d?
“ Are not our Lips aur owvn, they cry,

¢ - And qvho fhall be our Lord ?

4 Scoffers appear on cvery Side,
Where a vile Race of Men
Is rais’d to Seats of Pow’r and Pride,
And bears the Sword in vam.

PavuseE.

g Lord, when Imquitics abourd,
And Blafphemy grows bold,
When Faith is hardly to be found,
And Love is waxing cold ;

6 Is not thy Chariot haft'nmg on?
Haft thou not giv’n this Sign ?
May we not truft and live upon
A Promife fo divine?

% ¢ Yes, faith the Lord, now will I rife,
«« And make Oppreflors flee ;
¢ T fhall appear to their Surprize,
« And {ct my Servants free.

g Thy Word, like Silver feven times try'd,
Thro* Ages fhall endure;
'The Men that in thy Truth confide
Shall find the Promife {ure.

PsalLM



Psaim XIIL 2§

Psavm XIII. Long Metre.

Pleading ewith GOD under Defertion ; or, Hope in
Darknefs.

1 OW long, O Lord, fhall I complain
Like one that fecks his Gop in vain?
Can’ft thou thy Face for ever hide?

And I ftill pray, and be deny’d ?

2 Shall I for ever be forgot,
As one whom thou regardeft not ?
Stll fhall my Soul thine Abfence mousn ?
And ftill defpair of thy Return ?

5 How long fhall my poor troubled Breait

Be with thefe anxious Thoughts oppreft ?
And Satan, my malicious Foe,

Rejoice to fec me funk fo low ?

4 Hear, Lord, and grant me quick Relief;
Before my Death conclude my Grief,
It thou with-hold thy heavenly Light,
I fleep in everlafting Night.

s How will the Pow’rs of Darknefs boaft
1f but one praying Soul be loft ?
But I have trufted in thy Grace,

And fhall again behold thy Face.

& Whatc’er my Fears or Foes fuggeft,
Thou art my Hope, my Joy, my Reft.
My Heart fhall feel thy Love, and raife
My chearful Voice to Songs of Praile.

Psaras XIII, Common Metre.

Complaint under Temptations of the Devil,
? O W long wilt thou conceal thy. Face ?
My Gop, how long delay 2
Bs When
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When fhall I fecl thofe heavenly Rays
'That chafe my Fears away ?.

2 How loug fhall my poor Jab'ring Soul
Wreflle and toil in vain?

Thy Word can all my Foes controul,
And cafe my raging Pain.

3 See how the Prince of Darknefs tries
All his malicious Arts,
He fpreads a Mift around my Eyes,
And throws his fiery Darts.

4 Be thou my Sun, and thou my Shield,
My Soul in Safety keep ;

Make hafte before mine Eyes are {eal'd
In Death's cternal Sleep.

5 How would the Tempter boaft aloud
If I become his Prey !

Behold the Sons of Hell grow proud
At thy fo long Delay.

6 But they fhall fly at thy Rebuke,

!

And Satan hide his Head ;
He knows the Terrors of thy Look,
And hears thy Voice with Dread.

7 Thou wilt difplay that fovereign Grace
Where all my Hopes have hung ;
I fhall employ my Lips in Praife,
And Viét'ry fhall be {ung,

Psarw XIV. Firft Part

By Nature all Mﬂf are Sinners,
1 F'O OLS in their Hearts believe and fay,

¢ 'That all Religiﬂn's vain,
¢« There isno Gob that reigns on high,
¢« Or minds th® Affairs of Men.,

2 From
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2 From Thoughts fo dreadful and profane
Corrupt Difcourfe proceeds ; -

And in their impious Hands are found
Abominable Deeds.

3 The Lord from his Celeftial Throne
Look'd down on Things below,
To find the Man that fought his Grace,
Or did his Juftice know.

4 By Nature all are gone aftray,
Their Praétice all the fame ;
There’s none that fears his Maker’s Hand,
There's none that loves his Name,

5 Their Tongues are us'd to {peak Deceit,
'Their Slanders never ceafe

-iow fwift to Mifchief are their Feet,
Nor know the Paths of Peace!

6 Such Seeds of Sin (that bitter Root)
In ev'ry Heart are found ;.
Nor can they bexr diviner Fruit,

'T1ll Grace refine the Ground.

Psavrm XIV. Second Part:

The Folly of Perfecutors.

1 R ¥, Smners now fo fenfelefs grown
'That they the Saints devour ?
And never worfhip at thy Throne,
Nor fear thine awful Power ?

2 Great Gop, appear to their Surprize,
Revexl thy dreadful Name ;
Let them no more thy Wrath defpife,
Nor turn our Hope to Shame. »

3 Doft thou not dwell amoeng the Juft,
And yet our Foes deride,
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That we fhould make thy Name our Traft:
Great Gop, confound their Pride.

4 O that the joyful Day were come
To finith our Diftrefs
When Gop fhall bring his Children home,
Our Songs fhall never ceafe.

Psarym XV. Common Metre.

Clarafters of @ Saint ; or, a Citizen of Zion ;
or, the Qualifications of a Chriflian.

I W H O fhall inhabit in thy Hill,
O Gop of Holinefs ?
Whom will the Lord admut to dwell
So near his Throne of Grace?

, The Man that walks io pious Ways,
And works with righteous Hands ;
' That trufts his Maker's Promifes,
And follows his Commands.

3 He fpeaks the Meaning of his Heart,
Nor flanders with bis Tongue;;
Will fcarce believe an ill Report,
)5 Nor do his Neighbour Wrong,

4 The wealthy Sinner he contemns,
Loves all that fear the Lord ;
And tho' to his own Hurt he {wears,
Still he performs his Word.

¢ His Hands difdain a golden Bribe,

And never gripe the Poor.
This Man fhall dwell with Gop en Earth,

And find his Heaven {ecure,

g

[

Psatm
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PsaiLwm XV. Long Metre.

Religion and Juftice, Goodnefs and Truth ; or,
Dutics to GOD and Man ; or, the Qualifications
of a Chriflian.

I HO fhall afcend thy heav’nly Place,
Great Gop, and dwell before thy Face?
The Man that minds Religion now,

And humbly walks with Gobp below.

2 Whofe Hands are pure, whofe Heart is clean;
Whofe Lips ftill {peak the Thing they mean;
No Slanders dwell upon his Tongue :

He hates to do his Neighbour Wrong.

3 [Scarce will he truft an ill Report,
Nor vents 1t to his Neighbour’s Hurt :
Sinners of State he can defpife,

But Saints are honour'd in his Eyes.]

4 [Firm to his Word he ever ftood,
And always makes his Promife good ?
Nor dares to change the Thing he fwears,
Whatever Pain or Lofs he bears.]

5 [He never deals in bribing Gold,
And mourns that Juftice fhould be fold ;
While others gripe and grind the Poor,
oweet Charity attends his Door.]

O He loves his Enemies, and prays
For thofe that curfe him to his Face-
And doth to all Men ftil} the ame
'That he would hope or with from them.

7 Yet, when his holieft Works are done,
His Soul depends on Grace alone :
This is the Man thy Face fhall fee,

And dwell for ever, Lord, with Thee.
1

PS;‘:LR_
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PsaLm XVI. Firff Part. Long Metre.

Confzffion of our Poverty s and, Saints the beft Con:-
pany: or, Good Works profit Men, not GOD.
1 Referve me, Lord, in Time of Need,
For Succour to thy Throne I flee,
But have no Merits there to plead ;
My Gooduefs cannot reach to Thee.

2 Oft have my Heart and Tongue conleft,
How empty and how poor L am;
My Praifc can never make thee bleft,
Nor add new Glories to thy Name.

2 Yet, Lord, thy Saints on Earth may reap
Some Profit by the Good wedo;
Thefe are the Company 1 keep,
Thefe are the choiceft Friends I know,

4 Let others chule the Sons of Mirth
To give a Relifh to their Wine,
I love the Men of heavenly Birth,
Whofe Thouzhts and Language are divine.

Psavm XVI. Second Part. Long Metre.
Chrifi's All-fufficiency.
1 OW faft their Guilt and Sorrows rife,

Who hafte to feek fome Idol God?

I will not tafte their Sacrifice,
Their Off 'rings of forbidden Blood.

2 My Gob provides a richer Cup,
And nobler FFood to live upon,
He for my Life has ofter’d up
Fefus his beft-beloved Son.

3 His Love 15 my perputunl Fealt ;

By Day his Counfels guide me right ;
Anl
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And be his Name for ever bleft, .
Who gives me fiveet Advice by l\xg‘lt

4 I fet him fhill before mine Eyes ;
At my Right-hand he ftands prepar’d
To keep my Soul from all Surprize,
And be my everlaiting Guard.

Psarym XVI. Third Part. Long Metre.
Cazzrage in Death, and Hope of the RefurreSion.

HLEN Gabp 1s nigh, my Faith 1s ftrong,
His Arm 1s my almighty Prop :

Be glad, my Heart, rejoice, my Tongue,
My dying Flefh lhall reft in Hope.

2 Tho' inthe Duft I lay my Head,
Yet, gracious Gop, thou wilt not leave

My Soul for ever with the Dead,
Nor lofe thy Children in the Grave.

3 My Flefh fhall thy firft Call obey,
Shake oft the Duft, and rife on high ;
Then fhait thou lead the wondrous Way
Up to thy Throne above the Sky.

¢ There Streams of endlefs Pleafure flow ;
And fall Difcoveries of thy Grace
( Which we but tafted here below)

Sprexl Heav'nly Joys thro' all the Place.

Peanm XVI, 1.=8. Firft Part. Common Metre,
Support and Counfel from GOD auithout Merit,

! SAVE me, O Lord, from every Foe ;
In Thee my I'ru{’c I place,

Tho' all the Good that T can do

Can nc’er deferve thy Grace,

2 Yet
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2 Yet if my Gop prolong my Breath,
The Saints may profit by't;
The Saints the Glory of the Earth,
The Men of my%elight.

2 Let Heathens to their Idols hatfte,
And worfhip Wood or Stone ;

But my delightful Lot is calt
Where the True Gop 15 known.

4 His Hand provides my conftant Food,
He fills my daily Cup;
Much am I pleas’d with prefent Good,

But more rejoice in Hope.

s Gop 1s my Portion and my Joy;
His Counfels are my Light:
He gives me fweet Advice by Day,
And gentle Hints by Night.

6 My Soul would all ker Thoughts approve
To his all-fecing Eye;
Not Death nor Hell my Hope fhall move
While fuch a Friend is nigh.

- - - - — 1
LAYl o o H

Psarum XVI. Second Part. Common Metre. |

The Death and Refurreftion of Chrift.

; ¢ Y Set the Lord before my Face,
«« He bears my Courage up:
« My Heart and Tongue their Joys exprefs,
¢ ‘My Flefh fhall reft in Hope.

2 ¢ My Spirit, Lord, thou wilt not leave
¢« Where Souls departed are 3
¢ Nor quit my Body to the Grave
« 'T'q fee Corruption there.

3 ¢ Thou wilt reveal the Path of Life,

¢ And raife me to thy Throne:
) « Thy
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« Thy Courts immortal Pleafure give,
¢« Thy Prefence Joys unknown.

4 [Thus in the Name of Chrift, the Lord,
The holy Dawid {ung,
And Providence fulfils the Word
Of his Prophetick Tongue. .

s Jefus, whom every Saint adores,
Was crucify’d and flain ;
Bchold the Tomb its Prey reftores,
Behold he lives again.

6 Wken fhall my Fect arife and ftand
On Heav'ns eternal Hills ?
There fits the Son at Gonp’s Right-hand,
And there the Father {mules. ]

Psavu XVIL Per. 13, {c.  Short Metre,

Portion of Saints and Sinners; or, Hope and De-
Spair in Death.

1 RISE, my gracious Gobo,
And make the Wicked flee ;
They are but thy chaftifing Rod
'To drive thy Saints to Thee.

2 Behold the Sinner dics,

His haughty Words are vain ;
Here in this Life his Plexfure lies,

And all beyond is Pain,

3 Then let his Pride advance,
And boaft of all his Store ;

The Lord is my Inheritance,
My Soul can wifh no more.

$ 1 fhall behold the Face
Of my forgiving Gov ;
Ard
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And ftand compleat in Righteoufnefs,
Wafl’d in my Saviour’s Blood.

s There's a new Heav’n begun
When I awake from Death,
Dreft in the Likenefs of thy Son,
- And draw immortal Breath.

Psarn X JII. Long Metre.

The Sinner's Portion an? Sain?s Hopo 5 o, the Hea-
wen of fiparate Soils, and the Refuarveition.

¥ ORD, I .m thine: But thou wilt prove
My Laity, my Patienes, anlmy LOVE
W hon Men of spiic wgainit me join,
They are the Sword, the Hand Is thine,

2 Their Hope and Yortion ¢ below 3
*Tis i} the [-ppinefs they know,
*Tis all they feek ; they t.~e thelr Charpes,
And leave the relt among tneir Liws,

3 Wh-t Sinners v. lue, [ reomm;
Lord, *tis cnoneh it thot
I fhall beho'd tny bistsral Fac
And thand compieat 1 g
4 'This Lis 2 Dieam, aa enpdy
But the prigit Workd o PRTRAY IRV
Hzth jors bttt aad sineere s
Wien fhdl T owake, and fod e Gae
s O g 10710 our! O bied Aoude!
1 il be near, and ke my Gon!
And Fledh an ! sin no more controul
"The fiered Pledures of the Soul.
6 My Ficfh fiadl flambor mthe Ground,
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‘Then burft the Chains with fweet Surprize,
And in my Saviour’s Image rife.

Psaim XVIIL. Firf Part.
. Long Metre. /Ver. 1—0, 15-—=—18.

D:liverance from Defpair ; or, Temptations overcome.

1 HEE will Ilove, O Lord, my Strength,
My Rock, my Tower, my high Dcfence ;
Thy mighty Arm fhall be my Truft,

For I have found Salvation thence.

2 Death, and the Terrors of the Grave
Stood round me with their difmal Shade ;
While Floods of high Temptations rofe,
And made my finking Soul afraid.

3 T faw the op'ning Gatesof Hell
With endlefs Pains and Sorrows there,.
Which none but they that feel can tell,
While I was horry’d to. Defpair,

4 In my Diftrefs L icall'd my Gop,
When I could fcarce telieve him mine :
He bow'd his Ear to my Complaint;
Then did his Grace appear divine.

¢ [With Speed he flew to my Relief,
As on 2 Cherub’s Wing he rode’s
Awful and bright as Lightning fhone
The Face of my Déliverer Goo.,

¢ Temptations fled at his Rebuke,
The Blaft of his Almizhty Breath;
He fent Salvation from on high,
And drew me from the Deeps of Death.}

- Great were my Fears, my Fogs were great,

Much was their Strength, and miore theit Rage;
| | But
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But Chriff, my Lord, is Conqueror fill
In all the Wars that Devils wage.

8 My Song for ever fhall record
That terrible, that joyful Hour ;
And give the Glory to the Lord
Due to his Mercy and his Power.

Psarwm XVIIL

Second Part.” Ver. 20~26.  Long Metre.

Sincerity prawd and rezvarded.

! ORD, thou haft {cen my Soul fincere,
Haft made thy Truth and Love appear;
Before mine Eyes 1 {et thy Laws,

And thou haft own'd my rightcous Caufe.

2 Since I have learn’d thy holy Ways,
I've walk’d upright before thy Faces
Or if my Feet did €’er depart,

*T'was never with a wicked Heart.

2 What fore Temptations broke my Reit!
What Wars and Strugglings in my Breaft!
But thro’ thy- Grace that reigns within
I guard againft my darling Sin.

4 That Sin that clofe befets me full,

That works and ftrives againft my W:li;

When fhall thy Spirit’s fovereign Power
Deltroy it, that it rife no more?

s [With an impartial Hand the Lord
Deals out to Mortals their Reward :
The kind and faithful Souls fhall find
A Gonbp as faithful and as kind.

6 The Juft and Pure fhall ever fay,
Thou art more pure, more jzit than they

And
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And Men that love Revenge fhall know
Gop hath an Arm of Vengeance too.

Psavm XVIIL 7hird Part. Ver. 30, 31, 34,
35, 46, Fe.  Long Metre,

Rejoicing in GOD ; or, Salvation and Triumph,

t JUST are thy Ways, and true thy Word,
Great Rock of my fecure Abode:
Who is a Gop befide the Lord ?

Or wherz’s a Refuge like our Gop ?

2 'Tis He that girds me with his Might,
Gives me his holy Sword to wield ;

And while with Sin and Hell I fight,
Spreads his Salvation for my Shield.

3 He lives, (and blefled be my Rock)
The Gop of my Salvation lives,

The dark Defigns of Hell are broke;

Sweet 15 the Peace my Father gives.

4 Before the Scofters of the Age
I will exalt my Father’s Name,
Nor tremble at their mighty Rage,

But meet Reproach, and bear the Shame.

5 To Dawvid and his Royal Seed
Thy Grace for ever fhall extend ;

Thy Love to Saints in Chriff their Head
Knows not a2 Limit, nor an End.

- Psavwy XVIIL. Firf Part. Common Metre.
- Viftory and Triumph over Temporal Enemies.

! E love Thee, Lord, and we adore,
Now 1s thine Arm reveal’d:

Thou art our Strength, our heav’nly Tow'r,
Our Bulwark and our Shield.

2 We
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. We fly to our eternal Rock,
And find a fure Pefence ;
His holy Name our Lips invoke,
And draw Salvation thence.

5 When Gop our Leader thines in Arms,
-~ What mortal Heart can bear
The Thunder of his foud Alarms?
The Lightning of his Spear?
4 He rides upon the winged Wind,
' And Angels in Array '
Tn Millions wait to know his Mind,
And fwift as Flames obey.
He fpeaks, and at his fierce Rebuke

5 Whole Armies are difmayed ;
His Voice, his Frown, his angry Look

6 1le forms our Generals for the Field
With all their dreadful Skall ;
Gives them his awful Sword to wield, !
And makes their Hearts of Steel.

2 [He arms our Captains to the Fight,
(Tho' there his Name's forgot;
He givded Gyrus with his Might,
But Cyrus knew him not. )

8 Oft has the Lord whole Nations bleft
For his own Church’s {ake ; |
The Powers that give his People Re
Shall of his Care partake. ] -

PsaLmM XVILI. Second Part. Common Metie.
*} The Conqueror's Song.
1 TO thine Almighty Arm we owe

The Triumphs of the Day ;
Thy
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Thy Terrors, Lord, confound the Foe,
And melt their Strength away.

2 *Tis by thine Aid our Troops prevail,
Ard break united Pow’rs,
Or burn their boafted Fleets, or fcale
The proudeft of their Tow'ss,

3 How have we chas’d them thro’ the Fig!
And trod them to the (sround,
While thy Saivation was our Shield,
But they no Shelter found !

4 In vam to Idol Saints they cry,
And perith in their Blood :
Where is a Rock {o great, {o high,
So powerful as our Gop ?

5 The Rock of Ifiacl ever lives,
His Name be ever bleft
115 ais own Arm the Victory gives,
And gives his People Reft.
6 On Kings that reign as Dawid did
He pours his Eleflings down ;
Secures their Honours to their Sced,
And well fupports the Crown.

39

d,

Psarm XIX. Firff Part. Short Metre.
The Bopl of Nature and § cripture.

For a Lord's-Day Morning.

' Y Ehold the lofty Sky

Declares its Maker Go D,
Ana all his Starry Works on high
Proclaim his Power abroad.

> The Darknefs and the Light
SUll keep their Courfe the fame ;

While
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While Night to Day, and Day to Night
Divinely teach his Name.

3 In every different Land
Their general Voice is known ;
They thew the Wonders of his Hand,

And Orders of his Throne.

4 Ye Britifs Lands rejoice,
Here he reveals his Word,

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

s His Statutes and Commands
Are fet before our Eyes,

He put his Gofpel 1n our Hands,
Where our Salvation ltes.

6 His Laws are juft and pure,
His Truth without Deceit,

His Promifes for ever fure,
And his Rewards are great.

7 [Not Honey to the Tafte
Affords {fo much Delight,

Nor Gold that has the Furnace paft
So much allures the Sight.

8 While of thy Works I fing,

Thy Glory to proclaim,
Accept the Praife, my Gop, my King,
In my Redecmer’s Name. ]

Psavw XIX. Sccond Part, Short Metre
GOD's Word moft excellent 5 or, Sincerily and
Watchfuluefs,

For a Lord's - Day Morning,

5 Fhold the Morning Sun

j Begins his glorious Way;
His
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His Beams thro’ all the Nations run,
Ard Life and Light convey.

2 But where the Gofpel comes
It fpreads diviner Light,

It calls dead Sinners from their Tombs,

And gives the Blind their Sight,

3 How perfet is thy Word!
And all thy Judgments juit;
For ever fure thy Promife, Lord,

And Men fecurely truft,

4 My gracious Gop, how plait.
Are thy Diretions giv'n !

O may I never read in vain,
But find the Path to Heaven'

Pavsre,

5 I hear thy Word with Love,
And I would fain obey ;

Send thy good Spirit from above
To guide me, left [ ftray.

6 O who can ever find
The Errors of his Ways ?

l Yet with a bold prefumptuous Mind
I would not dare tranfgrefs,

7 Warn me of every Sin,
Forgive my fecret Faults,

And cieanfe this guilty Soul of mine,
Whofe Crimes exceed my Thoughts.

S While with my Heart and Tongue
I fpread thy Praife abroad ;

Accept the Worthip and the Song,
My Saviour and my Gop

C

P.apw
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Psatnm XIX. Long Metre.

Ths Books of Nature and of Scripture compar'd 3 OF
The Glory and Succefs of the Gofpel.

{ H E Heavens declare thy Glory, Lord,
[n every Star thy Witdom fhines :

But whep our Lycs b.ehald thy Word,

We rcad thy Name in faier Lines.

, The rolling Sun, the changing Light,
And Nights and Days thy Power confefs ;
But the bleft Volume thou hait writ
Reveals thy Juftice and thy Grace.

5 Sun, Moon .nd Stars convey thy Praife
Round the whole Earth, and never ftand :
So when thy Truth begun its Race,
I+ touch'd, and glanc'd on cv'ry Land.

Nor fhall thy {preading Gofpel reft
Till thro' the World thy Truth has run;
Till Chrift has all the Nations bleft

That {ee the Light, or feel the dun.

. Great Sun of Righteoufnefs, arife,
Plefs the dark World with heavenly Light;
Thy Gofpel makes the Simple wiie ;
Thy Laws arc pure, thy Judgments right.
6 'Thy noblett Wonders here we view
Tn Souls renew'd, and Sins forgiv'n:

4 - '
Lord, cleanle my Sws, my Soul renew,
And make thy Word my Guide to Heav'n.

4

PsaLu XIX. To the Tune of the 113th Plalm.

The Bosk of Nature and Scripture.

1 GReat Gop, the Heaven’s well-order’d Framt
Declares the Glories of thy Name:
) T hen
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There thy rich Works of Wonder fhine,
A thoufand flarry Beauties there,
A thoufand radiant Marks appear

Of boundlefs Power, and Skill divine.

> From Night to Day, from Day to Night,
The dawming and the dying Light, -
LeCtures of heavenly Wifdom read ;
With filent Eloquence they rife
Our Thoughts to our Creator’s Praife,
And neither Sound nor Language need,

3 Yet their divine Inftructions ryn
I'ar as the Journeys of the Sun,
And every Nation knows their Vojce -

The Sun like fome young Bridegroom dreft,
Breaks from the Chambers of the Eaft,

Rolls round, and makes the Earth rejoice.

4 Where-c'er he fpreads his Beams abroad,
iic fmiles, and fpeaks his Maker, Gop :
All Nature joins to fhew thy Praife :
hus Gop in every Creatare fhines »
Lair is the Book of Nature's Lines,
But fairer is the Book of Grace.

Pavuss,

5 1 love the Volumes -of thy Word ;
What Light and Joy thofe Leaves aftord
Vo Souls benighted and difireft 1
Thy Precepts puide my doubtful Way,
Thy Fear torbids my I'eet to ftray,
Thy Promiie leads my tHeart to Reft,

b From the Difcoveries of thy Law
The verfe® Rules of Life T ¢ raw 3
Thefe are my Study and Delighe;
et Honey o mvites the Tajte, -

C2 Nor
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Nor Gold that hath the Furnace paft
Aprpears {o pleafing to the Sight.
» 'Thy Threatnings wake my {lumbring Lys,
Apd warn me where my Danger lies ;

But "tis thy blefled Gofpel, Lord,
That makes my guilty Confcience clean,

Converts my Soul, {ubdues my Sin,
And gives 2 free, but large Reward.

> Who knows the Errors of his Thoughts?

4 My Gon, forgive my fecret Faults,
And from prefumptuous Sins reftrain :

Accept my poor Attempts of Prailc,
‘That I have read thy Book of Grace
and Book of Nature not 11 vain.

Psarm XX.
Prayer and Hope of Victory.
For a Day of Prayer in Time of War.

OW may the Gop of Power and Grace |
Attend his People’s humble Cry! 7

*f ehovab hears when Ifracl prays,
And brings Deliverance from on high.

, The Name of Facob's Gop defends
Better than Shields or brazen Walls ;
He from his Sanétuary {ends
Succour and Strength when Zi

3 Well he remembers all our Sighs,
His Love exceeds our beft Delerts ;
His Love accepts the Sacrifice
Of humble (roans and broken Hearts.

4 In his Salvation is our Hope,
And in the Name of Ifrael’s Gob

on calls.
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Cur ‘Troops fhall lift their Banners up,
Our Navies {pread their Flags abroad.

Some truft . Hor'es train'd for War,
And fome of Chariots make their Boall:
Our {urelt Expe&ations are

Irom ‘T'hee the Lord of heavealy Hoits.

1 O muy the Memory of thy Name
Infpire our Aymies for the Fight!

Our Foes fhail fall and die with Shame.
Or quit the Field with fhaneful Fheht. |

~ Now fave us, Lord, from flavith Fear,
Now let our Hope be firm and ltzong,
111l thy Salvation fhall appear,
And Joy and Triumph raife the Song,

Psarym XXI. Common Metre,
Our King is the Care of Heaxen,

I TH E King, O Lord, with Songs of Praife
Shall in thy Strength rejoice ;

And bleft with thy Salvation raife
To Heaven his chearful Voice.

2 Thy fure Defence thro® Nations round
Has {pread his glorious Name ;
And his fuccefsful A&ions crown'd
With Majetty and Fame.

3 Then let the King on Gop alone
For timely Aid rely ;
His Mercy thall fupport the Throne,
And all our Wants fupply.

4 Dut, righteous Lord, his ftubborn Fops
chall feel thy dreadful IHand ;
Thy vengeful Arm fhall find oyt thofe
That Eﬂte his mild Command.

C3 5 When



46 Psarm XXL

g When thou againft them doft engage
Thy juft, but dreadful doom

Shall, like a ficry Oven’s Rage,
‘Their Hopes and them conjume.

6 Thus, Lord, thy wond'rous Power declare,
And thus exalt thy Fame;
Whilt we glad Songs of Praife prepare
For thine Almighty Name.

Psarpy XXI. 1—90. Long Mectre.
Chrift ovalied to the Kiugdam.

D AV ID rejoicd in Gop his Strength,

Raisd to the Throne by fpecial Grace,

But Chrift the Son appears at length,
Fulfils the Triumph and the Praife.

2 How great is the Mcffrab’s Joy
In the Salvation of thy Hand !
Lord, thou haft raisd his Kingdom high,

And giv'n the World to his Command.

Thy Goodnefs grants whate’er he will,
Nor doth the leaft Requeft with-hold ;

1

Bleflings of Love prevent him fhll,
And Crowns of Glory, not of Gold.

4 Honour and Majefly divine
Around his {acred ¥ emples {hine ;
Ploft with the Favour of thy Face,

And Length of everlafting Days.

) tine Iand fhall find out all his [oes s
And as a fiery Oven glows

\With raging Heat and living Coals,

So fhall thy Wrath devour their Souls.

PsaLt
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Peary XXII, te==w16. Firft Part.

Common Metre,
The Suffcrings and Death of Chriit.

1 HY has my Gop my Soul forfook,
Nor will a Smile afford ?
{ Thus Dawid once in Anguith fpole,

And thus our dying Lord.)

2 Tho "tis thy chief Delight to dyell
Among thy praiing Sants,
Yet thou can’it hear a Grozan as well,
And pity our Complaints.

1 Our Fataers trufted in thy Name,
And great Deliverance found ;

But I'm a Worm defpis’d of Men,

And trodder to the Ground,

¢ Shaiiing the Head they pafs me by,
And jaueh my Soul to Scorn ;
“Lrwain e trufls i1 GOD, they cry,
“ Neolested ard forlorn,

¢ But thou art he who form’d my Flefh,
By thine Almighty Word,
And {ince I hung upon the Breaft
My Hope 1s in the Lord.
6 Why will my Father hide his Face
When Foes ftand threatning round
In the dark Hour of deep Diitrefs,
And not an Helper found ?

Pavser.

- Bchold thy Darling left among
The Cruel and the Proud,
As Bulls of Bafban fierce and ftrong,
Az Lions roaring loud.

47
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8 From Earth and Hell my Sorrows meet
To multiply the Smart ;
They nail my Hands, they pierce my Feet,
And try to vex my Heart.

9 Yet if thy Sovereign Hand let loofe
The Rage of Earth and Helly
Why will my heavenly Father bruife
‘The Son he loves fo weil ?

10 My Gop, if poffible it be,
With-hold this bitter Cup:
But I refign my Will to Thee,

And drink the Sorrows up.

11 My Heart diffolves with Pangs unknown,

In Groans I wafte my Breath :
Thy heavy Hand has brought me down
I.ow as the Duft of Death.

s Father, T give my Spirit up,
And truft it in thy Hand;
My dying Flefh (hall reft in Hope,
And rife at thy Command.

Deayn XXIL 20, 21, 2731, Secand Part
Common Metre.

Chrifi’s Sufferings and Kinadom.

t ¢f O IV from the roaring Lic's Ragr,
«« O Lord, protedt thy Son,

; ¢ Nor leave thy Darling to engage

<« The Pawvers of Hell alone.

» Thus did our fuffering Saviour pray
With mighty Cries and Tears ;
Gop heard him in that drcadful Day,

And chas'd away his Fears.
3 Great
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3 Great was the Vift'ry of his Death,
His Throne exalted high ;

And ail the Kindreds of the Earth
Shall worthip or fhall die.

4 A num’rous Offspring muft arife
From his expiring Groans ;
They fhall be reckon’d in his Eyes
For Daughters and for Sons.

5 The meek and humble Souls' fhal] fee
His Table richly {pread; <2

And all that feek the Lord ﬂlalmu
With Joys immortal fed,

2 "The Ifles thall know the Righteoufnefs
Of our incarnate Go D,

And Nations yet unborn profef; ‘
Salvation in his Blood.

Psary XXIIL Long Metre.

Chrift's S::ﬂi"rf:{gxr and Exaltation.

OW let our mournful Songs record
The dying Sorrows of our Lord,

When he complain'd in ‘Tears and Blood,
As one forfaken of his Gobp.

> The Fezvs beheld him thus forlorn,
And fhake their Heads and laugh in Scorn ;
** He refea'd others from the Grave ;
“* Now let him try himfelf to fave.

i " This is the Man did once pretend
*“ Gop was his Father and Lis I riend ;
“ If Gop the Blefled lov’d him {o,
“ Why doth he fail to help him now ?

+ Barbarous People ! Cruel Priefts!
I Tony thev ftood round lile l'::r;lgc Beafls ;

C 3 Like
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Iike Lions gaping to devour,

1When Gop had left him in their Power.
wound his Head, his Hands, his Feet,
T3l Streams of Blood each other meet

By Lot his Garments they divide,
And mock the Pangs 1n which he dy'd.

6 But Gop his Father heard his Cry
Rais'd from the Dead he reigns on high 3
The Nations learn his Rightcoufnefs,

And humble-Smners tafte his Grace.

: Psar XXII Long Metre.
G OD our Shepherd.

1 Y Shepherd is the living Lord;
Now fhall my Wants be well fupply’d;

f His Providence and holy Word
recome my Safety and my Guude.

(

15 In Paftures where Salvation grows

He makes me feed, he makes me reft 3
There living Water gently flsws,

And all the Food divinely bleft.

1 My wand'ring Fect his Ways midake,
nat he reftores my Soul to Peacc,
And leads me for lus Mercy's fake
In the fuir Paths of Rightecufrels.

Tho' T walk thro® the gloomy Vale
Where Death and all 1ts Terrors are,
My Heart and Hope thall never fal,
Yor Gop my Shepherd’s with me there.

s Amidft the Darknefs and the Deeps
[hou art my Comfort, thou my Stay s
Chy Sl fupports my feedle Steps,
Ty Rod directs my donbtful Way.

Lo
— e —

4
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6 The Sons of Earth and Sons of Hell
Gaze at thy Goodnefs, and repine
To fec my Table fpread fo well
With living Bread and chearful Wine.

7 [How I rejoice when on my Head
‘I'hy Spirit condefcends to reft!
"T'is a Divinc Anointing fhed
Like O1l of Gladnefs at a Feaft.

S Surely the Mercies of the Lord
Attend his Houthold all their Days ;
There will I dwell to hear his Word,
To feek his Face, and fing his Praife.]

PsaLrm XXIII. Common Metre.

] Y Shepherd will {upply my Need,
M Jehovah 13 his Name ;

In Pattures frefh he makes me feed
Befide the living Stream.

2 He brings my wand'ring Spirit back
When 1 forfake his Ways ;
And leads me for his Mercy’s fake
In Paths of Truth and Grace.

3 When I walk thro’ the Shades of Death
Thy Prefence is my Stay;
A Word of thy fupporting Breath

Drives all my Fears away.

4 Thy Hand in Sight of all my Foes
Doth fu:ll my Table fpread ;
My Cup with Bleflings overflows,
Thire Oil anoints my Head.

§ The fure Provifions of my Gop
Attend me all my Days:
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O may thy Houfe be mine Abade,
And all my Work be Praife!

& There would I find a fettled Reft,
( While others go and come)
No more a Stranger or a Guelt,
But like a Child at Home.

Psarm XXIIL Short Metre.

1 T HE Lord my Shepherd 1s,
I thall be well fupply’d;

Since he is mine and 1 am his,
What can I want befide ?

» He leads me to the Place
Where heavenly Pafture grows,

Where living Waters gently pafs,
And full Salvation flows.

3 1f €'er I go aftray,
He doth my Soul reclaim,
And guides me in his own richt Way

For his moft holy Name.

4 While he affords his Aid
I cannot yield to Fear;

My Shepherd’s with me there.

¢ In {pight of all my Foes
Thou doft my Table fpread,

My Cup with Bleflings overflows,
And Joy exalts my Head.

6 ‘Tne Bounties of thy Love
Shall crown my following Days;
Nor from thy Houfe will 1 remove
Nor ceafe to fpeak thy Praife.

Tho' I fhould walk thro’ Death's dark Shade,

PsaLy
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Psarym XXIV. Common Metre.

Davelling «with GO D.
1 HE Earth for ever is the Lord's,

With Adam's numerous Race;
He rais'd its Arches o’er the Floods,
And built it on the Seas.

2 But who among the Sons of Men

May wvifit thine Abode?
He that has Hands from Mifchief clean,
Whofe Heart is right with Gonb.

3 This 1s the Man may rife and take
The Bleflings of his Grace;
'This is the Lot of thofe that feek
The Gobp of Faceb’s Face.

4 Now let our Souls, immortal Powers,
To meet the Lord prepare,
Lift up their everlafting Doors,
The King of Glory’s near.

5 'The King of Glory! Who can tcll
The Wonders of his Might ?

He rules the Nations; but to dwell
With Saints is his Delight.

PsaLm XXIV. Long Metre.
Saints dwell in Heawen 3 or, Chrill’s Afienfion,

I H IS {pacious Earth is all the Lord’s,

And Men and Worms, and Beaftsand Birds -
He rais'd the Building on the Seas,

And gave it for their Dwelling-place.

2 But there’s a brighter World on high,
Thy Palace, Lord, above the Sky :
Who fhall afcend that bleft Abode ?
And dwell o near his Maker Gop.

' 3 He
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5 He that abhors and fears to fin,
W ofe Heart 1s pure, whofe Hands are clean,

Him fhall the Lord the Saviour blefs,
And clothe his Soul with Rightemrl’nefs.

4 Thefe are the Men, the pious Race
That feck the Gop of Facol’s Face:
Thefe fhall enjoy the blifeful Sight,
And dwell in everlatting Light.

e

PavuseE.

s Rejoice ye fhining Worlds on high,
Behold the King of Glory nigh ;
Who can this King of Glory be ?
The mighty Lord, the Saviour's He.

6 Ye heavenly Gates, your Leaves difplay
To make the Lord the Saviour Way :
I,aden with Spoils from Earth and Hell

The Conqueror COmMEs, with Gop to dwell.
od from the Dead he gocs before,

r~ 7 Rai
He opens Heaven’s eternal Door,
To give his Samts 2 bleft Abode

l
b
g Near thetr Redeemer and their Gobp.

'

" poavm XXV. 1 —u1. Firft Part
Waiting for Pasdm and Direlion,

41 I Lift my Soul to Gom,

L
L]

My Truft is in his Name;
Let not my Foes that feck my Blood

gtill triumph in my Shame.

2 Sin, and the Powers of Hell

{  Perfuade me to Defpair ;
Lord, make me know thy Covenant well,

That I may 'fcape the onare.
2 From

g = i e
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1 From the firt dawning Light

T3l the dark Evening rife,
For thy Salvation, Lord, I wait
With ever-longing Kyes.

Lry
W

4 Remember all thy Grace,
And lead me in thy Truths

Forgive the Sins of riper Days,
And Follies of my Youth.

¢ The Lord is jult and kind,
The Meek fhall learn his Ways,

And every humble Sinner find
The Methods of his Grace.

6 For his own Goodnefs fake
He {aves my Soul from Shame;
He pardons (tho' my Guilt be great)
Thro’ my Redeemer’s Name.

Psavs XXV, 12, 14, 10, 13. Jecond Part.
Divine Infirultion.

1 HERE fhall the Man be found
That fears £ offend his Gor,
Th:t loves the Gofpel’s joyful Sound,
And trembles at the Rod ?

2 'T'he Lord fhall make him know
The Szcrets of hi Heare,
The Wonders of his Covenant fhow,

And all his Love mpart.

3 The Dealings of his Iand
Are Trutk and Mercy fill,

With fuch as to his Covenant ftand,
And love to do his Will.,

4 Their Soul fhall dwell at Eafe
Belore their Maker's Face,

Their
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Their Seed fhall tafte the Promifes
In their extenfive Grace.

Psarm XXV, 15——22. Third Part.
Difirefs of Soul; or, Backfliding and Defertion.

1 INE Eyes and my Defire
Are ever to the Lord;

I love to plead his Promifes,
And reft upon his Word.

2 Turn, turn thee to my Soul,
Bring thy Salvation near ;
When will thy Hand releafe my Feet

Out of the deadly Snare

3 When fhall the Sovereign Grace
Of my forgiving Gop

Reftore me from thofe dangerous Way:
My wand’ring Feet have trod!

4 The Tumult of my Thoughts
Doth but enlarge my Woe:
My Spirit languithes, my Heart

Is defolate and low.

5 With every Morning Light

My Sorrow new begins ;
Look on my Anguifh and my Pain,
And pardon all my Sins.

PavuseE.

6 Behold the Hofts of 1ell,
How cruel is their Hate?
Againft my Life they rife, and join
Their Fury with Deceit.

7 O keep my Soul from Death,
~ Nor put my Hope to Shame.

o
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For I have plac’d my only Truft

In my Redeemer’s Name.

3 With humble Faith I wait

To fce thy Face again ; |
Of Ijiel it fhall ne'er be faid,
He fought the Lord in vain.

Psarm XXVI.

Self-Examination ; or, Eevidences of Grace.

i JUDGE me, O Lord, and prove my Ways,
And try my Reins, and try my Heart
My Faith upon thy Promife itays,
Nor from thy Law my Feet depart.

2 | hate to walk, I hate to fit
With Men of Vanity and Lyes;
The Scoffer and the Hypocrite
Are the Abhorrence of mine Eyes.

3 Amongft thy Samts will I appear
With Hands weil wafh'd in Innocence :
But when I ftand before thy Bar,

The Blood of Chrift is my Defence.

4 I love thy Habitation, Lord,

The Temple where thine Honours dwell ;
There thall T hear thy holy Word,
And there thy Works of Wonders tell.

; Let rot my Soul be join'd at laft |
With Mer of Treachery and Blood,
ource [ miv Days on Earth have pat
Among the Saints, and near my Gonb.

P:ava XXVIL 1 —< 6. Firft Part.
Toe Cloved 15 onr Drf::gbt and Safety.
1 HE Lord of Glory is my Light,
And my Salvation too ;
Gob
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Gonb is my Strength ; nor wiil I fear
What all my Foes can do.

2 Onc Privilege my Heart deiires ;
- O grant me an Abode
A : L G .
Among the Churches of tny Samts,
The 'Temples of my Gob'!

3 There fhall I offer my Requeits,

And fec thy Beauty il ;
Shall hear thy Meflages of Love,
And there enquire thy Will.

When Troubles rife, and Storms appear,

‘There may his Children hide
Gon has a ftrong Pavilon, where
He makes my Soul abide.

Now fhall my Head be lifted high
Above my Foes around,

And Songs of Joy and Vittory
Within thy Temple {ound.

5

PsaL v XXVIIL Ver. 5,9,13,
Prayer and Hope.

1: My Heart reply’d without Delay,
' « Pl feck my Father's Face.

-2 Let not thy Face be hid from me,
N Nor frown my Soul away s
.~ Gop of my Life, I fly to Thee
1 In a diftrefling Day.

3 Should Frien

Ieave me to want or dic,

h And all my Need fupply.

", 1 (*OON as I heard my Father fay,
S «« ¥y Children, feck my Grace,

ds and Kindred near and dear

My Gop would make my Life his Care,

|

14 Second Part.

4 My
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. My fainting Flefh had dy’d with Grief
Had not my Soul believ’d,
To fee thy Grace provide Relief,
Nor was my Hope deceiv'd.

Vait on the Lord, ye trembling Saints,

And keep your Courage up ;
He'll rarfe your Spirit when 1t faints,
Aud far exceed your Hope.

Psava XXIX.
Stormt and Thunder,

59

; [VE to the Lord, ye Sons of Fame,
Give to the Lord Renown and Power,

Afcribe due Honours to his Name,
And his eternal Might adore.

> ‘The Lord proclaims his Power aloud
Over the Ocean and the Land ;
s Voice divides the watry Cload,
And Lightnings blaze at his Command.

; He fpeaks, and Tempeft, Hail and Wind

Lay the wide Foreft bare around ;
The fearful Hart and frighted Hind
Leap at the Terror of the Sound.

4 To Lebanon he turns his Voice,
And lo, the ftately Cedars break ;
The Mountains tremble at the Noife,
The Valleys roar, the Deferts quake.

5 The Lord fits Sovercign on the Flood,
I'ne Thunderer reigns for ever King ;

But makes his Church his bleft Abode,

Wiere we his awful Glories fing.

6 Tn gentler Langnage there the Lord
Lhe Counicls of his Grace imparts ;

Amidg
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Amidft the raging Storm his Word
Speaks Peace and Courage to our Hearts.

Psaimv XXX, Firft Part.
Sicknefs beal'd, and Serrow rome d.

I IWill extol Thee, Lord, on high,
At thy Command Difeafes fly ;

Who but a Gop can fpeak, and {ave
¥rom the dark Borders of the Grave?

- Sing to the Lord, ye Samts of his,
And tell how large his Gooduels is 3
Let all your Powers rejoice, and blefs,

While you record his Holinefs.

3 His Anger but a Moment ftays
His Love is Life and Length of Days;
Tho' Grief and Tears the Night employ,

The Morning-Star reftores the Joy.

PsaLm XXX. Ver.b. Second Part,
Health, Sicknefs, and Recovery.

i FIrm was my Health, my Day was bright,
| And I prefum’d *twou'd ne‘er be Night:
§ Fondly I faid within my Heart,

5 < Pleafure and Peace fhall ne'er depart.

2 But I forgot thine Arm was ftrong,
Which made my Mountain ftand {o long ;

Soon as thy Face began o hide,
My Health was gone, my Comforts dy'd.

3 I cry'd aloud to Thee, my Gop;
g ¢« What can’it thou profit by my Blood ?
* « Deep in the Duft can 1 declare
« Thy Truth, or fing thy Goodnefs there?

«¢ Hear me, O Gobo of Grace, I faid,
«« And bring me from among the Dead ;

4
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Thy Word rcbuk’d the Pains I felt,
Thy pardoning Love remov’d my Guilt.

5 My Groans, and Tears, and Forms of Woe
Are turn'd to Joy and Praifes now ;
I throw my Sackcloth on the Ground,
And Eafc and Gladnefs gird me round.

6 My Tongue, the Glory of my Frame,
Shall ne’er be filent of thy Name;

‘Thy Praife fhall found thro' Earth and Heay™n
For Sicknefs heal’d, and Sins forgiv'a,

Psav v XXXI. 5, 13—19, 22, 23. Firft Part.

Deliverance from Death.

1 TNTO thine Hand, O Gop of Truth,
I My Spirit I commit;
Thou haft redeem’d my Soul from Death,
And fav’d me from the Pit.

: The Paffions of my Hope and Fear
Maintain'd a double Strife,
While Sorrow, Pain, and Sin confpir'd
To take away my Life.

3 My Times are in thine Hand, 1 cry’d;
““ Tbo' I draww near the Duft -
Thou art the Refuge where I hide,
The Gop in whom I truft.

+ O make thy reconciled Face
Upon thy Servant fhine,
And fave me for thy Mercy fake,
For I'm entirely thine.

Pavse.
5 [ "Twas in my Hafte, my Spirit faid,
* L muft defpair and die,
¢ [
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<« ] am cut off before thine Eyes s
But thou haft heard my Cry.]

6 Thy Goodnefs how divinely free!
How wondrous is thy Gracs,
To thofz that fear thy Majelty,
And truft thy Promifes

» O love the Lord, all ye his Saints,
And fing his Praifes loud ;
He'll bend his Ear to your Complaints,
And recompenie the Proud.

PsarLy XXXL. 7—13 18—21. Second Part.

Delivcrance from Slander and Rep;wrb.

v Heart rejoices in thy Name,
My Gop, my Help, my Truit ;
Vhou haft preferv’d my Face from Shame,
Mine Honour from the Dutt.

', ¢« My Lites {pent with Grief, T cry’d,

] « My Years confum’d 1n Grroans,

« My Strength deca
¢ ‘Apd Sorrow waftes my bones,

.3 Among mine Encmies my Name
Was a mere Proverb growi,
While to my Neighbours I became

Forgotten and unkhown.

4 Slander and Fear on every Side
Geiz'd and befet me round ;

"~ | to the Throne of Grace apply’d,
) And fpeedy Refcue found.

l PavuseE.

i ¢ How great Deliverance thou haft wrought
Ih Before the Sons of Men!

ys, mine liyes are dry’d,

"f he
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The lymg Lips to Silence brought,
And made their Boaftings vain !

6 Thy Children from the Strife of Tongues
Shall thy Pavilion hide,
Guard them from Infamy and Wrongs,
And crufh the Sons of Pride.

7 Within thy fecret Prefence, Lord,
Let me for ever dwell ;
No fenced City wall'd and barr’d

Secures a Saint {o well.

Psarny XXXII. Short Metre.

Fm:gz'f.m:q/} of Sius upon C onfe/fion,
I O Dlefled Souls are they

Whole Sins are cover'd o'er !
Divinely bleft, to whom the Lord
Imputes their Guilt 5o more,

2 They mourn their Foilies pafl,
And keep their Flearts with Care ;

Their Lips and Lives without Deceit
Shall prove their Faith fincere.

3 While T conceal'd my Guilt,
 felt the fef’rine Wound,

Tl T confefs’d my Sins to Thee,
And ready Pardon found.

{ Let Siners learn to pray,
Let Saints keep near the Throne ;
Cur Help i Times of deep Iftrefs
Is found in Gop alone.

Psar
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PsalLM ¥XXII. Common Metre.

Fiee Pardon,
and F argz'fver:e:/}.

I AP?Y the Man to whom his Gop

Ko more imputes his Sin,
But wafh'd in the Redeemer’s Blood

And from the guilty Bondage free |
He feels his Soul inlarg'd.

2 His Spinit hates Deceit and Lyes,
His Words are all fincere:

He guards his Heart, he guards his Eyes,
To kecp his Confcience clear.

4 While 1 my inward Guilt fuppreft,

No Quiet could I find ;
' Thy Wrath lay burning 10 my Breaft,
. And rack’d my tortur'd Mind.

g Then I confefe’d my troubled Thoughts,
My fecret Sins reveal'd ;

—— —— T —

Thy Grace my Pardon feal'd.

6 This fhall invite thy Samts to pray ;
When like a raging Flood
i Temptations rife, our Strength
| I a forgiving Go.

and Stay

and fincere Obedience 5 OF; Confefi:

Thy pardoning Grace forgave my Faults,

I
y

- T ——T—— =

PPsaly
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PsaLm XXXIL Firft Part. Long Metre.

Repentance and Free Pardon ; or, Fuflification and
Sanélification.

I LEST is the Man, for ever bleft,
Whofe Guilt 15 pardon’d by his Gop,
Whofc Sins with Sorrow are confefsd,

And cover'd with his Saviour’s Blood,

2 Bielt 1s the Man to whom the Lord
Imputes not his Iniquities,
He pleads no Merit of Reward,
And not on Works, but Grace relies.

-3 From Guile his Heart and Lips are free,
IHis hamble Joy, his holy Fear,

With deep Repentance well agree,

And Join to prove his Faith fincere.

3 How glortous is that Righteoufnefs
‘I'hat hides and cancels all his Sins !
While a bright Evidence of Grace

Lnro” his whole Life appears and fhines.

Psavy XXXII. Second Pare. Long Metre.
4 guilty Confeience eas’d by Confeffion and Pardsn.

] WH ILE I keep Silence and conceal
My heavy Guilt within my Heart,

What Torments doth my Confcience fec] !
W hat Agonies of inward Smart !

2 I {pread my Sins before the Lord,
And all my fecret Faults confefs ;
’I‘h:v Gofpel fpeaks a pard’'ning Word,
Thine Holy Spirit feals the Grace.

For this thall every humble Soul
Make fwift Addrefles to thy Seat :

D When
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When Floods of huge Temptations roll,
There fhall they find 2 bleit Retreat.

How fafe beneath thy Wings I lic,
When Days grow dark, and Storms appear s

And when 1 walk, thy watchful Eye
Shall guide me fafe from ev'ry Snare.

P,y XXXIIL Firff P
I arks of Creation and Providonce.
1 Fjoice, Y€ Righteous, in the Lord,
This Work belongs to you -
Sing of his Name, his Ways, his Word,
How holy, jult and true.

, His Mercy and his Right eoufnefs
et Heaven and Earth proclaim .
His Works of Nature and of Grace
Reveal his wondrous Name.

3 His Wifdom and Almighty Word
The Heavenly Arches {pread ;

And by the Spirit of the Lord
Their fhining Hofts were made.

4 He bid the liquid Waters flow
To their appointed Deep 5
The flowing Seas their Limits know,

And their own Qtation keep.

. Ve Tenants of the {pacious Earth,
With Fear before him fiand ;
He {pake, and Nature took its Birth,
And refts on his Command.

6 He fcorns the angry Nations Rage,
And breaks their vain Defigns ;
His Counfel ftands thro ev'ry Age,

And in full Glory {hines.
Psaud

4

art. Common Metre.
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Psavm XXXIIL. Second Part. Common Metre.

Creatures vain, and GOD All-fufficient.

[ L EST 1s the Nation where the Lord
Hath fix'd his gracious Throne;
Where he reveals his heavenly Word,

And calls their Tribes his own.

2 His Eye with infinite Survey
Does the whole World behold ;
He form’d us all of equal Clay,
And knows our feeble Mould.

3 Kings are not refcu’d by the Force

| Ot Armies from the Grave ;

| Nor Speed nor Courage of an Horfx
' Can the bold Rider fave.

4 Vain is the Strength of Beafts or Men,
To hope for Safety thence ; -

But holy Souls from Gop obtain
A ftrong and fure Defence,

5 Gop is their Fear, and Gop their Truft -
When Plagues or Famine fpread,
His watchful Eye fecures the Juft
Among ten theufand Dead.

6 Lord, let our Hearts in Thee rejoice,
And blefs us from thy Throne ;

For we have made thy Word our Choice,
And trult thy Grace alone.

SaLy XXXIIT. Asthe 11 1th Pal. Fir_-/? Party
I orks of Creation and Providence.

YE holy Souls, in Gop rejoice,

Your Maker’s Praife becomes your Voice.
“Great is your Theme, your Songs be new :
Sing of his Name, his Word, his Ways,

D 2 His,
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Psarm XXXIV, &
3 The Eye of thy Compaffion, Lord,

Doth more fecure Defence afford
When Deaths or Dangers threat’ning fland
Thy watchful Eye preferves the Jutt,
Who make thy Name their Fear and Truft,
When Wars or Famine wafte the Laud.

+ In Sicknefs or the bloody Field,

Thou our Phyfician, thou our Shield,
Send us Salvation from thy Throne ;
We wait to fec thy Goodnels fhine ;
Let us rejoice in Help Divine,
For all our Hope 1s Gop alone.

Psavrm XXXIV. Firff Part. Long Metre.
GOD's Care of the Saints; or, Deliverance by Piener.

1 O R D, I will blefs thee all myv Days,
Thy Praife fhall dwell upon my Tongne ;
My Soul fhall glory in thy Grace,
While Saints rejoice to hear the Song.

2 Come, magnify the Lord with me,
Come, let us all exalt his Name ;
I fought th’ eternal Gop, and He
Has not expos'd my Hope to Shame.

3 I told him all my fecret Grief,
My fecret Groantng reach’d his Ears !
He gave my inward Pains Relief,
And calmi’d the Tumnult of my Fears.

¢ 1o him the Poor lift up their Liyes,
Prewr Faces feel the heavenly Shine ;
A D2un of Merey from the Skies
Lills them with Light and Joy divine.

© H:s holy Angels pitch their Tents
Areund the Nen chat ferve the Lord.

D 3 O
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O fear and love him, all his Sants,
Tafte of his Grace, and truft his Word.

6 The wild young Lions pinch’d with Pain
And Hunger, roar thro® all the Wood 3

Rut none {hall feek the Lord in vain,
Nor want Supplies of real Goad.

PsaLy XXXIV. 11—22. Second Part,
Long Metre.

Religisus Education s OF, Infiructions of Picty.

tildren in Years, and Knowledge young,
Your Parents Hope, your Parents joys
Artend the Coundels of my Tongue,
Let picus Thoughts your Minds employ.
2 If you defire 2 Length of Days,
And Peace to crown your mortal State,

Refrain your Feet from impious Ways,
Your Lips from Stander and Deceit.

4 The Eyes of Gop regard his Saints,
His Ears are open 0 their Cries ;
He fets his frowning Face ngainit
The Sons of Violence and Lues.

4 To humble Souls and broken Hearts
Gop with his Grace is ever mgh ;

Pardon and Hope his Love imparts -
When Men in deep Contrition lie. )

He tells their Tears, he counts their Groans,
His Son redeems their Souls from Death 3
His Spirit heals their broken Bones,

‘They in his Praife employ their Breath.




PsarLMm XXXIV. 71

Psary XXXIV. t=—10. Firft Part.
Common Metre.

Prajer and Praife for eminent Deliverance.

' 1. L blefs the Lord from Day to Day ;
How good are all his Ways?
Ye humble Souls that ufe to pray,
Come, help my Lips to praife.

2 Sing to the Honour of his Name,
How a poor Sufferer cry’d,
Nor was his Hope expos'd to Shame,
Nor was his Suit deny’d.

3 When threatning Sorrows round me ftood,
And endlefs Fears arofe,

Like the loud Billows of a Flood,
Redoubling all my Woes;

4 1 told the Lord my {ore Diftrefs,
With heavy Groans and Tears,

He gave my fharpeft Torments Eafe,
And filenc'd all my Fears.

PaAvseE,

¢ [O Sinners, come and tafte his Love,
Come, learn his pleafant Ways,
And let your own Experience prove
The Sweetnels of his Grace.

6 He bids his Angels pitch their Tents
Round where his Children dwell ;
What Ills their heavenly Care prevents
No earthly Tongue can tell. ]

7 [O love the Lord, ye Saints of his;
His Eye regards the Juft;
How richly blefs'd their Portion is
Who make the Lord their Truft!

D 4 8 Young
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8 Young Lions pinch’d with Hunger roar,;
And famifh i the Wood ;
But Gop fupplies his holy Poor ¥
With every ncedful Good.]

DsarpMm XXXIV. 11—22. Second Part.
Common Metre,

Exhortations to Peace and Holirefs.

1 CO ME, Children, learn to fear the Lord,
And that your Days be long,
Ict not a falle or {piteful Word

Be found upon your Tongue.

2 Depart from Mifchief, prattife Love,
Purfue the Works of Peace s
3o fhall the Lord vour Ways approve,
And fet your Souls at Eale.

g His Byes awake to guard the Juft,
His Ears attend their Cry s
uft,

When broken Spirits dwell in D
The Gop of Grace is nigh.

4 What tho' the Sorrows here they tafte
Are fharp and tedious too,
The Lord, who {aves them all at laft,
Is their Supporter now.
g fyil thall {mite the Wicked dead ;
But Gop fecures his own,
Prevents the Mifchief when tiey {lide,
Or heals the broken Bone.

' 6 When Defolation like 2 Flood
O'er the proud Sinner rolls,

Saints find a Refuge in their Gor,
For he redeem'd their Souls.

P
S I )
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Psal :.; XXXV, 1 — 9. Firft Part.

Prayer and Faith of perfecuted Saints 5 or, Iinpre-
cations mix’d avith Charity,

L OW plead my Caufe, Almighty Gov,.
With all the Sons of Strife ;
And hight againft the Men of Dlood,
Who fight againft my Lif.,
> Draw out thy Spear and ftop their Way,
Lift thy avenging Rod ;
But to my Soul in Mercy fay,
“ Lam thy Saviour GO D.

3 They plant their Snares to catch my Feet,
And Nets of Mifchief fpread ;
Plunge the Deftroyers in the Pit
That their own Hands have made.

t i.et Fogs and Darknefs hide their Way,
And fhippery be their Ground ;
Thy Wrath thall make their Lives a Prey,
And all their Rage confound.

5 They fly lize Chaff before the Wind,
Before tiine angry Breath ;
The Angel of the Lord behind
Purfues them down to Death.

0 They love the Road that leads to Hell
Then let the Rebels die,
Whofe Malice is implacable

Againft the Lord on high.

7 But if thou haft a chofen Few
Amongit that impious Race,
Divele them from the bioody Crew
By thy furprizing Grace.

Dy 8 Then
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g Then will I raife my tuneful Voice
To make thy Wonders known:

In their Salvation L'll rejoice,

And blefs thee for my own.

Psarm XXXV. Ver 12,13, 14 Second Part, B8
Love to Enemies 5 OF, the Love of Chrift to Sin- B8
ners typifyd in David.

1 Fhold the Love, the generous Love
That holy Dawid fhows ;
Hark, how his {ounding Bowels move

To his aflited Foes!

2 When they are fick, his Soul complains,
And feems to feel the omart;
The Spirit of the Gofpel rexgns,
And melts his pious Heart.

How did his flowing Tears condole
As for a Brother dead! ij
And fafting mortify’d his Soul, -
While for their Life he pray'd: .*

4 They groan'd, and curs'd him on their Bed, ;
Yet itill he pleads and mourns; ;

And double Bleflings on his Head
The rightcous oD retarns.

¢ O glorious Type of heavenly Grace! :

Thus Chrift the Lord appears ; I
While Sinners curfe, the Saviour prays,

And pities them with Tears. ‘

6 He the true Dawvid, Ifrael's King,
Blet and belov’d of Gow, |

To fave us Rebels dead in Sin
Pay'd his own deaseft Blood.

3

} Psald
I
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PsaLm XXXVI. §——9g. Long Metre.

The Perfeitions and Providence of GO D ; or, Gene-
ral Providence and Special Grace.

i IGH in the Heavens, eternal Gop,
Thy Goodnefs in full Glory fhines ;
Thy Truth fhall break thro’ ev’ry Cloud
That veils and darkens thy Defigns.

2 For ever firm thy Juftice ftands,
As Mountains their Foundations keep ;
Wife are the Wonders of thy Hands;
Thy Judgments are a mighty Deep.

3 Thy Providence is kind and large,
Both Man and Beaft thy Bounty fhare ;
The whole Creation 1s thy Charge,
But Samts are thy peculiar Care.

4+ My Gop! how excellent thy Grace;

Whence all our Hope and Comfort {prings ?
The Sons of Adam in Diftrefs

Fly to the Shadow of thy Wings,

; From the Provifions of thy Houfe
We fhall be fed with fweet Repaf ;

There Mercy like a River flows,
And brings Salvation to our Tafte.

6 Life like a Fountain rich and free
Springs from the Prefence of my Lord ;
And in thy Light our Souls fhall fee
The Glories promis’d in thy Word.

P:arm XXXV 1, 2,¢,6,7,9, Common Metre.

Praftical Atbftﬁu e.rpafd; or, the Bcf::g and
Attributes of GOD afferted.

l WHile Men grow bold in wicked Ways,
And yet a Gop they own,

My
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My Heart within me often fays,
«¢ Their Thoughts believe there’s none.

2 Their Thoughts and Ways at once declare

(Whate'er their Lips profels)
Cop hath no Wrath for them to fear,
Nor wil! they feek his Grace.

3 What {trange Self-flattery blinds their Eyes
Byt there's a haf'ning Hour
When they fhall fee with fore Surprize
The Terrors of thy Pow'r.

4 Thy Juftice fhall maintain its Throne,
Tho' Mountains melt away ;
'Thy Judgments are a World unknown,

A deev unfathom’d Sea.

Above thefe Heavens created Rounds,
Thy Mercies, Lord, extend :

Thy Trath out-lives the narrow Bounds
Where Time and Nzture end. 5

6 Safety to Man thy Goodnefs brings,
Nor overlooks the Beaft;

Deneath the Shadow of thy Wings ‘

5

Thy Chiidren chufe to reft.

» [From Thee, when Creature-ftreams run low,
And mortal Comforts die,
Perpetual Springs of Lifc fhall flow,
Ard raife our Pleafures high. ‘
8 Tho' all created Light decay,
And Death clofz up our Eyes,
Thy Prefence makes eternal Day
W here Clouds can never rife. ]

" Psal
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Psarym XXXVI. 1—7. Short Metre.

The Wickedrefs of Man, and the Majefly of GOD ;
or, Praltical dtheifin expos'd.

i HEN Man grows bold in Sin,

My Heart within me cries,
‘“ He hath no Faith of Gop within,
* Nor Fear before his Eyes.

2 [He walks a while conceal’d
In a Self-flat’ring Dream,
Tul his dark Crimes at once reveal’d,

Expole lus hateful Name.]

> His Heart 15 falfe and foul,

~ His Words are fmooth and fair ;

Wildom 15 banifh'd from his Soul,
And leaves no Goodnefs there,

4 He plots upon his Bed
New Mifchiefs to fulfil,

{e fets his Heart, and Hand, and Head
To praétife all that’s ill.

; But there’s a dreadful Gonb,
Tho’ Men renounce his Fear;

His Juftice hid behind the Cloud
Shall one great Day appear.

0 His Truth tranfcends the Sky,
In Heaven his Mercies dwell ;
Deep as the Sea his Judgments lie,

His Anger burns to Hell.

; How excellent his Love,
Whence all our Safety fprings !

O never let my Soul remove
From underpeath his Wings.

PsaLm
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Psarm XXXVIL 1 —15. Firft Part.
The Cure of Envy, Fretfulnefs, and Unbelief ; or,

The Reavards of the Righteous and the Wicked ;

or, The World's Hatred and the Saints Patience.

HY fhould I vex my Soul, and fret
To fee the Wicked rife?

Or envy Sinners waxing great
By Violence and Lies ?

» As flow'ry Grafs cut down at Noon,

Before the Evening fades,
So thall their Glores vanifh foon

In everlafting Shades.

3 Then let me make the Lord my Trult,
And pra&ife all that’s good ;

So fhall T dwell among the Jult,
And He'll provide me Food.

4 I tomy Gop my Ways commit,
And chearful wat his Will ;
Thy Hand, which guides my doubtful Feet,

Shall my Defires fulfil.

- ¢ Mine Innocence fhalt thou difplay,

| And make thy Judgments known,
| Fair as the Light of dawning Day,

' And glorious as the Noon.

L 6 The Meck at laft the Earth poflefs,
! Ard are the Heirs of Heav'n;
L Trae Riches, with abundant Peace,

To humble Souls are giv'n,

PavuSsE.

7 Reft in the Lord, and keep his Way,

Nor let your Anger rife,
Tho' Providence fhould long delay

To punifh haughty Vice.

i

$ Let
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g Let Sinners join to break your Peace,
And plot, and rage, and foam ;
The Lord derides them, for he fees
Their Day of Vengeance come.

g They have drawn out the threat'ning Sword,
Have bent the murd’rous Bow,
To flay the Men that fear the Lord,
And bring the Rightéous low.

10 My Gop fhall break their Bows, and burn
Their perfecuting Darts,
Shall their own Swords againft them turn ;
And Pzin {urprize their Hearts.

Psavtm XXXVII, 16, 21, 26m=31. Second Part.

Charity to the Poor 5 or, Religion in Words and Deeds.

1 HY do the wealthy Wicked boaft,
And grow profanely bold ?
The meaneft Portion of the Juft
Excels the Sinners Gold.

2 The Wicked borrows of his Friends,
But ne'er defigns to pay ;
The Saint 1s merciful and lends,
Nor turns the Poor away.

s His Alms with lib’ral Heart he gives
Amongft the Sons of Need ;

His Mem’ry to long Ages lives,
And blefled 15 his Seed.

4 His Lips abhor to talk profane,
"To {lander or defraud ;

His ready Tongue declares to Men
What he has learn'd of Gob.

¢ The Law and Gofpel of the Lord

Deep in his Heart abide ;
Led
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Led by the Spirit and the Word
His Feet fhall never {lide.

& When Sinners fall, the Righteous ftand,
Preferv’d from ev'ry Snare ;

They fh1l poffefs the promis’d Land,
And dwell for ever there.

PsaLm XXXVIL 23— 37. Third Part.
The Way and End of the Righteous and the Wicked.

! Y Gopb, the Steps of pious Men
Are order’d by thy Will ;
‘Tho' they thould fall, they rife again,
Thy Hand fupports them thil.

» The Lord delights to fee thar Ways;

Their Virtue he approves:
He'll ne'er deprive them of his Grace,

Nor leave the Man he loves.

s The heavenly Heritage is theirs,
Their Portion and their Home ;
He feeds them now, and males them Hers

Of Bleffings long to come.

4 Wait on the Lord, yc Sons of Men,
Nor fear when Tyrants frown ;

Ve fhall confefs their Pride was vain
When Juftice caits them down.

PavuseE.

5 The haughty Sinner have I fcen
Not fearing Man nor Gop,
Like a tall Bay-Tree fair and green,
Spreading his Arms abroad.

i
' 6 And lo, he vanil'd from the Ground,

Deftroy’d by Hands unfcen ;
Nor
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Nor Root, nor Branch, nor Leaf was found
Where all that Pride had been.

» But mark the Man of Righteoufnefs,

His feveral Steps attend ;
True Pleafure runs thro' all his Ways,

And peaceful is his End.

PsarLm XXXVIIL

Guilt of Confeience and Relief; or, Repentance and
Prayer for Pardon and Healts.

i A MIDST thy Wrath remember Love,
Reftore thy Servant, Lord,
Nor let a Father's Chaft’'ning prove
Like an Avenger’s Sword.

2 Thine Arrows ftick within my Heart,
My Flefh 15 forely preft ;
Between the Sorrow and the Smart

My Spirit finds no Reft.

3 My Sins a heavy Load appear,
And o’er my Head are gone
Too heavy they for me to bear,
Too hard for me t’ atone.

4 My Thoughts are like a troubled Sea,
My Head #ill bending down
Ard [ go mourning all the Day
Beneath my Father’s Frown,

: Lord, I am weik and broken fore,
None of my Pow'rs are whole;
Th2 inward Anguith makes me roav,
The Anguifh of my Soul.

(- All my Defire to Thee 1s known,
'I'hine*Eye counts every 'T'ear,
And cvery Sigh, and every Groan
Is notic'd by thine Ear. 7 Thou
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» Thou art my Gop, my only Hope;
My Gop will hear my Cry,
My Gop will bear my Spirit up
When Satan bids me die.

8 [My Foot is ever apt to {lide,
My Foes rejoice to fee’t; _
They raife their Pleafure and their Prid
When they fupplant my Feet.

9 But I'll confefs my Guilt to Thee,
And grieve for all my Sin;
I'll mourn, how weak my Graces be,
And beg Support Divine.

10 My Gonb, forgive my Follies pakt,
And be for ever nigh ;
O Lord of my Salvation hafte,
Before thy Servant die. ]

Psarm XX¥XIX. 1, 2, 3. Firfi Part.

} Watchfulnefs over the Tongue ; or, Prudence and
Zeal.

' HUS I refolv'd before the Lord,
¢« Now will I watch my Tongue,
¢« Left I let {lip one finful Word,
“ Or do my Neighbour Wrong.

2 And if I'm e'er conltrain’d to ftay
| With Men of Lives profane,

. I'll fet a double Guard that Day,
1 Nor let my Talk be vam.

o5 Il fcarce allow my Lips to {peak

: The pious Thoughts I fecl,

g|  Left Scofters fhould th’ Occafion take
i‘ To mock my holy Zeal,

—r— = =
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4 Yet if fome proper Hour appear,
I'll not be over-aw'd,

But let the fcoffing Sinners hear
That we can {peak for Gop.

Psarm XXXIX. 4, 5,6, 7. Second Part,
The Vanity of Man as mortal.

! Each me the Meafure of my Days,
T Thou Maker of my Frame;
I would furvey Life’s narrow Space,
And learn how frail I am,

2 A Span 1s all that we can boaft,
An Inch or two of Time;
Man 1s but Vanity and Duft

In all his Flower and Prime.

3 See the vain Race of Mortals move
Like Shadows o'er the Plain,

They rage and ftrive, defire and love,
But all the Noife is vain.

4 Some walk in Honour’s gaudy Show,
Some dig for gnlden Ore,
They toil for Heirs they know not who,
And ftrajt are feen no more.

s What fhould I with or wait for then
From Creatures, Earth and Duft?
They make our Expeftations vain,
And difappoint our Trutt.

6 Now I forbid my carnal Hope,
My fond Defires recall ;

I give my mortal Intereft up,

And make my Goo my All.

Psaum
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PsaLy XXXIX. g—13. Third Part.
Sich-Bed Dewotion 3 ory Pleading quithout Repining.

1 OD of my Life, look gently down,
Behold the Pains I feel;
But I zm dumb before thy Throne,
Nor dare difpute thy Will.

o Difeafes are thy Servants, Lord,
They come at thy Command ;
I'il not attempt 2 murmuring Word,

Againft thy chaft’ning Hand.

3 Yet I may plead with humble Cries,
Remove thy fharp Rebukes:
My Strength confumes, my Spirit dies,
Thro’ thy repeated Strokes.

4 Crufi'd as 2 Moth beneath thy Hand
We moulder to the Dult ;
Our fecble Pow’rs can ne'er withftand,

And all our Beauty’s loft.

s [This mortal Life decays apace,
How foon the Bubble’s broke!

Adam and all his numerous Race
~ Are Vanity and Smoke. ]

6 I'm but a Soisurticr below,

As all my Fathers were;
May I be well nrepar’d to gos

When I the summons hear!

~ But if my Life be fpar'd a while
Before my L.t Remove,

1 Thy Praife fhail be my Bufinefs full,

\1 And il declare thy Love.

!

PsaLi
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Poam XL 1,2,3, 5,17 firfl Part. Com. Metre.

A Song of Deliverance from great Diflrefs.,
1 Y Waited patient for the Lord,
He bow'd to hear my Cry ;

He faw me refting on his Word,
And brought Salvation nigh.

, He rais’d me from a horrid Pit,

Where mourning long I lay,
And from my Bonds releas’d my Feet, ]

Deep Bonds of miry Clay.

3 Firm on a Rock he made me ftand,

And taught my chearful Tongue

To praife the Wonders of his Hand
In a new thankful Song.

4 I'll fpread his Works of Grace abroad ;
The Saints with Joy fhall hear,
And Sinners learn to make my Gop
Their only Hope and Fear.

s How many are thy Thoughts of Love;
Thy Mercies, Lord, how great!
We have not Words nor Hours enough
'Their Numbers to repeat.

6 When I'm affli@ted, poor and low,
And Light and Peace depast,

My Gop beholds my heavy Wor,
And bears me on hus Heart.

Pearwm XL, 6—9. Second Part. Common Metre,
The Incarnation and Sacrifice of Chnfl.

: H US {aith the Lord, ¢¢ Your Work is vain,
¢« Give your Burnt-Offerings o’er,
*“ In dying Goats and Bullocks flain

¢ My Soul delights no more.
2 Then
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, Then {pake the Saviour, * Lo, I'm here,
« My Gop, todo thy Will ;
¢« Whate'er thy facred Books declare

¢« Thy Servant fhall fulfil

¢« Thy Law is ever in my Sight,
3 ) :
¢s ] keep it near my Heart :
«« Mine Ears are open’d with Delight
¢« To what thy Lips impart,

4 And fee, the bleft Redeemer comes,

Th® Eternal Son appears,
And at th' appointed T ime affumes

The Body Gop prepares.

¢ Much he reveal'd his Father’s Grace,

And much his Truth he fhew'd,
-And preach‘d the Way of Righteﬂufnefs

W here great Affemblies ftood.

¢ His Father's Honour touch’d his Heart,
He pity’d Sinners Cries,
And to fulfil a Saviour’s Part
Was made a Sacrifice.

PaAvsE.

7 No Blood of Beafts on Altars thed
Could wath the Confcience clean ;

But the rich Sacrifice he paid,
Atones for all our Sin.

g Then was the great Salvation {pread,
And Satar's Kingdom thook ;
Thus by the Woman's promis’d Seed
The Serpent’s Head was broke.

-
iy k.

PsaLM
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PsaLm XL, gem—r10. Long Metre,
Chntt our Sacrifice.

1 HE Wonders, Lord, thy Love has wrought,
Exceed our Praife, furmount our Thought ;
Should I attempt the long Detail,

My Speech would faint, my Numbers fail,

2 No Blood of Bealts on Altars fpilt
Can cleanfe the Souls of Men from Guilt;

But thou haft fet before our Eyes
An All-fufficient Sacrifice.

3 Lo! thine eternal Son appears,
To thy Defigns he bows his Ears;
Affumes a Body well prepar'd,
And well performs a Work fo hard.

4 ** Behold, I come, (the Saviour cries,
With Love and Duty in his Eyes)
‘“ [ come to bedr the heavy Load
“ Of Sins, and do thy Will, my Gop.

¢ “ "Ths written in thy great Decree,
““ "Tis in thy Book foretold of Me,
‘““ I muft fulfil the Saviour’s Part,

“ And lo! thy Law 1s in my Heart.
6 ¢ I'll magnify thy holy Law,
‘““ And Rebels to Obedience draw,

‘““ When on my Crofs I'm lifted high,
“ Or to my Crown above the Sky.

-7 * The Spirit fhall defcend and fhow

‘“ What thou haft done, and what I do;

“ The wond'ring World fhall learn thy Grace,
*“ Thy Wifdom and thy Righteoufnefs.

Psarw
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PsaLu XLL 1,2 3
Charity to the Poor 5 0F, Pity to the Afficted.

| LEST is the Man v hofe Bowels move
B And melt with Pity to the Poor,
Whofe Soul by fympathizing Love
Feels what his Fellow-Saints endure.

» His Heart contrives for their Relief
Nore Good than his own Hands can do;
He in the Time of gencral Grief
Shall find the I.ord has Bowels too.

3 His Soul (hall live fecure on Earth,
With fecret Blefiings on his Head,
When Drought, and Peftilence, and Dearth,

Around him multiply their Dead.
4 Or if he fanguifh on his Couch

Gop will pronounce his Sins forgiven,
Will fave him with a healing 'T'ouch, -
Or take his willing Soul to Heaven.

Psarm XLIIL t—6. Firft Part.

Defertion and Hope 5 or, Complaint of Abfentt
[from publick W orfbip.
! I'TH earncit Longings of the Mind,
My Gop, to Thee I look;
So pants the hunted Hart to find
And tafte the cooling Brook.

» When fhall I fee thy Courts of Grace,
And meet my Gop agam?
So long an Abience from thy Face
My Heart endures with Pan.

3 Temptations vex my Weary Soul,

And Tears are my Repatt
The
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'The Foe infults witheat Controul.
‘¢ dud awbere's your GO D ai lafl ?

4 "Tis with a mournful Pleaiure now
I think on antiont Days :
Thea to tuy Houte did Numbers go,
And atl our Work was Praife.

¢ But why, my Soul, furk down fo far
Bencath thic ceav.e Load
Why do my Thougait indulge Defpair,
And fin agoint mv Gobp ?

6 Hope 1 the Lord, whofe mighty Hand
Can uji thy Woes remove ;
For I ihall yet before him fland,
And fing reftoring Love.

Psavwm XLII. 6——11. Second Pasrt.
Melanchs! Thoughts reproved ; or, Hope i AffiiGions.

I ¥ Sparit finks within me, Lord,
But I will cali thy Name to mind,

And ‘Times of paft Diftrefs record,
Vohen I Lave found my Gobp was kind.

z Huge Troubles with tumultuous Noife
swell like a Sea, and round me fpread ;
- Thy Water-fpouts drown ail my Joys,
- And rifing Waves roll o’er my Head.

3 Yet wii] the Lord command his Love
When I addrefs his Throne by Day,
Nor n the Night his Grace remove ;
The Night fhall hear me firg and pray.
¢ Uil cait myfelf before his Feet,
And fay, ¢ My Gop, my heavenly Rock,
" Why doth thy Love i\ long forget
* The Soul that groans beneath thy Stroke?
L. 5 Dl
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< 1'll chide my Heart that finks o low,
\Why fhould my Sou indulge her Grief ?
{Tope in the Lord, and praife him too;

e is my Reft, my fure Relief,

6 'Vhy Lzt and ‘T'rath fhall guile me {t:11,
iy Word thall my bett Thoughts empicy,
And lead me to thine heavenly Fhll,

Ajv Gop, my moft exceeding Joy.

.y uw XLIV. 1,23, 8, 15—20.
Tty Church's Complaint in Perfecution.
1 E’ O R D, we have heard thy Works of old,
_ Thy Works of I"mt-’r and Grace,
\When to our Bars our Farhers told
'I'he Wonders of their 1Jays.
. 1ow thou didft build thy Churches here,
Apd make thy Gofpel known
Amongit them did thinz Arm appear,
i'hy Licht and Glory thone.

2 In Gon they boafted all the Day,
And in a chearful 'Throng
Did Thoufands meet to pratlc and pray,
Ard Grace was all thetr Song.
4 Eut now our Souls are feiz’d with Shame,
Confufion fills our Iace,
vy hear the Enemy blafpheme,
And Fools reproach thy Grace.
¢ Vet have we not forgot our Gop,
Nor fal'ely deait with Heav’n,
N or have oar Sieps declin'd the Road
F37 ety thou hal gwv'n.
¢ '1n Drorons all around us roar
v et Geftructive Breath,

] [
v oaeil Laiill
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And thie own Hand has bruis’d us {ore
Hard by the Gates of Death.

Pavse.
We are expos’d all Day to die
As Martyrs for thy Caufe,
As Sheep for Slaushiter bound we lia
By fharp and bloody Laws.

Awake, arife, Almighty Lord,
Why fleeps thy wonted Grace 3
Why fliould we look like Men abhorr'd
Or banith’d from thy Face 2

»

Wit thou for ever caft us off,
And il negle& our Cries?

For ever hide thine heavenly Love
From our afflited Eyes ?

o Down to the Dutt our Soul s bow'd,
And dies upon the Ground ;

Rife for our Help, rebuke the Proud,
And all their Pow’rs confound.

| Redeem us from perpetual Shame,
Our Saviour and our Gop ;

We plead the Honours of thy Name,
The Merits of thy Blood.

|
iL Psavts XLV. Short Metre.
£ Gliry of Chrift; T cuccefs of the Gurels and
The Gentile Chureh,
Y Saviour and my King,
Lay Beauties are Divine s
i\ Lips with Blefiines overflow,
And every Grace is thine,
Nov mual-e thy Glory known,
Card on thy dreadful Sword,

| O Anld

I
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And ride in Majetty to fpread
The Conqueits of thy Word.
3 Strike thro thy ftubborn Foes,

Or melt their Hearts t’ obey,
While Juftice, Meeknefs, Grace and Truth

Attend thy glorious Way.

4 Thy Laws, O Gonb, are right;
Thy Throne thall ever ftand ;
And thy vitorious Gofpel proves

A Scepter in thy Hand.

[Thy Father and thy Gobp

Hath without Meafure fhed
His Spirit like a joyful Oil

T anoint thy facred Head.

6 [Behold, at thy Right-hand
The Gentile Church is feen,

Like a fair Bride in rich Attire,
Aund Princes guard the Qqeen.]
Fair Bride, reccive his Love,

Foiget thy Father's Houfe ;
Forfake thy Gods, thy [dol-Gods,
And pay thy Lord thy Vows.
g O let thy Gop and King
Thy fweetelt Thoughts employ ;
Thy Children fhall his Honour fing
in Palaces of Joy.

Psaim XLV. Common Metre.
The Perfonal Glories and Government of Chnift.

I I‘L L fpeak the Honours of my King ;
i1is Form divinely fair ;
None of the Sons of mortal Race

May with the Lord compare.
2 Swiw
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2 Sweet 1s thy Speech, and heavenly Grace
Upon thy Lips is thed ;
Thy Gop with Bleflings infinite
Hath crown’d thy facred Head.

3 Gird on thy Sword, vitorious Prince ;
Ride with Majeftick Sway ;

Thy Terrors {hall ftrike thro’ thy Foes,
And make the World obey.

4 Thy Throne, O Gob, for ever flands:
Thy Word of Grace fhall prove
A peacetul Scepter in thy Hands,
To rule the Saints by Love.

s Juftice and Truth attend thee fill,
But Mercy is thy Choce ;
And Gob, thy Gop, thy Soul fhall fill
With moft peculiar Joys.

93

Psavwm XLV, Firft Part. Long Metre.
1he Glory of Chiift, and Poaver of his Gofpel.

1 N O W be my Heart in{pird to fing
The Glories of my Saviour-King,

J¢fus the Lord ; how heavenly fair
His Form ! how bright his Beauties are!

2 O'er all the Sons of human Race
He fhines with a fuperior Grace,
Love from his Lips divinely flows,
And Bleffings all his State compofe.

3 Drefs thee in Arms, moft mighty Lord,
Gird on the Terror of thy Sword,
In Majefty and Glory ride
With Truth and Meeknefs at thy Side.

¢ Thine Anger like a pointed Dart
Shall picrce the Foes of ftubborn Heart ;
k3

Or



94 - Psarm XLV,

Or Words of Mercy kind and fweet
Shall melt the Rebels at thy Feet.

s Thy Throne, O Gop, for ever ftands,
Grace is the Scepter in thy Hands ;
Thy Laws and Works are jult and right,
Juitice and Grace are thy Delight.

6 Gop, thine own Gonp, has richly fhed
{1is Oil of Gladnefs on thy Head,
And with his facred Spirit bleft
cIis firit-born Son above the reit.

Psavy XLV. Sccond Part. - Long Metre.
Chrilt and his Church; or, The Miflical Marriage.

1 H E King of Saints, how fair his Face,
Adorn’d with Mujefty and Grace!
Ie comes with Bleflings from above,
And wins the Nations to his Love.

2 At his Right-hand our Eyes behold
The Queen array’d in pureft Gold ;

The World admires her heavenly Drels ;
FHer Robe of Joy and Righteouinefs.

2 He forms her Beauties like lis own,
He calls and feats her near his Throne :
Fair Stranger, let thine Heart forget
'T'he Idols of thy native State.

So fhall the King the more rejoice
In thee the Favourtte of his Choice s
Tct him be lov'd, and yet ador’d,

For He's thy Maker and thy Lord.

s O happy Hour, when thou (hait rife
'I'o his fair Palace in the Skies,
Aund all thy Sons (a numerous Train)

Each dike a Prince in Glory reign!
6 Lut
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6 Let endlefs Honours crown his Head ¢
Let ev'ry Age his Praifes {pread ;
While we with chearful Songs approve
The Conde{cenfions of his Love.

A

Psavrm XLVI. Firff Part.

The Clares Safity and Triumph among Nariona!
Dcfolations.

I O D 1s the Refuge of his Samts,
When Storms of fharp Diftrels tnvade ;
LEre we can offer our Complaints
Beliold him preient witn his Aid,

2 Let Mountains from their Seats be hurl'd
~ Down to the Deep, and buried there;
Convulfions fhake the {folid World,
Our Faith fhall never yield to Fear.

2 Loud may the troubled Ocean roar,
In facred Peace our Souls abide,
While ev’ry Nation, ev'ry Shore

Trembles and dreads the {welling Tide.

4 There is a Stream whofe gentle Flow
Supplies the City of our Gobp ;
Lite, Love, and Joy fuill gliding thro’,
And wat'ring our divine Abode.

¢ That {acred Stream, thine holy Word,
That all our raging Fear controuls:
Sweet Peace thy Promifes aflord,
And give new Strength to fainting Souls.

6 Sion enjoys her Monarch’s Love,
Secure againft a threat’ning Hour ;
Nor can her firm Foundations move,
Duilt on his Truth, and arm’d with Pow'r.

E 4 PsavLym
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Psaru XLVI. Second Part.
GOD fichts for bis Church.

1 ET Sioz in her King rejoice,
Tho' Tyrants rage, and Kingdoms nfe ;
He utters his Almighty Voice,
The Nations melt, the Tumult dies.

2 The Lord of old for Facob fought,
And Facob’s Gop is ftill our Aid;
Behold the Works his Hand has wrought,
What Defolations he has made.

2 From Sea to Sea thro’ all the Shores
He makes the Noife of Battle ceafe;;
When from on high his Thunder roars,
He awes the trembling World to Peace.

4 He breaks the Bow, he cuts the Spear,

Chariots he burns with heavenly Flame ;
Keep Silence all the Earth, and hear
The Sound and Glory of s Nume.

g ¢ Be ftill, and learn that I am Gobp,
¢« 'l be exalted o’er the Lands,
¢« T will be known and fear’d abroad,
« But ftill my Throne in Sion ftands.

6 O Lord of Hofts, Almighty King,
While we fo near thy Prefence dwell,
Our Faith fhall fit fecure, and fing
Defiance to the Gates of Hell.

Psatrum XLVIL
Chrilt Afcending and Reigring.

1 For a Shout of facred Joy
T'o Gop the fovereign King'
let ev'ry Land their Tongues employ,
And Hynws of I'riumph fing.

2 Fefus
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2 Fefus our Gop afcends on high ;
His heavenly Guards around

Attend him rifing thro’ the Sky,

With Trumpets joyful Sound.

3 While Angels fhout and praife their King,
Let Mortals learn their Strains:
Let all the Earth his Honours {ing ;
O'er zll the Earth he reigns.

4 Rehearfe his Praife with Awe profound,
Let Knowledge lead the Song,

Nor mock him with a folemn Sound

Upon a thoughtlefs Tongue.

¢ Jn Ifrael ftood his ancient Throne,
He lov'd that chofen Race;

But now he calls the World his own,
And Heathens tafte his Grace.

6 The Britifh Iftands are the Lord's,
There dbrabam’s Gop is known,

While Powers and Princes, Shields and Swords
Submit before his Throne.

Psavy XLVIIL 1 8. Firft Part.
The Church is the: Honour and Safety of @ Nation.

1 [ 4 ¥Reat 15 the Lord our Gop,
And let his Praife be great ;
He makes his Churches his Abode,
His moit delightful Seat.

2 Thefe Temples of his Grace,
How beautiful they ftand ?

The Honours of our Native Place,
And Bulwarks of cur Land,]

3 In §ion Gop is known
A Refuge in Diftrefs ;

Lk ) How
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How bright has his Salvation thone
Thro’ all her Palaces !

4 When Kings againft her join'd,
And faw the Lord was there,

In wild Confufion of the Mind
They fled with hafty Fear.

§ When Navies tall and proud
Attempt to fpoil our Peace,

e fends his Tempeft roaring loud,
And finks them in the Seas.

6 Oft have our Fathers told,

Our Eyes have often feen,
How well our Gop fecures the Fold
Where his own Sheep have been.

2 In every new Diftrels
We'll to his Houfe repair,

W'l think upon his wond’rous Grace,
And feelk Deliverance there.

Psavrm XLVIIL 10——14. Second Part.

‘The Beauty of the Church; or, Gofpel Worfhip and
Order.

1 AR as thy Name 1s known
The World declares thy Praife;
. Thy Saints, O Lord, before thy Throne
~ "Jheir Songs of Honour raife.

‘ 2 With Joy let l?‘udab ftand

| On Sian's cholen Hill,

il' Procliim the Wonders of thy Hand,
And Counfels of thy Will,

© 4 Tt Strangers walk around
' Tl City where we dwell,

T

Com-
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Compafs and view thine holy Grouund,
And mark the Building well :

4 The Orders of thy Houfe,
The Worthip of thy Court,

'The chearful Songs, the folemn Vows,
And make a fair Report.

5 How decent and how wife!
How glorious to behold !

Beyond the Pomp that charms the Eyes,
And Rites adorn’d with Gold.

6 The Gop we worfhip now
Will guide us till we die,

Will be our Gop while here below,
And ours above the Sky.

Psavrym XLIX. 6—14. Firfl Part. Com. Met.
Pride and Death ; or, The V. anity of Life and Riches.

1 HY doth the Man of Riches grow
v i’ To Infolence and Pride,

To fee his Wealth and Honours fow
With ev’ry rifing Tide?

2 [ Why doth he treat the Poor with Scorn,
Made of the felf-fame Clay,

And boaft as tho’ his Fleth were born
Of better Duft than they ? ]

3 Not all his Treafures can procure
His Scul a fhort Reprieve,

Redcem from Death one guilty Hour,
Or make his Brother live.

4 [Life i1s a Blefling can’t be fold,
The Ranfom 1s too high ;
Juftice will ne’er be brib’d with Gold,
That Man may never die.

§ He
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g He fees the Bratifh and the Wife,
'The Timorous and the Brave
Quit their Pofleflions, clofe their Eyes,

And haften to the Grave.

6 Yet 'tis his inward Thought and Pride,
*¢ My Houfe fhall ever ftand ;
“ And that my Name may long abide
““ I'll give 1t to my Land.

7 Vain are his Thoughts, his Hopes are loft,
How {oon his Memory dies!
His Name 15 written in the Duft
Where his own Carcafs lies. ]

Pavse.

8 This is the Folly of their Way ;
And yet their Sons as vain
Approve the Words their Fathers {ay,
And aét their Works again,

9 Men void of Wifdom and of Grace,
If Honour raife them high,
Live like the Beait, a thoughtlefs Race,
And lLike the Beait they die.

10 [Laid in the Grave like filly Sheep,
Death feeds upon them there,
Till the laft Trampet break their Sleep
In Terror and Defpair. ]

Psavm XLIX. Ver. 14, 15. Second Part.
Common Metre.

Death, and the Refurreition.

1 E Sons of Pride, that hate the Juft,
And trample on the Poor,
When Death has brought you down to Duft
Your Pomp fhall rife no more.
2 The
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2 The laft great Day fhall change the Scene ;
When will that Hour appear ?

When fhall the Jult revive, ond reign
O’er all that {fcorn’d them here ?

3 Gop will my naked Soul receive,
When feparate from the Fleth ;

And break the Prifon.of the Grave,
To raife my Bones afrefh.

4 Heaven is my everlafting Home,
Th® Inheritance is fure ;
Let Men of Pride their Rage refume,
But I'll repine no more.

Psarm XLIX. Long Metre.
The rich Sinner's Death, and the Saint’s Refurre@ion.

L H'Y do the Proud infult the Poor,
And boaft the large Eftates they have!
How vain are Riches to fecure

Their haughty Owners from the Grave!

2 They can’t redeem one Hour from Death
With all the Wealth in which they truft;
Nor give a dying Brother Breath,

When Gop commands him down to Duft.

3 There the dark Earth and difmal Shade
Shall clafp their naked Bodies round ;

That Flefh fo delicately fed
Lies cold, and moulders in the Ground,

4 Like thoughtlefs Sheep the Sinner dies,
Laid in the Grave for Worms to eat :
The Saints fhall in the Morning rife,
And find th’ Oppreflor at their Feet.

5 His Honours perifh in the Duft,
And Pomp, and Beauty, Birth, and Blood ;
| That
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That glorious Day exalts the Juft
To full Dominion o'er the Proud.

6 My Saviour fhall my Life reftore,
And raife me from my dark Abode::

My Flefh and Soul fhall part no more 3
But dwell for ever near my Gob.

Psarm L. 1—6. Firfl Part. Common Met.

The lafp F udgment 5 Of, The Saints rewarded.

HE Lord, the Judge before his Throne
Rids the whole Earth draw nigh,

The Nations near the rifing Sun,
And near the Weflern Sky.

» No more fhall bold Blafphemers fay,
«« Fudgment avill ne'er begin 5

No more abufe his long Delay
. To Impudence and Sin.

4 Thron'd on a Cloud our Gonp fhall come,
Bright Flames preparc his Way,
Thunder and Darknefs, F ire and Storm
Lead on the dreadful Day.

4 Heav'n from above his Call fhall hear,

Attending Angels come,
And Earth and Hell fhall know, and fear

His Juftice, and their Doom.

g ¢ But gather all my Saints (he cries)
¢¢ That made their Peace withGob

«¢ By the Redeemer’s Sacrifice,
¢ And feal'd it with his Blood,

6 ¢ Their Faith and Works brought forth to Light
¢« Shall make the World confels
¢¢ My Sentence of Reward is right,

« And Heaven adore my Grace.
P:atu
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Psarm L. Ver 10, 11, 14, 15, 23, 2d Pars,
Common Metre.

Obedience is better than Sacrifice.

HUS faith the Lord, ¢ The {pacious Fields,
‘¢ And Flocks and Herds are mine,
¢« Q'er all the Cattle of the Hills
“ I claim a Right divine,

2 ““ I afk no Sheep for Sacrifice,
¢ Nor Bullocks burnt with Fire;

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

1 ¢ Call upon me when Trouble’s near,
‘¢ My Hand fhall {et thee free;

“ Then fhall thy thankful Lips declare
““ "The Honour due to Me.

4 ““ The Man that offers humble Praife,
‘“ He glorifies Me beft ;
““ And thofe that tread my holy Ways
‘* Shall my Salvation tafte.

Psarm L, Ver. 1,5, 8,16, 21,22, Third Part.
Common Metre.

The Jadgment of Hypocrites.

W HEN Chrift to Judgment fhall defeend,
And Saints furround their Lord,

He calls the Nations to attend,
And hear his awful Word.

2 ‘¢ Not for the Want of Bullocks {lain
“ Will I the World reprove ;

‘““ Altars and Rites, and Forms are vain
““ Without the Plre of Love,

3 ¢ And



—— o —

- s — FA— o e

-
- - —— J_ﬂ-l-l-d'——F-'-—- o — ————

104 PsaLm L.

3 ¢ And what have Hypocrites to do

s To bring their Sacrifice ?
¢ They call my Statutes juft and true,
¢¢ But des1 in Theft and Lies.

4 ¢ Could y™u eJtpe& to 'fCEpC my Slght,

¢« And fin without Controul ?
¢¢ But I fhall bring your Crimes to Light
¢« With Anguifh 1n your Soul.

g Confider, ye that flight the Lord,

Before his Wrath appear
If once you fall beneath his Sword,
There's no Deliverer there.

PsaLm L. Third Part. Long Metre.
Hypocrify expos'd.

1 H E Lord the Judge his Churches warns,

Let Hypocrites attend and fear,
Who place their Hope in Rites and Forms,
But make not Faith nor Love their Care.

» Vile Wretches dare rehearfe his Name

With Lips of Falfhood and Deceit ;
A Friend or Brother they defame,
And footh and flatter thofe they hate.

2 They watch to do their Neighbours wrong,

Vet dare to feek their Maker’s Face ;
They take his Covenant on their Tongue,
But break his Laws, abuse his Grace.

4 To Heav'n they lift their Hands unclean,

Defid with Lui, defil’d with Blood ;

By Night they praétife cvery Si,-

By Day their Mouths draw near to Gob.
And while his Judgments Jcng delay,

They grow fecure and fin the more ;
They
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They think he fleeps as well as they,
And put far oft the dreadful Hour.

6 O dreadful Hour ! when Gop draws near,
And f{ets their Crimes before their Eyes!
His Wrath their guilty Souls fhall tear,
And no Deliverer dare 1o rife.

Psarwm L, ToaNew Tune.

The laff fudgment. [forth,
' HE Lord, the Sovereign, fends his Summons
Callsthe Souzh Nations, and awakes the North;
rom Eaff to Wef! the founding Order’s {pread
Thro' diftant Worlds and Regions of the Dead :
No more fhall Atheifts mock his long Delay ;
His Vengeance fleeps no more : behold the Day.

2 Behold the Judge defcends ; his Guards are nigh,
Tempeft and Fire attend him down the Sky -
Heav'n, Earth, and Hell draw near; let all

[Things come
To hear his Juftice and the Sinners Doom ;
But gather firft my Saints ({ the Judge commands)
Bring them, ye Angels, from their diftant Lands.

3 Behold my Covenant ftands for ever good,
Seal'd by th’ eternal Sacrifice in Blood, [ few,
And fign’d with all their Names ; the Greek, the
That paid the antient Worfhip or the new,
There’s no Dittintion here; Come, fpread their
[ Thrones,
And near me {eat my Favourites and my Sons.

4 I their Almighty Saviour and their Gop,
I am their Judge: ye Heavens, prociaim abroad
My jult eternal Sentence, and declire
Thofe awful Truths that Sinners dread to hear 3
Stuners 1 Zion, tremble and retire ;
I doom the painted Hypocrite to Fire.

g Not
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5 Not for the Want of Goats or Bullocks flain
Do I condemn thee; Bulls and Goats are vain
Without the Flames of Love: In vain the Store
Of Brutal Offerings that were mine before ;
Mine are the tamer Bealts and favage Breed,

Flocks, Herds, and Fields, and Forefts where
[they feed.

6 1f I were hungry, wou'd I afk thee Food ?
When did I thirkt, cr drink thy Bullocks Blood ?
Can T be flatter’d with thy cringing Bows,

Thy folemn Chatterings and phantaftick Vows ?
Are my Eyes charm'd thy Veltments to behold,
Glaring in Gems, and gay m woven Gold?

[pleafe

» Unthinking Wretch! how could'ft thon hope to

" A Gop, a Spirit, with fuch Toys as thele ?
While with my Grace and Statutes on thy Tongue
Thou lov'ft Deceit, and doft thy Brother wrong;
In vain to pious Forms thy Zeal pretends,
Thieves and Adulterers are thy chofen Friends.

g Silent I waited with long-fuftering Love,
But did& thou hope that.I fhould ne'er reprove ?
And cherith fuch an impious Thought within?

- That Gop the Righteous would indulge thy Sin?
Behold my Terrors now ; my Thundess roil,

And thy own Crimes affright thy guilty Soul,

g Sinners, awake betimes 3 ye Fools, be wile ;
Awake before this dreadtul Morning riic ;
Change your vain Thoughts, your crooked Works

. [amend ;
Fly to the Saviour, make the Judge your Friend
Left like a Lion his laft Vengeance tear
Your trembling Souls, and no Deliverer near.

Psary
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Psarm L. To the old proper Tune.
Tie lafl Fudsment.

I tIE Gop of Glory fends his Summons forth,
Callsthe Ssu¢h Nations,and awakes the Nos#h 3
From Eaft to WWeft the fovreign Order’s {pread,
Thro® diftant Worlds and Regions of the Dead.

The Trumpet frunds 5 Hell trembles ; Heaven rejoicess
Lt up your Heads, ye Saints, avith chearful Voices,

o more fhall Atheifts mock his long Delay ;
His Vengeance fleeps no more ; behold the Day
Behold the Judge defcends ; his Guards are nigh ;
Tempelts and Fire attend him down the Sky.

When GOD appears, all Natuve fball adore bim ;

While Sinners tremble, Saints vejoice before bim.

3 ‘“ Heav'n, Earth, and Hell draw near; let all

[ Things come
“ To hear my Juftice and the Sinners Doom ;
““ But gather firlt my Saints; (the Judge com-

[mands)
““ Bring them, ye Angels, from thelr diftant Lands.

IWhen Chrifl yeturns, anaks cvery chearful Paflion ;
And fhout, ye Saiunts, be comes for your Salvation.

+ “ Behoid my Covenant ftands for ever good,
*¢ Seal'd by th' eterna! Sacrifice in Blood, WA
“ And fign'd with ail their Names; the Greck, the
““ "T'hat paid the antient Worfhip or th: new.

Toere’s no Diftin@ion ler., jotn all your Poices,
And raife your Heads, ye Saints, Sor Heawen rejoices.

tJ

| [ Thrones,
““ Here (faith the Lord) ye Angels, {pread their -
* And near me feat my Favourites and my Sons.

“ Come,

L |



!

]
|
i

——r— -
- T

1
1
.
I |

‘1
:

108 PsaLm L.
¢« Come, my Redeem'd, poflels the Joys prepar'd

¢ Ere Time began; ’tis your divine Reward,

When Chrift returns, awake every chearful Palfion ;
And flout, ye Saints, ke comes for your Salvation.

Pa v st the Firft.

6 ¢ T am the Saviour, I th® Almighty Gop,
¢ Jam the Judge: Yec lleavens proclaim abroad
“ My jult cternal Sentence, and declare
¢ Thofe awful Truths that Sinners dread to hear.

When GOD appears, all Nature fball adore bim ;
While Sinners tremble, Saints rjoice before hin,

= ¢ Stand forth, theu bolu Blafphemer, and profane,
¢ Now feel my Wrath, nor call my Threatnings
[vain ;
¢ Thou Hypocrite, once dreft in Saints Attire,
« T doom the painted Hypocrite to Fire.

Fudgment proceeds ; Hell trembles ; Heaven rejoices
Lift up your Heads, ye Saints, with chearful Vaices.

| 8 ¢ Not for the Want of Goats or Bullocks flain

¢« Do I condemn thee ; Bulls and Goats are vain
¢¢ Without the Flames of Love : In vain the dtore
¢¢ Of Brutal Offerings that were mine before:

Earth is the Lord's; all Nature fball adore him
While Sinners tremble, Saints rejoice before bim.

g * If I were hungry, wou'd I afk thee Food?
¢¢ When did I thirit, or drink thy Bullocks Blood?
¢¢ Mine are the tamer Beafts and favage Breed,
“ Flocks, Herds, and I ields, and Forefts where

[they feed.

All is the Lord's; be rules the wide Creation;
Gives Sinners Vengeance, and the Satnts Sulvation.

1o ¢ Can
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10 ¢ Can I be flatter’d with thy cringing Bows,
“ Thy folemn Chatterings and fantaftick Vows ?
“ Arcmy Eyes charm'd, thy Veftments to behold,
“ Glanng in Gems, and gay in woven Gold ?

GOD is the Judge of Hearts, o fair Difsuifes
Can fereen the Guilty avhen bis V. ENgeance rifes.

»
L]

PavusE the Second.

[to pleafe

11 ¢ Unthinking Wretch! how could’ft thou hope
““ A Gop, a Spirit, with fuch Toys as thefe?

“ While with my Grace and Statutes on thy

[ Tongue

““ Thou lov'it Deceit, and doft thy Brother wrong.

Judgment proceeds ; Hell trembles ; Heaven refoices
Lift up your Heads, ye Saints, with chearful Vaices.

iz ““ In vain to pious Forms thy Zeal pretends ;
““ Thieves and Adulterers are thy chofen Friends ;
*“ While the falfe Flatterer at my Altar waits,
‘“ His harden’d Soul divine Inftruétion hates.

GOD is the Fudge of Hearts, no fair Difouifes
Can fercen the Guilty awhen his Vengeance rifes.

13 ¢ Silent I waited with long-fuffering Love ;
‘“ But didft thou hope that I fhou’d ne’er reprove?
““ And cherifh fuch an impions Thought within,
“ That the All-holy would indulge thy.Sin?

Sece, GOD appears, all Nature joins £ adore him ;
J udgment proceeds, and Sinners fall before bim,

14 ¢ Behold my Terrors now : my "Thunders roll,
““ And thy own Crimes affright thy guilty Soul.
‘“ Now like a Lion fhall my Vengeance tear
*““ Thy bleeding Heart, and no Deliverer near.

Judy-
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Jiudgment concludes ; Hell trembles ;s Heaven vejoices
Lift up your Heads, ye Saints, aith chearful Vaices.

Eviphonema.

Sinners, awake betimes; ye Fools, be wife ;
Awake before this dreadful Morning rife :  [amend,
Change your vain Thoughts, your crooked Works
Fly to the Saviour, make the Judge your Friend:

Then join tre Saints : Wake every chearful Paffisn;
When Chrift veturns, be comes for your Salvation.

Psatn I.:I. Firft Part. Long Metre.,

A Penitent pfea(ﬁ;:g ﬁir Pardon.

{1 CHEW Pity, Lord, O Lord, forgive,
| Let a repenting Rebel live;

Are not thy Mercies large and free;
May not a Sincr truft in Thee?

2 My Crimes are great, but not furpafs
The Power and Glory of thy Grace:
Great Gop, thy Nature hath no Bound,
So let thy pardoning Love be found.

1
Eg O wath my Soul from every Sin,

' And make my guilty Confcience clean;
:  Here on my Heart the Burden lies,

3
:

And paft Oftences pain mine Eyes.

4 My Lips with Shame-my Sins confefs
Againit thy Law, againit thy Grace:
Lord, fhould thy Judgment grow {cvere,
I am conaemn’d, but thou art clear,

4

1
1
'
I
}

15 Should fudden Vengeance fuize my Dreath,
i I mull pronounce Thee jull m Death:

1

!i

11‘“(1



Psarwm LI 11T

And if my Soul were fent to Hell,
'Thy righteous Law approves it well.

6 Yet fave a trembling Sinner, Lord,

ta

Whofe Hope ftill hovering round thy Word,
Would light on fome fweet Promife there,
Some {ure Support againit Defpair,

Psavm LI Second Part. Long Metre,
Orizinal and actual Sin confofid.

ORD, Iam vile, conceiv'd in Sin ;
And born unholy and unclean ;
Sprung from the Man whofe guilty Fall
Corrupts the Race, and taints us All.

Soon as we draw our Infant-Breath,
The Secds of Sin grow up for Death ;
Thy Law demands a perfe® Heart;
Dut we're defil'd in every Part.

[Great Gob, create my Heart a-new,
And form my Spirit pure and true ;
O make me wife bettmes, to {py

My Danger and my Remedy.)

Lichold T fall before thy Face;

My only Refuge is thy Grace:

No outward Forms can make me clean ;
The Leprofy lies deep within.

No bleeding Bird, nor bleeding Beaft,
Nor Hyflop-branch, nor {prinkiing Prieft,
Nvor running Brook, nor Flood, nor Sea,
Can wabh the difinal Stain away.

Jcfes, my Gop, thy Blood alone
thieh Power fuflicient to atone ;
iy Dlood can make me white as Snew ;
Sa JeawB Types could cleanfe me io.
- While
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While Guilt difturbs and breaks my Peace,
Nor Flefh nor Soul hath Reft or Eafc;
Lord, let me hear thy pardoning Voice,
And make my broken Bones rejoice.

7

Psaim LI Third Part. Long Metre.
The Backflider reflor'd; or, Repentance and Faith

in the Dlood of Chrilt.

Thou that hear'ft when Sinners cry,
Tho' all my Crimes before thee lie,

Benold them not with angry Look,
But blot their Memory from thy Book.

» Create my Nature pure within,
And form my Soul averfc to Sin:

Let thy good Spirit neer depart,
Nor hide thy Prefence from my Heart.

' cannot live without thy Light,
Cait out and banifh’d from thy Sight :

Thire holy Joys, my Gop, reftore,
And guard me that I fall no more.

4 Tho' I have griev'd thy Spirit, Lord,
[Jis Help and Comfort hill aftord :

And let 2 Wretch come ncat thy "i'hrone

To plead the Merits of thy Son.

A broken Heart, my Gop, my King,

Is all the Sacrifice 1 bring;
The Gop of Grace will ne'er defpife

A broken Heart for Sacrifice.

6 My Soul lies humbled in the Dult,
And owns thy dreadful Sentence juit 5

5

}  Look down, O Lord, with pitying Lye,

And fave the Soul condemp’d to die.

n

7 Then
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» Then will I teach the World thy Ways ;
Stnners fhall learn thy fovereign Grace ;

Pll lead them to my Savionr's Blood,

And they fhall praife a pardoning Gop,
§ O may thy Love infpire my Tongue !

Salvation fhall be all my Song ;

And all my Powers fhall join to blefs

The Lord my Strength and Righteoufnefs.

PsaLum LI 3—13. Fz'::/? Part. Com. Metre.
| Original and Aual §in confefs’d and pardan'ﬁ’.

i ORD, T would fpread my fore Diftrefs
L And Guilt before thine Eyes ;

Againft thy Laws, againft thy Grace
How high my Crimes arife !

2 Should'ft thou condemn my Soul to Hell,
And cruth my Flefh to Duft,

Heav'n would approve thy Vengeance well,
And Earth muft own it jut,

5 1 from the Stock of 4dam came,
Unholy and unclean ;

All my Original is Shame,
And all my Nature Sin.

4+ Born in a2 World of Guilt, I drew
Contagion with my Breath ;
And as my Days advancd I grew
A jufter Prey for Death.
; Cleanfe me, O Lord, and chear my Soul
With thy forgiving Love ;
O make my broken Spirit whole,
And bid my Pains remove.

" Let not thy Spirit quite depart,
Nor drive me from thy Face ;

I Create



114 PsaLm LL

Create anew my vicious Heart,
And fill it with thy Grace.

, Then will I make thy Mercy known
Before the Sons of Men;
Backfliders fhall addrefs thy ‘Throne,

And turn to Gop again.

PsaLym LI 14—17. Second Part. Common Metre,
Repentance und Faith in the Blood of Chnft.
Gop of Mercy, hear my Call,
My Loads of Guilt remove,

Break down this feparating Wall
That bars me from thy Love.

, Give me the Prefence of thy Grace,
Then my rejoicing ‘Tongue
Shal! fpeak aloud thy Righteoufnefs,
And make thy Praife my Song.

3 No Blood of Goats, nor Heifer flain

For Sin cou'd €'er atone;
The Death of Chrift fhall ftill remain

Sufficient and alone.

4 A Soul oppreft with Sin's Defert
My Gob will neer defpife ;
A humble Groan, 2 broken Heart

Is our beft Sacrifice.
Psarm LI 4emb.
Viftory and Deliverance from Perfecution.

R E all the Foes of Sion Fools,
Who thus devour her Saints ¢

Do they not know her Saviour rules,
And pities her Complaints ?

2 They fhall be feiz'd with {ad Surprize ;
For Gop’s revenging Arm

Qcattd
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Scatters the Bones of them that rife
To do his Children Harm.

3 In vain the Sons of Sasan boatt
Of Armies in Array ;

When Gob has firft defpis'd their Hoft,
They fall an eafy Prey.

4 O for a Word from Sion's King,
Her Captives to reftore!

Jacob with all the Tribes fhall fing,
And Judah weep no more.

115

PsaLm LV. 1—~8, 16, 17, 18, 22. Com. Metre.
Support for the afflicted and tempted Soul

I Gop, my Refuge, hear my Cries,
Behold my flowing Tears,
For Earth and Hell my Hurt devife,
And triumph in my Fears,

2 Their Rage is levell'd at my Life,
My Soul with Guilt they load,

And fill my Thoughts with inward Strife,
To thake my Hope in Gop,

3 With inward Pain my Heart-l’crings found,
I groan with every Breath ;
Horror and Fear befet me round

Amongft the Shades of Death.

4 O were I like a feather'd Dove,
And Innocence had Wings ;
I'd fly, and make a long Remove
From all thefe reftiefs Things.

; Let me to fome wild Defart g0,
And find a peaceful Home,

Where Storms of Malice never blow, -
Temptations never come.

K2 6 Vaig |
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6 Vain Hopes, and vain Inventions all
To *fcape the Rage of Hell!
The mighty Gop on whom 1 call
Can fave me here as well

PauseE.

v By Moming-Light "1l feek his Face,

At Noon repeat my Cry,

The Night fhall hear me ask his Grace,

Nor will he long deny.
e my Soul from Fear,

Or fhield me when afraid ;
‘I'en thoufand Angels muft appear
If he command their Aid.

g I calt my PBurdens on the Lord,
The Lovd fuftains them all ;

My Courage refts upon his Word
That Saints fhall never fall,

(0 My higheft Hopes fhall not be vain,
My Lips fhall fpread his Praife ;

While cruel and deceitful Men,
Scarce live out half their Days.

psaLm LV. Ver.15,10,17,19, 22 Short

Dangerous P rofperity ; OF, Daily Deotions encours,

£ T Sinners take their Courfe,

And chufe the Road to Death;
Ryt in the Worfhip of my Gobo

I'll fpend my daily Breath.
2 My T houghts addrefs his Throne

W hen Morning brings the Light ;
I {cek his Blefiing every Noon,

And pay my Vows at Night. ”

3

1
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3 Thou wilt regard my Cries,
O my eternal Gop,

While Sinners perith in Surprize
Beneath thine angry Rod.

4 Becaule they dwell at Fafe,
And no fad Changes feel,

Thev neither fear nor truft thy Name
Nor learn to do thy Will.

s But I with all my Cares,
Will lean upon the Lord,

FIl calt my Burdens on his Arm,
And reft upon his Word.

6 His Arm fhall well fuftain
The Children of his Love;

The Ground on which their Safety flands
No earthly Power can move.

Psarm LVI.

Delimerance from Oppreflion and Falpoed : or, GOD's
Care of bis People in Aufrver to Faith and Prayer.

! Thou whofe Juftice reigns on high,
And makes th* Oppreflor ceafe,
Behold how envious Sinners try
To vex and break my Peace!

2 The Sons of Violence and Lies
Join to devour me, Lord ;

But as my hourly Dangers rife,
My Refuge 15 thy Word.

2 In Gop moft holy, juft, and trye,
I have repos’d my Truft ;
Nor will I fear what Flefh can do,
The Offspring of the Dut.

F 3 4 They
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4 They wreft my Words to Mifchief fill,
Charge me with unknown Fau'ts ;

Mifchief doth all their Counfels fill,
And Malice all their Thoughts.

¢ Shall they elcape without thy Frown:
Muft their Devices ftand?
O cait the haughty Sinner down,
And Iet him know thy Hand!

PavsE.

6 Gon counts the Sorrows of his Saints,
Their Groans aftet his Ears
Thon haft 2 Book for my Complaints,
A Bottle for my Tears.

» When to thy Throne 1 raife my Cry,
The Wicked fear and flee ;
So fwift is Prayer to reach the Sky,
So near is Gop to me.

8 In Thee, moft holy, juft, and true,
1 have repos’d my Truft ;
Nor will T fear what Man can do,

The Ofrspring, of the Duit.

g Thy folemn Vows are on m, Lord,
Thou fhalt receive my Praife ;
'\l fing, How faithful is thy Word ;
How righteous all thy Ways!

1o Thou hatt fecur’d my Soul from Death,

O fet thy Pris'ner free,
That Heart and Hand, and Life and Breath

May be employ'd for Thee.

Psav
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Psaiwm LVII
Praife for Proteition, Grace and Truth.

! Y Gop, 1n whom arc all the Springs
Of boundlefs Love and Grace unknown,
Hide me beneath thy {preading Wings
Till the dark Cloud is overblown.

2 Up to the Heavens I {end my Cry,
The Lord will my Defires perferm ;
He fends his Angel from the Sky,
And faves me from the threatning Stoym.

3 Be thon exalted, O my Gonb,
Above the Heav'ns where Angels dwell ;
Thy Power on Larth be known abroad,
And Land to Land thy Wonders tell.

4 My Heart is fix'd ; my Song fhall raife
Immortal Honours to thy Name;
Awake, my Tongue, to {found his Praife,
My Tongue, the Glory of my Frame.

; High o’er the Earth his Mercy reigns,
And reaches to the utmoft Sky ;
His T'ruth to endlefs Years remains,
When lower Worlds diffolve and die.

6 Be thou exalted, O my Gon,
Above the Heav’ns where Angels dwell ;
Thy Power on Earth be known abroad,
And Land to Land thy Wonders tell.

Psavm LVIIL. Asthe 113t Plalm.
W arning to Mﬂg{ﬂmter.

1 JUDGES, who rule the World by Laws,

Will ye defpife the righteous Caufe,
When th® injur’d Poor before you ftands ?

F 4 Dare
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Dare ye condemn the righteous Pcor,

And let rich Sinners *fcape fecure,
While Gold and Greatnefs bribe your Hands !

2 Have ye forgot, or never knew
That Gop will judge the Judges too?
High in the Heavens his Juitice reigns ;
Yet you invade the Rights of Go, ‘
And fend your bold Decrees abroad
To bind the Confcience in your Chains.

A poifon’d Arrow is your Tongue,
The Arrow fharp, the Poifon ftrong,

And Death attends where-€er it wounds :
You Lear no Counfels, Cries or Tears;

So the deaf Adder ftops her Ears

Againft the Pow'r of charming Sounds.

Break out their Teeth, eternal Gob,
Thofe Teeth of Lions dy’d m Blcod ;
And cruth the Serpents the Duft:
As empty Chaft, when W hirlwinds rife,
Before the fiveeping Tempeft flies,
So lct their Hopes and Numes be loft.

Tl Almighty thunders from the Sky,
Their Grandeur melts, their Titles die,
As Hills of Snow diffolve and run,

Or Snales that perifh in their Slime,
Or Births that come before their Tune,
Vain Births that never fee the Sun.

6 Thus (hall the Vengeance of the Lord
Safety and Joy to Saints afford ;
And all that hear fhall join and fay,
¢ Sure there’s a Gop thatrules on high,
.« A Gono that hears his Children cry,
« And will their Sufferings well repay.

;

Psal
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PsaLm LX. [~—5, 10 —12,
On a Day of Humiliation Jor Difappointsmenys in War.

I OR D, hatt thou caft the Natjon off ;
Muft we for ever mourn :

Wilt thou indulge immortal Wiagh .
Shall Mercy ne'er return

2 The Terror of one Frown of thine
Melts all our Strength away ;
Like Men that totter drunlk with Wine,
We tremble in Difmay.

3 Great Britain thakes beneath thy Stroke,
And dreads thy threatning Hand ;

O heal the Ifland Thou haft broke,
Confirm the wav'ring Land.

4 Lift up a Banner in the Field
For thofe that fear thy Name ;
save thy Beloved with thy Shield,
And put our Foes to fhame.

5 Go with our Armies to the F ight
Like a confed’rate Gop ;

In vain confed’rate Pow'rs anite
Againft thy lifted Rod, -

5 Our Troops fhall gain a wide Renown
By thine aflifing Hand ;

"T1s Gop that treads the Mighty down,
And makes the Feeble fland.

Psavm LXI. 1——6.

Safety in GO D.

1 H E N overwhelm'd with Grief

My Heart within me dies,
Helplefs and far from all Relief
Lo Heaven I Lift mine Eyes.

F g 2 O
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2 O lead me to the Rock
That's high above my Head,

And make the Covert of thy Wings
My Shelter and my Shade.

4 Within thy Prefence, Lord,
For ever I'll abide;

Thou art the Tower of my Defence,
The Refuge where I hide.

4 Thou giveft me the Lot
Of thofe that fear thy Name;

If endlefs Life be their Reward,
I thall poflefs the fame.

PsarLym LXI[ gemmerz.

Ns Truft in the Creatures ; oF, Faith in Divine
Grace and Power.

Y Spirit looks to Gop alone;
My Rock and Refuge is his Throne ;

In all my Fears, in all my Straits
My Soul on his Salvation waits.

2 Truft him, ye Saints, in all your Ways,
Pour out your Hearts before his Face:
When Helpers fail, and Foes mvade,

! Gop is our all-fufficient Aud.
E 3 Falfe arc the Men of high Degree,
|

The bafer Sort are Vamity ;
1.aid in the Balance both appear
. Light as a Paff of empty Air.

. 4 Make not increafing Gold your Truft,

" Nor fet your Heart on glittering Duft ;
Why will you grafp the fleeting Smoke,
And not believe what Gop has {poke ?

¢ Once has his awful Voice declar'd,
COnce and agatn my Ears have heard,

« All
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¢« All Power i3 his etefnal Due;
“ He muft be fear'd and trufted too.

6 For Sovereign Power reigns not alone, . . -
Grace is a Partner of the Thrope:: - 7™
Thy Grace and Juftice, mighty Lord, .
Shall well divide our laft Reward. -,;<'<"*".

Psarw LXIIL 1, 2, §» 35 4: Fnﬁ Part. " -
Common Metre,

The Morning of a Lord’s- Day,

I ARLY, my Goo, without Delay,
E I hafte to feek thy Face;

My thirfty Spirit faints away
Without thy chearing Grace,

2 5o Pilgrims on the fcorching Sand
Beneath a burning Sky
Long for a cooling Stream at hand,
And they muft drink or die.

5 I've feen thy Glory and thy Pow'r
Thro’ all thy Temple thine ;
My Gonp, repeat that heavenly Hour,
That Vifion fo divine.

+ Not all the Bleflings of a Feat
Can pleafe my Soul fo well,
As when thy richer Grace [ tafte,
And n thy Prefence dwell.

s Not Life itfelf, with all her Joys,
Can my beft Paffions move,
Or raife {o high my chearful V oIce,
As thy forgiving Love.

¢ Thus till my laft expiring Day
I'l! blefs my Gop and King ;

Thus
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Thus will T lift my Hands to pray,
And tune my Lips to fing.

PsaLm LXIII. 6-——10. Second Part.

Common Metre.

Midnight Thonghts recolleRed,

1 ? W AS in the Watches of the Night
I thought upon thy Pow'r,
I kept thy lovely Face in fight
Amidft the darkett Hour.

2 My Flefh lay refting on my Bed,
My Soul arofe on high ;
«« My GOD, my Life, my Hope, 1 faid,
““ Bring thy Salvation nigh.

» My Spirit labours up thine Hill,
And climbs the heavenly Road ;
But thy Right-hand upholds me fill,

While I purfue my Gop.

+ Thy Mercy ftretches o'er my Head
The Shadow of thy Wings ;
My Hezrt rejoices in thine Atd,
My Tongue awakes and fings.

¢ But the Deftroyers of my Peace
Shall fret and rage in vain;
The Tempter fhall for ever ceale,
And all my Sins be flam.

6 Thy Sword fhall give my Foes to Death,
And fend them down to dwell
In the dark Caverns of the Earth,
Or to the Decps of Hell,

PsaLM
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Fam m LXIII. Long Metse.

Longing ﬁﬂer GOD; or, The Love of GO D bet-
ter than Life.

Reat Gop, indulge my humble Cla;m, |
Thou art my Hope, my Joy, my:Relt;
The Glories that compofe thy Name o
Stand all engag’d to make me bleft. - ."-'-35{; "

2 Thou Great and Good, thou Juft and Wlfe, -
Thou art my Father and my Gobp ;
And I am thine by facred Ties ;
Thy Son, thy Servant bought with Blood.

3 With Heart and Eyes and lifted Hands
For Thee I long, to Thee I look,
As Travellers in thirfty Lands
Pant for the cooling Water-brook.

4 With early Feet I love t'appear
Among thy Saints, and feek thy Face,
Oft have I feen thy Glory there,

And felt the Power of Sovereign Grace.

y Not Fruits nor Wines that tempt our Tafte,
Nor all the Joys our Senfes know,
Could make me fo divinely bleft,

Or raife my chearful Paflion fo.

¢ My Life it felf without thy Love
No Tafte of Pleafure could afford;
“Twould but a tirefome Burden prove, .
It I were banif’d from the Lord. g

7 Amidft the wakeful Hours of Night,

When bufy Cares afflit my Head, R
One Thought of Thee gives new Delight, |

And adds Refrefhment to my Bed, ’

8 I
|
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2 DIl lift my Hands, Tl gaife my Voice,
While I have Breath to pray or praife ;
- This Work fhall make my Heart rejoice,

And {pend thie Remnant of my Days.

IP < a1 M LXIII. Short Metre.

Seeking GOD.
v Gop, permit my Tongue

And let my early, Cries prevail
To tafte thy Love divine.

l 2 My thirfty fainting Soul
Thy Mercy does implore ;
Not Travellers in Defart Land»
Can pant for Water mofe.

t 2 Within thy Churches, Lord,
I long to find my Place,

Thy Power and Glory to behold,
And feel thy quick’ning Graec.

¥ 4 For Life without thy Love

‘ No Relifh can aftord ;

No Joy can be compar'd with this,
o {erve and pleafe the Lord.

I To Thee I'il lift my Hands,
And praife "Thee while I lives

Not the rich Dainties of a Feait
Such Food or Pleafure give.

* l 6 In wakeful [Tours at Night,
b | I_call my Gop to mind;
I think how wife thy Counfels are,

And all thy Dealings kind.

I[ 7 Since Thou hait been my Help,
I To Thee my Spirit fhes,

This Joy, to call Thee mine ;

And
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And on thy watchful Providence
My chearful Hope relies.

§ The Shadow of thy Wings ,
My Soul in Safety keeps ! ey

I follow where my Father leads, T
4nd he fupports my Steps.

Psarm LXV. l—m5. Firft Part. Long Metre,
Publick Prayer and Praif.

I TH E Praife of Sion waits for Thee,

My Gonb : and Praife becomes thy Houfe ;
There fhall thy Saints thy Glory fee,

And there perform their publick Vows.

2 O Thou, whofe Mercy bends the Skies
To fave, when humble Sinners pray ;
All Lands to Thee fhall lift their Eyes,
And Iflands of the Northers Seq.

3 Againft my Will my Sin prevail,
But Grace fhall purge away their Stain;
The Blood of Chrift will never £l
To wath my Garments white again,

4 Bleft 1s the Man whom thou fhalt chufe,

And give him kind Accefs to Thee ;
Give him a Place within thy Houfe,

To tafle thy Love divinely free.

Pavuse,

5 Let Babel fear when Sion prays ;

Babel, prepare for long Diftrefs,
When Sion’s Gop himielf arrays

In Terror and i Righteoufncfs.

6 With dreadful Glory Gop fulfils
What his afflicted Saints requctt ;

And
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And with Almighty Wrath reveals
His Love to give his Churches Rett.

8 Then fhall the flocking Nations run
To Sion’s Hill and own their Lord ;
The rifing and the fetting Sun
Shall fee the Saviour’s Name ador'd.

Psarm LXV. 5---13. Second Part. Long Metre.

Divine Providence in Air, Earth, and Sea; of,
The GO D of Natare and Grace,

I H E Gop of our Salvation kLears
The Groans of Sion mix'd with Tears ;
Yet when he comes with kind Defigns,
Thro' all the Way his Terror fhines.

r » On him the Race of Man depends,
" Far as the Earth’s remoteft Ends,
Where the Creator’s Name is known,

By Nature's feeble Light alone.

3 Sailors that travel o'er the Flood,
Addrefs their frighted Souls to Gonp,
When Tempefts rage, and Billows roar
At dreadful Diftance from the Shore.

4 He bids the noily Tempefls ceafe;
He calms the raging Croud to Peace,
W hen a tomultuous Natton raves
Wild as the Winds, and loud as Waves.

- ¢ Whole Kingdoms fhaken by the Storm

"~ He fettles in a peaceful Form;
Mountains eftablift’d by his Hand
{ Firm on their old Foundations ftand.

#' & Behold his Enfigns fweep the Sky,
" New Comets blaze, and Lightnings fly ;

+
I-!

I
i

The
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The Heather Lands with fwift Surprize,
From the bright Horrors turn theiy Eyes,

7 At his Command the Morning-Ray
omiles in the Eaff, and leads the Day,
He guides the Sun’s declining Wheels
Over the Tops of Weflern Hills.

3 Seafons and Times obey his Voice ;
The Evening and the Morn rejoice
To fee the Earth made fof with Showers,
Laden with Fruit and dreft in Flowers.

0 'Tis from his watry Stores on high,
He gives the thirfly Ground {upply ;
He walks upon the Clouds, and thence
Doth his enriching Drops dif] penfe.

10 The Defart grows a fruitful Field,
Abundant Fruit the Valleys yield ;
The Valleys thout with chearfy] Voice,
And neighb'ring Hills repeat their Joys.
't The Paftures fmile in greeen Array,
Their Lambs ang larger Cattle play ;
The larger Cattle and the Lamb,

Each in his Language fpeaks thy Name.

12 Thy Works pronounce thy Power divine;
O'er every Field thy Glories fhine ;
Thro’ every Month thy Gifts appear ;

Great Goo, thy Goodnefs crowns the Year.

PsarLwy LXV. Firfl Part. Common Metre,

A Prqyfr-/;fariﬂg GO D, and the Gentiles called,

l Raife waits in Sion, Lord, for Thee ;
There thall our Vows be paid ;

‘Thou haft an Ear when Sinners pray,

All Flefly fhall feek thine Aid,
2 Lord,
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2 Lord, our Inmiquities prevail,
But pardoning Grace 1s thine,
And thou wilt grant us Pawer and Skl

To conquer every Sin.

3 Blefs'd are the Men whom thou wilt chafe
To bring them near thy Face,
Give them a Dwelling in thinc Houfe,

To fealt upon thy Grace.

4 In anfw’ring what thy Church requetts,
Thy Trath and Terror fhine,
And Works of dreadful Righteoufnefs

Fulfil thy kind Defign.

5 'Thus fhall the wond'rin Nations fee
The Lord is good and juft;

And diftant Iflands fly to Thee,
And make thy Name their Truft.

6 They dread thy glitt'ring Tokens, Lord,
E When Signs in Heaven appear ;
i But they fhall learn thy holy Word,
; And love as well as fear.

Psatwm LXV. Second Part. Common Metre,

. The Providence of GOD in dir, Earth, and S¢a;
- or, The Bleffing of Rain.

R )TISby thy Strength the Mountains ftand,
. Gonp of eternal Power ;

The Sea grows calm at thy Command,
And Tempefts ceafe to roar.

%' 2 Thy Morning Light and Evening Shade
Succeflive Comforts bring :

Thy plenteous Fruits make Harvelt glad,
Thy Flow'ss adorn the Spring.

3 Sea-
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3 Seafons and Times, and Moons and Hours,
Heaven, Earth, and Air are thine ;
When Clouds diftil in fruitful Show'rs,

The Author i1s divine.

¢ Thofe wand'ring Cifterns in the Sky
Borne by the Winds around,
Whole watry Treafures well fupply
‘The Furrows of the Ground.

; The thirfty Ridges drink their Fill,
And Ranks of Corn appear ;

Thy Ways abound with Bleffings ftill,
Thy Goodnefs crowns the Year.

Psavwm LXV. Third Par:. Common Metre.
The Bleffings of the Spring ; or, GOD gives Rain.
A Pfalm for the Hufbandman.

I OOD is the Lord, the Heavenly King,
Who makes the Earth his Care;
Vifits the Paftures every Spring,
And bids the Grafs appear,

2 The Clouds, like Rivers rais’d on high,
Pour out at thy Command
Their watry Bleflings from the Sky,
To chear the thirfty Land.

3 The foften’d Ridges of the Field
Cermit the Corn to {pring :

The Valleys rich Provifion yield,

And the poor Labourers fing.

¢ The little Hills on ev’ry Side
Rejorce at falling Show’rs
The Meadows drefs’d in all their Pride
Perfume the Air with Flow'ss.

5 The
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3 'The barren Clods refrefh’d with Rain
Promife a jovful Crop;
The parching Grounds lool: green agun,
And raife the Reaper’s FHope.
6 'T'he various Months tiy Goodnefs crowns ;

How bounteous arc thy Ways?
The bleating Flocks fpread o'er the Downs,

And Shepherds fhout thy Praife.

Peary LXVI Firfl Part.

Governing Poucer ond Goodnefs 3 or, QOuar Grace
tried by Affiiclions,

. (VIN G, all ye Nations, to the Lord,
Sing with 2 joytul Notie s
With Meledy of Sound record
His Honours and your Joys.

2 Say to the Power that fhakes the Sky,
¢« How terrible art Thou!

;
% «¢ Ginners before thy Prefence fly,
; ¢« Or at thy Feet they bow.

3 [Come, fee the Wonders of our Gop,
How glorious are his Ways!
In Mofes’ Hand he puts his Rod,
And cleaves the frighted Seas.

;4 He mrie the cbbing Channel drv,

' Whil: Ifrael pafs'd the Flood ;

Ther~ did the Church begin their Joy,
And triumph in their GoD.

¢ He rules by his refiltlels Might -
\Will Rebel Mortals dare
Provoke th' Eternal to the Fight,
And tempt that dreadfal War?
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6 O blels our Gop, and never ceafe ;
Ye Saints, fulfil his Praife ;
He keeps our Life, maintains our Peace,
And guides our doubtful Ways,

7 Lord, thou haft provd our {uffering Souls,
‘To make our Graces {hine ;

So Silver bears the burning Coals,
‘The Metal to refine,

8 Thro’ watry Deeps and fiery Ways
We march at thy Command,
Led to poflefs the promis'd Place
By thine unerring Hand.

Psavm LXVL 139—20. Second Pars,
Praife to GOD fir bearing Prayer.

T O W fhall my folemn Vows be paid
N To that Almighty Power

That heard the long Requefts I made
In my diftrefsful Hour.

2 My Lips gnd chearful Heart prepare
To make his Mercies known ;

Come ye that fear my Gop, and hear
The Wonders he has done.

5 When on my Head huge Sorrows fell,
I fought his heavenly Aid ;

He fav’d my finking Soul from Hell,
And Death’s eternal Shade.

4 If Sin lay coverd in my Heart
While Pray’r employ’d my Tongue,
The Lord had thewn me no Regard,
Nor I his Praifes {ung.

Nor
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Nor tarn'd from him my poor Requeft,
Nor turn'd his Heart from me.

PsaLm LXVIL
The Nation’s Profperity, and the Church's Increafe.

I SH INE, mighty Gop, on Britain fhine
With Beams of heavenly Grace;

Reveal thy Power thro' all our Coafts,
And fhew thy {miling Face.

» [ Amidft our Ifle exalted high
Do thou our Glory ftand,
And like a Wall of Guardian Fire

Surround the Favourite Land.]

1 When fhall thy Name from Shore to Shore
Sound all the Earth abroad,
And diftant Nations know and love
Their Saviour and their Gop?

4 Sing to the Lord, ye diftant Lands,
Sing loud with folemn Voice ;

While Britifb Tongues exalt his Praife,
And Britifs Hearts rejoice.

¢ He the great Lord, the fovereign Judge,

That fits enthron’d above,
Wifely commands the Worlds he made,

In Juftice and in Love.

¢ Farth thall obey her Maker's Will,
And yield a full Increafe:
Our Gop will crown his chofen Ifle

With Fruitfulnefs and Peace.

7 Gop the Redeemer fcatters round
His choiceft Favours here,

While the Creation’s utmoft Bound
Shall fee, adore, and fear.
I Psann
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PsavmLXVIII Firff Part. Ver. 16, 32—35,

Tie Vengeance and Compaffin of GOD,

I E'T Gob arife in all his Might,

And put the Troops of Hell to Flight ;
As Smoke that fought to cloud the Skies

Before the rifing Tem peft flies.

2 [He comes array'd in burning Flamés ;
Jultice and Vengeance are his Names -
Behold his fainting Foes expire

Like melting Wax before the F ire.]

3 He rides and thunders thro® the Sky ;
His Name ¥ehovab founds on high .
Sing to his Name, ye Sons of Grace ;
Ye Saints, rejoice before his Face. ‘

4 The Widow and the Fatherlefs
Fly to his Aid in fharp Diftrefs -
In him the Poor and Helplefs find
A Judge that's juft, a Father kind.

5 He breaks the Captive's heavy Chain,
And Pris’ners fee the Light again ;
But Rebels that difpute his Will,

ohall dwell in Chains and Darknefs il

Pausek.

6 Kingdoms and Thrones to Gop belong ;
Crown him, ye Nations, in your Song :
His wond’rous Names and Pow’rs rehearfe ;
His Honours fhall enrich your Verfe.

7 He fhakes the Heavens with loud Alarms ;
How terrible is Gop in Arms!
In Ifrael are his Mercies known,
Ifrael is his peculiar Throne,

8 Pro- |
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8 Proclaim him King, pronounce him bleft ;
He's your Defence, your Joy, your Relt;
When Terrors rife, and Nations faint,
Gop is the Strength of every Sant,

Psarym LXVIIL Second Part. Ver. 17, 18,
Chriff's Afcenfion, and the Gift of the Spirit.

1 OR D, when thou didtt afcend on high,
Ten Thoufand Angels fill'd the Sky 3
Thofe heavenly Guards around Thee wait,
Iike Chariots that attend thy State.

, Not Sinai’s Mountain could appear
More glorious when the Lord was there ;
While he pronounc’d hus dreadful Law,
And ftrook the chofen Tribes with Awe.

3 How bright the Triumph none can tell,

When the rebellious Powers of Hell,
That Thoufand Souls had Captive made,
Were all in Chains like Captives led.

4 Rais'd by his Father to the Throng,

He fent his promis'd Spirit down,
With Gifts and Grace for Rebel-Men,
That Gop might dwell on Farth again.

Psarm LXVIIL 3d Part. Ver. 19,9, 20, 21,24
Praife for Tm}:oml Bleffings; or, common and fj¢-

cial Mercies.

E blefs the Lord, the Juft, the Good,
Who fills our Hearts with Joy ana’ £0005 |

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

, He fends the Sun his Circuit round,
To cheer the Fraits, to warm the Ground ;

I
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He bids the Clouds yith plenteous Rain
Refrefh the thirft

y Earth again,

Care we owe oyr Breath,
And all our neay Efcapes from Death ;
Safety and Health to

Gop belong ;
He heals the Weak, ang guirds the Strong,
4 He makes

the Saint and Sipper prove
The common Bleﬂings of his Love ;
But the wijde Difference that remains

Is eadlels Joy or endlefs Pains,

5 The Lord that brujs'd the Serpent’s Head,
On all the Serpent’s Seed fhall

tread,
The ftubborp Sinner®

s Hope confound,
And {mite him with 5 lafting Wound.

6 But his Right-hand his Saints fhall raife
From the deep Earth, or deeper Seas ;
And bring them to his Courts ahove,

talte his fpecial Loye.

137

+*

Pravy LXIX. '==14. Firfl Part. Com. Met,

The Szﬁr:}g.t of Chrift Jor our Salvatioy.

Y CYAVE me, O Gob, the ﬁvelling Floods
S ““ Break in 2pon my Soy] -

“ Liink; and Sorrows gler my Head
" Like mighty Watere rolf.

<" Tery dll al] my Voice be gone,
*“ In Tears I wafte the Day ;
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5. ¢¢ *Thwas then I paid that dreadful Debt
¢ 'That Men could never pay,
«« And gave thofe Honours t0 thy Law
¢ Which Sinners took away.

¢ Thus 1 the great Meffiab’s Name

The royal Prophet mourns;
Thus he awalkes our Hearts to Grief,

And gives us Joy by tars.
5« Now fhall the Gaints rejoice, and find

¢ Galvation in my IName,
¢ For I have born their heavy Load
¢« Of Sorrow, Patn and Shame.

7 ¢ Grief like a Garment cloach’d me round,
v« And Sackcloth was my Drefs,
¢: While 1 procur’d for naked Souls
¢ A Robe of Rizhteoufnefs.

g « Amongft my Brethren and the fesvs
«« | like a Stranger ftood,
« And bore their vile Reproach, to bring
¢« The Gentiles near to Gobp.

«« T came in finful Mortals flead
«« To do my Father’s Will

¢« Vet when I cleans’d my Father's 1Toule,
«« They fcandaliz’d my Z.cal.

.o ¢« My Fatting and my holy Groans
« Were mode the Drunkard’s Song ;
¢« But Goo from his celeftial Throne

¢« Heard my complaining Tonguc.

o« 1Te fav'd me from the dreadful Deep,
«« Nor lct my Soul be drown'd ;
«¢ e rais’d and fix'd my finking reet:
«. On vell-ciablifi'd Ground.

L 4
}
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PsaLm LXIX. I?

12 ““ "T'was in a moft accepted Hour
“ My Pray’r aroe on high,
““ And for my fake my Gop fhall hear
* The dying Sinner’s Cry, »

Psaru LXIX. t4—21, 26, 20, 32, Second Par:.
Common Metre.

The Paflion and E xaltation of Chrift,

) OW let our Lips with holy Fear
N And mournfy Pleafure ﬁng "

Lhe Sufterings of our great High-Prieft,
The Sorrows of oyr King,
2 e finks in Floods of deep Diftrefs ;
How high the Waters rife!
While to his heavenly Father's Ear

He fends perpetyg] Cries.

3 ¢ Hear me, O Lord, 2
““ Nor hide thy fhining Face;
“ Why thould thy Favourite Jok
“ Forfaken of thy Grace 3

c o With Rage they perfecute ¢he Man
“ "T'hat groans beneath thy Wound,
“ While for a Sacrifice I pour
“ My Life upon the Groypg,

y * 'They tread my Honoyr ¢ the Duft,
*And laugh whep | complain ;
** Their fharp infulting Slanders 244
“ Frefn Anguifh to my Paj

am.
All my Reproach ;s known to The:,
“ The Scandal and the Siame ;

" Reproach has brolee my bleeding Heart,
* And Lies defil'g my Name.

like one

6(:
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140 Psapm LXIX,
= ¢ T look'd for Pity, but1n :irai;{;
““ My Kindred are my Griet;

s 1 afk my Friends for Comfort round,

¢ But meet with no Relief.

g ¢ With Vinegar they mock my Thirft,
«« They give me Gall for Food ;
«« And fporting with my dying Groans,
«¢ They triumph in my Blood.

g ¢ Shine in to my diftrefled Soul,

¢ Let thy Compaflions fave;
¢« And tho' my Flefh fink down to Death,

¢« Redeem it from the Grave.
(o ¢ I fhall arife to praife thy Name,

¢¢ Shall reign in Worlds unknown,

¢« And thy Salvation, O my Gop,
«« Shall feat me on thy Throne.

P.aLy LXIX. Third Part. Common Metre.
Chrilt's Obedience and Death; or, GOD g!yr{ﬁnf

and Sinncrs f:z-':.wf .

Ather, I fing thy wondrous Grace,
I blefs my Saviour’s Name,

He bought Salvation for the Poor,
And bore the Sinners Shame.

a His deep Diftrefs has rais’d us high,
His Duty and his Zeal
Fulfill’d the Law which Mortals broke,

And finifhed all thy Will.
3 His dying Groans, his living Songs
Shall better pleafe my Gobp |

Than Harp or Trumpet's folemn Sound,
Than Geats or Bullocks Blood.

L B e shmie Ll m ol oA
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¢ This fhall his humble Followers
And fet their Hearts at reft ;

They by his Death dray near to Thee,
And live for ever bleft.

5 Let Heaven and all tha dwell on high
To Gop their Vojces raife,

While Lands and Seas aflift the Sky,
And join t" advance the Praife,

6 Zion is thine, Moft hO]}’ Gonp,
Thy Son fhall blefs her Gates ;

And Glory purchas'd by his Blood
For thy own Iracl waits.

141

fee,

Long Metre.
Y and Sinners Sal valion,
EEP noyr Hearts let ys record

ThC dt_}EpEP Sorrows of our Lord ;
tetold the rifing Billoyss rotl

Yo overwheim pis noly Soul,

> In long Complaints he {pends his Breath,
While Hofts of Hell, and Powers of Death,
4nd all the Sons of Malice join

To execute their curf Defign,

} Yet, gracious Gop, thy Power and Love
Has made the Curfe 5 Bicfiing prove ;

Thofe dreadfi;! Sufﬁ:rings of thy Son
Aton'd for Sins which we had done,

4 The Pangs of our expiring Lord
The Honours of thy Law reftor'd «
His Sorrows made thy Juftice known,
And paid for Follies pot his qwn.

+ O for his Sake oyr Guilt forgive,
And let the mourning Sinner [ive -

G 3 The



142 Psarm LXIX.

The Lord will hear us in his Name,
Nor fhall our Hope be turn’d to Shame.

PeaLy LXIX. Ver. 7, &c. 2d Part. Long Met.

Chrift's Sufferin;s and Zeal.

! ’T W AS for thy Sake, ct.inal Gonb,
Thy Son fuftain’d that heavy Load

Of bafe Reproach and fore Difgrace,

And Shame defi’d his facred Face.

» The Heavs, his Brethren and his Kin,
Abus'd the Man that checldd their Sin:
While he fulfil'd thy holy Laws,

They hate him, but witiout a Caufe.

[ Wy Father's Houte, {:id he, <var mede

A Place for Worfbi}, not Sfor Tra e

‘Then fcattering all their Gold and Brafs,

He feoure’d the Merchants from the Place. ]

4 [ Ledl for the Temple of his Gop
Confum'd his Life, expos'd his Blood -
feproaches at thy Glory thrown
e felt, ant meurn’d them as his own.

His Friends forfook, his Followers fled,
Vwhile Foes and Arms Curvound his Head ;
They curfe him with a fl md’rous Tongue.
And the falfe Juage maintains the Wrong. ]

ol
3

¢ Tl Life they load with hateful Lics,

Ard charge his Lips with Blafphomies 3

'{ hey nail him to the (hameiul Tree;

't here hang the Man that dy'd for me.
= [ Wretches with Hearts s hard as Stones
{nfult his Piety and Gror s
Gall was the ond they save him there,
And mock’d his Thirtt with Ve |

B D

]
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Psarm LXXI. 143

8 Dut Gop beheld ; and from his Throne
Marks out the Men that hate his Son;
Tne Hand that rais’d him from the Dead,
Shiall pour the Vengeance on their Head.

Psaran LXXI §— 9. Firjl Pars,
Che ered Saint's Rgﬂr?fru aind Hﬁju—:.

] Y Gon, my cverlathing [Tope,
Ilrie upon thy “froey

1 hine Honds have Lold my Chindiiood g,
And flrengtLend ll my Youth.

pg|

My Tlefh was fafhion'd by thy Power,
vith all thefe Limbs of mie;

And from mv Mothers painial Honr
Pve been mtively thive,

P iuh has my LI new Wonder, foen
RC}‘*:EJ&‘J ¢ 1."1‘_‘,’ PO

Eelold my Doy thet vet meminiy
I oruft thom oo thy Core,

L |
iy

-

Calt me not off when Strength declines,
When hoary Hairs arite s

and round me Iet thy Glory fhine,
When-¢'er thy Servant dies.

: Tien in the Hiflory of my Age,
When Men review my Davs,

They’J! read thy Love in evry Page,
In ev’ry Line thy Pmife.

Psanw LXXI 15,14, 16, 23, 22, 24. 2d Pary,
Chrift oz Sfrf.!.:ge’b and R%f‘f;‘anﬁ:%.
r MY vaviour, my Almighty Friend,
When I begin thy Praife,
Wiere will the growing Numbers end,
the Nunabers of thy Grace 7
G4 2 Thou
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2 Thou art my everlafting Truft,
Thy Goodnefs I adore!
And fince I knew thy Graces firit
I {peak thy Glories more.

3 My Feet fhall travel all the Length
Of the celeftial Road,

And march with Courage 1n thy Strengzh

To fee my Father-Gop.
4 When T am fill’d with fore Diftrefs

For fome furprizing Sin,
I'll plead thy perfett Righteoulnels,
And mention none but Thine.

s [ow will my Lips rejoice to tell
'I'he Victories of my King !
My Soul redeem’d from Sin and Hell
Shall thy Salvation fing.

6 [My Tongue fhall all the Day proclaim
My Saviour and my Gob ;
His Dezth has bronght my Foes to Shame,
And drown'd them in his Blood.

5 Awake, awake, my tuneful Powers;
With this delightful Song
I'll entertain the darkeft IHours,

Nor think the Seafon long ]

Psarv LXXI, 17 =21, Third Part,
The aged Chriftian’s Prascr and Soig 5 of, Old Age,

Death, and the Pcjurreciian.

X GOD of my Childhood and my Youth,
The Guide of all my Days,
I vave declard thy heavenly Truth,
Aad told thy wondrous Ways.
| + 2 Wikt
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Psarwm LXX1

2 Wilt thou forfilce m

And leave my f
Who fhall futain
If Gop my st

145
¥ hoary Hairs,

nting Hear ;

my finking Years

rength depare »

To the furviving Age,

And leave 2 Sayour of thy Name
When I thai| quit the Stage,

4 The Land of Silence, and of Death
Attends my next Remove;

O may thef Poor Remains of Breash
Teach the wide World thy Love!

Pavse

i Thy Righteoufnefs ;s deep and high,
Unfearchable thy Deeds;

Thy Glory fpreads beyond the Sky,
And all my Praife exceeds,

b Oft have I heard thy Threat’nings roar,
And oft endur'd the Grief;

But when thy Hand has preft me fore,
Thy Grace was my Relief.

; By long Experience have I known
Thy fovereign Power to fave 3
At thy Command ] venture down
Securely to the Grave.

¢ When I lie buried deep in Duft,
My Flefh fhall be thy Care;

Thefe withering Limbs with Thee [ tryft
1o raiie them ﬁrong and fair,

Psatrn
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Psavm LXXIL Firft Part.
‘H"e Kingdsm of Chntt.

! Reat Gop, whofc univerfal Sway
The known and unknown Worlds obey,

Now give the Kingdom to tiy Son,
Extend his Power, exalt his Throne.

= Thy Scepter well becomes his Hands,
All Heaven fubmits to his Commands ;
His Juftice thall avenge the Poor,
And Pride and Rage prevail no more.

2 With Power he vindicates the Jult,
And treads th Opprefior i the Duft;
His Worfhip and his Fear fhall laft,
Till Hours, and Years, and Time be paft.

4+ As Rain on Meadows newly mow,
Co fhall he fend his Influence down:
His Grace on fainting Sculs diftils,
Like heavenly Dew on thirfly Hills.

: The Heathen Lands that lie beneath
T'he Shades of overfpreading Deati
Revive at his firlt dawning Light,
And Defarts bloffom at the Sight.

¢ The Saints fhall fiourith 1n his Days,
Drelt in the Robes of joy and Praife;;

Peace like a River from his 'Throne
Shall flow to Nations yet unknown.

Psavym LXXIL Second Part.
Chnii's Kf'ngdﬁm amnorg the Gentiles.

I E SUS fhall reign where-€'er the Sun
Does his {uccefive Journeys run;
1's Kingdom {treten from Shore to Shore,
Tul Moons fhal!l wux and wane no more.
2 [Echcld



Psar LXXIII.

2 [Benold the Iflands with thei Kings,

And F urepe her beft Tribute brings;
From Nored ¢ South the Princes meet
To pay theiy Homage at his Fect,

3 There Poyfia, glorious to behold,

There Tidsn thines in £ aflern Gold -

And birbaroys Nations at his Word
S.bmit, a3

1l bow, and owp their Lord 1

4 Tor him fhall endlef; Pray’r be made,
And Prajfes thmng to crown his Heqd .

tic Name Jjke fweet Perfume thall rife
With every Morning Sacrifice.

5 People and Realnys of ev
Dwell on his Iove with fivecteft S0ng ;
And Infant-Vices fhall proclajm
1 heir ear] y Bleflings on his Name,

" &lefiings abound where-¢'er he relpns,
Fhe Prifoner feaps to lofe his Chains ;
The Weary fing eternal Reft,

And all the Sons of Want are blegt

" [ Where Jie Giplays Lis healing Power,
Leth and the Curle are Loy, 1 N0 more ;
I him the T'ribes of Adam boaf
More EIEfHHgS than their Father 1ot

' Letevery Creatyro rife and bring,
Peculiar Honoyrs to our King :
Angels defeend with S0ngs again,
And Earth repeat the long Amen. ]

Usanm LXXIIL Firfl Pars.

ANted 8 aints /.‘djlp)‘, and profperoy

! OW I'm convincd, the I
10 Men of Heart fincere

ery Tongue

ord is l:ind
J

149

Common Met.

s Stiners ¢ r/ed,

Yot
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Yet once my foolith Thoughts repin'd,
And border’d on Defparr.

2 T grievid to fee the Wicked thrive,
And fpoke with angry Breath,
«« How pleafant and profane they live!
«« How peaceful is their Death!

«« With well-fed Flefh and haughty Eyes
« They lay their Fears to fleep;

« Againft the Heavens their Slanders rife,
«¢ "While Saints in Silence weep.

4  Tn vain I lift my Hands to pray,
«« And cleanfe my Heart in vain,
.« For I am chaften'd all the Day,
«« The Night renews my Pain.

= Yet while my Tongue indulg'd Complaints,
} felt my Heart reprove;
.« Sure I fhall thus offend thy Sants,
«« And grieve the Men I love.

6 But till I found my Doubts too hard,
The Confli€t too {evere,
Tilt I retir’d to fearch thy Word,
And learn thy Secrets there.

~ There, as in fome prophetic Glafs,
] faw the Sinner’s Feet
High mounted on a flippery Place
Befide a fiery Pit.

8 I heard the Wretch profanely boatt,
"['ill at thy Frown he fell;
115 Honours in a Dream were loft,
And he awakes in Hell,

g Lord, what an envious Fool I was!
How like a thoughtlefs Beaft !

wrd
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Thus to fufpet thy promis'd Grace,
And think the Wicked bleft.

10 Yet I was kept from full Defpair,
Upheld by Power unknown -
That blefled Hand that broke the Snare

Shall guide me to thy Throne.

Psavm LXXIIT 2} e 28.  Second Pars,
Common Metre,

G O D our Portion here and bereafier.

) G O D, my Supporter and my Hope,

My Help for ever near

Thine Arm of Mercy held me,up

When finking in Defpair,
2 Thy Counfels, Lord, fhall
Thro' this dark Wildernefs

Thine Hand condu@ me near thy Seat,
To dwell before thy Face.

3 Were I in Heaven withoye my Gop,
"Twould be no Joy to me;
And whilft this Earth i my Abode,
I long for none but Thee.

4 What if the Springs of Life were broke,
And Fleth and Heart thould faint,

Gob is my Soul’s eternal Rock,

The Strength of ev'ry Saint.

5 Behold, the Sinners thag remove

Far from thy Prefence die ;

Not all the Idol-Gods they love

Can fave them when the

y cry.
" But to draw near to Thee, my Gob,
Shall be my fweet Employ ;

Fuide my Feet
S
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My Tongue {hal {ound thy Works abread,

And tell the Woild my Joy.

Psavy LXXIIL 22, 3, 6, 17—20. Long Metre.

The Piofperity of Siuners corfid.

To mourn, and marmut, and repine

I LO R D, what a thoughtlefs Wretch was I,

I'o fce the Wicked plac’d on high,
In Pride and Robes of Honour {hine
2 Dut, O their End, their dreadful End!

Thy Sanctuary taught me fo:
On {lippery Rocks I {ee them ftand,

And fiery billows roll below.

3 Now let them boaft how tall they rife,
Il never cavy them again;;

| Till they plunge deep in endlefs Pain.

t 4 Their fancy’d Joys, how faft they fice!
Juft Iike a Drcam when Man awakes ;
Their Songs of foftcft Harmony

Are but a 'reface to their Plagues.

§ ¢ Now I clleem their Mirth and Wize,
T'oo dezr to purchafe with my Blood ;

Lord. 'tis enough that thou art MILc,

My Li%, my Portion, and my Gob.
PsaLu LXXIII. Short Metre.

-: The Blyflery of Providence unfolded.

1 SU R T, therc's a righteons Gop,
Wor s Religion vain;

IThe Men of Vice may boaft aloud,

And Maen of Grace complain.

b2 1 faw the Wicked ri'e,

And f!t my Heart repine,

There they mty ftnd with haughty Eycs,

“r L ﬂc
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Wite haughty Fools with feornfal Eyes,
In Rebes of Honour thine,

3 [
i

L& L

Lmra’d with warton Eafe,

heir Fleth locks il and fair,
Their Wealth rolls in like Howing Seas,
And orows without their Care.

4 Free from the Plagues and Pains
That pioas Souls en.lure,

Thro® ail their Life Opprefiion reigns,
And racks the humble Peor.

§ Their impious Tongues blafpheme
The everlafting Gop :

Therr Malice blaits the gocd Man’s Name,
And fpreads their Lies abroad.

6 Duat T with ﬂowing Tears
Induls’d my Doubts to rife ;
““ Is there 2 Gop that {ees or hears

““ The Things below the Skies ]

7 The Tumults of my Thought
Held me in hard Sufpence,

Tl to thy Houfe my Feet were brought
To learn thy Juftice thence.

8 Thy Word with Light and Power
Did my Miftakes amend ;

I view’d the Sinners Life before,
But here I learnt their End.

9 On what a flippery Steep
The thoughtlefs Wretches 00 ;
Avd O that dreadfy] fery Deep
Lnat waiss their Fal? blow !

10 Lord,
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10 Lord, at thy Feet I bow,
My Thoughts no more repine :
I call my Gop my Portion now,
And all my Powers are thine.

Psarwm LXXIV.
The Church pleading awith G O D ander fore Per-

fecution.

1 1LL Gop for ever caft us off?
His Wrath for ever fmoak

Againft the People of his Love,
His little chofen Flock ?

- » Think of the Tribes fo dearly bought
With their Redeemer's Blood ;

Nor let thy Sion be forgot,
Where once thy Glory ftood.

| 3 Lift up thy Feet, and march in hafte,

Aloud our Ruin calls;
See what a wide and fearful Wafte

Is made within thy Walls.

4 Where once thy Churches pray’d and fang
' Thy Foes profanely roar; |

Over thy Gates their Enfigns hang,
¢ad Tokens of their Power.

How arc the Seats of Worfhip broke?
They tear the Buildings down,
And he that deals the heavieft Stroke

Procures the chief Renown.

be With Flames they threaten to deftroy
Thy Children in their Neft ;
Come let us burn at once, they cty,

The Temple and the Priefl.

P And fhill to heighten our Diftrefs,
Thy Prefence is withdrawn ;

Thy
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Thy wonted Signs of Power and Grace,
Thy Power and Grace are gone,

8 No Prophet fpeaks to calm our Woes,
But all the Seers mourn ;

153

) How long, eternal Gop

Shall Men of Pride blafpheme ?
Shall Saints be made the;r endlefs Song,
And bear immortg] Shame?

10 Canft thoy for ever fit and hear
Thine holy Name profan’d ?

And fill thy Jealoufy forbear,
And fill with-hold thine Hand ?

'1 What ftrange Deliv'rance hatt thou fhown

In Ages long before;

And now no other Gop we own,
No other Gop adore,

'2 Thou didf} diyide
By thy refiftlef; Migh:t,
To make thy Tribes o wondrous Way,
And then fecure they Flight.

13 Is not the World of Nature thine,
The Darknefs and he Day ?
Didtt not thou big the Morning fhine,
And mark the Sun his Way ?

, how long,
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And M1l the Sons of Farth and Dult

That ficred Power blafpheme ?
Wil not thy Hand that form'd them fielt

Avenoe thine Injur'd Name?

Think on the Covenant thou haft made,
And ail thy W ordw of Love;
» or let the Rirds of Prey invade

.:'\..,,l vex thy Mouy ning Dove.

17 Our ot W sald trimph 10 our Rlood,
And mikeorr HOP their Jeft;
yond thine own Caufe, Almighty Gop,

And give thy Children Relt

Psany LEXV.
Poweer ond Government from GO D alsue.

Apaly'd to the glorous Rev nlunon bv King Wir-
1AM, OF tile h'qmy Acceflion of King GEORGE

to the Throne.

1 O Thee, moft Ioly, and moft High.
To Thee we bring our thank ful Praifc;
T hy Wor :s declare tiy ’\hmc s nigh,
T h) Works of Wonder and of Gr:*..ce

o Dritain was dJoom'd to be a Slave,

|

Her Frame difdolv’d ; her Fears were greats
When Gap a new Supporter gave,

To bear the P 1Lars of the State.

3 e from thy Hand receiv’d hus Crown,
And fwzar to rule by w Tholefome Laws;

Y IS

His Foot Ih'ﬂ' trend th’ Oppreflor down,
His Arm defead the nghteous Caule.

4 Let hn I';gn"tv Sinners fink their Pride,
Nor 1ift to high their fcornful Head ;
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But lay their foolith Thoughts afide,
Aud own the King that Gop hath made.

5 Such Honours never come by Chance,
Nor do the Winds Promotion blow ;
113 Gob the Judae doth ane advance,

"Iis Goo that lays another low.

b No viin Pretence to royal Dirth
Sidl fix a Tyrant on the Throne,
Gon, the great Sovereign of the Earth,
Wiil rife, and make his Juttice known.

© [His Hond holds out the dreadfil Cup,
O Vengeance mix'd with varioys Plagues,
To muke the Wicked drink them up,
Wring cut, and tafte the bitter Drregs,

3 Now fhall the Lord exalt the Juft,
And while he tramples on the Proud,
And lays their Glory in the Duit,
My Lips fhall fing his Prai%e aloud. ]

Psavm LXXVI.
lirael fav'd, and t)e Aflyrians aflroy’d 3 or, GO D's

/F » » ] .
J crgeance apainfl bis Eremmies proceeds Jrom Lis

Chureh,

1 IN Judah Gop of QI was known
His Name in Ifrael great
In Salen ftood his 1ol y Throne,
And Zion was his Seat,
> Amone the Prajles of his Sains,
His Dwelling there he chofe;

There he receiv’d thetr juft Complaints,
Againit their haughty [ogs.

5 From
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3 From Zion went his dreadful Word,
And broke the threatning Spear ;
'The Bow, the Arrows, and the Sword,

And crufl’d th’ Afjrian War.

4 What are the Earth’s wide Kingdoms elfe
But mighty Hills of Prey :
The Hill on which Febovab dweils
Is glorious more than they.

¢ “T'was Zion’s King that flopp’d the Breath
Of Captains and their Bands :
"The Men of Might flept faft in Death,

And never found their Hands.

6 At thy Rebuke, O Facob's Gob,
Both Horfe and Chariot fell :
Who knows the Terrors of thy Rod?
Thy Vengeance who can tel} !

7 What Power can ftand before thy Sight

When once thy Wrath appears !
When Heaven fhines round with dreadful Liglit,

The Earth lies fill and fears.

8 When Gop in his own fovereign Ways

Comes down to {zve tia’ Oppreft,
The Wrath of Man fhall work his Praife,

And he'll reftrain the reft.
g [Vow to the Lord, and Tribute bring,

Ye Princes fear his Frown:
His Terror fhakes the proudeft King,
And cuts an Army down.

10 The Thunder of his tharp Rebuke
Our hzughty Focs fhall feel ;
For Facsh’s Gop hath not for{ook,

But dwells in Zion fill. ]

PsaLm
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Psavm LXXVIL. Firf Pars.
Melancholy affaulting, and Hope prevailing.

f O Govo I cry’d with mournful Voice,
I fought his gracious Ear,
In the fad Day, when Troubles rofe,
And hil'd the Night with Fear,

2 Sad were my Days, and dark my Nights,
My Soul refus’d Relief;

I thought on Gop the Juft and Wife,
But Thoughts increas’d my Grief.

3 Still I complain’d, and ftill opprett,
My Heart began to break ;
My Gobo, thy Wrath forbid my Reft,
And kept my Eyes awake.

4+ My overwhelming Sorrows grew,
"Il T could fpeak no more;

Then I within my felf withdrew,

And call'd thy Judogments o'er.

5 I call’d back Years and ancient Times
When I beheld thy Face ;

My Spirit fearch’d for fecret Crimes
That might with-hold thy Grace.

6 I'calld thy Mercies to my Mind
Which I enjoy'd before;
And will the Lord no more be kind ;
His Face appear no more ?

7 Will he for ever cat me off?
His Promife ever fail ?
Has he forgot his tender Love ?
Shall Anger ftill prevail ?

3 But T forbid this hopelefs T hought,
Thus dark, defpairing Frame,

Remem-
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Remembring what thy Hand hath wrought ;
Thy Hand 15 ftill the fame.

g I'll think again of all thy Ways,
And talk thy Wonders o'cr;
Thy Wonders of recovering Grace,
When Flefh could hope no more.

o Grace dwelt with Juftice on the Throne ;

And Men that love thy Word
Have in thy Sanétuary known

The Counfels of the Lord.
Psavrn LXXVIL. Second Part.

Comfart deric’d from ancicnt Providence 5 of, I{rael

deliver'd from Egypt, and brought to Canaan.

| S O W awfu! is thy chaft’ning Rod ?
¢ (Mﬂ}’ thy own Children fﬂ}f)

¢ The Great, the Wife, the dreadiul Gop!

¢« How holy 1s his Way !

» 'l meditate his Works of old ;
The King that reigns above ;
1"l hear his ancient Wonders to.d,
And learn to truft his Love.

3 Long did the Houfe of Tofeph lie
With Egyp’s Yoke opprelt ;
Long he delay'd to hear their Cry,
*  Nor gave his People Reft.

4 The Sons of good old 7acob {cem’d
Abandon’d to their Foes;
But his Almighty Arm redeem’d
The Nation that he chofe.

s Ifrael his People ond his Sheep
Mauft follow where he calis;



Psarm LXXVIL 159

He bid them venture thro' the Deep,
And made t_he Waves their Walis.

6 'The Waters faw Thee, mighty Gop,
The Waters faw Thee come ;
Backward they fled, and frichted ftood,
'To make thine Armies room.

- Strange was thy Journey thro® the Sea,
Thy Footiteps, Lord, unknown :
Terrors attend the wondrous Way

That brings thy Mercies down.

8 [Thy Voice with Terror in the Sound
Thro’ Clouds and Darknefs broke ;
All Heav’n in Lightning fhone around,
And Earth with Thunder {hook.

9 Thine Arrows thro' the Skies were hurl'd,
How ¢lorious 1s the Lord!

ourprize 2nd Trembling feiz’d the World,
And his cwn Saints ador'd.
ro Ie gave them Water from the Rock ;
And fafe by 24/e5" Hand
Thro® a dry Defart led his Flock
Home to the promis’d Land.]

Psary LXXVIIIL Firft Pass,

Providences of GOD recorded ; or, proits Educa-
tion and f;{/h‘mi’fa}: of Children, . *
4
! LE T Children hear the mighty Deeds
Which Gop perform’d of old ;

Which in our younger Years we faw,
And which our Fathers told,

2 He bids us make his Glories known; »
His Works of Power and Grace ;

And
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And we'll convey his Wonders down
'Thro’ every rifing Race.

2 Our Lips fhall tell them to our Sons,
And they again to theirs,
That Generations yct unborn
May teach them to their Heirs.

4 Thus fhall they learn, in Gop alone

Their Hope fecurely ftands,
That they may neer forget his Works,

But practife his Commands.
PsavLm LXXVIII. Second Part.

Wrael's Rebellion and Panifbment ; or, The Sins and
Chaflifements of GO D's People.

I What a {iff rebellions Houfe
Was Facob’s ancient Race!
Falfe to their own moft folemn Vows,

And to their Maker's Gr.ce.

2 They broke the Cov'nant of his Love,
And did his Laws defpife,
Forgot the Works he wrought to prove

His Pow'r before their Eyes.

s Thev {aw the Plagues on Ecips light
From his revenging Hand :
What dreadful Tolens of his Might
Spread o'er the ftubborn Land.

4 They faw him cleave the mighty Sea,
And march'd in Safety thro’,
With watry Walls to guard their Way,
"Till they had *fcap’d the Foe.

5 A wondrous Pillar mark’d the Road,
Compos'd of Shade and Light ;
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By Day it prov'd a fhelt’ring Cloud,
A leading Fire by Night,

6 He from the Rock their Thirft {upply’d ;
The guthing Waters fell,
And ran in Rivers by their Side,
A conitant Miracle,

7 Yet they provok’d the Lord moft High,
And dar'd ditruft his Hand -

““ Can be «wvith Bread our Hof? Jupply
‘¢ xfm:'c_fﬂ this Dq/krt Land ?

8 The Lord with Indignation heard,
And caus’d his Wrath to flame ;
His Terrors ever ftand prepar'd
To vindicate his Name.

Psavm LXXVIIL.  Third Pase.

Toe Punifbment of Luxury and Iutemperance ; or,
Chaflifement and Salvation,

I HEN Ifael fins, the Lord reproves:,'

And fills their Hearts with Dread ;
Yet he forgives the Men he loves,

And fends them heavenly Bread,

2 He fed them with a libral Hand,
And made his Treafures known ;

He gave the Midnight-Clouds Command
To pour Provifion down.

3 The Manna like a Morning-fhow’r
Lay thick around their Feet ;
The Corn of Heaven, fo light, fo pure ;
As tho’ ’twere Angels Meat,

4 But they in murmuring Language faid,
““ Manua is all our Feaft ;

H “ We



162 Psarwm LXXVIIL

¢« We loath this licht, this airy Bread;
¢« We muft have Flefh to tafte.

g ¢ Te fball bave Flefb to pleale your Luft,
The Lord in Wrath reply’d,
And fent them Quails like Sand or Duft,

Heap'd up frem Side to Side.

6 He gave them all their own Defire;

And grecdy as they fed,
His Vengeance burnt with {ecret Fire,

And fmote the Rebels dead.

= When fome were flain the reft return’d,
And fought the Lord with Tears;
Under the Red they fear’d and mourn'd,
But foon forgot their Fears.

2 Oft he chaftis’d and fuill forgave,
"Till by his gracious Hand
The Nation he refolv’d to fave
Poflefs’d the promis'd Land.

Psavy LXXVIIL Ver 32, &, Fourth Pait.

Backfliding and Forgivenefs 5 or, Sin punifp'd, and
Saints faved.

1 Reat Gop, how oft did Ifrae/ prove
By turns thine Anger and thy Love?
There in a Glafs our Hearts may fee
How fickle and how falfe they be.

2 How foon the faithlefs 7eavs forgot
The dreadful Wonders Gop had wrought!

Then they provoke him to his Face,
Nor fear his Power, nor truft his Grace.

3 The Lord confum'd their Years in Pain,

And made their Travels long and vain;
1
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J
A tedious March thro’ unknown Ways
Wore out their strength, and fpent theis Day:.

4 Ot when th'y faw their Brethren flain,

They mourn’d, and fought the Lord again :
Call'd him the Rock of their Abode,

Therr high Redeemer and their Gop,

5 Their Pray’ss and Vows before him rife
As flattering Words or folemn Lies,
While theiy rebellious Tempers prove
Falfe to his Coy'nant and his Love.

b Yet did his Sovereign Grace forgive
The Men who not deferv’d to live :
His Anger oft away he turn'd,

Or elfe with gentle Flame it burn’{.

- He faw their Flefh was weak and frail,
He faw Temptations )] prevail :
The Gop of Abraban lov'd them ftill,
And led them to his holy Hill.

PS ALM LXXX.

s Prayer undys Afliion ; or, The Viye.
yard of GO D wafled,

' Reat Shepherd of thipe ffracl,
Who didft between the Cherubs dwell.

And lead the Tribes, thy chofen Sheep,
Sk thro' the Defart and the Deep :

: Thy Church is in the Defart now,

Shine from on high, and guide us thro ;
Turn us to Thee, thy Love reftore,

We fhall be fav’d, and figh no more.

: Great God, whom heavenly Hofts obey,
How long fhal] yye lament and pray ?

H 2 Ar{
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And wait in vain thy kind Return ¢
How long fhall thy herce Anger burn ?

4 Inftead of Wine and chearful Bread
Thy Saints with their own Tears ar€ fed ;
Turn us to Thee, thy Love reftore,
We fhall be fav'd, and figh no more.

Pausel.

g Halt thou not planted with thy Hands
A lovely Vine in Heathen Lands ¢
Did not thy Power defend 1t round,
And heavenly Dews enrich the Ground ?

6 How did the fpreading Branches fhoot,
And blefs the Nations with the F ruit ?
But now, dear Lord, look down and fee

Thy mourning Vine, that lovely Tree.

» Why is its Beauty thus defac’d ?
Why haft thou laid her Fences wafte ?

Strangers and Foes againit her join,
And every Beaft devours the Vine.

¢ Return, Almighty Gop, return;
Nor let thy bleeding Vineyard mourn:
"Furn us to Thee, thy Love reftore,
We fhall be fay'd, and figh no more.

Pavsek Il

Lord, when this Vine in Canaan grew
Thou watt its Strength and Glory too!
Attack'd in vain by all its Foes

i1l the fair Branch of Promife vofe.

1o Fair Branch, ordain'd of old to fhoot
From Dawvid's Stock, from Facob’s Root;

Himfelf 2 noble Vine, and we

The lefier Branches of the Tree.
i’

9
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11 "Tis thy own Son; and he fhall ffand
Girt with thy Strength at thy Right-hand ¢
Thy firft-born Son, adorn’d and blef
With Power and Grace above the reit.

12 O!for his fake attend our Cry,
Shine on thy Churches Jeft they die;
Turn us to Thee, thy Love reftore,
We fhall be fav’d, and figh no more,

PsaLm LXXXIL 1, S==16.

The Warning of GO D p5 bis Pegple ; or, Spiritual
Bleffings and Punifhments.

1 CVING to the Lord aloud,
And make a joyful Noife ;

Gop is our Strength, our Saviour Gop :
Let Ifrael hear his Voice.

2 * From vile Idolatry
* Preferve my Worfhip clean;;
" I'am the Lord who fet thee free
“ From Slavery and Sin.

3 ¢ Stretch thy Defires abroad,
“ And Il fupply them well ;
* But if ye will refafe your Go D,

“ I Yfrael will rebel ;

4 “ I'll leave them, fajth the Lord,
*“ To their own Lufts a Prey,

" And let them run the dangerous Road ;
*“ "Tis their own cholen Way.

5 * Yet, O! that all my Saints
“ Would hearken to my Voice!

" Soon I would cafe their fore Complaints,
" And bid their Hearts rejoice.

H 3 6 ¢ While
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¢ *¢ While I deftroy their Foes,
«« T'd richly feed my Flock,

¢+ And they fhould tafte the Stream that flows
¢« From their eternal Rock.

PsaLum LXXXIL
GOD the fupreme Governor s ox, Magifirates cuarned,

1 Q Mong t’ Affemblices of the Great

A greater Ruler talkes his Szt s

The Gop of Heaven as Judge furveys
Thofe Gods on Earth and all their Wzys.

> Why will ye then frame wicked Laws ?
Or why fupport th’ unrighteous Caufe?
When will ye once defend the Poor,
That Sinners vex the Saints no more?

1 They know not, Lord, nor will they Lnow:
Dark are the Ways in which they gos
Their Name of earthly Gods is vaili,

For they fhall fall and die like Meu.

4 Arife, O Lord, and let thy Son
Pofefs his univerfal Throne,
And rule the Nations with his Rod ;

He is our Judge, and he our Gop.
Psaru LXXXIII

4 Complaint againfl Perfecutsis,
I N D will the Gop of Grace
Perpetual Silence keep?

The Gop of Juttice hold his Peace,
And let his Vengeance leep ?

» Behold, what curfed Snares
The Men of Miichief fpread :

The Men that hate thy Saints and Thee
Lift up their threatning Head.
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y Againft thy hidden Ones

- Their Counfels they employ,

And Malice with her watchful rye
Purfues them to deflroy,

¢ The Noble and the Bafe
Into thy Paiftures leap

I'ne Lion and the ftupid Afs
Confpire to vex thy Shecp.

5 ¢ Come, let us join, they cry,
“ 'T'o roct them from the Ground.
* 11l not the Name of Saiats remai
“ Nor Mem'ry thall be found.

06 Awzke, Almighty Gan,
And call thy Wrath to mind ;
Give them like Forefls to the Fire,
Or Stubble to the Wind.

7 Convince their Madnefs, I.ord,
And make them feek thy Name:
Or elfe their flubborn Rage contound,

That they may die in Shame.

8 Then fhall the Nations know
That glorious dreadful Word

Jebovab is thy Name alone,
And thou the Sovereign Lord.

Psarv LXXXIV. Firfl Part. Long Metre,
The Pleafure of Publick W, orfhip.

i O W pleafant, how divinely fair,
H O Lord of Hofts, thy Dweliings are!
With long Defire my Spirit faints
To meet th’ Affemblies of thy Saints.

2 My Flefh would reft in thine Abode,
My panting Heart cries out for Gop;
H 4 My
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My Gop! my King! why fhould I be
So far from all my Joys and Thee?

3 The Sparrow chufes where to reft,
Ard fer her Young provides her Neft;
But wiil my Gop to Sparrows grant
'That Pleafure which his Chiidren want ?

4 Bleft are the Saints who fit on high
Around thy Throne of Majefty ;
Thy brighteft Glories thine above,
And all thetr Work 15 Praife and Love.

5 Blelt are the Souls that find » Place
Withm the Temple of thy Grace;
There they behold thy gentier Rays,
And feek thy Face, and learn thy Praie.

6 Bleft are the Men whofe Hearts are fet
To fiad the Way to Ziow’s Gate;
Gonp 15 their Strengih ; and thro’ the Road
They lean upon their Helper Goo.

5 Chearful they walk with growing Strength,
"Til all fhall meet in Heaven at length,
"Thil all before thy Face appear,

And join ui nobdier Worfhip there.

Psavs LXXXIV. Second Part. Long Metr.
G O D and bis Church; or, Grace and Glsi;.

I Gl{eat Gonp, attend while Zzon fings

The Joy that from thy Prefence {prings;
To {pend onc Day with Thee on Earth

Exceeds a thoufand Days of Mirth.

2 Might I enjoy the meaneft Place
Within thy Houfe, O Gop of Grace,

Not
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Not Tents of Eafe, nor Thrones of Power
Should tempt my Feet to leave thy Door.

1 Gob is our Sun, he makes our Day ;
Gop 15 our Shield, he guards our Way
From all th® Aflaults of Hell and Sin,

From Foes without and Foes within.

4 All needful Grace will Gop beftow,
And crown that Grace with Glory too ;
He gives us all Things, and with-holds

No real Good from upright Souls.

s O Gop, our King, whofe fovereign Sway
The glorious Hofts of Heaven obey,
And Devils at thy Prefence flee,
Bleft is the Man that trufts in Thee,

Psatm LXXXIV. Ver 1, 4, 2, 3, 10.

Paraphras’d in Common Metre.

Delicht in Ordinances of Worfhip; or, GOD pre-
fent in his Churches.

! Y Soul, how lovely 1s the Place
M To which thy Gop reforts!
"I'ts Heaven to fee lus {miling Face,

Tho' in his carthly Courts.

> There the great Monarch of the Skies
His faving Pow’r aifplays,
And Light breaks in upon our Eyes,
With kind and quickuning Rays.

3 With his nich Gifts the heavenly Dove,
Defcends and fills the Place,

While Chriff veveals his wondrous Love,
And fheds abroad his Grace.

H s. 4 Theve,
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4 There, mighty Gop, thy Words declare
"The Secrets of thy Will ;

And ftill we feck thy Mercy there,
And fing thy Praifes ftill.

Pavuset.

§ My Heart and Flefh cry out for The:,
While far from thine Abode;

When fhall I tread thy Courts, and fece
My Saviour and my Gop?

6 The Sparrow builds herfelf a Netft,
And {fufters no Remove ;
O make me, like the Sparrows, bleft,
To dwell but where I love.

7 To fit one Day beneath thine Eye,
And hear thy gracious Voice,
Exceeds a whole Eternity
Employ’d in carnal Joys,
8§ Lord, at thy Threfhold I would wait
While Jefus is within,

Rather than fill a Throne of State,
Or live in Tents of Sin.

g Could I command the fpacious Land,
And the more boundlefs Sea,
For one bleft Hour at thy Right-hand
[’d give them both away.

Psavy LXXXIV. Asthe 148th Plalm.

Lazzgirxg for the Houfe of GO D,

' O R D of the Worlds above,
How pleafant and how fair
‘T'ine Dwellings of thy Love,
Py carthly Temples are!

To
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To thine Abode

My Heart afpires,
With warm Defires
To fee my Gonp.

: The Sparrow for her Young
With Pleafure feeks a Nett,
And wandring Swallows long
To find their wonted Reit ;

My Spint faints
With equal Zeal
To rife and dwell

Among thy Saints.

3 O happy Souls that pray,
Where Gop appoints to hear!
O happy Men that pay
'heir conftant Service there!

‘They praife Thee ftill ;
And happy they

That love the Way
To Zion’s Hill.

. T'hey go from Strength to Strength,
thro’ this dark Vale of Tears,
I'1ll each arrives at length,
i)l each in Heav'n appears :

() glorious Seat,
Wihen Goo our King
Shail thither bring
Our willing Feet !

Pauvse,

. Foipend one facred Day
Where Gop and Samt. abide
Aflords diwiner Joy
Fhicy thoufund Days befide.
Where
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Where Gop reforts
T love 1t more

To keep the Door
Than fhine in Courts.

6 Gop is our Sun and Shield,
Our Light and our Defence ;
With Gifts his Hands are fill’d,
We draw our Bleflings thence ;

He f{hall beftow
On facob’s Race
Peculiar Grace
And Glory too.

7 The Lord his People loves ;
His Hand no Goud with-holds
From thofe his Heart approves,
Yrom pure and pious Souls :

Thrice happy he,
O Gop of Hofts,
Whole Spirit trufts
Alone in Thee.

Psaim LXXXV. Ver. 1—8. Firf Part.

Waiting for an Anfver to Prayer ; ory Deliverance
begun ard compleated.

! OR D, thou haft call'd thy Grace to mind,
Thou hatt revers'd our heavy Doom:
So Gop forgave when Ifracl finn'd,
And brought his wandring Captives home.

2 Thou haft begun to fet us free,
And made thy fiercelt Wrath abate:
Now let our Hearts be turn’d to Thee,
And thy Salvation be compleat.

" 4 Revive our dying Graces, Lord,
And Iet thy Saints in ‘Thee rejoxce ;
Male
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Make known thy Truth, fulfil thy Word ;

We wait for Praife to tune our Voice.

+ We wait to hear what Gop will fay ;
He'll fpeak, and give his People peace :
But let them run no more aftray, -
Left his returning Wrath increafe.

PsavLym LXXXV. Ver. 9, &c. Second Part.

Salvation by Chrift.

1 (‘Alvation 15 for ever nigh

The Souls that fear and truft the Lord ;
And Grace defcending from on high
¥reth Hopes of Glory fhall afford.

2 Mercy and Truth on Earth are met,
Since Chriit the Lord came down from Heaven!
Dy his Obedience fo compleat
Juftice 15 pleas’d, and Peace is given.

3 Now Truth and Honour fhall abound,
Religion dwell on Earth again,
And heavenly Influence blefs the Ground
In our Redeemer's gentle Reign.

4+ this Righteoufnefs is gone before,
10 give us free Accels to Gobp ;
Our wandring Feet fhall ftray no more,
But mark his Steps, and keep the Road.

Psarn LXXXVI. Ver. 8 —-13.

A general Song of Praife to GO D,
I Mong the Princes, earthly Gods,
There's none hath Power divine ;
Nor is their Nature, mighty Lord,
Nor are their Works like thine.

2 The Nations thou haft made fhall bring
Their Ufferings round thy Throne:
For
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For thou alone doft wondrous Things,.
For thou art Gop alone.

3 Lord, I would walk with holy Feet;
Teach me thine heavenly Ways,
And my poor {catter’d Thoughts unite
In Gop my Father's Praife.

4 Great is thy Mercy, and my Tongue
Shall thofe fweet Wonders tell,

How by thy Grace my finking Soul
Rofe from the Deeps of Hell.

Psary LXXXVIL

Tte Church the Bivti-Place of the Sainte; or, Jews
and Gentiles anited in the Chriflian Church.

i O D in his carthly "Temple lays
Foundatiens for his heavenly Praife
He likes the Tents of facsd well,
But Rill in Zion loves to dwell.

= His Mercy vifits every IHoufe
That pay their Night and Morning Vows ,
But makes a more delightful Stay
Where Churches meet to praife and pray.

What Glorics were defciib’d of old ¢
What Wouders are of Zion told
Thou City of our Gob below,

Thy Fame ihall Tyre and Egype know
Fevpt and Tyve, and Greek and Yo,
Shall there begin their Lives anew:

Angels and Men fhal join to fing
'Fhe Hill where living Waters fpring

-

- When Gop makes up his lalt Account
Of Natwees o hls holy Meunt,
"Twill
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"Twill be an Iionour to appear
As one new born or nouriil’d there!

P;arv LXXXIX. Firft Part. I_():ng Metre.

The Covenant made <with Chrijt s or, The true David.

1 OR ever fhall my Song record
The 'T'ruth and Mercy of the Lord:
Mercy and Truth for ever fiand

Like Heaven eftablifh’d by his Hand.

2 Thus to his Son he fware, and faid,

““ With thee my Cov’nant firft is made ?
** In thee fhall dying Sinners live,

“ Glory and Grace are thine to give.

: ““ Be thon my Prophet, thou my Prieft ;
“ Thy Children fhall be ever bleft ;
*“ Thou art my chofen King: Thy 'Throne
“ Shall ftand cternal like my own.

i

4 ** There’s none of all my Sons above

‘““ So much my Image or my Love;
Celeftie] Powers thy Subje@s are,

Then what can Earth to thee compare ?

| ]

™

X1

L "

4

. * David, my Servant, whom I chale,

* U guard my Flock, to crufh my Foes,
* And ras'd B to the fewed Uhrone,
'“ Was but a Shadow of my Son.

" Now let the Church rejoice and fing,
ffus her Saviour and her King
Anwels his hieavenly Wonders fhow,
Aud Sunts deckre his Works below:.

PsalLs
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Psaim LXXXIX. Firft Part. Com. Metre.

The Faithfulnefs of GO D.

1 Y never-ceafing Songs fhall fhow
The Mercies of the Lord ;

And make fucceeding Ages know
How faithful is his Word,

, The facred Truths his Lips pronounce
Shall firm as Heaven endure ;

And if he fpeak a Promife once,
Th® eternal Grace is fure.

3 How long the Race of Dawvid held
The promis’d Fewi/ Throne!
But there’s 2 nobler Covenant {eal'd
To Dawid’s greater Son.

4 His Seed for ever fhall poflefs
A Throne above the Skies ;
The meaneft Subject of his Grace

Shall to that Glory rife.

¢ Lord Gop of Hofts, thy wondrous Way?

Are fung by Saimis above ;
And Saints on Farth their Honours raife

To thy unchanging Love.

Psarm LXHXIX. 7, &c Second Part.

The Pewer and ﬂf{{ff'ﬂ;‘ E_rf GOD; or, Reweren
tiad orfhip.
I TH Reverence let the Sunts appear,
And bow before the Lord,
His high Comumands with Reverence hear,
And tremble at his Word.

» How terrible thy Glories be'

How bright thine Armies fune!
Where
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Where is the Power that vies with Thee?
Or Truth compar'd with thine ?

2 The Northern Pole and Southern reft

On thy fupporting Hand;
Darknefs and Day from Eaff to 74 eﬂ
Move round at thy Command.

4 Thy Words the raging Wind controul,
And rule the boitterous Deep ;
Thou mak’it the fleeping Billows roll,
The rolling Billows {leep.

g Heaven, Earth, and A, and Sea are thine,
And the dark World of Hell;

How did thine Arm in Vengeance fhine
When Egypt durit rebel!

6 Juftice and Judgment are thy Throne,
Yer wondrous is thy Grace :
While Truth and Mercy join'd in one
Invite us near thy Face.

Psarm LXXXIX. 15, &c. Third Part.
A Bleffed Gofpel.

t T)Left are the Souls that hear and know
The Gofpel’s joyful Sound ;
Peace fhall attend the Path they go,
And Light their Steps furround.

: Their Joy fhall bear their Spirits up
Thro' their Redeemer’s Name ;
His Righteoufnefs exalts their Hope,
Nor Satan dares condemn.

3+ The Lord our Glory and Defence
Strength and Salvation gives

[frael, thy King for ever reagns,
'Thv Goop for ever lives,
PsaLm
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Psarm LXXXIX, 19, &c. Fourth Part.
ChriY's Mediatorial Kingdor ;5 or, His dizine and

buman Nature.

3 E AR what the Lord in Vifion {ud,
And made his Mercy known :
“ Sinners, behold, your Help is laid
““ On my Almighty Son.

> Dehold the Man my Wifdom chofe
Among your mortal Race;
His Head my holy Oil o'erfiows,
'The Spirit of my Grace.
3 High fhall he reign on Dawvid's Throne,
y People’s better King ;
My Arm fhall beat his Rivals down,
And ftill new Subjetts bring.

4 My Truth fhall guard him in his Way
With Mercy by his Side,

While in my Name thro’ Earth and Sea
He fhall in Triumph ride:

¢ Me for his Father and his Gop
He fhall for ever own,
Call me his Rock, his high Abode,
And I'll {upport my Son.

6 Mv firft-born Son array’d in Grace
At my Right-hand fhall fit;
Beneath him Angels know their Place,
And Monarchs at his Feet

= My Covenant ftands for ever faft,
My Promifes are ftrong ;
Firm as the Heavens his Throne fhall laft,

His Seed endure as long.
Psaim
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Psarym LXXXIX. 30, &c. Fiftn Part.

The Covenant of Grace winchangeable 5 or, Affiidtien
wwithout Rejeltion.

i ET (faith the Lord) if Dawvid's Race,
The Children of my Son,
Should break my Laws, abule my Grace,
And tempt mine Anger down

» Their Sins I'il vifit with the Rod,
And make their Folly fmart;
But I'il not ceafe to be their Gobp,
Nor {rom my Truth depart.

3 My Cov'nant I will ne'er revoke,
But keep my Grace in mind ;
And what eternal Love hath {poke,
Eternal Truth fhall bind.

4 Once have I fworn, (I need no more)
And pledg’d my Holinefs
To {eal the facred Promife {ure
To Dawvid and his Race.

s The San fhall {ee his Oftspring rife
And {pread from Sea to Sea,
Lone as he travels round the Skies
To mive the Nations Day.

6 Sure as the Moen that rules the Night
His Kingdom fhall endure,

"Il the fix'd Laws of Shade and Light
Shall he obfers’d no more.

P;apu
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Psarwm LXXXIX. 47, &c. Sixth Part,

Long Metre.
Livtality and Hope.
A Funeral Pfalm,

1 Emember, Lord, our mortal State,

How frail our Life! how fhort the Date!
Where is the Man that draws his Dreath
Safe from Difeafe, fecure from Death?

2 Lord, while we fee whole Nations die,
Our Flefh and Senfe repine and cry,

¢ Muft Death for ever rage and reign?
«¢ Or haft thou made Mankind in vain.

3 Where is thy Promife to the Juft?
Are not thy Servants turn’d to Duft ?
But Faith forbids thefe mournful Sighs,
And fees the fleeping Duft arife.

4 That glorious Hour, that dreadful Day
Wipes the Reproach of Saints away,
And clears the Honour of thy Word :

Awake our Souls, and blefs the Lord.

Psarm LXXXIX. 47, &c. Laft Part. Astle
113th Pfalm.

Life, Death, and the Refurrellion.

I Hink, mighty Gop, on feeble Man;
How few his Hours! how fhort his Span!
Short from the Cradle to the Grave:
Who can fecure his vital Breath
Againft the bold Demands of Death
With Skill to fly, or Power to fave?

2 Lord, fhall it be for ever faid,
¢ The Race of Man was only made

«“ For



<« For Sicknefs, Sorrow, and the Duit!
Are not thy Servants Day by Day
Sent to their Graves, and turn'd to Clay ?
Lord, where's thy Kindnefs to the juft?

s Haft thou not promis'd to thy Son,
And all his Seed a heavenly Crown ?
But Flefh and Senfe indulge Defpair ;
For ever blefled be the Lord,
That Faith can read his holy Word,
And find a Refurretion there.

4 For ever blefled be the Lord
Who gives his Saints a long Reward,
For all their Toil, Repraach and Pain ;
I.et all below, and all above,
Join to proclaim thy wondrous Love )
And each repeat their loud Almen. i
;

Psarm XC. 181 i
5
|
%

Psaivm XC. Long Metre.
Man Mortal, and GO D Eternal.

A mournful Song at a Funeral.

! Hro® every Age, eternal Gob,
Thou art our Relt, our fafe Abode:
High was thy Throne €'re Heaven was made,
Or Earth thy humble Foot.ftool laid.

2 Long hadft thou reign'd *ere Time began,
Or Duit was fathion’d to a Man;
And long thy Kingdom fhall endure
When Earth and Time fhall be no more.

3 But Man, weak Man, is born to die,
Made up of Guilt and Vanity :
Thy dreadful Sentence, Lord, was juft,
“ Return, ye Sinners, to your Dufl.

4 [A;

E
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4 [A thoufand of our Years amount
Scarce to a Day in titne Account,
Like Yefterday’s departed Light,
Or the laft Watch of ending Night.

PavuseE.

¢ Death, like an overflowing Stream,
Sweeps us away ; our Life’s a Dream;
An empty Tale; a Morning Flow'r
Cut down and wither'd in an Hour. ]

6 [Our Age to feventy Years is fet ;
How fhort the Term! how frail the State!

And if to Eighty we artive,
We rather figh and groan, than live,

2 But O how oft thy Wrath appears,
And cuts oft our expeéted Years!

Thy Wrath awakes our humble Dread :
We fear that Power that {trikes us dead. ]

& Teach us, O Lord, how frail 1s Man;
And kindly lengthen out our Span,

Tl a wife Care of Prety
Fit us to dic, and dwell with Thee,

PsaLm XC. 1—g. Firff Part. Com. Met
Man frail, and G O D eternal.

i 1 UR Gop, our Help in Ages paft,
| Our Hope for Years to come,
Our Shelter from the ftormy Blaft,
And our eternal Home. *

2 Under the Shadow of thy Throne
Thy Saints have dwelt fecure ;
Sufficient 1s thine Arm alone,
And our Defence is fure,
3 Before
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+ Before the Hills in order ftood,
Or Earth receiv’d her Frame,
From Everlafting Thon art Gonb,
To endlefs Years the fame.

4 Thy Word commands our Fleth to Duft,
Return ye Sons of Men:

All Nations rofe from Earth at firft,
And turn to Earth again.

6 A thoufand Agcs in thy Sight
Are hike an Evening gone ;

Short as the Watch that ends the Night
Before the rifing Sun.

6 [The bufy Tribes of Fleth and Blood
With all their Lives and Cares
Are carried downwards by thy Flood,
And loft n following Years.

- Time, like an ever-rolling Stream,
Bears all 1ts Sons away ;
They fly, forgotten, as a Dream
Dies at the opening Day.

3 Like flow’ry Ficlds the Nations ftand
Pleas’d with the Morning Light ;
The Flowers beneath the Mower’s Hand
Lie withering ‘ere tis Night. ]

) Our Gop, our Help in Ages paft,
Our Hope for Years to come,
Be Thou our Guard while Troubles laft,

And our eternal Home,

PsaLm
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Psarm XC. 8, 11,9, 10, 12. Second Part.
Common Metre,

Infirmitics and Mortality the Effeé of Sin ; or, Life,
old Age, and Preparation for Death.

K ORD, if thine Eyes furvey our Fau'ts,
And Juftice grow fevere,
Thy dreadful Wrath exceeds our Thoughts

And burns beyond our Fear.

» Thine Anger turns our Frame to Datt ;
By one Offence to Thes,
Adam, with all his Sons, have loft

Their Immortality.

3 Life, like a vain Amufement flies,

A Fable or a Song
By fwift Degrees our Nature dies,

Nor can our joys be long.

4 *Tis but a few whofe Days amount
To threefcore Years and ten;
And all beyond that fhort Account
Is Sorrow, Toil, and Pain.

¢ [Our Vitals with laborious Strife
Bear up the crazy Load,
And drag thofe poor Remains of Life
Along the tirefome Road.]

6 Almighty Gop, reveal thy Love,
- And not thy Wrath alone ;
O let our fweet Experience prove
The Mercies of thy ‘Throne.

» Qur Souls would learn the heavenly Art
T* improve the Hours we have,
That we may aét the wifer Part,

And live beyond the Grave.
I Psat
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PsaLm XC, Ver. 13, &c. Third Part, Com. Met.
Breathing after Heawven,

: Eturn, O Gobp of Love return;

Earth 1s a tirefome Place:

How long fhall we thy Children mourn
Our Abfence from thy Face?

2 Let Heaven fucceed our painful Years,
Let Sin and Sorrow ceafe,

And m Proportion to our Tears
So make our Joys increafe.

3 Thy Wonders to thy Servants fhow,
Make thy own Work compleat,
Then fhall our Souls thy Glory know,
And own thy Love was great.

4 Then fhall we fhine before thy Throne
In all thy Beauty, Lord;
And the poor Service we have done
Meet a divine Reward.

Psarm XC. Ver, s, 10, 12.' Short Metre,

The Frailty and Shortnefs of Life.
! OR D, what a fecble Piece

Is this our mortal Frame?
Our Life how poor a Trifle 'tis,
That {carce deferves the Name!

2 Alas, the brittle Clay
That bmlt our Body firft!

And every Month and every Day
"T1s mouldring back to Duft,

3 Our Moments fly apace,
Nor will our Minutes itay :

jutt Jike a Flood our hafty Days
Are {weeping us away.

i 4 Well,
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4 Well, if our Days muft fly,

Wwe'll keep their End in fizht,
we'll fpend them 1 in Wildom's Way,
And let them {peed their Flight.

g They'l waft us fooner o'er
This Life's tempeituous 5€a ;
Soon we fhall reach the peaceful Shore

Of bleft Eternity.

Psatnn XCLoo 1—7. Firft Part.
Safety tn publick Difeafes and Dangers.

i E that hath made his Refuge Gov,
Shall find a moft fecure Abode;

Shall walk all Day beneath his Shade,
And there at Night fhall reft his Head.

. Then will I fay, ¢ My Gon, thy Power
¢« Shall be my Fortrefs and my Tow'r:
¢¢ T that am form'd of feeble Duft

¢¢ Make thine Almighty Arm my Truft.

4 Thricc happy Man! Thy Maker’s Care
Shall keep thee from the I owler’s Snare,

Satan the Fowler, who betrays
Unguarded Souls 2 thoufand Ways.

4 Jutasa Hen protetts her Brood,

From Birds of Prey that feck their Blood,
Under her Feathers, {o the Lord
Makes his own Arm his People’s Guard.
If burning Beams of Noon confpire

To dart a peftilential Fire,
Gop is their Life, his Wings are {pread

To fhicld them with an healthful Shade.

6 1f Vapours with malignant Breath
Rife thick, and fcatter Midnight death,

.I_'ﬁ'm'
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Ijrael 1s fafe: The poifoned‘Air
Grows pure, if Ifrael’'s Gop be there.

Pavusek.

7 What tho' a thoufand at thy Side,
At thy Right-hand ten Thoufand dy’d,
Thy Gop his chofen People faves
Among(t the Dead, amidft the Graves.

38 So when he fent his Angel down
To make his Wrath in Eg yp¢ known ;
And flew their Sons, his careful Eye

Paft all the Doors of Facob by,

6 But if the Fire or Plague or Sword
Receive Commiflion from the Lord
To ftrike his Saints among the reft,
Their very Pains and Deaths are bleft.

10 The Sword, the Peftilence or Fire
Shall but fulfil their beft Defire;

From Sins and Sorrows fet them free,
And bring thy Children, Lord, to Thee.

Psarm XCI. g—16. Second Part.
Protection from Death, Guard of Angels, V. 1&ory

and Deliverance,

: E Sons of Men, a feeble Race,
Expos'd to ev’ry Snare,
Come, make the Lord your Dwelling-place,
And try, and truft his Care. -

2 No 1l fhall enter where you dwell ;
Or if the Plague come nigh,

And fweep the Wicked down to Hell,
"Twill raife his Saints on high.

5 He'll give his Angels charge to keep
Your Feet in all their Ways ;

I 2 To
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To watch your Pillow while you fleep,
And guard your happy Days.

4 Their Hands fhall bear you, left you full
And dath againft the Stones :
Are they not Servants at his Call,
And fent ' attend his Sons?

; Adders and Lions ye fhall tread :
The Tempter's Wiles defeat ;

He that hath broke the Serpent’s Head
Puts him bencath your Feet.

¢ ¢« Becaufe on me they fet their Love,

«« D'l fave them, (faith the Lord)
<« Il bear their joyful Souls above
¢« Deftru€tion, and the Sword.

«« My Grace fhall anfwer when they call ;

« Tn Trouble I'll be nigh:
«« My Power fhall help them when they fall,

¢« ‘And raife them when they die.

g ¢« Thofe that on Earth my Name have known,
¢ 1’1l honour them in Heaven;
¢« There my Salvation fhall be fhown,

«« And endlefs Life be given.

Psa1m XCII. Firfl Part.
A Pfalm for the Lord's Day.

. (\Weet is the Work, my Gop, my King,
To praife thy Name, give Thanks and fing ;
To fhew thy Love by Morning-light,
And talk of all thy Truth at Night.

> Swect is the Day of facred Reft,
No mortal Cares fhall feize my Breaft,
O mav my Heart in Tune be found
1ike Dawid's Harp of {olemn Sound !
1

7

3 My
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3 My Heart fhall triumph in my Lord,
And blefs his Works, and blefs his Word ;

Thy Works of Grace how bright they fhine!
How deep thy Counfels! how divine!

4 Fools never raife their Thoughts {o high ;
Like Brutes they live, like Brates they die;
Like Grafs they flourith, ’till thy Breath
Blaft them in everlafting Death.

s But I fhall fhare a glorious Part

When Grace hath well refin’'d my Heart
And frefh Supplies of Joy are thed
Like holy Oil to chear my Head.

6 Sin (my worflt Enemy before)
Shall vex my Eyes and Ears no more :
My inward Foes fhall all be flain,

Nor Satan break my Peace again,

7 Then fhall I fee and hear and know
All I defird or with'd below ;

And every Power find fweet Employ
In that eternal World of Joy.

Psavm XCIN. Ver 12, &c. Second Pare,
Tboe Church is the Garden of GOD.

! OR D, ’tis a pleafant thing to ftand
In Gardens planted by thine Hand;
Let me within thy Courts be feen
Like a young Cedar freth and green.

: There grow thy Saints in Faith and Love,
Bleft with thine Influence from above ;
Not Lebanon with all its T'rees
Yields fuch a comely Sight as thefe.

3 The Plants of Grace fhall ever live ;
(Nature decays, but Grace muft thrive)
I3 Time
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Time, that doth all Things elfe impai,
ctill makes them fAourih itrong and fair.

4 Laden with Fruits of Age they fhew,

The Lord is holy, juft and true ;
None that attend his Gates fhall find

A Gop unfaithful or unkind.

Psarum XCIIL 1ft Metre, 4/ the 100t Pfalm,
The Eternal and Soveresgn GOD.

1 YEhevah reigns: He dwells in Light,
Girded with Majefty and Might:
The World created by his Hands
Still on its firlt F oundation ftands.

, Rat cer this fpacious World was made,
Or had its firlt Foundations laid,
Thy Throne eternal Ages ftood,
Thy felf the everliving Gop.

3 Like Floods the angry Nations rife,
Ard aim their Rage againft the Skies ;
Vain Floods, that aim their Rage o high!
At thy Rebuke the Bitlows die.
For ever fhail thy Throne endure ;
Thy Promile ftands for ever fure ;

And everlafting Holinefs
Pecomes the Dwellings of thy Gracz.

old sot" Pinin.

¢ XCIII. 2d Metre, a4 the

HE Lord of Glory reigns; he reigns on lugh
His Robesof State are Strength and Majeliy :
Thus wide Creation rofe at his Command,
DBuilt by his Werd, and 'itablifh’d by his Hand :
[.ong ttood his Throne ¢'er he begn Creatiol,

And his own Godhead is the firm Foundatton. |
2 (500

Psal
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: Gob is th' eternal King, Thy Foes in vain
Raife their Rebellions to confound thy Reign:
In vain the Storms; in vain the Floods arife,
And roar, and tofs their Waves againit the Skies ;
foaming at Heaven they rage with wild Com-

motion, [Ocean.
But Heaven's high Arches fcorn the iwelling

+ Ye Tempefts rage no more ; Ye Floods be fhill
And the mad World fubmiffive to his Will:
Built on his Truth his Church muft ever ftand ;
Firm are his Promifes, and ftrong his Hand
See his own Sons, when they appear before him,
Bow at his oot-flool, and with Fear adore hum.

Psarm XCIII, 3d Metre, as 2he Old 122d Plaim.

! HE Lord Pebovab reigns,
And royal State maintains,
His Head with awful Glories crown'a ;
Array’d m Robes of Light,
Begirt with fovereign Might,
And Rays of Majefty around.

z Upheld by thy Commands
The World fecurely ftands ;

And Skies and Stars obey thy Word :
Thy Throne was fix’d on high
Before the ftarry Sky ?

Eternal is thy Kingdom, Lord.

1 In vain the noify Croud,
Like Billows fierce and loud,
Againit thine Empire rage and roar ;
In vain with angry Spite
The furly Nations fight,
And dath hike Waves againft the Shore.

14 4 Lot
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4 Let Floads and Nations rage,
And all their Powers engage,
Let fwelling Tides affault the Sky,
The Terrors of thy Frown
Shall beat their Madnefs down ;
Thy Throne for ever ftands on high,

¢ Thy Promifes are true,
Thy Grace 1s ever new ;
There fix'd thy Church fhall ne’r remove ;

'Thy Saints with holy Fear
Shall in thy Courts appear,
And fing thine everlafting Love.

Repeat the fourth Stanza to compleat the Tum,

Poarm XCIV. 1, 2, 7—14. Firft Part.

Saints c/:a_ﬂ::/.'e:{, and Sinners dfﬂ!‘@‘fd y Or, Injirrzc-
tive Afffictions.

Proclaim thy Wrath aloud ;

Let fovereign Power redrefs our Wrongs,
Let Juftice {mite the Proud.

2 They fay, ¢ The Lord nor fees nor hears ;
When will the Fools be wife ?
Can he be deaf, who form’d their Ears ?

Or blind, who made their Eyes ¢
3 He knows their impious 'Thoughts are vain,

And they fhall feel his Power ;
His Wrath fhall pierce their Souls with Pain

In fome furprizing Hour.

4 But if thy Saints deferve Rebuke,
Thou hait a gentler Rod:
Thy Providences and thy Book

Shall make them know their Gop.

1 O Gop to whom Revengc belongs,

5 Blett
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s Bleft 1s the Man thy Hands chattife,
And to his Duty draw :

Thy Scourges make thy Children wife
When they forget thy Law. -

6 But Gop will ne’er caft off his Saints,
Nor his own Promife break ;.
He pardons his Inheritince

For their Redeemer’s fake.

Psaum XCIV, 16—23. Second Part.

GO D cur Support and Comfort ; or, Deliverance
Srom Temptation and Perfecution,

; H O will arife and plead my Right
Agamit my numecrous Foes,
While Earth and Hell their Force unite,

And all my Hopes oppofe ?

: Had not the Lord, my Rock, my Help,
Suftain’d my fainting Head,
My Life had now in Silence dwelt,
My Soul amongft the Dead.

. Alas! my fliding Feet ! 1 cry'd,
Thy Promife was my Prop ;
Thy Grace ftood conftant by my Side,
Thy Spirit bore me up.

; While Multitudes of mournful Thoughts.
Within my Bofom roll,
Thy boundlefs Love forgives my Faults,.
Thy Comforts chear my Soul.

y Pow’rs of Iniquity may rife,
And frame pernicions Laws ;
But Gop my Refuge rules the Skies,

He wili dafend my Caufe.
s 6 Lot
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6 Let Malice vent her Rage aloud,

Let bold Biafphemers fcoft ;
The Lord our Gop fhall judge the Proud,

And cut the Sinners off.

Psarm XCV., Common Metre.

A Pfalm before Prayer-

. (\ING to the Lord Febovab’s Name,
And in his Strength rejoice ?
When his Salvation is our Theme,

Exalted be our Yoice.

, With Thanks approach his awful Sight,

And Pfalins of Honour fing ;
The Lord’s 2 Gop of boundlefs Might,

The whole Creation’s King.

3 Let Princes hear, let Angels know,
| How mean their Natures {eem,

Thofe Gods on high, and Gods below,
When once compar’d with Him.

| 4 Farth with its Caverns dark and deep

Lies in his fpactous Hand ;
He fix'd the Seas what Bounds to keep,

And where the Hills muft ftand,

:- Come and with humble Souls adore,
{ Come, kneel before his Face;

| O may the Creatures of his Power
Be Children of his Grace!

i 6 Now is the Time, he bends his Ear,

And waits for your Requeft;
Come, let he rouze his Wrath, and {wear,

< Ye foall not fec vy Refi.
PsaL¥
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Psarm XCV. Short Metre.

A Plalm before Sermon.

1 OME, found his Praife abroad,
And Hymns of Glory fing :
Tehovah 15 the {overeign Gobo,
The univerfal King,

2 He form’d the Deeps unknown ;
He gave the Seas their Bound ;

The w:try Worlds are ali his own,
And all the folid Ground.

3 Come, worfhip at his Throne,
Come, bow before the Lord :

We are his Works, and not our own,
He form’d us by lis Word.

4 'To-day attend his Voice,
Nor dare provoke his Rod ;

Come, like the People of his Choice,
And own your gracious Gonp.

¢ But if your Ears refufe
'The Language of his Grace,

Ard Hearts grow hard like ftubborn Feaws,
That unpelieving Race ;

0 The Lord in Vengeance dreft
Will lift his Hand, and fwear,

'“ You trat defpife ney premis'd Keft,

¢« Shall bawve us Pertion there.

PsaLm XCV. 1, 2, 3, 6~11. Long Metre.
Canaan /off thro' Unbelicf; or, a Warning to delay-

fﬂg Sinners.

! OME, let our Voices join to raife
A facred Song of folemn Praife : :
0D
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Goo is a fovereign King ; rehearice

His Honour in exalted Verle.

2 Come, let our Souls addrels the Lord,
Who fram’d our Natures with his Word :
He is our Shepherd ; we the Sheep
His Mercy chofe, his Paftares keep.

5 Come, let us hear his V oice to-day,
The Counfels of his Love obey ;
Nor let our hardned Hearts renew
The Sins and Plagues that [frae/ knew.

4 Ifrael, that faw hus Works of Grace
Yet tempt their Maker to his Face;
A faithlefs unbelieving Brood,

That tir'd the Patience of their Gonr.

s Thus faith the Lord, © How falfe they prove !
«¢ Forget my Power; abufe my Love ;
« Since they defpife my Refl, I favear,
«« Their Feet fball never enter there.

6 [Look back, my Soul, with holy Dread,
And view thofe ancient Rebels dead ;
Attend the offer’d Grace to-day,

Nor lofe the Bleffings by Delay.

7 Seize the Lkind Promife while it waits,
And march to Zion's heavenly Gates ;
Believe, and take the promis'd Reft ;
Obey, and be for ever bleft. ]

Psarm XCVL 1, 10, &, Com. Metre.
Chnft’s firf and fecond Coming.

s (M ING tothe Lord, ye diftant Lands,
Ye Tribes of every Tongue ;
is new-difcover’d Grace demands
A aew and nabler Song.

2 Say
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2 Say to the Nations, Fefus reigns,
Gop’s own Almighty Son;
His Power the finking World fuftains,
And Grace furrounds his ‘Throne.

1 Let Heaven proclaim the joyful Day,
Joy thro’ the Earth be feen ;
Let Cities fhine in bright Array,
And Fields in chearful Green.

4 Let an unufual Joy furprize
The Iflands of the Sea :
Ye Mountains fink, ye Valleys rife,
Prepare the Lord his Way.

s Behold he comes, he comes to blefs
'The Nations as their Gop ;
To fhew the World his Righteoufnefs,
And fend his Truth abroad.

6 But when his Voice fhall raife the Dead,
And bid the World draw near,
How will the guilty Nations dread,
To {ee their Judge appear?

Psarym XCVI. Asthe 113" Plalm.

The GO D of the Gentiles.

1 ET all the Earth their Voices raife

To fing the choiceft Pfalm of Praife,
To fing and blefs Fehovaly’s Name
His Glory let the Heathens know,
His Wonders to the Nations thow,
And all his {aving Works proclaim.

2 The Heathens know thy Glory, Lord;

The wond’ring Nations read thy Word,
In Britain is %ebawb known :
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Our Worfhip fhall no more be paid
To Gods which mortal Hands have made ;

Our Maker is our Gop alone.

3 He fam’d the Globe, he built the Sky,
He made the fhiming Worlds on high,
And reigns compleat in Glory there :
His Beams are Majcity and Light
His Beauties how divinely bright!
His Temple how divinely fair !

4 Come the great Day, the glorious Hour,
When Earth fhall feel his {aving Power,
And barbarous Nations fear his Name;

Then {hall the Race of Men confels

The Beauty of his Holinefs,
And in his Courts his Grace proclairn.

PsaLn XCVILL 1—35. Firft Part.
Chrift reigning in Heaven, and coming to J udgment

I E reigns; the Lord, the Saviour reigns;
Prufe him in evangelick Strains:
Let the whole Earth in Songs rejoice,

And diftant 1flands join their Voice.

2 Deep are his Counfels and unknown ;
But Grace and Truth fupport his Throne:
Tho gleomy Clouds his Ways {urround,
Juftice s their cternal Ground.

3 In Robes of Judgment, lo, he comes,
:hakes the wide Earth, and cleaves the Tombs;

Before him burns devouring Fire,
The Mountains melt, the Scas retire.

4 His Encmies with {ore Difmay
Fly from the Sight, and fhun the Day ;

Then
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Then lift your Heads, ye Saints, on high,
And fing, for your Redemption’s nigh.

PsaLM XCVIL 6 cmmewmeq. Second Part.

Chrilt’s Iucarnation.

HE Lord is come ; the Heavens proclaim
His Birth ; the Nations learn his Name;

An unknown Star direts the Road
Of Eaflern Sages to their Gonbp.

2 All ye bright Armies of the Skies,
Go, worthip where the Saviour lzes -
Angels and Kings, before him bow,
Thofe Gods on high, and Gods below.

» Let Idols totter to the Ground,
And their own Worfhippers confound :
But Judah thout, but Zisn fing,
And Earth confefs her fovereign King,

Psarm XCVII. Third Part.

Grace and Glory.
l H' Almighty reigns exalted high
O’er all the Earth, o'er all the Sky;
Tho' Clouds and Darknefs vale his Feet,
His Dwelling is the Mercy-feat.

2 O ye that love his holy Name,
Hate every Work of Sin and Shame :
He guards the Souls of all his Friends,
And from the Snares of Hell defends.

+ Immortal Light, and Joys unknown,
Are for the Saints in Darknefs fown
Thofe glorious Seeds fhall fpring and rife,
And the bright Harveft blefs our Eyes.

4 Rejoice ye Rightcous, and record

The facred Honours of the Lord;
None
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None but the Soul that feels his Grace
Can triumph in his Holinefs,

Psarm XCVIL 1, 3, g==7, 11, Com Metre,
Chrilt's Tncarnation, and the laft Fudgment.

i E Iflands of the Northern Sea
Rejoice, the Saviour reigns :
His Word like Fire prepares his Way,.
And Mountains melt to Plains.

2 His Prelence finks the proudeft Hills,
And makes the Valleys rife ;

The humble Soul enjoys his Smuiles,
The haughty Sinner dies.

3 The Heav'ns his rightful Pow'r proclaim ;
The Idol-Gods around
Fill their own Worfhippers with Shame,
And totter to the Ground.

4 Adoring Angels at his Birth
Make the Redeemer known ;
Thus fhall he come to judge the Earth,
And Angels guard his ‘I'hrone.

s His Foes fhall remble at his Sight,
And Hills and Seas retire :
His Children take their unknown Flight,
And leave the World in Fire.

6 The Sceds of Joy and Glory fown
For Saints in Darknels here,

Shall rife and fpring in Worlds unknown, .
And a rich Harvelt bear.

Psarm XCVIIL Firfl Part.
Praife for the Gojpel.

' O our Almighty Maker, Goo,
New Honours be addrelt ;
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His great Salvation fhines abroad,

And makes the Nations bleft.

> He {pake the Word to dbrabham firft,
His Truth fulfils his Grace; -
The Gentiles make his Name their Truft,
And learn his Righteoufnefs.

; Let the whole Earth his Love proclaim
With all her different Tongues;

And fpread the Honours of his Name
In Melody and Songs.

Psavy XCVIII. Second Part.
The Mcfliah’s Coming and Kingdom.

1 JOY to the World; the Lord is come ;
Let Earth receive her King :
Let every Heart prepare him Room,
And Heaven and Nature fing,

2 Joy to the Earth, the Saviour reigns;
Let Men their Songs employ ;

While Fields and Floods, Rocks, Hills and Plains,
Repeat the founding Joy.

3 No more let Sins and Sorrows grow,
Nor Thorns infeft the Ground ;

He comes to m1ke his Blefiings flow
Far as the Curfe 15 found.

¢ He rules the World with Truth and Grace,
And makes the Nations prove

The Glories of his Righteoufnefs,
And Wonders of his Love.
Psavm XCIX. Firft Part.
Chrift's Kingdom and Majefly,
; HE Goo febovab reigns,
Lect all the Nations fear ;

Let
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Let Sinners tremble at his Throne,
And Saints be humbie there.

2 Fefus the Saviour reigns,
Let Earth adore its Lord ;

Bright Cherubs his Attendants ftand,
Switt to falfil his Word.

4 In Zion 1s his Throne,
His Honours are divine ;
His Church fhall make his Wonders known,

For there his Glories fhine.
4 How holy is his Name!

How terrible his Praife !
Juftice and Truth, and Judgment join
In all his Works of Grace.

Psarm XCIX. Second Part.

A Holy GO D aworfbipped with Reverence.,

| Xalt the Lord our Gobp,
E And worfhip at his Feet ¢

His Nature is all Holinefs,
And Mercy is his Seat.

2 When Ifrael was his Church,
When Aaron was his Prieft,

When Msfes cry’d, when Samuel pray’d,
He gave his People Ret.

3 Oft he forgave their Sins,
Nor would deftroy their Race;

And oft he made his Vengeance known
When they abus'd his Grace.

4 Exalt the Lord our Gon,
Whole Grace is {ill the {ame;
Still he's a Goop of Holinels,
And jealous for his Name.
‘ PsaLm
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psaLym C. Firlt Metre. A Plain Tranflation.

Praife to our Creator.

Before the Lord, your fovereign King :
Serve him with chearful Heart and Voice,

With 2ll your Tongues his Glory fing,

. The Lord is Gop : 'Tis he alone
Doth Life and Breath, and Being give:
We are his Work, and not our own;
The Sheep that on his Paftures live.

» Fnter his Gates with Songs of Joy,
With Praifes to his Courts repair ;

And make it your Divine Employ
To pay your Thanks and Honours there.

s The Lord is good, the Lord 1s kind ;
Great is his Grace, his Mercy fure :
And the whole Race of Man fhall find

His Truth from Age to Age endure.

; YE Nations round the Earth, rejoice

PsavLm C. Second Metre. A Paraphrafe.

t O'ING to the Lord with joyful Voice;
Let ev’ry Land his Name adore ;
‘Uhe Briti/b Ifles fhall fend the Noife
A-crofs the Ocean to the Shore.

» Nations attend before his. Throne
\WVith folemn Fear, with facred Joy:
Know that the Lord is Gep alone;
e can create, and he deftroy.

y His fovereign Power without our Aid
Made us of Clay, and form'd us Men :
And when like wandring Sheep we ftray’d,

[e brought us to his Fold agan.
4 We
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4 We are his People, we his Care,
Our Souls, and all our mortal Frame :

What lafting Honours fhall we rear,
Almighty Maker, to thy Name ?

5 We'll croud thy Gates with thankful Songs,
High as the Heavens our Voices raife ;
And Earth with her ten thoufand Tongues
Shall fill thy Courts with founding Praife.

6 Wide as the Werld is thy Command,

Vaft as Eternity thy Love;
Firm as a Rock thy Trath mutt ftand,

When rolling Years {hall ceafe to move.

Psaim CI. Long Metre.
The Magifirates Pfalm.

! MErcy and Judgment are my Song;
_ And fince tiey both to Thee belong,
My gracious Gop, my righteous King,
To Thee my Songs and Vows I bring.

2 If I am rais’d to bear the Sword,
I'll take my Counfels from thy Word,
Thy Juftice and thy heavenly Grace
Shall be the Pattern of my Ways.

3 Let Wifdom all my Aétions guide,
And let my Gop with me refide ;
No wicked Thing fhall dwell with me,

Which may provoke thy Jealoufy.

4 No Sons of Slander, Rage and Strife
Shall be Companions of my Life ;
The haughty Look, the Heart of P'ride
Within my Doors fhall ne’er abide.

5 [I'll fearch the Land, and raife the Jult
To Pofts of Honour, Wealth and T'ruft :

The
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The Men that work thy holy Whll
Shall be my Friends and Favourites ftill. ]

6 In vain fhall Sinners hope to rife
Py flattering or malicious Lies:
And while the Innocent I guard,

The bold Offender fhan't be {par'd.

= The impious Crew (that fattious Band)
Shall hide their Heads, or quit the Land;
And all that break the publick Reft,

Where I have Power, fhall be fupprett.

PsarLwm CI, Common Metre.
A Plalm for a Mafler of a Family.

1 F Juftice and of Grace I fing,
And pay my Gop my Vows,
Thy Grace and Juitice, heavenly King,
Teach me to rule my Houfe.

: Now to my Tent, O Gop, repair,
And make thy Servant wife;;
I'll fuffer nothing near me there

That fhall oftend thine Eyes.

s The Man that doth his Neighbour wrong
By Falfhood or by Force,

The {cornful Eye, the flanderous Tongue,
I’ll thruft them from my Doors.

4 I'll feek the Faithful and the Juft,
And will their Help enjoy ;
Thefe are the Friends that I fhall truft,
The Servants I'll employ.

; The Wretch that deals in fly Deceit
'll not endure a Night!
The Liar’s Tongue I ever hate,

And banifh from my Sight.
6 I'll
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6 1'll purge my Family around,
And make the Wicked flee,
Go fhall my Houfe be ever found

A Dwelling fit for Thee.

Psarwm CIl 1re——13, 20, 21 Firft Part.
A Prayer of the Affiicted.

1 E AR me, O Gop, nor hide thy Face,
But anfer, left I die:

Hait thou not built a Throne of Grace
To hear when Sinners cry !

2 My Days are wafted like the Smoke
Diffolving in the Air:
My Strength 1s dry’d, my Heart 1s broke,
And finking in Defpair.

3 My Spirits flag like withering Grals
Burnt with exceffive Heat:
In fecret Groans my Minutes pafs,
And I forget to eat.

4 As on fome lonely Buildings Top
The Spavrow tells her Moan,
Far from the Tents of Joy and Hope

I fit and grieve alone.

s My Soul is like 2 Wildernefs,
Where Beafts of Midnight howl ;
There the fad Raven finds her Place,
And there the fcreaming Owl.

¢ Dark difmal Thoughts and boding Fears
bled Breaft ;

Dwell in my trou
While fharp Reproaches wound my Ears,

Nor give my Spirit Reft.

» My Cup 15 mingled with my Woes,
And ‘Tears are my Repaft;

My
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My daily Bread like Afhes grows
Unpleafant to my Tafte.

8 Senfe can afford no real Joy
To Souis that feel thy Frown;
Lord, 'twas thy Hand advanc’d me high,
Thy Hand hath caft me down.

9 My Looks like wither’d Leaves appear;
And Liie's deciining Light
Grows faint as Evening Shadows are,
That vamfh mnto Night,

10 But thou for ever art the {zme,
O my eternal Gop ;
Ages to come fhall know thy Name,
And fpread thy Works abroad.

11 Thou wilt arife, and fhew thy Face,
Nor will my Lord delay

Deyond th' appointed Hour of Grace,
That long-expefted Day.

12 He hears his Saints, he knows their Cry,
| And by myfterious Ways
Redeems the Prifoners doom’d to die,

And flls their Tongues with Praife.

Psavm CII. 13-——21. Second Past.

Prayer beard, and Zion reflor'd.

| E'T Zion and her Sons rejoice,
Behold the promis’d Hour :
Her Gop hath heard her mourning Voice,

And comes t' exalt his Power.

! Her Duft and Ruins that remain
Are precious in our Eyes ;

Thofe Ruins fhall be built again,
And all that Duft fhall rife,

3 The
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3 The Lord will raife Ferufalem,
And ftand in Glory there;
Nations fhall bow before his Name,
And Kings attend with Fear.

4 He {its a Sovereign on his Throne,
With Pity in his Eyes:
He hears the dying Prifoners groan,
And fees their Sighs arife.

g He frees the Souls condemn'd to Death,
And when his Saints complain,
It fhan't be faid, ¢ That praying Breath
¢« Was ever {pent in vai.

6 This fhall be known when we are dead,
And left on long Record,

That Ages yet unborn may read,
And truft, and praife the Lord.

Psaru CIL 23e=23. Third Part.

Mar's Mortality, and Chnift's Eternity ; or, Saimt!
die, but Chnift and the Church live.

1 XT 15 the Lord our Saviour’s Hand
I Weakens our Strength amidit the Race

Difeafe and Death at his Command
Arreft us, and cut fhort our Days.

2 Spare us, O Lord, aloud we pray,
Nor let our Sun go down at Noon ;

Thy Years are on¢ eternal Day,
And muft thy Children die fo {foon?

q Yet ' the midft of Death and Grief
This Thought our Sorrow fhall affuage ;

¢« Our Father and our Qaviour live ;

«« Chrift is the fame thro’ every Age.
4 Twas
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4 "Twas he this Earth’s Foundations laid ;
Heaven is the Building of his Hand ;
This Earth grows old, thele Heav'ns fhall fade,

And all be chang’d at his Command.

- The ftarry Curtains of the Sky
Like Garments fhall be laid afide
But ftill thy Throne ftands firm and high ;
'['hy Church for ever muft abide.

( Defore thy Face thy Church fhall live,
And on thy Throne thy Children reign ;
This dying World thall they furvive,
And the dead Saints be rais’d again.

Psarm CHI. 1=y, Firft Part. Long Metre.
Dicfing GO D for bis Goodrefs to Sonl and Bod).,

1 T)Lefs, O my Soul, the living Gobo,

Call home thy Thoughts that rove abroad,
Let all the Powers within me join

In Work and Worfhip {fo divine,

1 Dlefs, O my Soul, the Gop of Grace;
His Favours claim thy highelt Praife:
Why fhould the Wonders he hath wrought
Le loft in Silence, and forgot ?

1 'T1s He, my Soul, that {ent his Son
To die for Crimes which thou haft done ?
Lic owns the Ranfom, and forgives
the hourly Follies of our Lives.

¢ Thae Viees of the Mind he heals,
And cures the Pains that Natare fecls,
Redeems the Soul from Hell, and faves
Our watting Life from threatning Graves,

5 Our Youth decay’d his Pow'r repairs ;
tis Mercy crowns our growing Years :

He
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He {atisfies our Mouth with Good,
And fills our Hopes with heavenly Focd.

-Mor and th' Oppreft,

PRy g iy

e

6 He feas o Cppr

And oftcnguves t

D will Lis juftice mors difplay
In the lat great rewarding Day. :
~ [His Power he fhew’d by Mofes’ Hands,
And guve to [frael his Commands i

But {ent his Trath and Mercy down
To 2ll the Nations by his Son.

. Tet the whoie Earth his Power confels,
et the Wheie Far:h adore his Graces;
he Geriile with the Few fhall join
In Work and Worfhip fo divine. J

o

3

P.acy CIIL g_—18. Seccond Part. Long Mat.

GO D gfﬂf!ﬂ Cbﬂﬂfﬁmmf; or, His render Mer::
ts kis People.
H F. Lord, how wondrous are his Waye!
Hew Srm his Trata ' how large his Grac: 8
He rile ni: Mercy for his Throne, f."
And thence he makes his Glories know
o ! 5 IKNOWI.

., Not half fo high his Power hath {pread
The ftarry Heavens above our Head,
As his rich Love exceeds our Praile,

Exceeds the hicheft Hopes we raife.
5 Not half {o far hath Nature plac'd
1 ne rifing Morning from the I7efl,
As his forgiving (race removes
The daity Guilt of thofe he loves.
How flowly doth his W rath arife !

4
On fiifter Wings Salvation flies:
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And 1f he lets his Anger burn,
How {foon his Frowns to Pity turn !

¢ Amidft his Wrath Compafiion thines ;
His Strokes are lighter than our Sins:

And while his Rod correts his Saints,
His Ear indulges their Complaints.

6 So Fathers their young Sons chaftife
With gentle Hands and melting Eyes
The Children weep bencath the Smart,

And move the Pity of their Heart.

Pavuse.

7 The Mighty Gon, the Wife and Juft,
Knows that our Frame 15 feeble Duft ;
And will ne heavy Loads impofe
Beyond the Strength that he beftows.

§ He knows how foon our Nature dies,
Blatted by every Wind that flies ;
Like Grafs we {pring, and die as foon,
Or Morning Flow’rs that fade at Noon.

n But his eternal Love is {ure
To all the Saints, and fhall endure :
rrom Age to Age his Truth fhall reign,
Nor Childrens Children hope in vain.

Psavsm CIII. 1=e7. Firff Part. Short Met.
Praife for Spiritual and Temporal Mercies.
] O Blefs the Lord, my Soul!

Let all within me join,

And aid my Tongue to blefs his Name,
Whofe Favours are divine.

2 O blefs the Lord, my Soul ;
* Nor it Lis Mercies lie
K 2 Foy
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Forgotten in Unthankfulnefs;
And without Praifes die.
3 "Tis he forgives thy Sins,
"Tis he rclieves thy Pain,
"Tis he that heals thy Sicknefles,

And makes thce young again.

He crowns thy Life with Love,
W hen ranfom’d from the Grave;

He that redcem’d my Soul from Hell
Hath fovereion Power to {ave.

g He fills the Poor with Good;
He gives the Sufferers Refi s
The Lord hath Judgments for the Proud,

And Juitice for th’ Oppreit.
6 His wondrous Works and Ways

Psa Ly CIII. §——18. Sccond Part. Short Met.

midfl of Judgment.

v Soul, repeat his Praile
Whofe Mercies are fo great;
whofe Anger is {o flow to nie,
So ready to abate.

» Gop will not always chide ;
Ard when his Strokes are felt,
i1is Strokes arc fewer than our Crimes,

And ]ightcr +han our Guilt.

]

2 High as the [Heavens are rais'd
Above the Ground we tread,

'l

Abounding Compaflior of GOD; or, Mercy iz 17
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Go far the Riches of his Grace
Our higheft Thoughts exceed.

4+ His Power {ubdues our Sins,
And his forgiving Love

Far as the Eajl 15 from the e
Doth all our Guilt remove.

; 'The Pity of the Lord
To thofe that fear his Name
Is fuch as tender Parents fee!;
He knows our fecble Frame.

6 He knows we are but Dutft,
Scatter’d with ev'ry Breath ;
115 Anger like a rifing Wind
Can {end vs fwift to Death.

7 Our Days are as the Grafs,
Or Like the Morning-flowes ;

If one fharp Blaft fweep ¢'er the Tidid,
It withers in an Hour.

3 But thy Compaffions, Lord,
To endlefs Years endure s

And Childrens Children ever find
Thy Words of Promife fure.

Psavr CHI. 1g=mz2. Third Part. Short Met.
GO D5 univerful Dominisny or, dngels, praife the
‘ Lord.
! HE Lord, the fovereign King,
‘ Hath fix’d his Throue on high ;
U'er all the heavenly World he rules,
And all beneath the Sky.

* Ye Angels, great in Might
And fwit to do his Will, ~

Bluiév_vf: the Lord, whofe Voice ye hear,
Whofe Pleafure ye fulfi!

K 3

Let

2
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3 Let the bright Hofts who wait

The Orders of their King,
And ouard his Churches when they pray,

fotn in the Praife they fing.

4 While all his wondrous Works
Thro' his valt Kingdoms fhew

Their Maker’s Glory, thou, my Soul,
Shalt fing his Graces t00.

PsaLm CLV.

The Glory of GO D 12 Creation and Providence.

Y Soul, thy great Creator praife ;
When cloth'd in his celettial Rays

He i full Majefty appears,
And like 2 Robe his Glory wears.

Note, This Pfelm me: be fung to the Tunz of t
od 11zt or 127t Plalm, by adding thefz 1

Lines to every Stanze, (viz )

Great is the Lord; what Tongue
An equal Honour to his Name ?

Othervife it muft be fung as the 100t Plaln.

, The Heavens are for his Curtains fpreac s
T} unfuthom’d Deep he malkes his Bed :
Clouds are his Chariot when he fiies
On wirged Storms a-crofs the Skics.

1 Angels, whom his own Breath inipires,

|

can frame

-

His Mimiters are famirg IFires s
And fwift as Thought their Armics move

To bear his Vengeance OF his Love.

a The W orld's Foundations by his Hand
Are poir'd, and tall for ever ftand :
11 binds the Ocean in his Cham,

Leit it thould drown the Euith apain.
S W
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s When Farth was cover’d with the Flood,
Which high above the Mountains ftood,
He thunder'd ; and the Ocean fled,
Confir’d to its appointed Bed.

6 The fwelling Billows know their Bound,
And in their Channels walk their Round ;

Yet thence convey’d by fecret Veins,

They {pring on Hills, and drench the Plains,

» He bids the Cryftal Fountains flow,

And cheer the Valleys as they go,
Tame Heifers there their Thirlt allay,

And for the Stream wild Affes bray.

g From pleafant Trees which fhade the Brink,
The Lark and Linnet hight to drink ;
Their Songs the Lark and Linnet raife,
And chide our Silence in his Praile.

Pavse Il

g Gop from his cloudy Ciftern pours
On the parch’d Earth enriching Show'rs ;
The Grove the Garden, and the Field,
A thoufand joyful Bleflings yield.

10 He makes the grafly Food arife,
And gives the Cattle Jarge Supplies s
With Herbs for Man of various Power,
"T'o nourifh Nature, or to cure.

11 What noble Fruit the Vines produce ! |
The Olive yields a fhining Juice ;

Our Hearts are cheer’d with generous Wine,

With inward Joy our Faces {hine.
12 O blefs his Name, ye Britons, fed
With Nzture's chief Supporter, Bread:

K4
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While Bread your vital Strength imparts,
Serve him with Vigour in your Hearts.

Pausek ll

13 Behold the ftately Cedar ftands
Rais’d in the Foreit by his Hands;
Birds to the Boughs for Sheiter fly,
And build their Nefts fecare on high.

14 To craggy Hills afcends the Goat ;
And at the airy Mountain’s Foct
The feebler Creatures make their Ceil ;
He gives them Wifdom where to dweil.

15 Ile fets the sun his circling Race,
Appoints the Moon to change her Face
And when thick Darknefs veils the Day,
Calls out wild Beafts to hunt their Prey.

15 Fierce Lions lead their Young abroad,
And roaring afk their Meat from Gop;
But when the Morning-Beams arifc,
'The {avage Beaft to Covert flies.

y7 Then Man to daily Labour goes;
The Night was made for his Repofe::

Sleep is thy Gift, that fweet Relief
#rom tirefome Toil and walting Grief.

13 How flrange thy Works! how great thy Skili |
And every Land thy Riches fill :
~ Thy Wildom round the Wor'd we fe,
. This fpacious Earth is full of Thee.

' 19 Nor lefs thy Glories in the Deep,
! " Where Fith in Millions fvim and creep,
| With wondrous Motions, fwift or flow,
;*i Still wandring in the Paths below.

i

20 There
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20 There Ships divide their watry Way,
And Flocks of fcaly Monfters play ;
There dwells the huge Lewiathan,
And foams and fports in {pite of Man.

Pavse L

+1 Vaft are thy Works, Almighty Lord,

All Nature refts upon thy Word,
And the whale Race of Creatures ftands,
Waiting their Portion from thy Hands.

-5 While each receives his difterent Food,
Their chearful Looks pronounce it good ;
[agles and Bears, and Whales and Worms
R{. joice and praife in difterent Forms.

-1 But when thy Face 1s hud, they mourn,
’ and dyina to their Duft return ;
Joth n.f]’m and Beaft their Souls refign ;
Life, Breath and Spirit, all is "Thinc,

¢ Yet thou can’ft breathe on Duft again,
‘.nd fill the World with Beafts 'md Mtn ;

A Word of thy creating DBreath
Repairs the Waftes of Time and Death.

- His Works, the Wonders of his Might
f\re honour'd with s own Dt.hrrht .
}How awful ave his glortous Ways!

Th= Lord is dreadful in his Praifc.

. The Farth fands trembling at thy Strole,,
\nd at thy Touch the IVIDL[::E*]H fmoke ;
Yet humble Souls mav fee thy Face,

And tell their Wants to fowrcm'ﬁ Lzr'u:c.

= Tn Thee my Hopes and Withes mezt,
And make my \qultnti(ﬂ'ﬁ foet

_‘*. . il*h Y
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Thy Praifes fhall my Breath imploy,
Till it expire in endlefs Joy.

28 While haughty Sinners die accurRt,
Their Glory bury’d with their Dut,
I to my Gop my heavenly King
Immortal Hallelujabs fing."

Psaru CV. Abndgd,

G O D's Condul® of lirael, aund the Plagues of Egypt.

) I VE Thanks to Gop, invoke his Name,
And tell the World his Grace ;
Sound thro’ the Earth his Deods of Fame,
That all may {eek his Face.

» His Covenant, which he kept in Mind
For numerous Ages paft,
To numerous Ages y.t behind
In equzl Force fhail latt.
s He fware to dbraban and his Seed,
And mude the Bleflings {ure:
Geatiles the antient Promile read,
And find his Truth endure.
«« Thy Seed {hall make ail Nations bleft,
(Said the Almighty Voice)
¢« And Canaan's Land fhall be their Reil,
¢« ‘I'he 'T'vpe of hewvenly Joys.

s [How lurge the Grant! how rich the Giace,

To give them Caruan’s Land,
When they were Strangers in the Place,

A little feeble Band !

6 Like Pilgrims thro’ the Countries round
Securely they remov'd :
And haaghty Kings that on them frown'd

Severely he reprov’d.
7 "Touch
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7 ¢ Touch mine Anointed, and my Arm
““ Shall {oon revenge the Wrong .
““ The Man that does my Prophets harm
*¢ Shall know their Gob is firong.

8 Then let the World forbear its Rage,
Nor put the Church in Fear :
Hrael muft live thro' ewvery Aee,

And be b Afm{g}:{y’: Care,)

Pavse I.

o When Pharaoh dar'd to vex the $aints,
And thus provok’d their Gop,
Dis/es was fent at their Complaints,
Arm’d with his dreadful Rod.

15 He call'd for Darknefs : Darknefs came
Like an c'erwhelming Flood;
He turn’d each Lake and every Stream
To Lakes and Streams of Blood,

11 Ie gave the Sign, and noifome Flies
Thro' the whole Country fpread ;
And Frogs in croaking Armies rife
About the Monarch’s Bed,

2 Thro' Fields and Towns and Palaces
The tenfold Vengeance flew ;

Locufts in Swarms devour’d their Trees
And Hail their Cattle flew.

t3 Then by an Angel's Midnight Stroke
The Flower of Egvpr dy'd;
The Strength of every Houfe was broke,
Their Glory and their Pride.

1L Now Jet the World Sforbear its Rage,
Nor put the Church in Fear ;

Ifrael



220 PsarMm CVL

Ifrael muft live thre' every Aze,

And be th® Almighty's Care.

Pavsell
15 Thus were the Tribes from Bondage brought,
And left the hated Ground ;

Fach fome Egyprian Spoils had got,
Arnd not one feeble found.

16 The Lord himfelf chofe out their Way,
And mark’d their Journeys rnight,
Gave them a leading Cloud by Day,
-~ A fiery Guide by Night.

17 They thirft ; and Waters from the Rock

In rich Abundance flow,
And following ftill the Courfe they took

Ran all the Defart thro'.
18 O wondrous Stream! O blefled Type

Of ever-flowing Grace!
So Chrift our Rock maintains our Life
Thro' all this Wildernefs.

19 Thus guurdedr by th’ Almighty Hand,
The chofen Tribes porfeit
Canaan the rich, the promis'd Land,
And there enjoy’d their Rett.

20 Then Ict the World forbear its Rage,
The Church renounce her Fear ;
frael smuft live thro' every Age,
And be th Almighty's Care.

Psarym CVL. 1—s5. Firf? Part.
Praife to GOD, or, Communion «with Sainls.

O Gon the great, the Ever bleft,

1
Let Songs of Honour be addreft ;

i
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His Mercy firm for ever ftands ;
Give him the Thanks his Love demands.

2 Who knows the Wonders of thy Ways?
Who fhall fulfil thy boundlefs Praife ?
Bleft are the Souls that fear Thee ftill,
And pay their Daty to thy Will.

5 Remember what thy Mercy did

For facob’s Race, thy chofen Seed ;
And with the fame Salvation blefs

The meaneft Suppliant of thy Grace.

4 O may I fee thy Tribes rejoice,
And aid their Triumphs with my Voice!
This is my Glory, Lord, to be

Join'd to thy Saints, and near to Thee.

Psavy CVL. Second Part. Ver,», 8, 12—14,
43— 48.

lrael punif’d and pardon’d ; or, G O D's unchange-
able Love.

! O D of eternal Love,
How fickle are our Ways!

And yet how oft did J/rae/ prove
Thy Conftancy of Grace!

2 They faw thy Wonders wrought,
And then thy Praife they fung ;
But foon thy Works of Power forgot,

And murmur’d with their Tongue,

3 Now they believe his Word,
While Rocks with Rivers flow :

Now with their Lufts provoke the Lord,
And he reduc’d them low.

4 Yt when they mourn’d their Faglts,
He hearken’d to their Groans,

Brought
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Brought his own Cov'nant to his Thoughts,
And call’d them fall his Sons.

g Their Names were in his Book,
He fzv'd them from therr Foes ;

Oft he chaftis’d, bat ne’cr forfook
The People that he chole.

6 Let Ifracl blels the Lord,
Who lov'd their ancient Race:
And Chriflians join the folemn Word

Amen to all the Praife,

Psavm CVIL Firf Pare
frael /ed to Canaan, and Chrifitans to Heaven.

1 IV E Thanks to Gop : He reigns above,
Kind are his Thoughts, Iits Name is Love:

His Mercy Ages pait have known,
And Ages long to come fhali own.

2 Let the Redeemed of the Lord
~ The Wonders of his Grace record ;
Ifracl, the Nation whom he chole,
And refcu’d from their mighty Fees.

{When Gop’s Almighty Arm had broke
Their Fetters and th’ Egyprian Yoke,
They trac'd the Defart wandring round ;

A wild and folitary Ground !

4 There they could find no leading Road,
. Nor City for 2 fix’d Abode;

~
J

Nor Foed, nor Fountain to afluage
Their burning Thirft, or Hunger’s Rage. ]

g In their Diftrels to Gop they cry'd,
Gop was their Saviour and their Guide ;
He led their March far wandring round ;

*Twas the right Path to Caraan’s Ground.
6 Thus
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¢ Thus when our firflt Réli’:al'e we ga_i'n'
From Sin’s old Yoke and Satar's Chain,
We have this defart World to pafs,
A dangerous and a tirefome Place.

» He feeds and clothes vs all the Way,
He guides our Footfteps left we ftray,

He guards us with a powerful Hand,
And brings us to the heavenly Land.

8 O let the Saints with Joy record
The Truth and Goodnefs of the Lord !
How great his Works ! how kind his Ways !

Let every Tongue pronounce his Praife.

Psavy CVII. Second Pare.
Corredtion for Sin, and Releafe by Prayer,

I ROM Age to Age exalt his Name,
Gop and his Grace are fhll the fame -
He fills the hunary Soul with Food,
And feeds the Poor with every Good.

2 But if their Hearts rebel and rife
Againft the Gop that rules the Skics,
It they rejedt his heavenly Word,
And flight the Counfels of the Lord ;

3 He'll bring their Spirits to the Ground,

And no Deliv’rer thall be found :

Laden with Gricf they wafte their Breath
In Darknels and the Shades of Death.

4 Then to the Lord they raife their Cries,
He makes the dawning Light arife,
And {catters all that difmal Shade

That hung fo heavy round their Head.

5§ He cuts the Bars of Brafs in two,
And lets the fmiling Prifoners thro’ ;

Takes
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Takes off the Load of Guilt and Grief,
And gives the labouring Soul Relief.

6 O may the Sons of Men record
The wondrous Goodrefs of the Lord !
How great his Works! how kind his Ways!

Let every Tongue pronounce his Praife.

Psaiwm CVIL. 7Fird Part.

Intemperance punifp’'d and pardomw'd 5 or, A Plal
for the Glutton and the Drunkard.

] A IN Man on foolifh Pleafures bent
Prepares for his own Punifhment,
What Pains, what loath{ome Maladtes

From Luxury and Luit arife’

2 The Drunkard fecls his Vitals wafie
Yet drowns his Health to pleafe his Tafte;
Till all his adtive Powers are loft,
And fainting Life draws near the Duft.

1 The Glutton groans, and loaths to eat.
His Soul abhors delictous Meat :
Nature with heavy Loads opprelt
Would yield to Death to be releas’d.

4 Then how the frighted Sinners fly
To Gop for Help with earnelt Cry !
He hears their Groans, prolongs their Breath.
And faves them froin approaching Death.

s No Ned'cines could effe& the Cure
So quick, fo ealy, or {o {ure :
‘The deadly Sentence Gob repeals,
He fends his fovereign Word and heals.

6 O may the Sons of Men record
The wondrous Goscnels of the Lord
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And let therr thankful Offering prove
How they adore their Maker’s Love.

Psavas CVIL. Fourth Pare. Long Metre,

Diliverance from Storms and Shipaorack; or, The
Scaman’s Soug.

1 Ould you behold the Works of Go D,
His Wonders in the World abroad,
(1o with the Marisers, and trace
[ac unknown Rezions of the Seas.

: They leave their native Shores behind,
And feize the Favour of the Wind ;
I'1il Gop command, and Tempelts rife
That heave the Ocean to the Skies.

3 Now to the Ieavens they mount amain,
Now fink to dreadful Deeps again ;
Vhat {trange Affrights young Sailors feel,
And like a ftaggering Drunkard reel !

¢ When Land is far, and Death is nigh,
Loft to all Hope, to Gop they cr
His Mercy hears the loud Addrefs,

And {ends Salvation in Diftrefs,

.t bids the Winds their Wrath affuaze,
Ihe furious Waves forget their Rage ;
"s calm ; and Sailors {mile to fee
1hie Haven where they with'd to be.

5 O may the Sons of Men record
T'he wondrous Goodnefs of the Lord !
Let thein their private Ofterings bring,
And i the Chureh his Glory fing.

Psauw
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Psarm CVII * Fourth Part. Com. Metre.

The Mariners Pfalm.

1 H E Works of Glory, mighty Loxd,
Thy Wonders in the Deep,
The Sons of Courage fhall record
Who trade in floating Ships.

2 At thy Command the Winds anfe,
And fwell the tow’rlng Waves ;
The Men aftonifh’d mount the Skies

And fink in gaping Graves.

3 [Again they climb the watry Hills,
And plunge in Deeps again ;
Each like a tottering Drunkard reels,
And finds his Courage vain,

4 Frighted to hear the Tempeft roar
+" "They pant with fluttering Breath ;
And hopelefs of the diftant Shore
Expect immediate Death. |

g Then to the Lord they ratfe their Crics ;
He hears the loud RequeR,
And orders Silence thro’ the Skies,
And lays the Floods to reft.

8 Sailers rejoice to lofe their Fears,
And fee the Storm alliy’d:
Now to their Lyves the Port appears ;
There let their Vows be paid.

7 T Goop that brings them {afe to Land;
Let ftupid Mortals know
That Waves cre under his Command,
Anu 4ii the Winds that blow.

8 O that the Sunc of Men would praife
The Goodnefs of the Lord!

A i
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And thofe that fee thy wondrous Ways
Thy wondrous Love record. A

Psavrm CVIL. Lajp Part.
Colonies planted ; or, Nations bl-ff and punifed.

APsarLwm for Newy- England.

! W HEN Gonp provol’d with daring Crimes,

Scourges the Madnefs of the Times,
Ile turns their Fields to barren Sand,
And dries the Rivers from the Land.

: His Word can raife the Springs again,
And make the wither'd Mountains green,
Send thow'ry Bleflings from the Skies ;
And Harveils in the Defarts rife.

3 [Where nothing dwelt but Beafts of Prey,
Or Men as fierce and wild as they,
He bids th’ Oppreft and Poor repair,
And builds them Towns and Cities there.

4 They {ow the Fields, and Trees they plant,
Whole yearly Fruit fupplics their Want :
Their Race grows up from fruitful Stocks,
Their Wealth increafes with their Flocks.

5 Thus they are bleft ; but if they fin,
He lets the Heathen Nations in,
A lavage Crew invades their Lands,
Their Princes die by barbarous Hands.

0 ‘1eir captive Sons expos'd to Scorn
Winder unpity’d and forlorn :
The Country lies unfenc'd, untill’d,
And Defolation fpreads the Field.

T Yet if the humbled Nation mourns,
As i his dreadful Hind he turns -

Again
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Apain he makes their Cities thrive,
And bids the dying Churches live. ]

8 The Righteous with a joyful Senfe
Admire the Works of Providence;
And Tongues of Atheills fhall no more
Blafpheme the Gop that Sants adore.

9 How few with pious Care record
Thefe wondrous Dealings of the Lord!
But wife Obfervers till fhall find
'The Lord is holy, juit and kind.

PsaLm CIX. Ver. 1—5, 31,
Love to Encmies ﬁ*am the EA'ampk ff Chriﬂ:.

! G O D of my Mercy and my Praife,
Thy Glory is my Song ;
Tho' Sinners {peak againft thy Grace
With a blafpheming Tongue.

2 When in the Form of mortal Man
Thy Son on Earth was found,
With cruel Slanders falle and vain
They compafs'd him around.

g Their Miferies his Compaflion move,
Their Peace he fill purfu'd ;
They render Hatred for his Love,

And Evil for his Good.

4 Their Malice rag’d without 2 Caufe,
Yet with his dymg Breath
He pray’d for Murderers on his Crofs,
And bleit his Foes in Death.

g Lord, fhall thy bright Example fhine
In vain betore my Eyes?
Give me a Soul a-kin to thine,
To love ming Enemies.

6 '1he
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6 The Lord thall on my Side engage,

And m my Saviour's Name
] thall defeat their Pride and Rage
Who flander and condemn.

| Psavy CX. Firfl Part. Long Metre.

Chrift exalted, and Multitudes converted ;
Succefs of the Gofpel.

; HUS the eternal Father {pake
To Chrift the Sons < Afcend and {it
“ At my Right-hand, till T fhall make
“ Thy Foes fubmiflive at thy Feet.

2 From Zion fhall thy Word proceed,
“ Thy Wotd, the Scepter in thy Hand,

“ Shall make the Hearts of Rebels bleed
“ And bow their Wills to thy Command.

3 That Day fhall fhew thy Power is great,
* When Saints fhall flock with willing Minds,
“ And Sinners croud thy Temple-Gate,
‘““ Where Holinefs in Beauty thines.

O blefled Power! O glorious Day !
What a large Victory fhall enfye!
And Converts, who thy Grace obey,
l.xceed the Drops of Morning-Dey.

or, The

--;:-

PsaLyt CX,  Second Part. Long Metre,
The Kinadom and P riefthood of Chrift.

1 T HUS the great Lord of Earth and Sex

Spake to his Son, and thus he fivore :
* Eternal fhall thy Prieithood be,

“ And change from Hand to Hand Nno more.

> *“ daron and all his Sons muft die :
‘“ But everlafting Life is thine,

(" TO
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¢« o fave for ever thofe that fly
¢ For Refuge from the Wrath divine.

q ¢ By me Melchifedec was made
¢« On Earth a King and Prieft at once;
¢¢ And Thou my heavenly Prieft fhalt plead ;

« And Thou, my King, fhalt rule my Sons.

4 Fefus the Prieft afcends his Throne,
While Counfels of eternal Peace,
Between the Father and the oo,
Proceed with Honour and & uccels.

¢ Thro’ the whole Earth his Reign fhall {pread,
And crufh the Powers that dare rebel :
Then fhall he judge the rifing Dead,
And fend the guilty World to Hell.

6 Tho' while he treads his glorious Way,
He drinks the Cap of lears and Blood,
The Sufferings of that dreadful Day
Shall but advance him ncar to Gop.

Psa )_. v CX. Common Metre.
Chriflt's Kingdsn and Pricflbeod.

I ESUS, our Lord, afcend thy Throne,
And near thy kather fit;
In Zion fhall thy Power be known,
And make thy Foes fubmit.

» What Wonders {hall thy Gofpel do'!
Thy Converts thatl furpais
The numerous Drops of Moming-Dew,
Apd own thy {overeign Grace.

3 God hath pronounc’d a firm Decree,
Nor changes what he iwore ;
¢« Fternal fhall thy Priefthoed be,

«« When Aaron 1s no more.

4 ¢ M, 3
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4 ¢ Melchifedee, that wondrous Prieft,
* That King of high Degree,
““ That holy Man who Abrabam bleft
““ Was but a Type of Thee.

. Jrius our Priet for ever lives
1o plead for us above ;

7 fus our King for ever gves
'The Bleﬂ'mgs of his Love.

0 Goo fhall exalt his glorious Head,
And his high Throne maintain,

Shall ftrike the Powers and Princes dead
Who dare oppofe his Reign.

Psavwm CXI Fz'f_‘/f Part.
The Hifdon of GOD in bis IWorks

1 (8 ONGS of immortal Praife belong
S To my Almighty Gonp ; )
He has my Heart, and he my Tongue

To fpread his Name abroad.

> How great the Works his Hand has wrought !
How glorious in our Sight!

And Men in every Age have fought
His Wonders with Delight.

3 How molt exad is Nature's Frame !
How wife th’ Eternal Mind !
His Counfels never change the Scheme
That his firlt Thoughts defign’d.

+ When he redeem’d his chofen Song,
He fix'd his Cov’nant fure -

The Orders that his Lips pronounce
To endlefs Years endyre.

; Nature and Time, and Earth and Skies
Thy heavenly Skill proclaim ;

What
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What fhall we do to make us wife,
But learn to read thy Name:?

& To fear thy Power, to truit thy Grace
Ts our divineft Skill ;
And he's the wifeft of our Race

That beft obeys thy Will.
Psarm CXI. Second Part.

The Perfections of GOD.

X Reat is the Lord ; his Works of Might
Demand our nobleft Songs ;
Tet his affembled Saints.unite |
Their Harmony of Tongues.

. Great is the Mercy of the Lord,
He gives his Children Food;

And ever mindful of his Word,
He makes his Promife good.

7 His Son, the great Redeemer, came
To feal his Covenant fure:
Holy and Reverend is his Name,
His Ways are jult and purc.

4. They that would grow divinely wife
Muft with his Fear begin ;
Our fairelt Proof of Knowledge lies
In haﬁng’ every Sin.
Psarm CXII. Asthe (13¢h Plalm.

The Bleffings of the liberal Max.

1 1 AT Man is bleflt who ftands in Awe
Of Gop, and loves his facred Law:

Uis Seed on Earth thall be renown’d ;

His Houfe the Seat of Wealth fhall be,

An inexhaufted Treafury,
And with fucceflive 1onours crown'd. |
I 2 s
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2 His liberal Favours he extends,
To fome he gives, to others lends :
A generous Pity fills his Mind :
Yet what his Charity impairs,
He faves by Prudence in Affairs,
And thus he's juf to all Mankind.

3 His Hands, while-they his Alms beftow'd,
His Glory’s futare Harveft fow'd ;
The {weet Remembrance of the Juft
Like a green Root revives, and bears
A Train of Bleflings for his Heirs,
When dying Nature fleeps in Duft.

4 Befet with threatning Dangers round,
Unmov'd fhall he maintain his Ground ;
His Confcience holds his Courage up :
The Soul that's filI'd with Vertue's Light,
Shines brighteft in AfliGion’s Night:
And fees in Darknefs Beams of Hope.

Pavse.

5 [1Il Tidings never can {urprize
His Heart, that fi’d on Gop relies,

Tho® Waves and Tempefts roar around :
Safe on the Rock he fits, and fees
- The Shipwreck of his Enemies,

~ And all their Hope and Glory drown'd.
6 The Wicked fhal his Triumph fee,

- And gnafh their Teeth in Agony,

- To find their Expefations croft ; :
They and their Envy, Pride and Spite,

| Sk down to everlafting Night,

And all their Names in Darknefs loft.]

L Psauwm




234 ISALM LAl

PsaLy CXII. Long Metre.
The Bleffings of the Pious and Charitable.

' Hrice happy Man who fears the Lord,
Ioves his Commands, and trufts his Word ;
Honour and Peace his Days attend,
And Bleffings to his Seed defcend.

2 Compaffion dwells upon hrs Mind,

To works of Mercy itill inclin'd :
He lends the Poor fome prefent Aid,

Or gives them, not to be repaid:

When Times grow dark, and Tidings fpread
Fhat fill his Neighbours round with Dread,
His Heart is arm'd againft the Fear,

For Gop with all his Pow'r is there.

4 His Soul well fix'd upon the Lord

Draws heavenly Courage from his Word 3
Amidit the Darknefs Light fhall rife,
To chear his Heart and blefs his Eyes.

f

5 He hath difperft his Alms abroad,

| His Works are ftill before his Gonp 3

! His Name on Earth fhall long vemin,
W hile eavious Sinners fret in vaun.

PsaLu CXII, Common Metre.
Liberality reavarded.

' Appy is he that fears the Lord,
And follows his Commands,
Who lends the Poor without Reward,
Or gives with liberal Hands.

2 As Pity dwells within his Breait
To all the Sons of Need ;
So Gon fhall anfwer his Requeit

With Bleflings on his Seed.

”
2
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3 No evil Tidings fhall furprize
His well-eftablifh’d Mind ;

His Soul to Gop, his Refuge, flies,
And leaves his Fears behind.

4 In Times of general Diftrefs
Some Beams of Light {hall fhine,
To fhew the World hjs Righteoufnefs,
And give him Peace divine.

5 His Works of Piety and Love
Remain before the Lord ;

Honour on Earth and Joys above
Shall be his fure Reward.

PsaLwm CXIII Proper Tune,

The Majefly and Cand{/i'frﬁaﬂ of GOD,.

! E that delight to ferve the Lord,
Y The Honours of his Name record,

His facred Name for ever blef; -
Where-eer the circling Sun difplays
His rifing Beams, or. letting Rays,

Let Lands and Seas his Power confefs,

: Not Time, nor Nature’s narrow Rounds,

Can give his vaft Dominion Bounds ;
‘The Heavens are far below his Hcight :

Let no created Greatnefs dare

With our eternal Gop compare,

Arm’d with his uncreated Might.

3 He bows his glorious Head to view
What the bright Hofts of Angels do,
And bends his Care to mortil Things ;
His fovereign Hand exalts the Poor,
He takes the N eedy from the Door,

And makes them Company for Kings,
L2 4 Wl



4 When childlels Families defparr,
He fends the Bleflings of an Heir,
To refcue their expiring Name ;
'I'he Mother with a thankful Voice
Proclaims his Praifes and her Joys:
Let every Age advance his Fame.

Psarny CXIIL Long Metre.
GO D Sovereign and Gracious.

1 E Servants of th' Almighty King,
In every Age his Praifes fing;
Where-e'er the Sun fhall rife or fet,

The Nations fhall his Praife repeat.

" 2 Above the Earth, beyond the Sky

| Stands his high Throne of Majelty 3

" Nor Time nor Place his Power reftrain,
Nor bound his univerfal Reign.

2 Which of the Sons of Adam dare,
Or Angels with their Gop compare!
tis Glories how divinely bright,
Who dwells in uncreated Light!

4 Behold his Love: He ftoops to view
What Saints above and Angels do;
And condefcends yet more to know
The mean Affairs of Men below.

g From Duft and Cottages obfcure
His Grace exalts the humble Poor;

Gives them the Honour of his Sons,
And fits them for their heavenly Thrones.

6 [A Word of his creating Voice
Can make the barren Houfe rejoice::
Tho' Sarab’s ninety Years were paft,
The promis’d Seed 1s born at laft.

;
!
i
t i
b
i

7 With
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7 With Joy the Mother views her Sop

And tells the Wonders Gop has ¢

Faith may grow ftrong when Senfe def
1 Nature fails, the Promife beare ]

Psavwu Cxry
Miracles az‘fﬂm’fﬂg Irael's :]\"a::r?:{}'.

i HEN Ifrael, freed from Pharasl’s Hand,
Left the proud Tvrant and his Land,
The Tribes with chearfy] Homage oy
g, and Yidad was hts Thrope,
2 A-crofs the Deep their Jouiney Jay
The Deep divides to male them way ;
Jordan beheld their March, and fleg
With backward Cyrrent to his Head.

3 e Mountains fhool: like frichted Sheep,
Lilze Lambs the little Hillocks leap !
Not Sinai on her Bafe could ftand,
Conicious of fovereign Power at Hand.

¢ What Power could malke the Decp divide
Make Fordan bacizward ro.l his Tide ;
Why did ye leap, ye little Hj1js »

And whence the Fri xht that Sinal el ?

5 Let every Mountain, every Flood
Retire and know ) Approachimg Gop,
e - , » <
Fhe King of Ifracl: See him here ;
Tremble thoy Earth, adore apnd {ear,

6 He thunders, and g N

ature mourns
The Rock to ilanding Pools he turns,

Flints fpring with Fountains ot his Word,
I'ires ard Seqs confefs the [ord.

L 3 Psava
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Psaim CXV. Firft Metre.
The true GO D our Refuges of, Idolatry reproved.

1 OT to our felves, who are but Du#,
Not to our felves is Glory due,

iiternal Gop, Thou only Jutt,
Thou only Gracious, Wife and True.

» Shine forth in alt thy dreadful Name;
Why fhould a Heathen's haughty Tongue

Infult us, and to raife our Shame,
Say, ¢ Where's the G O D you'we fere’d fo Joig ?

3 The Gop we ferve maintains his Throne
Above the Clouds, beyond the Skies,
Thro' all the Earth his Will is done,

He knows our Groans, he hears our Cries.

4 But the vain Idols they adore
Are fenfelefs Shapes of Stone and Wood ;

At beft a Mafs of glittering Ore,
A filver Saint, or golden God.

g [With Eyes and Ears. they carve their Head;
Deaf are their Ears their Eyes are blind ;

Tn vain are coftly Offerings made,
And Vows are {~tter'd in the Wind.

238

6 Their Feet were ncver made to move,
Nor Hands to fave when Mortals pray ;

Mortals that pay them Fear or Love,
~ Seem to be blind and deaf as they.]

7 O Ifracl, make the Lord thy Hope,
Thy Help, thy Refuge, and thy Rett ;
'the Lord fhall build thy Ruins up,
And blefs the Peop:e and the Priett.

g The Dead no more can {peak thy Praife,
'They dwell in Silence and the Grave;
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But we {hall live to fing thy Grace,
And tell the World thy Pow'r to fave.

PsaLym CXV. Second Metre. As the New Tune
of the soth Pfalm. -

Paopifh ldolatry reprea’d.
A Pfalm for the gth of Aswember.

: OT to our Namnes, Thou only Juft and True,

Not to our worthlefs Names is Glory due :

'I'hy Power and Grace, thy Trathand Juflice claim
Immortal Honours to thy fovereign Name.

Shinethro’ the Earth from Heaven, thy bleft Abode,

Nor let the Heathens fay ; ¢ dud where’s yourGod ?

(Throne, .
2 Heaven is thine higher Court: There itands thy
And thro® the lower Worlds thy Will is done
Our Gop fram’d all this Earth, thefe Heavens he
But Fools adore the Gods their Hands have made ;
The kneeling Croud with Looks devout behold
‘Therr Silver Saviours, and their Saints of Gold,

3 [Vain are thofe artful Shapes of Eyes and Ears;
The molten Image neither fees nor hears ; ,a
Their Hands are helplefs, nor their ect can move,
They have no Specch, nor ‘Thought, nor Power,

(nor Love ¢
Yet {ottith Mortals make their leng Complaints

To their deaf Idols, and their movelefs Saints.

4+ The Rich have Statues well adorn’d with Gold ;
The Poor content with Gods of coarfer Mould,
With 'Tools of Tron carve the fenfelefs Stock
Lopt from a Tree, or broken from a Rock:
People and Prielt drive on the folemn Trade, |
And truft the Gods that Saws and Hammers made.]
L4 5 Be
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¢ Be Heaven and Earth amaz'd! "Tis hard to fay
Which is more ftupid, or their Gods, or they.
O Ifrael, truft the Lord : He hears and fees,
He knows thy Sorrows, and reftores thy Peace:
His Worfhip does a thonfand Comtorts yield,
He is thy Help, and he thine heavenly Shield.

6 O Britain truft the Lord : Thy Foes in vain
Attempt thy Ruin, and oppofe his Reign ;
Had they prevail’d Darkneis had clos’d our Days,
And Death and Silence had forbid his Praifc:
Buat we are fav'd, and hive: Let Songs arile,
And Britain blefs the Gop that buile the Skies

Psavu CXVL Firfl Part.

Recovery fiom Sicknefs.

. ¥ Love the Lord: He heard my Crics, |
And pity’d every Graoan,
Long as 1 live, when Troubles rife,
'l hatten to his Throne.

- T love the Lord: He bow'd his Ear,
And chas'd my Griefs away :
O let my Heart no more defpar,
Whi'e I have Breath to pray !

3 My Flefh declin’d, my Spirits fell,
And I drew near the Dead,
While inward Pangs and Fears of tcll
Perplex’d my wakeful Head.

s ¢ My Gop, I cry'd, thy Servant {ave,
¢« Thou cver good and juft;
¢ Thy Power can refcue from the Grave,

«« Thy Power 1s all my 'I'rutt.

¢ The Lord beheld me fore diftreft,

He bid my Pains remove:
Return:

PGk, Ay AT T e, e T
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Return, my Soul, ¢, Gob thy Ret,
For thou haft known his Love,

6 My Gob hath fay'd my Soul from Death,
And dry'd my falling Tears .

Now to his Praife 1)) {pend my Breath,

And my femaining Years,

241

Psarwm CXVI. 12, &c.

V'ozes made in Troug), paid in

lick Thanks Sfor

Second Pars.
the Church ; or, Pub-

private Delivera nce.

| HAT fhall T render to my Gop
i/ b For all his Kindnef; thown ;
My Feet fhall vifit thipe Abode,

My Songs addrefs thy Throne,

* Among the Saints that §]] thine Houfe
My Offerings fhall be paid ;
There fhall my Zeq/ perform the Vows
My Sou! in Anguith-made,

3 How much s Mercy thy Delight,
Thou ever-blefled Gop !

How dear thy Servants jn thy Sight ?
How precious is their Blood!

< How happy all thy Servants are
How great thy Grace to me!
My Lif: which thou haft made thy Care,
Lord, I devote to thee.

" Now I am thine, for ever thine,
Nor fha]] my Purpofe move ;
Fhy Hand has loos'd my Bonds of Pain,
And bound me with thy Love.
Here in thy Courts T Jeaye my V
And thy rich Grace record s

L g

ow,

Witnefs,
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Witnefs, ye Saints, who hear me now.
1f I forfake the Lord.

PsaLm CXVII. Common Metre.
Praife to GO D from all Nations,

R All ye Nations, praife the Lord
Fach with a different ‘Tongue

In every Language leam his Word,
And let his Name be fung,
2 His Mercy reigns thro’ every Land ;

Proct:im his Grace ahroad ;
For ever firm his Truth fhall ftand ;

Praife ye the faithful Gop.

PsaLy CXVIL Long Metre.

1 F R OM all that dwell below the Skies
Let the Creator's Praife arife

Tct the Redecmer’s Name be {ung
Thro' every Land, by every "T'ongue.
» Eternal are thy Mercies, Lord:

Frernal Truth attends thy Word;
Thy Praile hall found from Shore to Shore,

Till Suns fhall rife and {et no more.

PsaLm CXVIL Short Metre.

HY Name, Almighty Lord,
Shall found thro’ diftant Lands;

Great is thy Grace, and fure thy Word:
Thy Truth for ever {tands.

» Far be thine Honour fpread,

And long thy Praife endure,
Till Morning Light and Evening Shade

.. Shall be cxchang‘d no more,
P:atL:

.&m?m{ - ey by = T T T
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Psaum CXVIY. Firp Part. Ver. 6~1s.

Deliverance from a Tumult.

: H E Lord appears my Helper now,
Nor is my Faith afraid
What all the Sons on Earth can do,
Since Heaven affords ifs Aid.

2 "Tis fafer, Lord, to hope in Thee,
And have my Gop my Friend,
Than traft in Men of high Degree,
And on their Truth depend.

1 Like Bees my Foes befet me round,
A large and angry Swarm ;
gut I fhall all their Rage confound
By thine Almighty Arm.

4 "Tis thro’ the Lord my Heart is firong,
In him my Lips rejoice;
Whije his Saivation is my Song,
How chearful 1s my Voice !

; Like angry Bees they girt me round ;
When Gop appears they fy
So burning "Thorns with crackling Sound:
Make a fierce Blaze, and die.
i Joy to the Saints and Peace beiongs ;
The Lord proteéts their Days :.
Let frael tune rmmortal Songs
'['o his Almighty Grace.

Psarm CXVIIL  Second Part. Ver. 17--z1,
Publick Praife for Deliverance from Death,

t Y ORD, thou haft heard thy Servant cry,
And refcu’d from the Grave;
Now fhail he live: (and none can die,.
If Gop rclolve to fave.)

2 Thy
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2 'Thy Praife more conftant than before,
Shail fill his drily Breath;
Thy Hand that hath chaitis’d him fore

Defends bim fill from Death.

3 Open the Gates of Zion niow,
For we fhall worfhip there,
‘The Houfe where all the Righteous go

Thy Mercy to declare.

4 Among th> Affemblies of thy Samts

Our thankful Voice we raife;
There we have told Thee our Complaints,

And there we fpeak thy Praife.

Psavym CXVIII. Third Part. Ver. 22, 23
Chrift the Foundation of his Church.

1 Ehold the fure Foundation-btone
Which Gop in Zion lays,

"To butld our heavenly Hopes upon,
And his eternal Praife.

» Chofen of Gop, to Sinners dear,
And Saints adore the Name,
They truft their whole Salvation here,
Nor fhall they fuffer Shame.

3 The foolifh Builders, Scribe and Prieft,
Rejet it with Difdain ;
Yet on this Rock the Church fhall reft,
And Envy rage in van. -

4 What tho' the Gates of Hell withftood ?
Yet muft this Building rife:
*Tis thy own Work, Almighty Gob,

And wondrous in our Eyes,

PsaLy
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Poarm CXVIIL Fourth Part. Ver. 24,25, 25.

Hofanna 3 the Lord’s-Days or, Chrift’s Refur-
reftion, and our Salvation.

; H 1S is the Day the Lord hath made,
He calls the Hours his own;
Let Heaven rejoice, let Earth be glad,
And Praife furround thy Throne.

» To-day he rofe and left the Dead ;

And Satauw’s Empire fell ;
To-day the Saints his Triumph fpread,
And all his Wonders tell.

1 Hofauna to th® anointed King,
To Dawid’s holy Son:
Help us, O Lord; defcend and bring
Salvation from thy ‘Throne.

4 Bleft be the Lord who comes to Men
With Meflages of Grace;
Who comes in Gop his Father's Name
To fave our finful Race.

¢ Hofanna in the highelt Strains
The Church on Earth can raife ;
The higheft Heavens, in which he reigns,
Shall give him nobler Praile.

ol T N —

Psarm CXVIII. Ver. 22.=27. Short Met.

A: Hofanna for the Lord's-Day; or, A new Song
of Salvation by Chrift. |

| O EE what a living Stonc *\
' The Builders did refule ; !
Yet Gop hath built his Church thereon

£
;
k¥
1
f :

In Spite of envious Fews, r
!

2 rIi}l. f‘ll
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2 The Scribe and angry Prieft
Reje&t thine only Son;

Yet on this Rock fhall Zzon reft,
As the chief Corner-ftone.

3 The Work, O Lord, is Thine,
And wondrous in our Eyes;

This Day declaics 1t all Divine,
This Day did fefus rife.

4 This is the glorious Day
That cur Redeemer made ;

Let us rejoice, and fing, and pray,
Let all the Church be glad.

g Hofanna to the King
Of Dawid’s royal Blood 3

Blefs Him, ye Saints : He comes to bring
Galvation from your Gobp.

6 We blefs thinc holy Word
' Which all this Grace difplays ;
And offer on thine Altar, Lord,
Our Sacrifice of Praife.

Psapy CXVIID  22—27. Long Metre.

An Hofanmah for the Lord's-Day; or, A nesw o]
of Salvation by Chrit.

O, what a glorious Corner-ftone
The 7 eavifb Builders did refufe ;
Bat Gop hath built his Church thereon
In {pight of Lnvy, and the Fews.

, Great Gop, the Work s all divine,
The Joy and Wonder of our Eyes;
This is the Day that proves it thine,
The Day that faw our Saviour rife.

9 Sinners
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3 Sinners rejoice, and Saints be glad :
Hofanra, let his Name be blett ;
A thoufand Honours on his Head
With Peace and Light and Glory reft!

4 In Gop’s own Name he comes to bring
Salvation to our dying Race;
Let the whole Church addrefs their King
With Hearts of Joy, and Songs of Praile.

Psarm CXIX.

I bawe collefted and difpofed the mofl ufeful Verfes
of this Pfalm under eighteen different Heads, and
fornt'd a Divine Song upon each of them. But the

Verfes are much tranfposd, to attain fome Degree of
Conneltion. |

In fame Places, among the Words Law, Com.
mands, Judgments, Teftimonies, I hawe ufed Go- :
fpel, Word, Grace, Truth, Promifes, ¢, as more .
azrceable to the Neww Teflament, and the common :
Language of Chriftians, and it equally anfawers the

Defian of the Plalmilt, avhichavas to recommend the
foly Scripture.

Psarm CXIX. Firft Part. :

Tic Bleflednefs of Saints, and Mifery of Sinners,

Ver. 1, 2, 3.
i Left are the undefil'd in Heart,
Whofe Ways are right and clean
Who never from thy Law depart,
But fly from every Sin.

2 Blelt are the Men that keep thy Word,
And pra&tife thy Commands;
With their whole Heart they feek the Lord,
And ferve Thee with their Hands.

- . Lz
R

e —

Ver. |

A ]
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- Ver. 163.
4 Great is their Peace who love thy Law;
How firm' their Souls abide !
Nor can a bold Temptation draw
Their fteady Feet afide.
Ver. 6.
¢ Then fhall my Heart have inward Joy,
And keep my Face from Shame,
When all thy Statutes I obey,
And honour all thy Name.
Ver. 21, 118.
¢ But haughty Sinners Gop will hate,
The Proud fhall die accurft;
The Sons of Falthood and Deceit
Are trodden to the Duft,
Ver. 119, 153.
6 Vile as the Drofs the Wicked are :
And thofe that leave thy Ways
Shall fee Salvation from afar,
But never tafte thy (srace.

|
; * Psarm CXIX. Second Par:.

" Secret Devotion and Spiritual-Mindednefs 5 or, Co.
L frant Converfe aith GO D.

Ver. 147, 53

¥ TO Thee, before the dawmng Light,

My gracious Gop, 1 pray s
I meditate thy Name by Night,
And keep thy Law by Day.
Ver. 81.
3 My Spirit faints to fee thy Grace,
Thy Promife bears me up;
And while Salvation Jong delays,
Thy Woid fupports my Hope.
Ver. 104.
3 Seven times a Day 1 Jift my Hand, ,
And pay my Thanks to Thee: Thy
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Thy righteous Providence demands
Repeated Praife from me.

Ver. 62.
t When Midnight-Darknefs veils the Skics,
I call thy Works to mind ;

My Thouglts in warm Devotion rife,
And fweet Acceptance find,

Psarym CXIX. Third Pars.
Profeffran of Sincerisy, Repentance, and Obedience,

Ver, 57, Go.
i HOU art my Portion, O my Gop ;
Soon as I know thy Way,

My Heart makes hafle ¢ obey thy Word,
And fuffers no Delay.

Ver. 30, 14,
2 I chufe the Path of Heavenly Truth,
And glory in my Chojce :
Not all the Riches of the Earth
Could make me fo rejoice,

3 The Teflimonies of thy Grace
I fet before my Eyes ;

Thence 1 derive my daily Strength.
And there my Comfoyr lies,

Ver. sg.
4 If once I wander from thy Path,

[ think upon my Ways,
Then turn my Feet to thy Command;,
And truft thy pardoning Grace,

Ver. gq4, 114
7 Now I am thine, for ever thine,

O fave thy Servant, Lord;
Thou art my Shield, my Hiding-place ;
My Hope is in thy Word,
Ver. 112,
- Thon hatt inclin’d this Heart of mine
"+ Thy Statates to fulfil ;

249
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And thus till mortal Life fhall end
Would I perform thy Will,

PealL

v CXIX. Fourth Part.

Infiruttion from Scriptures

Ver. g.

i O W {hall the Young fecure their Hearts,
- And guard their Lives from Sin ;
'I'ny Word the choiceft Rules imparts

'T'o keep the Con (cience clean.

2 When once 1t

Ver. 130.
enters to the Mind,

It fpreads fuch Light abroad,
The meaneft Souls Inftru&tion find,
And raife their Thoughts to Gop,

Ver. 103.

4 Tis like the Sun, 2 heavenly Light,
That guides us all the Day; . .
And thro' the Dangers of the Night,
A Lamp to lead our Way.

Ver. g9, 100.

4 The Men that keep thy Law with Care,

And meditate thy Word,
Grow wifer than their Teachers are,
And better know the Lord.

Ver. 104, 113.

g Thy Precepts make me traly wife;

1 hate the

Sinner’s Road ;

I hate my own vain Thoughts that rife,

But love t

6 [The ftarry
The Fart

And thele t

hy Law, my Gob.

Ver. 89, 90,?1.
Heavens thy Rute obey,
1 maintains her Place

1y Servants Night and Day

Thy Skil

| and Power exprefs.

i
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» Dut fall thy Law and Gzofpel, Lord,

Have Leffons more divine :

Not Earth ftands firmer than thy Word,
Nor Stars fo nobly fhine.]

Ver. 160, 140, 9, 116,
§ Thy Word is everlafting T'ruth ;

How pure is every Page !

That holy Book fhall guide our Youth,
And well fupport our Age.

Psavm CXIX. Fifih Pare.
Delight in Scripture ; or, The Word of GO D duel)-

;g in ys,
Ver, g7,
r How I love thy holy Law!
"T'is daily my Delight ;
And thence my Meditations draw
Divine Advice by Night.

Ver. 148.

2 My waking Eyes prevent the Day
To meditate thy Word;

My Soul with Longing melts away
To hear thy Gofpel, Lord.

Ver, 3,13, 54.
3 How doth thy Word my Heart engage?

How weil cmploy my Tongue ;
And in my tirefome Pilgrimage
Yiclds me a heavenly Song.

Ver. 19, 103,
+ Am I a Stranger, or at Home,
"1is my perpetual Feaft;
Not Honey dropping from the Comb
So much allures the Taile.
Ver. 72, 129.
No Treafures fo enrich the Mind ;
Nor thall thy Word be fold

- ]

For
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For Loads of Silver well refin’d,
Nor Heaps of choiceflt Gold.
Ver. 28, 49, 175.
6 When Nature finks, and Spirits droop,
Thy Promifes of Grace
Are Pillars to fupport my Hope,
And there [ write thy Praife.

Psavry CXIX §ixth Part.
Holinefs ard Comfort fiom the Ward.
Ver. 128.

1 ORD, I eficem thy Judgments right,
L And all thy Statutes juit ;
Thence I maintain a conftant Fight

With every.;ﬂattering Luit,
Ver. 97, 9.
2 Thy Precepts often I furvey ;
I keep thy Law in fight,
Thro' all the Bufinefs of the Day,
To form my A&ions right.
Ver. 062.
2 My Heart in Midnight-filence cries,
«« How fweet thy Comforts be ;
My Thoughts in holy Wonder rife,
And bring their Thanks to Thee.
Ver. 162,
4 And when my Spirit drioks her Till
At fome good Word of thine,
Not mighty Men that fhare the Spoil

Have Joys compar'd to mine,
Psatm CXIX. Secventh Part.

Imperfeétion of Nature, and Perfedion of Scripturt.

Ver. ¢6. paraphras'd.

| ET all the Heathen Writers join
L To form one perfctt Book,

Great Gop, if ance compar'd with Thine,

How mean their Writings look !

2 N
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2 Not the moft perfeq Rules the

y gave
Could fhew one Sin Forgiven;

Nor lead 3 Step beyond the Grave,
But thine condu@ to Heaven.

3 I've feen an End of what we call
Perfe@ion heye below -

How fhort the Powers of Nature fall,
And can no farther go.

4 Yet Men would fain po Jult with Gop
By Works their Hands have wrought ;
But thy Commands, excccding broad,
Extend to every Thought.

s In vain we boaft PerfeQio
While Sin defiles our Frame;
And finks our Virtues down {o far,
They fearce deferye the Name.

0 Our Faith, ang Love, and every Grace
Fall far below thy Word ;
But perfe® Truth and R:

Dwel] only with i

253

n here,
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W here Springs of Life arife,
Geeds of immortal Blifs are fown,

And hidden Glory lies.

4 The belt Relief that Mourners have,
It makes our SOrrows bieit ;
Our faireft Hope beyond the Grave,
And our eternal Rett.

PsaLm CXIX. Ninth . Part.

Defire of Knowledge s ors The Teaching of the Spirit
qith the Word.

i H Y Mercies fill the Earth, O Lord,
How good thy Works appear!
Open mine Eyes to read thy Word,
And fee thy Wonders there.
Ver. 73, 125- .
2 My Heart was fathion'd by thy Hand,
My Service 1s thy Due,
O make thy Servant underftand
The Duties he muft do.
Ver. 10.
4 Since I'm 2 Stranger here below,
Let not thy Path be hid,
But mark the Road my Feet fhould go,
And be my conitant Guide.
Ver. 20.
4 When 1 confef’d my wandring Ways,
Thou heard'ft my Soul complain ;
Grant me the Teachings of thy Grace,
Or I fhall ftray again.
Ver. 33, 34
£ Gop to me his Statutes fhew,

s I
And heav'nly Truth impast,




PsarLm CXIX,
. His Work for ever I'|| puriue,
| His Law fhall rule my Heart,
Ver. 50, 71.

6 This was my Comfort when I bore

Variety of Grief;
It made me learn thy Word the mere,

And fly to that Relief

Ver, &1,

7 {1 vain the Proud deride me now ;

? Ull ne’er forget thy Law,

Nor let that bleffed Gofpel go
 Whenge aj my Hopes I drayw.

I'il teach the World hjs Ways ;
My thankfal Lips infpir'd with 7 eqq

Shall loud pronounce his Praife. ]

Psara CXIX., Tens)

Pars.
P/ea:fz'ug the Proy 1fes.

Remember and confirm thy Word,
For all my Hopes are there,

Ver, 41, 58, 107,
> Haft thou not wrjt Salvation down,

And promis’d quickning Grace ?

0th not my Heary addrels thy Throne ?
And yet thy Love delays.

| Ver. 123, 42.

} Mine Eves for thy Salvation fa] ;
bear thy Seryan up ;

Nor let the {cofting Lips pr evail,

Who dare Teproach my Hope,

1 ——

255
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Psarm CXIX.

| Ver. 49, 74-
4 Didft Thou not raife my Faith, O Lord!

Then let thy Truth appear:
Gaints fhall rejoice in my Reward,
Ard truft as well as fear.

PsatLnm CXIX. Elecventh Part.
Breathing after Holinefs.
Ver. 5, 33
i That the Lord would guide my Ways
To keep his Statutes ftall !
O that my Gop would grant me Grace
To know and do his Will,

250

, O fend thy Spirit down to write
Thy Law upon my Heart!
Nor let my Tongue indulge Decett,
Nor a& the Liar’s Part.
Ver. 37, 30.
From Vanity turn off my Eyes;
Let no corrupt Defign,
Nor covetous Defires arife
Within this Soul of mine.
Ver. 133.
4 Order my Footfteps by thy Word,
And make my Heart fincere ;
Let Sin have no Dominion, Lord,
But keep my Confcience clear.
Ver. 156
s My Sou! hath gone too far aftray,
My Feet too often flip ;
Vet fince I've not forgot thy Way,
Reftore thy wand'ring Shecp.
Ver. 35.
6 Make me to walk in thy Commands :

*Tis a delightful Road ;
Nor let my Head, or Heart, or Hands,

Offend againft my Gop.

PsaLy
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PsawLm CXIX, Tewelfth Part,

Breathing aftcr Comfort and Delivergnce,
Ver. 153,
1 Y Goo, confider my Diftref:,
Let Mercy plead my Caufe ;
Tho” I have finn’d againt thy Grace,
I can’t forget thy Laws.
Ver. 39, 116.
> Forbid, forbid the fharp Reproach,
Which I fo juftly fear;
Uphold my Life, uphold my Hopes,
Nor let my Shame appear,
Ver. 122, 135,

3 Be thou a Surety, Lord, for me,
Nor let the Proud opprefs ;

But make thy waiting Servant fee
The Shinings of thy Face,
Ver. 82.
4 My Eyes with ExpeCation fail,
My Heart within me cries,
“ When avill the Lord bis Truth Sulfd,
“ dnd make my Comfares rife ?
Ver. 112.
5 Look down upon my Sorrows, Lord,
And fhew thy Grace the fame
As thou art ever wont ¢ afford
T'o thofe that love thy Name.

Psavs CXIX. Thirtcenth Pars.

Hily Fear, and Tendernefs of Confeience.

Ver, 10.

i WIT H my whole Heart ['ve fought thy Face,
O let me never ftray

*rom thy Commands, O Gop of Grace,
Nor tread the Sinners Wa \

M Ver.
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Ver. 11.
= Thay Word I've hid within my Heart
To keep my Conicience clexn,
And be an everlaiting Guard
From ev'ry rifing Sin.
Ver. 63, 53, 159
5 I'm 2 Compamnion of the Saints,
Who fear and love the Lord;;
My Sorrows.rile, my Nature faints,
When Men tranfgrefs thy Word.
Ver. 161, 163.
2 While Sinners do thy Goipel wrong,
My Spiric frands in awe !
My Soui abhors 2 lying Tongue,
oves thy righteous Law.
Ver. 161, 120.
s My Hear with facred Rev'rence hears
The Threatnings of thy Word ;
My Fleth with holy trembling fears
The juagments of the Lord.
Ver. 160, 174.
O 3\‘1'_".' Goo, 1 lﬂng, H hnp;::, I wait,
For tay Salvation fhlls
Wiile thy whole Law 15 my Delight,
And I obey thy Will.
Psaw CXIX. Fourteenth Part.

e fip of ATCEI0MS and Suppsit under 10én.
Denefit of Afficiions, Hp er 1
Ver. 133, 91 82.

{ £ VOnfider all my Sorrows, Lord,
{fend ;

§ s Andthy Deliv’rance

My Soul for thy Qalvation faints,

When will my Troubles end
Ver. 71

- Yet I have found tis good for mz

To baar my Father's Rods .
.Alﬂiill.'.-'

2

Cry
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Psarwm CXIX,

Afliftions make me learn thy Law,

And live upon my Gonp.
Ver. ro.
3 This 15 the Comfort I enjoy
When new Diftrefs begirs ;
I'read thy Word, I run thy Way,

And hate my former Sins,

Ver. gz.

259

+ Had not thy Word been my Delight

When earthly Joys were fled,

My Soul, opprett with Sorrows Weight,

Had funk amongft the Dead.
Ver, 75,

; I know thy Judgments, Lord, are right,

T'ho’ they may feem fevere s
The fharpett Sufferings I endure
Flow from thy faithful Care.
Ver. 67.
5 Defore T knew thy chaftening Rod
My Feet were apt to firay ;

But now I learn to keep thy W ord,
Nor wander from thy Way.

Psatyu CXIX. Fifteenth Pare,

Holy Refilutions,

Ver. g3.

! That thy Statutes every Hour
\_/ Might dwell upon my Mind ’
[hence T derive a quick‘ning Power,

And daily Peace [ find.
| Ver. 13, 16.
> To meditate thy Precepts, Lord,
Shall be my fweet Employ ;
M y Soul fhall ne'er forget thy Wil
Fhy Word is all my Joy. |
M 2z

Ver,
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Ver. 32.
a How would I run in thy Commands,
If thou my Heart difcharge
From Sin and Sata»’s hateful Chains,
And {et my Feet at large?
Ver. 13, 46.
4 My Lips with Courage fhall declare
Thy Statutes, and thy Name;
I’li fpeak thy Word tho’ Kings fhould hear,
Nor yield to finful Shame.
Ver. 61, 6g, 70.
¢ Let Bands of Perfecutors rife
To rob me of my Right,
Let Pride and Malice forge their Lyes,
Thy Law is my Delight.
Ver. 115.
6 Depart from me, ye wicked Race,
Whofe Hands and Hearts are 11l :
I love my Goo, I love his Ways,
And muft obey his Will,

Psarm CXIX, Sixteenth Part.
Prayer for guff}ﬂfﬂg Grace,
Ver. 25, 37.
] MY Soul lies cleaving to the Duft ;

Lord, give me Life divine ;
From vain Defires, and every Luft
Turn oft thefe Eyes of mine.

2 I need the Influence of thy Grace
To {peed me in thy Way,
Leit I fhould loiter in my Race,
Or turn my Feet aftray.
Ver. 107.
3 When fore Afflitions prefs me down,
I need thy quickning Powers ;
Thy Word that I have refted on _
Shall help my heavieft Hours. \¢
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Ver. 156, 4o.
4 Are not thy Mercies fov'reign ftill
And thou a faithful Gop ?
Wilt thou not grant me warmer Zeal
To run the heavenly Road »
Ver. 159, 4o0.
; Does not my Heart thy Precepts love,
And long to fee thy Face ?
And yet how flow my Spirits move
Without enlivening Grace !
Ver. 91.
o Then fhall T love thy Gofpel more,
And ne'er foraet thy Word,
When I have felt jts quickning Power
Yo draw me near the Lord.

PsarmCXIX Seventeent) Pay:,

Covrage and Perfeverance undey Perfecution; o,

Grace ﬁfmh:g 17 .D{j’imft:'es and Trials,

Ver. 144, 28
! H E N Pain and Anguith feize me, Lord,

All'my Support is from thy Werd ;
My Soul diffolves for Heavinefs,

Uphold me with thy firengthning Grace.
Ver. 51, 69, 170.

> The Proud have fram’d their Scoffs and Lyes,
They watch my Feet with envigys Eyes,
And tempt my Soul to Snares and Sin,
Yet thy Commands I ne'er decline,

Ver. 161, -8,

* They hate me, Lord, without a Caufe,
They hate to fee me love thy Laws ;

But T will truft ang fear thy Name,

Till Pride and Malice dic with fhame.

M ;3

PsarLm
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Psarwm CXIX. Laft Part.
Sanétify'd Afiiétions ; or, Delight in the Word of G.d.
Ver. 67, 59. |
. T Ather, I blefs thy gentle Hand; '
How kind was thy chaftizing Rod,
'I'hat forc'd my Confcience to a Stand,
And brought my wand’ring Soul to Gop!

,» Toolifh and vain I went aftray
Ter I had felt thy Scourges, Loxd,
I left my Gude, and lolt my Way 3
Put now 1 love and keep thy Word.
Ver. 71,
2 *Tis goed for me to wear the Yoke,
For Pride is apt to rife and fwell ;
*T1s good to bear my Kather's Stroke,
That I might learn his Statutes well,
Ver. 72.
4 The Law that iffues from thy Mouth
hall raife my chearful Paflions more
Than all the Treafures of the Sauth,
Or 17eftern Hills of goiden Ore.
Ver. 73.
¢ Thy Hands have made my mortal Frame,
Thy Spirit form’d my Soul within ;
Teach me to know thy wondrons Name,

And guard me fafe from Death and Sm.

¢, Then all that love and fear the Lord
At my Salvation fhall rejoice ;
For I have hoped in thy Word,
And made thy Grace my only Choice.

PsaLu CXX.

Complaiut of quarrelfome Neightours ; O, A dec
Wifh for Peace.

1 ITOU Gop of Love, thou Ever-bleft.
Pity my fuffering State; Wik
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When wilt thou fet my Soul at Reft
From Lips that love Deceit?

2 Hard Lot of mine! my Days are caft
Among the Sons of Strife,

Whoe never-ceafing Brawlings wafte
My golden Hours of Life.

; O might I fly to change my Place,
How would T chufe to dwell
In fome wide loncfome Wildernefs,

And leave thefe Gates of Hell !

; Peace 15 the Blefling that I feek,
How lovely ave its Charms!

I am for Peace; but when I fpeak,
They all declare for Arms.

s New Paffions ftill their Souls engage,
And keep their Malice ftrony :
What fhall be done to curb thy Rage,
O thou devouring Tongue !

¢ Should burning Arrows fmite thee thro’
Strict Juftice would approve ; ’
Eut I had rather {parc my Foe,
And melt his Heart with Love,

Psatm CXXI. Long Metre,

Dicvine Proteftion.

1 UP to the Hills T lift mine Eyes,
Th' eternal Hills beyond the Skies ;

Thence all her Help my Soul derives ;
fhere my Almighty Refuge lives.

: II: fives 3 the everlafting Gop,
I'hat built the World, that {pread the Flood ;
e Heav’ns, with all their Hofts he made,
And the dark Regions of the Dead.

M4 fle
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s He guides our Feet, he guards our Way ;
His Morning Smiles blefs all the Day ;
He fpreads the Evening Veil, and keeps
The filent Hours, while Jjiael {leeps.

4 Ifracl, a Name divinely bleft,
May rife fecure, fecurely reft;
Thy holy Guardian’s wakeful Eyes

Admit o Slumber nor Surprize.

¢ No Sun fhall fmite thy Head by Day,
Nor the pale Moon with fickly Ray
Shall blaft thy Couch; no baleful Star
art his malienznt Fire fo far,
6 Should Tarth and Hell w:th Malice burn,
Stili thou falt ¢o. =ad fhll retarn
“Gafe in the Lord; 2is heavenly Care
Defends v Life trom cvery onare.

7 On thee foul Spirits have no Power ;
And in thy lafc departing Hour
Angel- thut troce the airy Road,

Shall bear thee homeward to thy Gop.

Psarwu CXXI. Common Metre.
Prefervation by Day and Night.
1 O Hcaven I lifi my waiting Yycs,
There all my FHopes are Jawd :
The Lord thet buiit the Earcn and 5xics
Is my pcrpctuul Axd.
» Their Feet fhall never flide to full,
Whom ke defigns to keep;
His Foar attends the fofteit Call 5
11i> Eyes can never {leep.
3 He will fuftain our weakelt Powers

With his Alinighty Arm,
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And watch our moft unguarded Hours
Againft furprifing Harm.

& Ifrael rejoice, and reft fecure,
Thy Keeper is the Lord :
His wakeful Eyes employ his
For thine eternal Guard.

5 INor {corching Sun, nor fickly Moon
Shall have his Leave to fmite ;

He fhields thy Head from burning Noop,
From blafting Damps at Night.

0 He guards thy Soul, he keeps thy Breath,
Where thickeft Dangers come ;

o and return, fecure from Death,
Till Gop commands thee home.

Power

Psarny CXXI. As the 148th Phlm.
GOD our Preferver.

f Pward I lift mine Eyes,
U From Gop is all my Aid;

The Goo that built the Skies,
And Farth and Nature made -
Gob is the Tow'r
Yo which I fly;
His Grace is nigh
In ev'ry Hour.

> My Fect thall never flide,
And fall in fatal Snaves,

tmce Goo my Guard and Guide
Detends me from my Iears,

Thofe wakeful Eves
That never flec
Shall Ifiael keep
When Dangers rife.

M = 3 N



-66 Psarm CXXIL

2 No burning Heats by Day,
Nor Blafts of Evening Air
Shall take my Health away,
If Gop be with me there:

Thou art my Sun,
And thou my Shade,
To guard my Head
By Night or Noan.

4 Haft thou not giv'n thy Word
To fave my Soul from Death ?

And I can truft my Lord
T'o keep my mortal Breath
I'll go and come,
Nor fear to die,
Till from on high
Thou call me Home,

Psapby CXXII, Common Metre.

Going to Church.

X OW did my Heart rejoice to hear
My Friends devoutly fay,
¢« fn Zion let us all appear,
¢ And kecp the folemn Day 2

, 1 love her Gates, I love the Road;
'T'he Church adorn’d with Grace
Stands like a Palace built for Gop
To fhiew his milder Face.

3 Up to her Courts with Joys unknown

The holy Tribes repalr ;
The Son of Dawvid holds his Throne,

And {its in Judgment there.

4 He hears our Praifes and Complaints!
And while his awful Voice

Divides
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Divides the Sinners from the Saints,
We tremble and rejoice.

¢ Peace be within this {acred Place,
And Joy a conttant Gueft !
With holy Gifts and heavenly Grace
De her Attendants bleft !

6 My Soul fhall pray for Zion ftill,
While Life or Breath remains ;
There my beft Friends, my Kindred dwell,

There Gop my Saviour reigns.

Psav CXXII.  Proper Tune.

Gﬂfffg to Churceh.

O W pleas’d and bleft was I
To hear the People cry,
Cooce, let us feek our GOD to-day ;
Yes, with a cheerful Zeal
Ve hafte to Zion's Hill,
And there oar Vows and Honours pay.

2 Zion, thrice hapoy Place,
Sdern’d with wondrous Grace,
"1 Walls of Strength embrace thee round ;:
(n thee our Tribes appear
To pray, and praife, and hear
The fucred Goipel's joyful Sound.
: There David’s greater Son
Hns fix’d his royal Throne,
1e fits for Grace and Judgment there ;
I brds the Saints be glad,

Fic miles the Sinner idd
Ard humbie Sculs rejoice with Fear.

. niay Peace attend thy Gate,
And oy within thee wait

To
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To blefs the Soul of every Guelt;
The Man that feeks thy Peace,
And withes thine Increafe,

A thoufizd Dleflings on him reft!

¢ My Toogue repeats her Vows,
<« Peace to +is facred Houfe!

Tor there mv Fricads and Kindred dwell ;
At {ince my glorious Gop
Makes rhiee his bleft Abode,

My Soul thall ever love thee well.
Repeat tiv Oth Stanza, 1o fmpfeat the Tune.

Psaru CXXIIL
Pleading axith Suvn:i 1.

1 Thou who'e Grace and Jultice rergn
0 J.othron’d above the Skies,
'To thee our Hearts would tell their Pain,
To chee we lilt our Kyes.
» As Servants watch their Mafter's Hand,
And fear the angry Stroke!
Or Muids before their Miftrefs ftand,
And wnit a peaceful Lock :

3 So for our Sins we juitly foel
Thy Difeiphne, O Gop
Yet wait the cracious Moment {uill,

L™

Till thou remove tay Raod.

4 Thots that i Wealth and Pleafure hive
Qur dairy Groons ceride,
And thy Delays of Meicy give

Frelh Courage to their Prde.

5 Oor Foes alt ue, but cui Hope
In thy Compaffion hes ;
‘This"iLovzhit fhall bear our Spirits up,

Thas Gou vyl not defpile.
PsatLi




Psaim CXXV, 269

Psarm CXXIV.

A Song for the 5th of November.

1 A D not the Lord, may Ifrael fay,

Had not the Lord maintain’d our Side,
When Men, to make our Lives a Prey,
Rofe like the Swelling of the Tide ;

The {welling Tide had ftopt our Breath,
So fiercely did the Waters roll,

Ve nad been fwallow’d deep in Death;
Proud Waters had o'erwhelm’d our Soul,

Ve leap for Joy, we fhout and fing,
VWho juft efcap’d the fatal Stroke ;

>0 {lies the Bird with chearful Wing,
Vhen once the Fowler's Snare is broke.

4 Tor ever bleffed be the Lord,
Who broke the Fowler’s curfed Snare,
Who {av’d us from the murdering Sword,
And made our Lives and Souls his Care.

; Our Help iz m T edovab’s Name,
Who torm’d the Earth, and built the Skies s
tie thar upholds that wondrous Frame,
Guards his own Church with watchful Eyes,

ta

7

Psaruv CXXV. Common Metre,
The Saints Trial and S afety.

I E Nfhzken as the facred Hill,
Ard firm as Mountains be,
Lam a. a Rocle the Soul fhall reft
That leans, O Lord, on Thee.
2 ot Wall, nor Hills conld euard fo well
O Setend’s happy Ground,
As thofe cleranl Aims of Love
Lot ¢very Saint furround,
3 Wlhile
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7 While Tyrants are a {marting Scourge
To drive them near to Gop,
Divine Compaffion does allay
The Fury of the Raod.

4 Deal gently, Lord, with Souls fincere,
And lead them fafely on
To the bright Gates of Paradife
Where Chriit their Lord 15 gone.

5 But f we trace thofe crooked Ways

That the old Serpent drew.
The Wrath that drove him firft to Hell

Shall fmite his Followers too.

PsarLm CXXV. Short Metre.

‘Tbﬂ Saints %fﬂ[ and S{Iﬁ’f‘]}; or, Mﬂdffﬂffd 4;.
ﬂf:.‘?fam.

X I R M and unmov'd are they
That relt their Souls on Gop;

Firm as the Mount where Dawvid dwelt,
Or where the Ark abode.

» As Mountains flood to guard
The City’s facred Ground,

So Gop and his Almighty Love
Embrace his Saints around.

3 What tho' the Father's Rod
Drop a chaftifing Stroke,

Vet left it wound their Souls too deep,
Its Fury fhall be broke,

4 Deal gently, Lord, with thofe
W hofe Faith and pious Lear,

Whofe Hope, and Love, and every Grace
Proclaim their Heart: fincere.
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s Nor (hall the Tyrant’s Rage

Too long opprels the Saint;
The Gop of Ifra:l will fuppert
His Children, left they faint.

6 But if our flavith Fear
Will chufe the Road to Hell,

We muft expeét our Portion there
Where bolder Sinners dwell.

Psarnm CXXVI. Long Metre.
Surprfzf?;g Deliverance.
1 HEN Gonp reftor'd our captive State,

Joy was our Song, and Grace our Theme
The Grace beyond our Hopes fo great,

That Joy appear’d a painted Dream.

2 The Scofter owns thy Hand, and pays
Unwiiling Honours to thy Name ;
While we with Pleafure fhout thy Praife,
With chearful Notes thy Love proclaim.,

> When we review our difmal Fears,
"T'was hard to think they’d vanifh {o;
With Gop we left our flowing Tears,
e makes our Joys like Rivers flow,

4 'The Man that in his furrow'd Field,
Hhs featter’d Seed with Sadnefs leaves,
Will thout to fee the Harveft yield
A welcome Load of joyful Sheaves.

PsarLy CXXVI. Common Metre.

The Joy of a remarkable Converflan; or, Melan
choly removed.

HEN Gon revea’d his gracious Name,
And chang’d my mournful State,
My Rapture feem’d a pleafing Dream,

Ihe Grace appear'd fo great,

1

2 The
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2 The World beheld the glorious Change,
And did thy Hand confefs :

My Tongue broke out in unknown Strains,
And {fung {urprizing Grace.

3 % Great is the Work, my Neighbours cry'd,
And own’d the Power divine;
““ Great is the Work, my Heart reply’d,
<« And be the Glory thine.

4. The Lord: can clear the darkeft Skies,
Can give us Day for Night;
Make Drops of facred Sorrow rife

To Rivers of Delight.

o Let thofe that fow in Sadnefs warit
Till the fair Harveft come,

They thall confels their Sheaves are great,
And fhout the bleflings home.

6 Tho' Seed lie buried long m Duft,
It fhan’t deceive their Hope!
The precious Grain can nc’er be loft,
For Grace infures the Crop.

Psaim CXXVII, Long Metre.

The Bleffing of GO D on the Bufinefs and Gom?sr.:
of Life.
i XF Gobp fucceed not, all the Coft
And Pains to build the Houfe are loft.
If Gop the City will not kecp,
The watchful: Guards as well may llecp.

s, What if you rife berore the Sun,

And work and toil when Day is done,
Careful and fparing eat vour Bread,
To fhun that Poverty vou dread,

1 3
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Tis all 1n vain, till Gop hath bleft;

He can make rich, yet give us Relt:
Children and Friends are Bleflings too,
If Gop our Sovereign make them {q.

Lot a

1 Hinpoy ¢h~ Moan to whom he fends
Cledient Children, faithful Friends!
Fow {weet our duily Comforts prove
When they are feafon’d with his Love !

Pranu CXXVII. Common Metre.

GOD all in all.

+ %1 Gonp to build the Houfe deny,
# "1 he Builders work in vain ;
Aed T'orwns without his wakeful Eye

An ufelels Watch maintain,

i

+ Before the-Morning-Beams arife,
Your painful Work renew,

And till the Stars afcend the Skies
Your tirefome Toil purfue.

Short be your Sleep, and coarfe your Fare }
In vain, till Gop has bleft;

Bat 1f his Smiles attend your Care,
You f{hail have Food and Rett.

. Nor Children, Relatives, nor Friends,
~aall real Bleflings prove,
o all the earthly Joys he fends,
It fent without his Love.

PsarLy CXXVIII.
Family Bleffings.
‘ Happy Man, whofe Soul is fill'd
With Zeal and reverend Awe!

His Lips to Gop their Honours yield,
His Life adorns the Law.

L |

2 A
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2 A careful Providence fhall ftand
And ever guard thy Head,
Shall on the Labours of thy Hand
Its kindly Bleflings {hed.

s Thy Wife fhall be a fraitful Vine;
Thy Children round thy Eoarg,
Fach like a Plant of Honour {hine,
And learn to fear the Lord.

4 'T'hc Lord fhall thy belt Hopes fulfil

For Months and Years to come ;
The Lord who dwells on Zzoir's Hill
Shall fend thee Bleflings home,

s 'This is the Man whofe happy Eyes
Shall fee his Houfe increale,
Shall fce the finking Chuich arife,

Then leave the World in Peace.

Psarm CXXIX.
Perfecutors punifid.
I UP from my Youth, may [frael fay,

Hive I been nurs'd in ‘Tears ;
My Griefs were conftant as the Day,
And tedious as the Years.

2 Up from my Youth I bore the Rage
Of all the Sons of Stric;
Oft they affail’d my riper Age,
Dut not deftroy’d my Life.

3 Their cruel Plow had torn my Flefh

With Furrows long and deep,
Hourly they vex'd my Wounds afrefh,

Nor let my Sorrows fleep-

4 The Lord grew angry on his Throne,

And with impartial Eye,

Meafur™
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Meafur'd the Mifchiefs fhey had done,
Then let his Arrows fly.

s How was their Infolence furpriz'd
To hear his Thunders roll !
And all the Foes of Sion {eiz’d
wWith Horror to the Soul.

6 Thus thall the Men that hate the Saints
Be blafted from the Sky ;

Their Glory fades, their Courage faints,
And all their Projets die.

- [What tho’ they flourifh tall and fair,
'They have no Root beneath ;
Their Growth fhaMl perifh in Defpair,
And lie defpis’d in Death. ]

3 [So Corn that on the Houfe-top ftands,
Ivo Hope of Harvelt gives;
The Reaper ne'er fhall fill his Hands,
Nor Binder fold the Sheaves,

g It {prings and withers on the Place ;
No ‘I'raveller beftows
A Word of Blefling on the Grafs,

Nor minds it as he goes.]

Psar sy CXXX. Common Metre.

P ﬁrdwzfizg Grace.

i OU T of the Deeps of long Diftrefs,
The Borders of Defpair,

I fent my Crics to feek thy Grace,
My Groans to move thine Ear.

> Creat Gop, fhould thy feverer Eye,
And thine impartial Hand,
Mark and revenge Iniquity,
No mortal Flefh conld ftand.



276 Psaim CXXX.

3 But there are Pardons with my Gop
For Crimes of high Degree;
Thy Son has bought them with his lood
To dray us near to Thee.

4 {1 wait for thy Salvation, Lord,
With ftrong Defires I wait ;
My Soul imnvited by thy Word
Stands watching at thy Gate. ]
5 [Juft as the Guards that keep the Night
Long for the Morning-Skies,

Watch the firlt Beams of breaking Light,

And meet them witi their Eyes?

6 So waits my Soul to fee thy Giace,
And more intent than they,

~ Meets the firft Openings of thy Face,
And finds a brighter Day.]

= Then in the Lord let Ijrae/ truft,
Let Ifrael feek his Face ;
The Lord is good as well as juft,
And plenteous is his Grace.

g There's full Redemption at his Throne
For Sinners long enflav'd ;
The great Redeemer is his Son
And Ifrael fhall be fav'd.

Psaryn CXXX. Long Metre.

P ar::’aﬁfﬁg Grace,

[ F ROM deep Diitrels and troubl’d Thoughi:;

To Thee, my Goo, I rais’dmy Crics:

i If Thou feverely mark our Fauits,
No Flefh can ftand before thine Iiyes.

» But Thou haft built thy Throne of Grace,

Frec to difpenfe thy Pardons theic,

Thx
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That Sinners may approach thy Face,
And hope, and love, as well as fear.

3 As the benighted Pilgrims wait,
And long and wifh for breaking Day,
S0 waits my Soul before thy Gate ;
When will my Gop his Face difplay ?

4 My Truft is fix’d upon thy Word,
Nor fhall I truft thy Word in vain -

let mourning Souls addrefs the Lord,
And find Relief from all thejr Pain,

5 Great is his Love, and large his Grace,
Thro' the Redemption of his Son -
He tarns our Feet from finful Ways,

And pardons what our Hands have done,

Psary CXXXI.
Hmm'ff{y and S ze&m{ﬁwz.‘
1 IS there Ambition in my Heart ?

Search, gracious Gop, and fee;
Or do I a&t a haughty Part?

Lord, T appeal to Thee.

> Icharge my Thoughts, be humble ftill,
And all my Carriage mild,

Content, my Father, with thy Will,
And quiet as a Child.

5 The patient Soul, the lowly Mind
Shall have a large Reward -
Let Saints in Sorrow lic refion’d,

And traft a faithful Lord.

Psarnw
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PsaLm CXXXIL. g, 13-—18. Long Met.
At the Settlement of a Church ; or, The Ordinatior

of a Minificr.

1 Here fhall we go to feek and find
An Habitation for our GGop,

A Dwelling for th’ eternal Mind
Amongft the Sons of Fleth and Blood ?

» The Gop of Facob chofe the Hill
Of Zion for his ancient Reit ;
And Zion is his Dwelling itll,
His Church is with his Prefence bleit.

3 Here I will fix my gracious Throne,
And reign for cver, {aith the Lord ;
Here fhall my Power and Love be known,

And Bleflings fhall attend my Word.

4 Here will I meet the hungry Poor,
And £ their Souls with hiving Bread ;
Sinners that wait before my Dooy
With fieet Provifions fhall be ted.

5 Girded with Truth, and cloath'd with Grace,
My Priefts, my Minitters fhall fhine ;
Not Aaror in his coitly Drefs
Made an Appearance fo divine.

6 The Saints unable to contain
Their inward ]oys, fhall fhout and fing,
The Son of David here {hall reign,
And Zion triumph in her King.

2 [F¢fus thall fee a numerous Seed
Born here, t" uphold his glorious Name ;
His Crown thall flourifh on his Head
While all his Foes are cloath'd with Shame. ]

PJ R
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Psary CXXXIL 4, 5,7, 8, i§=17. Com. Met,
A Charch effablifped,

o O Sleep nor Slumber to his Eyes
N Good Dawid would afford,
1

it he had found below the Skies
A Dwelling for the Lord.

z The Lord in Zion placd his Name,
His Ark was fettled there ;
To Zion the whole Nations came,
To worfhip thrice a Year.

: Dut we have no fuch Lengths to go,
Nor wander far abroad ;
Where-e’er thy Saints affemble now
There 15 a Houfe for Gop. )

Pavust,

3+ Anfe, O King of Grace, arife,
And enter to thy Rcfl,

Lo ! thy Church waits with longing Byes
Thus to be own’d and blett.

5 Lnter with 2il thy glorious Train,
Thy Spirit and thy Word ;
All that the Ark did once contain
Could no fuch Grace afford.

0 Here, mighty Gop, accept our Vows,
Heve let thy Praife be fpread ;
Bieis the Provifions of thy Houfe,

And fill thy Poor with Bread.

- liere let the Son of Dawid reign,
Let Gop’s Anointed thine ;
Jaltice and Truth his Court maintain, .
With. Love and Pow’r divine.

8§ Here
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¢ Here let him hold a lafting Throne !

And as his Kingdom grows,
Frefh Honours (hall adorn his Crown,

And Shame confound his Foes.
Psarm CXXXIIL Common Metre.
Brotherly Love.

L O, what an entertaining Sight
 Are Brethren that agree,
Brethren, whole chearful Hearts unite

In Bands of Piety!

2 When Streams of Love from Chrift the Spriug

Defcend to every Soul,
And heavenly Peace with balmy Wing

Shades and bedews the whole :

*Tis like the Oil divinely fweet
On Aaron’s reverend Head,

The trickling Drops perfum’d his Feet,
And o'er his Garments {pread.

*Tis pleafant as the Morning Dews

That fall on Sien’s Hill,
Where Gop his mildeft Glory {hews,

And makes his Grace diftil.
PsaLy CXXXIII Short Metre.

Communion of Saints; O Love and Woifbip a3

Ffm:f{r.
I Teft are the Sons of Peace,
Whofe Hearts and Hopes are one,
Whofe kind Defigns to ferve and pleafe
Thro' all their Aétions run.

, Bleft is the pious Houle
Where Zeal and Friendfhip meet,

Their Songs of Praife, their mingled Vows
Malie their Communion {wecet.
o Th

3

4
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» Thus when on Aaron’s Head

" They pour'd the rich Perfume,

The Oil thro® all his Raiment fpread,
And Pleafure filPd the Room.

1+ Thus on the heavenly Hills

" The Saints are bleft above,

Where Joy like Morning Dew diftils,
And all the Air is Love.

Psarm CXXXIII. Asthe 1229 Plalm.
The Bleffings of Friendfbip.
I O W pleafant *u:s to {ee
Kindred and Friends agree,

Each in their proper St:t:.n move,

And each fulfil their P.ut

With {ympathizing He i,
Inzll the Cares of Life and Love!

2 "Tis like the Ointment {lied
On Aaron's {acred H{'r{d,
Divinely rich, divinely foect;
‘The Oil thro’ all the Recom
Diffus’d a choice Perfume,
Ran toro” his Robes, and bleft his Feet.

5 Like fruitful Show'rs of Rain
That water all the Plam,

Drfcending from the neighbouring Hills ;
Such Streams of Pleafure roll
Thro' every friendly Soul,

| Where Love like heavenly Dew diflils.

Repeat the firf) Stanza to compleat the Tyne.

Psarm CXXXIV.
Daily and Nightly Dewvotion.

! E that obey th’ Immortal King,
Attend his holy Place,

N Bow
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Bpw'to the Glories of his Power,
And blefs his wondrous Grace.

2 Lift up your Hands by Morning-light,
And {end your Souls on high ;
Raife your admiring Thoughts by Night
Above the ftarry Sky.
3 The Gop of Zion chears cur Hearts
With Rays of quickning Grace;
The Gob that fpreads the Heavens abroad,
And rules the fwelling Seas.

Poarm CXXNV. 1=y, 14, 1g—21. Firfl Pan
Long Metre.

The Church is G O D's Houfe and Care.

! Raife ye the Lord; exalt his Name,
P While in his holy Courts ye wait,
Ye Saints. that to his Houle belong,
Or fland atiending at his Gate.

2 Praife ye the Lord ; the Lord 1s good ;
To praife hus Ivame is {weet Fploy :
Ifracl he choie of old, and ftiil
His Church 15 his peculiar Joy.

3 The Lord himfelf waill judge his Samts 5
He treats his Servants as his Friends ;
And when he hears their fore Complaints,

Repents the Sorrows that he {ends.

4 'Thro' every Agethe Lord declares
His Name, and breaks th” Oppreffor’s Rod;
kHe gives his (uffering Scrvants Reft,
And will be known 76" Almichty GO D.

g Blefs ye the Lord, who tafte his Love,
People and Priefts exalt his Name:

A 1'1101'1:_.1’
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Amongft his Saints he ever dwells ;
His Church i1s his Ferufalem.

Psary CXXXV. Ver. g—12. Second Part.

The Works of Creation, Providemce, Redemption of
rael, and DefiruBion of Enemics.

Reat 1s the Lord, exalted high
Above all Puwcrs and every Throne;
Wuate'er he pleate in Earth or Sea,

Or Heaven, or Hell, his Hand hath done.

2 At his Command the Vapours rife,
The Lightnings flath, the Thunders roar;
He pours the Rain, he brings the Wind
And Tempeft from his airy Store.

s "Twas he tholc dreadful Tokens fent,
"0 Ecypt, thro’ thy ftubborn Land ;
When all thy firit-born, Beafls and Men,
Fell dead by his avenging Hand.

+ What mighty Nations, mighty Kings
He flew, and their whole Country gave
To Ifracd, whom his Hand redeem’d,
No more to be proud Pharaoh’s Slave !

- His Power the fame, the {ame his Grace,
That faves us from the Hofls of Hell ;
And Heaven he gives us to poffefs,
Whence thofe apoftate Angels fell.

PsarnLuMm CXXXV. Common Metre.
Praife due to GOD, not to Idsis.

Wake, ye Seints: To praife your King
Your {weetelt Paflions raife,
Your pious Pleafure, while you fing,
Increafing with the Praife,
N 2 2 Great

el
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. (5reat is the Lord ; and Works unknown
Ave his divine Employ :
Dot itill his Saiits are near his Throne,

His Treafure and his Joy.

~ eaven, Larth, and Sea confeis his Hand;
He bids the Vapours rife ;
Lightning and Storm at his Command ¢
Sweep thro’ the founding Skies,

4 All Power that Gods or Kings have claim’d
I fourd with him alone;
But Heathen Gods fhould ne'er be nam’d
Where cur Yebovah’s known.

¢ Which of the Stocks and Stones they truit
Can give them Show’rs of Rain?
In vain they worfhip glittering Duft,
And pray to Gold In vain.

6 [Their Gods have Tongues that cannot talk,
Such as their Makers gave:
Their Fect were neler defign’d to walk ;
Nor Hands have Power to {ave,

~ Diind are their Fyes, their Fars are deaf,
Nor hear when Mortals pray ;
Mort:ls that wait for their Relii,
Are blind and deaf as they, ]

8 O Fritain know thy hving Gon,
Serve him with Faith and Fear
He mikes thy Churches his Abode,
Ard claims thine [Honours there.

Psary CXXXVI. Common Metre.

GO Ds Wondors of Creativn, Provideree, Red n
ption of llracl, and Salvation of his People.

T I V' ‘Than's to Gon the fovereign Lord:

His Mercics fiill endure,

Ar!
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And be the King of Kings ador'd :
His Truth is ever fure.

» What Wonders hath his Wifdom done !
How mighty is bis Hand !

Heav'n, E'u'th and Sea, he fram'd alone -
Hocy wwide is his Command !

; 'The Sun fupp'ies the Day with Light;
Hoaw bright his Counfels fhoinz!

The Moon and Stars adorn the Night -
His Warks are all divine.

g [He ftruck the Sons of Egjpr dead :
Howv dreadful is his Red ?

And thence with Joy his People led
How gracious is our GO D ?

¢ He cleft the fwelling Sea in two ;
His Arm is great in Might,
And gave the T'ribes a Paffage thro ;

His Power and Grace ynite.

0 But Pharash’s Army there he drown'd ;
Hazv glorious are bis Ways 1
And brought his Saints thro® defart Ground :
Etcrnal be bis Praije!

~ (re 1t Monarchs fell beneath his Hand ;
“iforious 15 his Savord
While Ifrac took the promis’d Land
Ard faithfid is bis Word.]

§ He (2w the Nations dead in Sin ;
He felt bis Pity mowe,
How fad the State the World was in!
Howw boundlefs 2uas bis Love!

) He tent to fave us from our Woe;
Hi; Gusduefs never fails;

N 3 From
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From Death and Hell, and every Foe;
Aid flill bis Grace prevails,

10 Give Thanks to Gop the heavenly King ;
His Mercies fiill endure.
Let the whole Earth his Praifes fing ;
His Truth is ever fure.

Psavm CXXXVI. As the 148th Pfalm,

I I VE Thanks to Gop moft High,
The univerfal Lord ;

The fovereign King of Kings ;

And be his Grace ador’d,
His Power and Grace
Are flill the fame ;
And let bis Name
Hawe endlefs Praife,

2 How mighty is his Hand!
What Wonders hath ke doned!
He form’d the Earth and Seas,
And fpread the Heavens alone.

Thy Mlercy, Loid,
Shall fill endure ;
And gver fure

Hbides thy Word.

3 Ilis Wifdom fram’d the Sun
'T'o crown the Day with Light ;
‘The Moon and twinkling Stirs
T'o chear the darkiome Night.
His Power and Grace
Are _ﬂr.” the _/’amf ;
dud let bis Name
Huve endlefs Praise,

rye.
4_ '-].i\r
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4 [He {fmote the firll-born Sons,
The I'lower of Egypt, dead:
And thence his chofen Tribes
With Joy and Glory led.

Thy Merey, Lovd,
Shall lill endure ;
And ever fure

Abides tiy Word.

s His Power and lifted Rod
Cleft the Red-Sea 1n two ;
And for his People made
A wondrous Paflage thro'.

His Power and Grace
Are flill the fame;
Ana let his Name
Hawve endlefs Praife.

6 But cruel Pharash there
With all his Hoft he drown’d ;
Ard brought Lis Ifrael fafe
Thro’ a Jong defart Ground.

T 7

Ty Mercy, Lord,
Shall fhill endure ;
And exver fure

Adbides !ff_y- Worl,

PAvuseE,

7 The Kings of Canraan fell
Beueath his dreadful Hand ;
While his own Servants took
Pofleflion of their Land.

His Pocwer and Grace
Are flill the fame;
And let his Name

Hawe endlefs Praife.)
N 4

287
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8§ Iie faw the Nations lie
All perifhing in Sin,
And pity’d the {ad State
The ruin’d World was in,
Thy Merey, Lord,
Shall fill endure ;
Adiud cver fure

Abides thy Word.

9 He fent his only Son
To {ave us from our Woe,
From Satan, Sin and Death,
And every hurtful Foe.
His Pozcer and Grace
Are flill the fame ;
And let his Name
Have endlefs Praife.

10 Give Thanks aloud to Gobp,
'{o Gop the heavenly King:
And lct the fpacious Earth
His Works and Glories fing.

Thy Mercy, Lord,
Shall fiill endure ;
And ever fure

Abides thy Word.

Psavm CXXXVI.  diridsd. Long Metre.

i IVE to our Gop immortal Praife! '
Mercy and Trath are all his Ways:
Wonders of Grace to G O D belons.

Repeat his Mercies in your Song.

2 Give to the Lord of I.crds Renown,
The King of Kings wizh Glory crown ;
His Mercies ever foni! cindure

W.oen Lords and Kins are known 7o more.
' 3 He
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3 He built the Earth, he fpread the Sky,
And ix'd the ftarry Lights on high -

Vouders of Grace to G O D belong,
Repeat bis Mercies in Jour Song,

4 He fills the Sun with Morning-Light,
He bids the Mcon direét the Night:
His Dercies ever fhall endure,
Worn Suns and Moons fhal) fthine #o more,

; The Texws he fread from Pharash’s Hand,
And brought them to the promis’d Land :
Wanders of Grace to GO D 5efm:g,

Repcat bis Mercies in your Song,

b He .1 the Gengslys dead in Sin,
Aad tele his Pity work within :
His Dlercies ey Soall endure,
W Death and Sin fhall reign no more.

7 He fent his Son with Power to fuve
From Guiit and Darknefs, and the Grave:
Wonleis of Grace tg GO D belong,

Ry prat Dis DMeicies in youy Sa?:g.

¢ Lheo” this, vain World he guides our Feet,

And tends o5 15 his neavenly Seat -
Ii:.

Seicics euer foall Endure,
Hien this vain World fhall be o more,

Fsapm CXXXVIII
Reflorins and P referving Grace.

LI 1l my Powers of Heart and Tongue
Y Pl prife my Maker in my Jong

- A ' -
Anyns el beor the Notes | raife,

11 ]ﬂ

domove the Snng, and join the Praife.
s that m e thy Church their Cara
S vitnels my Devotions there,

N 5 While

1 [¥
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While holy Zeal diretts my Eyes
To thy fair Temple in the Skies.]

'l fing thy Truth and Mercy, Lord,
I'll fing the Wonders of thy Word;
Not alt thy Works and Names below

~ So much thy Power and Glory fhow.

4 To Goo I cry’d when Troubies role ;
e heard me, and {ubdu’d my Faes:

He did my rifing Fears controul.

And Strength diffus’d thro’ all my Soul.

g The Gop of Heav’n maintains his State,
Frowns on the Proud, and fcorns the Great,

But from this Throne delcends to {ce
"The Sons of humble Poverty.

6 Amidit a thoufand Snares I ftand
Upheld and guarded by thy Hand;
Thy Words my fainting Soul revive,
And keep my dying Faith alive.

7 Grace will compleat what Grace begins,

T'o five from Sorrows, or from Sins
The Work that W {40 undertakes
Fternal Morcy ne'er for{kes.

Poary CXXXIX. Firfl Part. Long Metre.

The All-feeing GO D.

I ORD thou haft fearch’d, and feen me thro's
Thine Eye commands with piercing View

Ivly rifing and my refting Hours,

My Heart and Fleth with all their Powers.
2 My Thoughts, before they are my own,

Are to my Gop diflinétly known ;

[fe knows the Words 1 mean to fpeak
I'er from my opening Lips they break

3 Withs
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3 Within thy circling Power I fland
On every Side I find thy Hand ; «

Awake, aflecp, at home, abroad,
I'am {urrounded fill with . Gop.

4 Amazing Knowledge, vaft and areat |
What large Extent! What lofty Height!
1y Soul with all the Pow’rs I boast

Is n the boundlefs Profpect loft.
5 O may thefe Thoughts poffefs my Breafl,

W here-€er I rove, avhere-e'er I refl !
Mo let my cveaker Paffions dare
Coxfent to Siny, for GO D is there.

Pauvse ]

¢ Conld I fo falfe, fo faithlefs prove,
T'o quit thy Service and thy Love,
Where, Lord, could I thy Prefence fhun,
Or from thy dreadful Glory run ¢

7 It up to Heaven I take my F hight,
'l there thou dwell'ft enthron’d in Light
Or dive to Hell, there V engeance reigns,
And Satan groans beneath thy Chains,

> It mounted on 2 Morning-Ray
Iy beyond the Wcflers sea,
Thy fwifter Hand wou'd firft arrive,
Lud there arreft thy Fugitive,

9 Or tuould I try co fthun tay Sight
Beneath the fpreading Veil of N ight,
One Glance of thine, one picrcing Ray
Voou'd kindle Darknefs into Day.

0 () aray thefe Thoughts poffefs my Breafi,

4o

crecar Lrevey aulere-der Irefi ?
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Nor let my cweaker Paffions dare
Confent to Sin, for G OD is there.

Pavse Il

1t The Veil of Night is no Difguife,
No Screen {rom thy All-fearching Eyes ;
‘Thy Hand can feize thy Foes as foon
"Thro’ Midnight-fhades as blazing Noon.

12 Mrlnight and Noon in this agree,
Great Gop, they're both alike to Thee.
Not Death can hide what Gop will fpy,
And Hell lies naked to his Eye.

15 O may thefe Thoughts pqﬂi’ﬁ my Breafl,
Where-€er I rove, avheire-der Ireft!
Nor let my aveaker Paffions dare
Confent to Sin, for GO D is there,

PsavLy CXXXIX, Second Part. Long Metre,
Tke auonderful Formation of Man,

1 )T W A S from thy Hand, my Goo, I came,

VWork of fuch 2 curious Frame;
Inie thy fc:nul Wonders fhine,
And c“ch proclaim thy Skill divine,

2 Thine Eyes did all my Limbs furvey,
~ Which vet in dark Confufion lay ;
Thou faw’it the d: lily Growth they took,
Form™d by the Model of thy Dook.

; 12 By Thee my grow mg Parts were n1m’d,
F Xnd what thy {overeign Counlels fram’d,
(T'he breathing Lungs, the beating Heart)

Was copy'd with unerring Att,

4 At laft to fhew my Maker’s Name,
Gop ftamp'd his Image on my Frame,

Ard
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And in fome unknown Moment join'd
The finith’d Members to the Mind,

s There the young Seeds of Thoughts began,
And all the Paffions of the Man.

Great Gop, our Infant-Nature pays
Immortal Tribute 1o thy Praife.

Pavuse,
6 Lord, fince in my advancing Age

I've atted on Life’s bufy Stage, .-

Thy Thoughts of Love to me furmount
The Power of Numbers to recount,

» I could furvey the Ocean o'er,
And count each Sand that makes the Shore,
Before my {wifteft Thoughts could trace
''he numerous Wonders of thy Grace.

8 Thefe on my Heart are ftill impreft,
With thefe I give my Eyes to reft ;
And at my waking Hour I find
Gop and his Love poffefs my Mind.

Psary CXXXIX. Third Part. Long Metre.

Sincerity profefs'd, and Grace try'd 5 or, The Heart- '

Jearching GOD.

1 Y Gop, what inward Grief I feel
When impious Men tranfgrefs thy Will?

1 mourn to hear their Lips profane,
Take thy tremendous Name in vain.

2 Does not my Soul deteft and hate
The Soi.. of Malice and Deceit ?

Thofe that oppofe thy Laws and Thee,

I count them Enemies to me.

3 Lord, {fearch my Soul, try every Thought;
Tho* my own Heast accufc me not

f
||
|
1

—-—— =
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Of walking in a falfe Difguile,
I beg the Trial of thine Liyes.

4 Doth fecret Mifchicf lurk within !
Do I indulge fome unknown Sin ?
O tarnmy Feet when-c'er I ftray,
And lead me in thy perfect Way.

Psarm CXXXIX. Firff Pare. Common Met.
GOD is every where.
| IN all my vaft Concerns with Thee

In vain my Scul wou'd try

l ‘To fhun thy Prefence, Lord, or flee

The Notice of thine Eye.

1 2 Thy all-furromding Sig'it furveys

My Rifing and my Refi,

My publick Wuiks, my private Ways,
And Sccrets of my Drexit.

3 My Thourhts lic enen to che Lord
Before they're form'd within ;

Ard ¢ve my Liys pronounce the Word,

| He lnows the Seife I mean,

| 4 O wondrous Knowledge, deep and hizi !

| Where can a Creatvre hide ?

Within thy circling Arms 1 lic,

Befor on every Sue.

let thy Grace furround me Ll

And like a Bulwark prove,

To gutrd my Soul from every I,
Secur'd by fovercign Love,

S So

Pavuset.

6 Lord, where fhall guilty Souls retire,

Forgotten and unknown !
In
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In Hell they meet thy dreadful Fire,
In Heaven thy glorious Throne.

~ Should I fupprefs my vital Breath,
To 'fcape the Wrath divine,

Thy Voice would break the Bars of Death,
And make the Grave refign.

8 If wing'd with Beams of Morning Light,
I fly beyond the /#¢p,
Thy Hand which mutt fupport my Flight,
Wou'd foon betray my Reft.

g If o’er my Sins I think to draw
The Curtains of the Night,
Thofe flaming Eyes that gnard thy Law
Wou'd turn the Shades to Light.

1o The Bearas of Noon, the Midnight-Hour
Are both alike to Thee :

O may I ne'er provoke that Power
From whrch I cannot flee.

Psavwm CXXXIX. 24 Part. Common Met.
The Wifdom of GO D in the Formation of Man,

I WH EN I with pleafing Wonder ftand,
And all my Frame furvey,

Lord, ’tis thy Work ; 1 own thy Hand
Thus built my humble Clay.

2 Thy Hand my Heart and Reins pofieft.
Where unborn Nature grew ;
Thy Wifdom 2ll my Features trac'd
And all my Members drew.

3 Thine Eye with niceft Care furvey'd
The Growth of every Part;
Till the whole Scheme thy Thoughts had laid
Was copy'd by thy Art.

- T _ e = =
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4 Heaven, Earth, and Sea, and Fire and Wind
Shew me thy wondrous Skill ;
But I review my felf, and find
Diviner Wonders {till.

E 5 Thy awful Glories round me {hine,
E My Flefh prociaims thy Praife ;

t Lord, to thy Worlis of Nature join
. Thy Miracles of Grace.

PsnL;d CXXXIX. 14, 17, 18. Third Part.
Common Metre.

The Mercies of GO D innumerable.
An Evening Plalm.

1 O R D, when I count thy Meraies o'er,
- L They ftrike me with Surprize ;

" Nor al! the Sands that {pread the Shore

i To equal Numbers nife.

2 My Fleth with Fear and Wonder flands,
The Produ of thy Skill,

And hourly Dleflings from thy Hands

i Thy Thoughts of Love reveal.

: Theic on my Ilcart by Night I keep;

*' How kind, how dear to me!

§ O may the Hour tl.1t ends my Sleep

Suilf find my 'floueiits with Thee.

Poavy CXLI Ver 2,3, 4, 3.
Watc ulv /s and Brotherly Reproof.
A Meramg or Evening Plalm.
| Y Gop, accept my Early Vows,
Like Moring-Incenfe in thine Houfe,

3 And let my mghtly Worlhip rife
B Sweet as the Evening Sacrifice.

z Watch
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z Watch o’er my Lips, and guard them, Lord,
From every rath and heedlefs W ord ;

Nor let my Feet incline to tresd
The guilty Path where Sinners lead.

3 O may the Rightcous, when T ftray,

Smite and reprove my wand‘ring Way !
Their gentle Words, like Ointment fhed,

Shall never bruife, but cheer my Head.

4 When I behold them prett with Gricf,
Ull cry to Heaven for their Relief ;
And by my warm Petitions prove
How much I prize their faithtul Love,

Psavm CXLIL
GOD is the Hope of the Helplef;,

l O Gobp I made my Sorrows known,
From Gop [ fought Relief ;

In long Complaints before his Throne
I pour'd out all my Grief,

2 My Soul was overwhelm’d with Woes,
My Heart began to break ;

My Gop, who all my Burdens knows,
He knows the Way I take.

3 On every Side I caft mine Lye,
And found my Helpers gone,

While Friends ang Strangers paft me by
Negletted or unknown,

4 Then did I raife a Jouder Cry,
And calPd thy Mercy near,
* Thou art my Portiop when [ die,
" Be thou my Retuse here,
i Lord, I am broushe excecding low,
Now let thine Ear attend,

And
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And make my Foes who vex me know
I've an Almighty Friend.

6 From my fad Prifon {et me free,
Then fhilt 1 praife thy noeme,
And holy Men fhal! join w1 me
Thy Kindnefs to proctur.

PsarLy CXLIIL
Complain? of heavy Affli Fions i Mind and Dody.

I i righteous judg‘e, my 2racious Gop,
Hear when 1 {pread my Honds abroad,
Aad cry for Succour from thy "Chrone,
O make thy Truth and Mercy known.

2 Let Judgment not againft me pafs;
Behold thy Servant pleads thy Grace:

Should Juftice call us to thy Bar,
No M.n alive is guiltlefs there.

3 Look down in Pity, Lord, and fee
The mighty Woes that burden me;
Down to the Dult my Life is brought,

Like one long bury’d and forgot.

4 ¥ dweliin Darlnefs and unfeen,
My IHeart s defolate within:
My Thozghts In muﬁng Stlence trace
The ancieat Wonders of thy Grace.

g Thence I cerive a Glimpfe of Hope
To bear my finking Spirits up;
I ftretch my Hands to Gop agun,
And thirtt like parched Lands tor Ram.

6 For Thee I thirt, [ pray, 1 mourn;
When will thy fmiling Face return ?

Shall all my Joys on Larth remove?

And Gop for ever hide his Love?

R ISl T P TR s A AT IS T T e
-1
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7 My Goo, thy long Delay to fave
Will fink thy Prifoner to the Grave ;
My Heart grows faint, and dim mine Eye ;
Male hate to help before | die,

8 The Night is Witnefs ¢
Diftrefling Pains,

299

0 my Tears,
diftrefling Fears ;

O might I hear thy Morning Voice,
How would my wearied Powers rejoice !

0 In Thee I truft, to Thee Ifi
And Jift my heavy Soul on h
For Thee fit waiting al] the
And wear the tirefome

10 Break off my Fetters, Lord, and fhow
Which is the Path my Feet thoyld go ;
It Snares and Foes befet the Road,

I flee to hide me near my Gop.,

11 Teach me to do thy holy Wil1,
And lead me to thy heavenly Hil ;
Let the good Spirit of thy Love
Conduét me to thy Courts above.

12 Then fhall my Sou]

The Tempter then fh
And Flef)

Stall ney

gh,
igh ;
Day,
Hours away,

o more complain,
all rage in vain ;

1, that was my Foe before,

Cr vex my Spirit more.

Psava CXLIV. Firfl Part.  Ver. I, 2.
Affiflance and V. 1630ry in the Spiritual W

"I OR ever bleffed be the Lord,

My Saviour and my Shield ;

He fends his SpIrit with his Word,
To arm me for the IFrcdd.

arfare.

2 When Sin and Hell tieir Force unite,

te makes my Soul his Care,
Inftrudls
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Inftruéts me to the heavenly Fight,
And guards me thro’ the War.

3 A Friend and Helper fo divine
Doss my weak Courage rai{e ;
He makes the glorious Viftory mine,
And his fhall be the Praife.

PsaLy CXLIV. Second Part. Ver. 3, 4,5, 6.

The Vanity of Man, and Condefeenfion of GO D.
l OR D, what is Man, poor feeble Man,
Rorn of the Earth at firft?
His Life a Shadow, light and vain,
Suil hafting to the Duit.

2 O what is fecble dying Man,
Or any of his Race,
That Goo fhould make it his Concern
To vifit him with Grace ?

3 'That Gop who darts his Lightnings down,
Who fhakes the Worlds above,
And Mountains tremble at his Frown,
How wond’rous is his Love!

Py 4 Ly CXLIV. Third Part. Ver 12=15.

Grace absve Rickes; or, The happy Nation.

1 Anpy the City, wi.cre their Sons
{ ¢ Pitlars round a Palace fet,
And D:mghtr:rs bri;l.’: i puliﬂfd Stones

Give Streroth and Lic.uty to the State.

2 Happy ti: Couatry, where the Sheep,
Cattle. and Corn have large Increafe ;
\Where Men fecurely work or {leep,
Nor Sons of Piunder break the Peace.

3 Huppy the Nution thus endow'd.
But more divinely bleft arc thofe

On
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On whom the All-fufficient Gop

Psavmu CXLV. Long Metre,

The Grmr;rq/} of GO D,

] Y Gop, my King, thy various Praj
M Shall fill the Remnant of my Days

1hy Grace employ myv humble Tongue
Tl Death ang Glory raife the Song,

" I'ne Wings of every Hour fhall bear
mome thankful Tribute t thine Ear ;

And every fetting Sun flal] fee
New Works of Duty done for Thee.

3 Thy Truth and Juftice I'[] proclaim ;
Iy Bounty flows, an endlefs Stream ;
Thy Mercy fwift; thie Anger flow,
But dreadful to the ftubborn Foe.

¢ Thy Works with {overeizn Glory fhine ;
And fpeak thy Majefty divine
Let Britain round her Shores proclaim
The Sound and Honour of thy Name,

5 Let diftant Times ang Nations raife
Fhe long Succeffion of thy Praife :
And unborn Ages make my Song
the Joy and Labour of their Tonguye,

6 But who can fpeak thy wond'roys Deeds ?

Thy Greatnefs al] oyr Thoughts exceeds ;
Vatt and unfearchab)e thy Ways,

Valt and immorta] pe thy Praife,
Psavm CXLV. Im=7, 11—13.

The Grmh:g/.'p of G O D,

! ONG as I live I')l blef: thy Name,
My King, my Gop of Love ;

Ff'?_'/? Pary.

My
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My Work and Joy thall be the fame
In the bright World above.

, Great is the Lord, his Power unknown,

And let his Praife be great:
Pl fing the Honours of thy Throne,

Thy Works of (race rcpeat.

3 Thy Grace (hall dwell upon my Tongucs
And while my Lips rejoice,

The Men that hear my {acred Song

Shall join their chearful Voice.

4 Fathers to Sons thall teach thy Name,
And Children learn thy Ways;
Ages to come thy Truth proclaim,
'And Nations found thy Praife.

¢ Thy glorious Deeds of ancient Date
Shall thro’ the World be known;

Thine Arm of Power, thy heavenly Htate
With publick Splf:udor thown.

6 The World 1s manag’d by thy Hands,
Thy Saints arc rul’d by Loves
And thine eternal Kingdom ftands
Tho Rocks and Hills remove.

Pcal M CXLV. Second Part. Ver. 7, £,

The Geodnefs of GOD.

; (\Weet is the Memory of thy Grace,
S My Gop, my heavenly Kings
Let Age to Age thy Righteoufnefs

In Sounds of Glory fing.

2 Gop reigns on high, but not confines
His Goodnefs to the Skies ;

Thro' the whole Garth his Bounty fhanes, !
And every Want fupplies. -
3 Wi
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3 With longing Fyes thy Creatures y
Un Thee for daily Food,
Thy liberal Hand rrovides their Meat,
And fills their Mouths with Good.
¢ How Lind are thy Com;affiors, Iord !
How flow thine Anger moves |

But {ocn he fends his pirdoning Word

To chear the Souis he loves,

§ Creatures with all their cndlefs Race
T 11}! Power and Praije proclaim ;

But Seints that tagte ¢ y richer Grace
Delight to blefs thy Name,

PsaLwm CXLV. ' 17, T Third Pare,
Merey to Sufferers ; or, GO D hearing Prayer.

1 ET every Tongue thy Goodnefs {peak,
L Thou ibvercign Lord of al ;

Thy ftrengthning Hands uphold the Weak,
And raife the Poor that fall.

2 When Sorrow bows the Spirit down,
Or Virtue lies diftreft

Ecneath fome proud Oppreflor’s Frown,
Thou giv’t the Mourners Rett.

3 The Lord iupports our tottering Days,
And guides oyr giddy Youth :
Holy and juft are all his Ways,
And all his Words are Truth,

4 He knows the Pain his Servants feel,
He hears his Children cry,

And their begt Withes to fulfil
ti1s Grace is ever nigh,

5 His Mercy never fhall remove
From Men of Heart fincere ;

303
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He faves the Souls, whofe humble Love
Is join'd with holy Fear.

6 [His Qubborn Foes his Sword fhall {lay,
And pierce cheir Hearts with Pain;
But none that ferve the Lord fhall {ay,
¢« They fought his Aid in vain.]

- [My Laps thall dwell upon his Praife,
And fpread his Fame abroad ;
Let all the Sons of Adam raife

The Honours of their Gonp.]

Psatm CXLVL Long Metre.

Praife to GOD for bis Goodnefs

1 TYReife ye the Lord, My Heart fhall jon
In Works {o pleafant, {o divine ;
Now while the Fleth is mine Abode,
And when my Soul afcends to Gob.

, Praife fhall employ my nobleft Powers,

While [mmortality endures
My Days of Praife fhall neer be patt,

While Life and Thought and Being laft.

5 Why fhould I make ¢
Princes muit die and turn to Duft;

Their Breath departs, thel
And Thoughts 2]l vanifh in a

4 Happy the Man, whofe Hopes rely

On Ifrael's Gop - He made the SkY,
And Earth and Seas with all their Tran,

And none fhall find his Promife vain.

¢ His Truth for ever ftands fecure:
He faves th’ Oppreft, he feeds the Poors

He fends the labouring Confcience Feace,
And grants the Prifoner fweet Releie.

n Hour.

and Trutb.

r Pomp and Power,

67
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6 The Lord hath Eyes to give the Blind ;

T'he Lord {upports the finking Mind ;
He helps the Stranger in Diftrefs,
'The Widow and the Fatherlefs.

- [le loves his Saints, he knows them well,
* Dut turns the Wicked down to Hell -
Thy Gobo, O Ziwn, ever reigns 3
Praife him in everlafting-Strains,

PsavLm CXLVI. Asthe 13th Pfalm,

Praife to GO D for bis Goodnefs and Truth.

t J'LL praife my Maker with my Breath ;
I And when my Veice is loft in Death
i

‘raife thall employ my nobler Powers -
My Days of Praife thall neer be paft

While Life and Thought and Being laft,
Or Immortality endures.

2 Why thould I make a Man my Truft ?
Princes muft die and turn to Dyft ;

Vain is the Help of Flefh and Blood ;

Therr Breath departs, their Pomp and Power
And Thoughts all vanifh jn an Hour,

ANor can they make their Promife good,

» Happy the Man whofe Hopes rely
On ifrael’s Gop: He made the Sky.

And Earth and Seas with all their Train ;
His Truth for ever ftands fecure ;

tle faves th’ Oppreft, he feeds the Poor,
And none fhall find his Promife vain.

* The Lord hath Eyes to give the Blind ;

Ine Lerd fupports the finking Mind ;
He fends the labo uring Confcience Peace,

O He
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He helps the Stranger in Diftrefs,
The Widow and the Fatherlefs,

And grants the Prifoner {weet Releafe,
¢ [{e loves his Saints; he knows them well,

But turns the Wicked down to Hell
Thy Gop, O Zien, ever reigns ;
Let every Tongue, let every Age
In this exalted Work engage:
Praife him in everlafting Strains.

6 Pl praife him while he lends me Breath,
And when my Voice is loft in Death
Praife thall employ my nobler Powers :
My Days of Praife fhall neer be paft .
While Life and Thought and Being latt,
Or Immortality endures.

Psavwm CXLVIL. Firfl Part.

Tle Divine Nature, Providence and Greace.

1 TYRife ye the Lord: *Tis good to raife
Our Hearts and Voices in his Praifc :
His Nature and his Works mvite
'To make this Duty our Delight.

2 'The Lord builds up Ferufalem,
And gathers Nations to his Name:
His Mercy melts the flubborn Soul,
And makes the broken Spirit whole.

s He form’d the Stars, thofe hcavenly Flame:,
‘e counts their Numbers, calls their Names:
His Wifdom vaft, and knows n» Bound.

A Deep where all our Thoughte are drown'd.

4 Great is our Lord, and great his Might ;
And all his Glortes infinite:
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He crowns the Meek, rewards the Juft,
And treads the Wicked to the Dutt.

Pavuse.

: Sing to the Lord, exalt him high,
Who fpreads his Cloud all round the Sky ;
There he prepares the fruitful Rain,
Nor lets the Drops defcend in vain.

6 He makes the Grals the Hills adorn,
And clothes the {miling Fields with Corn;
The Beatts with Food his Hands fupply,
And the young Ravens when they cry.

- What 15 the Creatures Skill or Force,
The {prightly Man, the warlike Horfe,
The nimble Wit, the a&ive Limb?
All'are too mean Delights for Him.

8 Buat Saints are lovely in his Sizht;
He views s Children with Delight :
He fecs their Hope, he knows their Fear ;
And looks and loves his Image there,

Psavv CXLVIL  Second Pare,

Summer and Wintcer,

A Song tor Great-Britain.
1 O Lritain, praife th}} mighty Gop,

And mzke his Honours known abroad ;
He bid the Ocean round thee flow -

Not Bars of Brafs could guard thee fo.

2 Tay Children are fecure and blet
Thy Shores have Peace, thy Cities Reft ;
He feeds thy Sons with fineft Wheat,
And adds hus Bleffing to their Meat.

O 2 3 Thy
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7 Thy changing Seafons he ordains,
Thine early and thy later Rains ;
His Flakes of Snow like Wool he {ends,

And thus the fpringing Corn defends.

4 With hoary Froft he ftrows the Ground;
His Hail defcends with clattering Sound :

\Where is the Man {o vamnly bold
That dares defy his dreadful Cold ?

5 He bids the Southern Breezes blow ;
‘I'he Ice diffolves, the Waters flow :
But he hath nobler Works and Ways
To call the Britons to his Praife.

6 To all the Ifle his Laws are fhown ;
His Gofpel thro’ the Nation kknown ;
He hath not thus reveal’d his Word

T'o every Land: Praife ye the Lord.

Psarym CXLVIL. 5-9, 13—=18. Com. M.
The Scafons of the Year.

I'T I Songs and Honows founding loud
Addrefs the Lord on high ;
Over the Heav'ns he fpreads his Cloud,

And Waters vail the Sky.
2 He fends his Show'rs of Bleffing down

To chear the Plains below ;
He malkes the Grafs the Mountains crown,

And Corn in Valleys grow.

2 He gives the grazing Ox his Meat,
" He hears the Ravens cry ;
Bat Man who taftes his fineft Wheat
Should raife his Honours high.

4 His
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. His feady Counfels change the Face
- Of the declining Year ;
He bids the Sun cut fhort his Race,
And wint’ry Days appear.

; His hoary Froft, his fleecy Snow,
Defcend and clothe the Ground ;

The liquid Streams forbear to flo W,
In Icy Fetters bound.

5 When from his dreadful Stores on hizh
He paurs the rattling Hail,

The Wretch that dares this Gonp defy

Snall find his Coumge fail

7 He fends his Word and melts the S0,
T'ne Fiekls no longer mourn
He cills the warmer Gales to blow,
And bids the Spring return,

8 The changing Wind, the flying Cloud
Obey his mighty Word -
With Songs and Honours founding loud,
Praife ye the fovereign Lord,

PsavLm CXLVIIL. Proper Metre.

Praife to GO D from all Creatures.

' '\/ E Tribes of Adam, join
With Heaven and Earth and Seas,
And offer Notes divine
To your Creator’s Praife,
Ye holy Thrang
Of Angels bright
In Worlds of Light
Begin the Song,

O 3 2 Thoa
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2 Thou Sun with dazling Rays,
And Moon that rules the Night,
Shine to your Maker's Praife,
With Stars of twinkling Light.

His Power declare,
Ye Floods on high,
And Clouds that fly
In empty Al

3 The {hining Worlds above
In glorious Order ftand,
Or in fwift Courfes move
By his fupreme Command.

He fpake the Word,
And zlt their Frame
From nothing came
T'o praife the Lord.

4 1e mov'd their mighty Wheeis
In unknown Ages paft,
And each his Word fulfils
While Time and Nature laft.
In different Ways
His Works proclaim
His wondrous Name,

And fpeak his Praife.

Pavuse

¢ Let 2!l the Farth-born Race,

And Moniters of the Deep,
The Fifh that cleave the Seas,
Or in their Bofom {lcep,

From Sea and Shore

Their Tribute pay,

And ftill difplay

Their Maker's Power.

6 Ye
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6 Ye Vapours, Hail and Snow,
Praife ye th’ Almignty Lord,
And ftormy Winds that blow
To execute his Word.

When Laghtnings fline,
Or Thunders roar,

Let Earth adore

His Hand divine.

~ Ve Mountains near the Skie:,
With lofty Cedars there,
And Tree. of humbler Size,
That Fruit 1n Plenty bear ;
Beafts wild and tame,
Birde, Flies and Worms,
In various Forms
Exalt his Name.

2 Ye Kings and Judges fear
The Lord, the fovereign King ;
And while you 1ule us here,
His heavenly Honours fing ;
Nor let the Dream
Of Power and State
Make you forget
His Power fupreme.

9 Virgins and Youths, engage
1o found his Praife divine,
Wihile Infancy and Age
Their feebler Voices join

Wide as he reigns
His Name be Elng
By cvery T'ongue

In endlefs Strains.

O 4
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10 Lct all the Nations fear

The Gop that rules above ;

e brings his People near,

And makes them tafte his Love:
While Earth and Sky
Attempt his Praife,

His Saings thall raife
His Honours high.

Piavnt CXUVIHL Parapiras’d in Long Met,
Univerfal Praife to GO D.
I O U D Halllujahs to the Lord

From ditant Worlds where Creatures dwell ;
Let Heaven begin the folemn Word,
And found 1t dreadful down to kHell.

Note, This Plalm may be fung to the Tune of the
old 112th or v27th Pfalm, if thefe tave Lines be add-

ed 10 every Stanza {viz.)

Each of his Works his Name difplays,
But they can ne’er fulfil the Praife.

Otheravife it muft be fung to the ufual Tanes of t4:
Long Metre.

2 The Lord! how abfolute he reigns!
Let every Angel bend the Knee
Sing of his Love 1n heavenly Strains,
And fpeak how fierce his Terrors be.

3 High on a Throne his Glories dwell,
An awful Throne of fhining Blifs :
Fly thro’ the World, O Sun, and tell
How dark thy Beams compar’d to his.

4 Awake
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4 Awake ye Tempefts, and his Fame
In Sounds of dreadful Praife declare :
And the fweet Whifper of his Name

Fill every gentler Breeze of Air.

¢ Let Clouds, and Winds, and Waves agree
To jorn their Praife with blazing Fire ;
Let the firm Earth and rolling Sea
In this eternal Song confpire.

t Ye flow’ry Plains, proclaim his Skill ;
Valleys lie low before his Eye;
And let his Praife from ev'ry Hill
Rife taneful to the neighbouring Sky.

+ Ye ftubborn Oaks, and ftately Pines,
Bend your high Branches and adore
Praife him, ye Beafts, in different Strains ;
The Lamb muft bleat, the Lion roar.

¢ Birds, ye muft make his Praife your Theme,
Nature demands a Song from you :

While the dumb Fifh that cut the Stream
Leap up and mean his Praifes too.

9 Mortals, can you refrain your Tongue,
When Nature all around you fings ?
O for a Shout from Old and Young,
From humble Swains, and lofty Kings!

10 Wide as his vaft Dominion lies
Make the Creator’s Name be known ;
Loud as his Thunder fhout his Praife,
And found it lofty as his Throne.

' fehovah! ’tis a glorious Word;.
O may it dwell on every Tongue !

p § Bt
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But Saints who beft have known the Lord
Are bound to raife the nobleft Song.

12 Speak of the Wonders of that Love
Which Gabriel plays on every Chord :
From all below and all above,

Loud Hallelujahs to the Lord.

Psaviy CXLVIII, Short Metre.
Uniwverfal Praife.

I E T every Creatare join
To praife th’ eternal Gop ;
Yec heavenly Hofts, the Song begin,
And found his Name abroad.

2 Thou Sun with golden Beams,
And Moon with paler Rays,

Ye ftarry Lights, ye twinkling Flames,
Shine to your Maker's Praife.

3 He built thofe Worlds above,
And fix’d their wondrous Frame ;
By his Command they ftand or move,
And ever fpeak his Name.

4 Ye Vapours, when ye rife,
Or fall in Show’rs or Snow,

Ye Thunders murmuring vound the Skies,
His Power and Glory fhow.

¢ Wind, Hail and flathing Fire,
Agree to praife the Lord,

When ye in dreadful Storms confpire
To exccute his Word.

6 By
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6 By all his Works above

His Honours be expreft ;
But Saints that tafte his {aving Love
Should fing his Praifes beft.

Pavse ].

7 Let Earth and Ocean know
They owe their Maker Praife;

Praife him, ye watry Worlds below,
And Monfters of the Seas.

5 Irom Mountains near the Sky
L:-t his high Praife refound,

trom humble Shrubs and Cedars high,
And Vales and Fields around.

0 Ye Lions of the Wood,
And tamer Beafts that graze,
Ve live upen his daily Food,
And he expets your Praife,

19 Ye Birds of lofty Wing,
On high his Praifes bear ;

Or fit on flow’ry Boughs and fing
Your Maker's Glory there,

11 Ye creeping Ants and Worms,
His various Wifdom fhow,

And Flies in all your fhining Swarms,,
Praife him that dreft you fo.

12 By all the Earth-born Race
His Honours be expreft,

Rut Saints that know his heavenly Grace,

should learn to praife him beft,

315
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Pavse Il

13 Monarchs of wide Command,
Praife ye th' eternal King ;

Judges, adore that fovereign Hand,
Whence all your Honours fpring.

14 Let vigorous Youth engage
To found his Praifes high ;

While growing Babes and withering Age
Their feebler Vorces try,

15 United Zeal be fhown
His wondrous Fame to raife;

Gop 1s the Lord: His Name alone
Deferves our endlefs Praife.

16 Let Nature join with Art,
And all pronotince him blett,

But Saints that dwell fo near his Heart
Should fing his Praifes beft.

Psatrwy CXLIX.

Praif: GO D, all his Sair-. : or, The Saints judg-
ing the 1V-rld.

1 L L ye that lovc “he Lord rejoice
And let your songs be new ;

Amidft the Church with chearful Voice
His tater Wonders fhew.

2 The Fews, the Feople of his Grace,
Shall their Redeemer fing ;
And Gentile Nations join the Praife
While Zion owns her King.

2 The
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3 The Lord takes Pleafure in the Juft,
Whom Sinners treat with Scorn
The Meek that lie defpis'd in Duft

Salvation fhall adorn.

4 Saints fhould be joyful in their King
E'en on a dying Bed :
And like the Souls in Glory fing,
For Gop fhall raife the Dead.

5 Then his high Praife fhall fill their Tongucs,
Their Hands fhall weild the Sword :
And Vengeance fhall attend their Songs,
The Vengeance of the Lord.

6 When C/riff his Judgment.feat afcends,
And bids the World appear,

Thrones are prepar’d for all his Friends
Who humbly lov’d him here.

7 Then fhall they rule with [ron-Rod
Nations that dar'd rebel :

And join the Sentence of their Gobp,
On Tyrants doom’d to Hell,

8 The Royal Sinners bound in Chains
New Triumphs fhall afford ;
Such Hanour*fl:)r the Saints remains

Praile ye, and love the Lord.

Psavm CL. 1, 2, 6.
A Song of Praife.

1 PN Gov’s own Houfe pronounce his Praife,
His Grace he there reveals ;

Lo Heaven your Joy and Wonder naife,
For there his Glory dwells.

2 Let
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2 Let all your {acred Paffions move,
While yon rehearfe his Deeds;
But the great Work of faving Love
Your higheft Praife exceeds.

3 All that have Motion, Life and Breath,
Proclaim your Maker bleft ;

Yet when my Voice expires in Death,
My Soal fhall praife him beft.

The Chriftian Doxolozy,

Long Metre.

O Gop the Father, Gobp the Son,

And Gob the Spirit, Three in Cne,
Be Honour, Praife, and Glory given

By all on Earth, and all in Heaven.

Common Metre.

ET Gop the Father, and the Son,
And Spirit be adord,
Where there are Works to make him known,
Or Saints to love the Lord.

Com. Met. Hhere the Tune includes taws Stanza..

I

HE Gob of Mercy be ador'd,

Who calls our Souls from Death,
Who faves by his redeeming Word,
And New-creating Breath.

I1.
To praife the Father, and the Son,
And Spirit all Divine,
The One in Three, and Three in Qne,
- Let Saimts and Angels join,

Short
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Short Metre.

E Angels round the Throne,
And Saints that dwell below,
Worfhip the Father, praife the Son,
And blefs the Spirit too,

As the 113t Plalm,

O W to the great and facred Three,
N The Father, Son and Spirit, be

Eternal Praife and Glory given,
Thro' all the Worlds where Gop is known,
By all the Angels near the Throne,

And all the Saints in Earth and Heaven,

(O Gop the Father’s Throne

Perpetual Honours raife ;
Glory to Gob the Son,
1o Gobp the Spirit Praife .
With all our Powers,
Eternal King,
Thy Name we fing,
While Faith adores.

THE E N D.
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and Goodnefs to Man 8,

113,



INDEX

113, 144. our Support Harveft 63, 126, 147.
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Day 1, 50 26,9~, 8, pardin’d 107.

1 49. Seat of Ged . M
Julticeof Prowidence 9.and Agiftrates rwamfd
Truth towards Lleir 13. 8, 82. Quali- }
Jullification fiee 32, 130.  freations 101. rarf d m:d

K depofed =5,
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Oppreffion punif'd 10,  rincrs 107, for Gluttens

12, and Death 49. and Drundardr 1 Q7. fir

- Priefthood of Chrift 51, New-England 107, fir
" 110, | the fiftb of November
Princes wain 62, 146. teg, t24. far Grea

Profeflion of Stncerity and  Britain, 67, 147. f
"' Repempance, &c. 119, Morn, Even. 9%,
ad part, €39, falego. Publick Praife for pn
Promilcs and 'ﬁrrfamfnp pate Mercies 116, 118
81. Pleaded 119, 10th  for Deliverance 124
patt. Worfbip, Abfenct fiom:
Profperity dangerous 55, complained of g2. Wor
73 fhip attended on 12
Profperous Sinmers curfed  FPrayer and Pragfe 6
37 49 73 8. |
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To find our any Psa1m, or Part of a
PsaLm, by the firft Line of 1t,

A
ALL ye that love the Lord re-
joice Page 310
Almighey Rulor of the Skies 17
Amidit thy Wrath remember Lu;c
I
Amongft th® A:demblics of the Great

100
Amoag the Princes earthly Gods

1
And will the God of Grace :Q.
Are all the Foos of Siu Fools 114

Are Sinners now fo fenfelels grown
27
Arife, my gracious Ged 13.

Awake, ye Saints, to praife your

King 8 2813
Ehold the lofty Sky 19
B Beheld the lZovc, the gencrous
Love 74
Behold the Morning Sun
Behold  the fure Foundation-flone

Behold thy waiting Scrvant, LuLﬁ

. 255
Blefs, O my Soul, the living God

Bleft are the Sens of Peace 280
Bleft arc the Souls that hear and

krow _ 177
Bleit are the undefil'd in. Heart :27
Bleft is the Man, for cver bleft 03
Blcit is the Man whele Bowels mn;:&

Bleft is the Man who fhuns the
Plice

Bielt i3 the Nation where the Lord:

69

C
(CHildren in Ycars and Kngwledge
youhg

79

Come, Children, learn to fear the
Lord L Paurx
Come, Ict our Voices join to raije.

1
Come, found his Praife abroad fﬁﬁ
Conlider all my Sﬁ:rrnws, Lord 253

DA:.-:'J rejoicd in God his Strength

Deep in our Hearts let us record

; 141
EArIy, ml)lx God, without delay 123,
Exalt the Lon::_ our God v1ee 3

FA R as thy Nanme is krown
Father, Ibleis thy gentle Hand

261
Father, 1 fing thy wondrous Grace

140

Firm and unmov'd are they 270

4o Firm was my Healthy my Days was

bright

Fools in their Heart believe and ﬁy'

25

For ever bleflud be the Lord 299

For cver fhall my Song record 178

209 From Age to Age cxalt his Name.

22
From all that dwell below the Skics

242

From dcep Diftrcfs and troubled:

Tho ghts 270
G

GIVE Thanks to Ged: he reigns
above

Give Thanks to God, invoke
Mame
Give Thanks to God moft high 286
G]{:: 'cll‘hanks 1o God the fovere
r

Give to our God immertal Praife

243.
his
218.
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Cive to the Lord, ye Sois
Page 59

|
| God in his earthly Temple lays 174

' God is the Refuge of his Saints

- God of my Mercy an

',Hctt

95
God my Supporter and my Hope I
God ufv :tcrrf"?i ﬁove y HoF zﬂ

. God of my Childhood and my Youth

1

Li4
God of my Life look gcnti}' down &
my Praife 2
Good is the Lord, the heavenly King
I3l

) 3
Great God, attend while Zion ﬁng,s
168

Great God, how oft did Jfrael pmge
10
Great God, i ndulge my humble Claim
125
Creat God, the Heavens well-order’d

Frame 42
Great God, whofe univerfal Sway

140

Great is the Lord exalted high 2%5
Great is the Lord, his Works of
Might 212
Great is the Lord our God 87
103

Great Shepherd n;'lthinc Ifriael
HﬁD not the Lozd, may Ivae
{ay

2f
Happy is he that fears the Lord :.;2
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the City where their Sous
Happy the Man to whom his
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G4

Happy the Man whofc cautious Fesat

1
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Payr 1§90
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If God fucceed not all the Coft 27%
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In Anger, Lord, rcbuke me not 1z
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In Tudab God of oll wi: krnown 15§
Into thine Hand, O God of Tr’l.lgl
1

Lord is came
201

{ {ct the Lord b:fore my Face 1z
15 there Ambition in my Huart 27
it is the Lord our Saviour's Han
208

Julz» me, O Lord, and prove Iy

Y Fd)'."i . &7
Jud zes who rule the W orld by Laws
11

Joy to the World ; the

3 Juft arc thy Ways and true thy Wou

‘Hear me, O God, nor hide thy Facc _
20> 1 waited paticnt for the Lord

Hear what the Lord in Vilon faig
17
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2

He reigns; the Lord, the Szvinuz

TeIgns 19
hath made his Refuge Ggg
1

. Hizh in the Heavens, eternal God

|
g
l
1
|
!

' l‘hw l'ﬂng‘ 0 LDTCI,

?

i How fhall the Young fucure their

| How awful is thy chaf’ning Rod

75
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' How did my Hcart rejoice to hear

5
5

J will extol th:c,ILurd, on high 02

LET all the élrth their Voiced

raife _ 197
Lot all the Heathen Writers join
252
Let Children hear the mighty Deds
159
~t every Creature join ;{
Lct every Tongue thy Goodne
{peak 10

.
Lt God arifz in all his h?’iﬁht I;g
Let Sinners take their Courfe 11

266 Let Sien in her King, rejoice

How fait their Guilt and Sorrows
rife 30
fhatl I complain
25

ﬂj
thid,
w pleafunt, how divinely fair 167
ow pleafaut 'tis to feo 281
How pleasid and blen'd  was |

How long wilt thou conceal
Face

2t Lord, 1 can fuffer thy Rebukes

Hearts 250

Let Ziom and her Sons rejoice 207
Long as I live 1'll blefs thy Name

of
Lotd, haft thou caft the Nation ;nﬁ'
121

Lord, 1 am thine : But thou wilt,
prove ‘ _
Lord, 1 am vile, conceiv'd in Sin
111
1z
thy Judgments right
255

Iﬂf'jl

Lord, 1 ¢itcem
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Lord, if thinc Eyes furvey our Faults
Page 184

Lord, if thou doft not foon appzar 22
Lord, 1 have made thy Word my
Choice . zsl;
Lord, in the Morning thou fhalt
hear 10
Lord, I will bl:fs thec all my Days

Lord, I would fpread my fore D?Z
trefs 13
Lord of the World: above 170
Lotrd, thou Laft calld thy Grac: 10
Mind 172
Lord, thou haft heard thy Scrvaut
cr =43
Lord, thou hat fearch'd and :tecn
me thro’ 200
Lord, thou haft fcen my Soul fu.-
care 30
Lord, thou wilt hcar me when'|

pray 10
Lord, 'tis a pleafant Thing 1o ﬂ.agd
139

Lord, we have heard thy Works of

old
Lord, what a feeble Piece Igc;
Lord, what a thoughtles Wretch
was | 150
idy what is Man, poor fuchle
Man 190
Lord, what was Man when made at
firft I8
Lord, wh:n I count thy Morcics
a'¢r 296
Loids when thou didft afcend on
high 136
Loud Halleluiaks to the Lord 313
Lo, what a glorious Caqrner-flone
246
Lo, what a3 cntertaining Sight 280

h¥ |
MAKER and fovereizn Lord 4

oo ey wnd Judgment are my
Son 204
Mine %vcs awl my D:fire

My God, accept my carly Vows 295

My God, confider wy Diftrefs 257
My Gad, how many are my Fears
My God, in whom are all the Springi
11
My God, my everlaiting Hope 14‘;’
My Gody my King, thy various Praife
101

My God, permit my Tongue 126
My God, the Steps of pious Men 8o
My God, what inward Gricf 1 fecl

2
My Heart rejoices in thy Name 2:';.
My never-ccafing Sanes fhall fhow.
170
My Refuge isthe God of Lave L
I‘-Iy‘ righteous Judge, my gracious
God 103

§6 Of Juflice and of Grace 1 fing

My Saviour and my King  Page 1
My Saviour, my Almighty Friend
143
My Shepherd @s the living Lord g0
My Shepherd will fupply my Necd
5K
My Soul, Low lovely is the Place 169
My Soul lics cleaving to the Du
26c
My Soul repeat his Praifc 212
My Soul, thy great Creator pnife
214
My Spirit looks toGod alone 122
My Sprcit finks within me, Lerd 83
My Trak is in my heavenly Frien

3
N
N O Sleep nor Slumber to his Eyes

]
Nat to our Names, thou only Jtrg

and True 219
Nat to ourfelves who are but Dui;
23

Now bz my Heartiricd to fing 93 .

Now from the rearing Lion's 9;5
48.
Now 1'm convinc’d the Lord is kind
1y7
Now let our Lips with holy Fear
119

Now 1t our mourning Songs record

Now may the God of Power :1;'3.
Grace M
Now plecad my Caufe, Almighty

God 71 -
Now fhall my folemn Vows be pai
0 113 .

O All y¢ Nations, praife the Lord

O blefied Souls are they 12?.
O blefs tiie Lord, my Soul 211
Q Bryan, praile thy mighty God

177

108

O for aShout of facred Joy qg ‘

O God, my Refuge, hear my Cries
|

1
O God of Grace and Rirhtcoufnefs

9
O God of Merey, hear my Call 114
O God to whom Revenge bclongs

1g%
O happy Mun, whofc Scul is fill'd

2

O hanpy Nation, where the Lozﬁ
O Low 1love thy hely Law 261
O Lo:d, how many are my Foes 8.
O Lord, our heavenly King IS
O Lord our God, how wondrous-

great 16
O that the Lord would guids my

Ways 250
Qo
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. O what a fiff uil:;zlliuus Houfe 160
; PRai{': waits in Zimn, Lord, for
~ Prife ye the Lord, exalt his Naue

A TasLrLE,

j O that thy Satutes every Hour

dage 289

O thou that hearft when Sinners
t::g 112
O thon whofe Grace and Juftice
reigns 253
O thou whofe Juftice rcizns on high
11

Qut of the Decps of long Diftrets
278

Thep 129
_ 262
Praife ye the Lord, my Heart fhall

join 34
Praife ye the Lozd, “is goed to ra.fe

170
Preferve ms, Loid, pin Time of Ncod
. ] 10
REjnicc, ye Righteous, in the Ln(r)g
Remember, Lord, our mortal Stné;
1
Return, O God nfs Love, retarn 185
SAlvatirm is for ever ni 173
Save me, O God; the fivelling
Floods 137
Save me, O Lond, from every Fee
: 3!
See what a living Stone 245
Shew pity, Lord; O Lord, forgive
110
Shine, mighty God, on Britain, thine
_ 134
Sing all yc Nations to the Lord 1 82.
Sing to the Lord aloud 105

Sing to the Lord Felowah's Name
. 194
Sing to the Lord with joyful Voice
293

Sing to the Lord, yc diftant Lands
‘ 199

Songs of imtwortal Praife belony 211
Soon as 1 heard my Father fuy 58
Sure there's a righteans Gel 143
Sweet 1, the Meawory of thy Giate
5L

Sweet i3 the Work, my God, ;u}'
King T 158

TIiath me the Mealure of my Dags

Th* Almighty reigns exalted higﬁ

100
That Man 15 bleft who fiands in awe

The Earth for ¢ver i: the Lovd's ;';
Thee will 1 love, O Lord, iny

Strenzth 35
The Gud Febowub roigns 201

The God of Glory fends his Sum~

mons forth Page 107
The God of our Salvation hears 128
'The Heavens declare thy Glory, Lord'

42
The King of Saints, how fair his
Fac: Q4

7 ‘The Ki O Lotd, with Songs of
. Onr God, our Help in Ages paft 132 AL ’ £

Praife 435
The Lord appears my Helper now
243

The Lord, how wondious are his’
Ways 210
The Lord Felbeuvab reigns 191
The Lord is come: The Heavens
roclaim 199
The Lord my Shtepherd is 52
The Lord of Glory is my Light  §7
The Lord of Glory rcigns, he re'gns
an high 102
The Lord the Judge Yefore his Throne:
102

The Lotd the Judge his Churches
warhs 104
The Lord the fovereizn Kin 213
The Lord the Sovercign {:nds his
Summeons forth 108
The Man is ¢ver blaft 2
‘The Praifc of Siem walts for thee 127

The Worders, Lord, thy Love has

wrought 87

Think, mighty Ged, on feeble M%r;
1

This is the Day the Lord hath made

. Y

This fpacious Earth is all the

Lord’s 3
Thou ar: my Portion, O my God 7.1%
Thou God of Love, thou cver blzi

20L
Thro' every Age, etemnal God 181
Thrice happy Man who fears the

{.ord :.gq‘.
Thus I refolv'd befure the Lord 82
Thus faith the Lord, the fpaclous

Fiids 193
Thus faith the Lord, your Wurkgls

vain 5
This the eternal Father fpake 229
'Thus the greai Lord of LEarth aud

sed ibid.
Thy Mureies £l the Earth, O Lord
154

Thy Name, Almighty Lord 242

Thy Works of Glory, mighty Lord

220

Tis by thy Strength the Mountains
ftan 113
‘To God I cry’d with mournful ¥oice
157

To God I made my Sorrows known

297

To God the Great: the ever-bleft 220
ToHeaven { it my waiting Eyes 284
‘To gur Almighty Maker, God 2-513-3
0
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+ *To thoe, befora the dawning Light
’ I‘Ergr 143
To thee, moft Holy, and moft High
15
To thinc Almighty Arm we owe 3
'Twas for thy Sake, cternal God
142
*Twas from thy Hand, my God, |
came 292
*Twas in the Watches of the Night

124

U
VAIN Man on foolith Pleafure
bent _ 224
Unthaken as the facred Hill 20g

Up from my Youth may Ifrael fay
274

Up to the Hills I lift minc Eyes 263
Upward 1 lift mu{{;;r Eyes 205
E blefs the Lord, the Juit, the
Al Gc:::d , , 130
We love thee, Lord, and we adore

37
What fhall 1render to my God 241

When Chrift to Judgment fhall de-
{cend 103
When God is nigh, my Faith is
ftrong 31
When God provok’d with daring
Crimes . 217
When God reftor’d our captive State
271

When God reveald his, gracious
Name sbid.
When Ifrael freed from Pharach's
Hand 23

When Ifrael fins the Lord Teproves
101
When I with pleafing Wonder ftand

293

When Man grows bold in Sin 77
When overwhelny'd with Grief 121
When Pain and Anguith feize me,
Lord 261
When the great Judge fupreme and
juft 19
Where fhall the Man be found 55
Wilere fhall we go to {eek and ﬁng
: 275
While I keep Silence and conceal 65
While Men grow bold in wicked
Ways 75

THE END.

7Y

Who fhall 2fcend thy heavenly
Place Page

Who fhall inhabit in thy Hill

Who will arife and plead my Right

|
“ggr did the Fews proclaim th?ii

ge 6
Why did the Natiens join toflay ¢
Why do the proud infult the pooe

101
Why do the wealthy wicked boaft

Why do the Lord ftand off fo E
0
Why do the Man of Riches grow

Why has my God my Soul farfqu

Why thould I vex my Soul and ﬁg

Will God for ever calt us off lﬁ.

With all my Powers of Heart and

Tongue
With Earbncﬂ Longings <f the h’h"ﬁ
$3
Wsi;h my whole Heart I'll raife mg

ng 1

With my whole Heart I've fought
thy Face 237
With Reverence let the Saints ap-

.Ell' 1
“’:th Songs and Honours iuundi?

loud 1
Would you bchold the Works o

God 228
Y
pc'uicc
orihern

E holy Souls in God
Ye Iflands of the

3

Se

Ye Servants of th* Almighty Ki

2
Ye Sons of Men, a fechle Rate )
Ye Sons of Pride, that hate the J

1

Ye that d:light to ferve the Lo

A
Yec that cbey th' immortal King 23!
Ye Tribes of Alam join

Yot {faith the Lord) if Davids R3
4
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