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PSALMS and HYMNS
For Sunday.

1

Pfalm XX XIII.

I E holy Souls, in God rejpice,
Your Maker’s Praife becomes your Vaice;
Great i; your Theme, your Songs be new :
Sing of his Name, his Word, his Ways,
His Works of Nature and of Grace,
How wife and holy, juft and true !

8 Juftice and T'ridxh he ever loves,
And the whole Ezrth his Goodnefs proves ;
His Word the heavenly Arches fpread :
How wide they fhine from North to South!
And by the Spirit ot his Mouth
Were all the Stacry Arniics made.

3 Thou gathereft the widet flowing Seas ;
Thofe watry Treafures know their Plicz
In the vaft Store-houfe of the Deep :

He fpake, und gave ali Nature Birrh;
And Fires and Scas and Heaven and Earth
His everlafting Orders keep.

4 Let Mortals tremble and adore
A GOD of fuch refiftlefs Power,
Nor dare indulge their feeble Rage :
Vain are your Thoughts and weak your Hands,
But his eternal Counfel ftands,
And rules the World ;:om Age to Age. i
3 :




4 PsatMms ard Hyuns,

I1.
Pialm X LVT.

1 N Gad faprem: our Hoj= depends,
F Whote eocnmiprefent Sight
Ev-1 1o the rathlefs Realms exwcuds
Cfarereated Naighe,

2 Fiorz’in the Abvis of deep Diilrefs
‘1o him v rais’d our Cry -
His Mes.y bad our Sorrows cezie
And nll'd our Tongie with Joy.

3 Tha' Earth her arcient Scae forfake,
By P.ungs convuluve torn,
Tho' ber telf bullauc'd Fabrick thake
And roin’d Nature mour :

4 The' Hiilsbein the Ocean loft
With ail their trembling Load,
No Fear fhall eer difturb the Juft,
Ur thake his Truft i Ged.

$ Niucnos remate and Realms unknown
In vain refift his Swey
For io! J=hov:!:'s Voice ts fnewn
And Earth thail mclt away.

6 Lo War's devouriag Surgeas rife
Ard fuciieon every fide :
The Loi. ot Hoils our Safeguard is,
Aid Jaceo's God our Guide.

I11.
Pfalm NLVII.

1 For a Shout of facred Joy
To Gud the fovese:ga King !

Let
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Let every Land their Tongues employ,
And Hymns of T'riumph fing,

a2 Ftfss our God afcends on high;
His heavenly (Guards around
Atend him rifing through the Sky,
With Trum;2t's joytul Sound.

3 While Angels fhout and praife their King,
Let Mortals learn their Strains:
Let all the Earth his Honours (ing ;
O'cr all the Earth he ragns.

4 Rchearfe Lis Praife with Awe profound,
Let Knowledge gaide the Song.
Nor mock him with a folemn Souad
Upon a thoughtlets Tengue.

5 In Ifraél ool his ancient Throne,
H: lov’d that choten Ruce;
EBur now he calls the Worid his own.
And Heattens tatte his Grace,

6 Remotelt Nitions arve the Lord's:
There .<bratam’s God is known :
While Powers and Princes,Shields and Swerds
Bow down before s ‘Thione.

1V.
Pfalm C.

| Efore Felevah's awful ‘Throne,
Y Yec Nations, bow with facred joy,
Krew that the Lord is God alone
}!z can create, and he deftroy.

g Ilis forereign Power without our a'd
J.oadsusof ¢lay and torm®d us Men
Ao when ke wandring Sheep we idiay'd
Fie brougutusto his Foid agiia,

We'll
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3 We'll crowd thy Gates with thankful Songe,
High as the Heavens our Voices rmule ;
And Earth with her Ten Thoutiud Tongues
Shall ill thy Courts with founding Praife.

4 Wide as the World is thy Commans.

Vaft as Erernity thy Love:
Firm as a Rock thy Truth muft ftand

When rolling Years fhall ceafe to move.

VO

Pislin CXI1I

3 ¥ 7 °E Pricfts of God, whofc happy Days
Are fpent in your Crcatol:'?syl‘mfe,
5:1!l more and more his Fame exprefs !
Ye pious Worthippers proclaim
Wih fhouts of Joy his holy Name;
Nor fizistied with praifing, blefs.

8 1.2t God's hich Praifes thill refound,
Beyond old Times too fcanty bound
And taro’ eternzl Ages pieree,
From whore the Sun firft gilds the Streams
To wh-ere he fets with purpled Beams,
T..0" all the wide fretch’d Univerfe.

3 The various Tribes of Earth obey
Thy awtal and 1mperial Sway ;
Nor Ear:h thy fovercign Power confines ;
Above tha Sun's all-chearing Light
Aove thi: Szarsand far mnor: bright

Thy paie cifential Glory thines.

4 What mortul form’d of fading clay,
What N.cive of eternmal Day
Cun with the God of Heaven compare ?

Yet Augels round thy glorious Throne
) Thoa
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Thou ftoop’# to view : nor they a'one ;
Even Earth-born Men thy Goodnefs fhara

§ The Poor thou lificft from the Duft ;
The Sinner, if in thee he truft,
From depthsof guiit and fhame thou'lt raife,
That he in Peace and Safety plac’d
With Power and Love and Wifdom grac'd
May fing aloud hi, Saviour’s Praite.

6 To Father, Son and Holy-Ghoft
The God whom Heaven's triumphant Holt
And fuffering S:ints on Earth adore,
Be Glory as in Ages paft,
As now 1t 1s and fo thall laft
W hen Earth and Hceaven thall be no mores

VI
Part of Pfaim C\V.
1 YOr unto us : We all difclaim :
| Glory alone to God’s great Name
Whofe Truth fhall fand for ever faft,
W hofe Love to endlefs Ages lafl.

a Thou reigneft, Lord, enthroned zbove !
Yet doft thy humble Sons approve :
Thou all Events difpofcft ghll ;

For all obey thy fovereign Wiil.

3 The filent Dead no Praifes give :
But we who by thy Mercy hive,
While we have Breath will Offerings bring,
And grateful Halleinjals fing.

4 To God the Father, God the Son,
And God the Spirit, Three 1n One,
Be Honour, Praife and Glory given,
By all on Earth and all in Heaveo. v
il.




s PsaiMs. and HyMns,
VII.
Pfalimn CXVI.

Thou, who when I did complain,
Didtt all my Griefs remove,
O Saviour,do not now difdain
My humble Praifc and Love

¢ Sincc thou a pitying Ear didft give
And hear me when I pray’d,
I'll call apon thee while I live,
And nzver doubt thy aid,

3 Pale Death with all his ghaftly Train
- My Soul encompa't rouand,
Anguifh and Sin, and Dread and Pain
On cvery fide I found.

4 To thee, O Lord of Lnfc, I pray’d
And did for Succou: {lze :
O fave (0 my Daitrels I 1a1d)
The Soul that rrafts in thee !

§ How good thou art ! How large thy Grace!
How caly to forgive !
The helplels thou delight’it to raile :
And by thy Love I live.

6 Then, O my Sonl, be never more
VWih anxiolds [’nou('hrs diftreft,
God's honteous Love d') h thee rgﬂorc
To Eale and Joy and Rett.

y 'My Fvesnolongerdrown’d in Tears
My Lect txom Lilhing free,
Rede~r'd from Deuth »qd gutlty Lears

O Doocdy P e w0 thee !
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VIII.
Plalm C\VII.

t N\ 7 E Nations, who thc Globe divide,
Ye numerous Nations fcatter'd wide,
To God your grateful Voices raife
To all his boundicts Mercies fhewn,
His Truch to endlets Ages known
Require our cullefs Love and Praife,

2 To him who reigus inthron'd on high,
To his dear Son, who deign’d to die,
Our Guilt and Errors to remove ;

To that bleft Spiric who Grace imparts,
‘Who rules in all believing Hearts,
Be tealclefs Glory, Praiie and Love !

IX.
Pfalm CXLVI

1 §'Ll praife my Muker while I've Breath
And when my Voice is loft in Death
Praife fhall cmplo‘{‘ my nobler Powers.
My Days of Praife fhall neer be paft
While I,ifc and Thought and Being laft,
OUr Immortality endures.

3 Happy the Man whote hopes rely
On Jfrael’s God : He made the Sky
Aad Earth and Seas with all their Train:
His Truth for ever fands fecure ;
He faves th® Oppreft ; he feeds the Poor,
And none fhall find his Promife vain.
3 The Lord pours Eye-fight on the Blind,
The Lord fupports the fainting Mind,

He fends the labourinﬁ Confcience Pcacc}‘{ |
e
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He helps the Stranger in diftrefs,
'The Widow and the Fatherlsts,
Anrd grants the Prifoner tweat Releafes

& Ul praifc him while he lend’s me Breath,
And when my Voice is loft in Death,
Prailc thall employ my nobler Powers -
My Days of Praife fhall ne'er be patt,
While Life and Thought and Beang laft,
{3r Immorrality endures. |

Pfalim C\XLVIL

g P)Raife ye the Lord : "Tis good to raife
Our Heasts and Voices in his Praifc,
His Nature and his Works tnvite
To make this Duty our Deligh.

3 He form'd the Stars, thofe heavenly Flames
He coun:s their Numbers, calls their Names
tis Wifdom ’s vaft and knows po Bound,

A dezp where all our Thoughts are drown’d.

3 Great is the Lord and great kas Might
Aund il bis Glery's infinite
He crowns the Meck, rewards the Juft,
And treads the Wicked to the Duft,

4 Sing to the Lord cxalt him high,
Who fprcads his Clouds around the Sky,
‘(here he prepares the fruitful Rain,
Nor iets the Bmps defcend in vain,

gy He makes the Grafs the Hills adorn
Aund cloathes the {miling Fields with Coro.
The Beafts with Food his Hands fupply

Ard the young Ravens when they cry.
6 Wha¢
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€ What is the Creature’s $kill or Force -
The fpritely Man or warlike Horfe ¢
The prercing Wi, the adtive Limb?
‘All are too mean Delighes for him.

7 Burt Saints are lovaly in hts Sighe
He views his Children with Delight -
FHe teas their Hope, he knows thar Fear,
And }ools und loves ius Traage there.

$ Praifc God from whom all Bleffiags flaw.
Praise him all Crcatures here below -

Praife him above, ye heavenly Hoft
Praitc Father, Son and Hoiy Ghott,

XL
Hymn to God the Father.

H.\_il, Father, whof: creating Call
Unnumber'd Worlds attend,
Jekovab, comprehending a!l,
Whom none can comprchend !

2 In Light unfearch.ble inthren’d
Which Angels dimly fee ;
The Fountain of the Ged-ticad owi’d
And fcremoft oi the Three.

3 From thee thro®an eternal Now,
The Son, thinc Oftspring, tow'd §
An cveriatting Father thou,
As cverlafting God.
4 Nor quite difplay’d 1o Worlds atove,
Nor quite on Earth conccal’d :
Sy wondrois, unexhaufted Love
Toinortal Manreveal'd:
8: g Suprer
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5 Supreme and all futhcient God,
"hen Narture fhall expue
And Worlds created by thy Nod
Shall perifh by thy Fire.
6 Thy Name Febovab be ador’d

By Creatures without End,
Whom none but thy eilential Word

Aud Spirit comprehend. '
N
Hymn to-God the Soui.

1 HAil, God the Son, in Glory crown'd
E'cr Time began to be, i
Thron'd with thy Siz¢ thro® half the Round
Of wide Eternity !
2 Let Heaven and Earth’s Rupendous Frame
Ditplay their Author’s Power,
Ard cach exalted Seraph Flame,
Creator, thee adore !

s Thy wondrous Love the Ged-head fhew'd
Coutracted to a Span,
The Cc-crernal Son of God,
Tire mortal Son of Man.

4 To fave Mankind from loft Eftate,
~ Bchold his Lite- Blood Stream!
Hail, Lord Almighty to crcate !
Almighty to redeem !

¢ The Mediator’s Godlike fway,
His Charch beneath fuftaius
Till Narure thall her Judge furvey
* The King Jeflish reigus. ' |
“ 6 Huil
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¢ Hail with effential Glory crown’d
W hen time fhall ceafe to be,
Thron’d with the Father thro' the Round
Of whole Eternity !

XIIL

Hymn to God the Holy-Ghott.

1 Ail, Holy-Ghoft, 7eloval, Third
In order of the T'lhirec;
Sprung from the Father and the VWord
From all Etermity.

2 Thy Spirit brooding o'cr th® Abyfs
Ot irmlefs Waters lay, =
Spoke into Order all that 1s,
Aund Darknefs into Day.

: Indecpeft Hell or Heavens height
Thy Prefence who can fly :
Knowu is the Father to thy Sighr,

Th® Aby(s of Deity.

4 Thy Power thro® Ze/:u's Life difplay‘d
(Quite from the Virgin's Womb,
Dying his Soul an oftering made,

. . o
Apd rats’d him from the Tomb.

¢ God’s Image which our Sins delroy ‘
T'hy Grage retares below. '
Aund T'ruth and Heliz~fs and jov
From thee, their Fountain, flow.

o Hail, Holy Ghoft, Yelovah, third
In ordzr of the three,
Sprung tromthe Father and the Word
' Irom all Eternity,

XIV.




1 DsarMms and Hyains,

X1V
Hyma to the Trinity.

¢ HAil, Holy, Holy, Holy Lord !
Be endlefs Praite to thee!
Supreme, ellential One, 2doc'd
n Co-eternal Threee

¢ Inthron'd in everlafting Stare
E'cr Time irs Roand began,
Who join‘d in Council to create
The Dignity of Man.

3 ‘To whor Jfaiab's Vifion thew'd
The Scraphs veil their Wings,
While thee, Feacvah, Lord and God
Th angclick Array fings.

& T's thee by Myftick Powers on high
Were hamble Praifes mven,

When Fobn beheld wich tavour'd Ey=
Th’ fnhabitants of Heaven.

¢ A1l thar the Name of Creaturc owns
To thee 1n Hymus atpice :
Mav we as Angecls on our Thiranes
For ever ymn tive Choir !
6 Ha:l, Holy, Holy, Hely Lord ! e
Be endlcfs Prufe to thee
Supreme, cfientia! One, ador’d

In Co-cteraal Threc ;
\YV.
God’s Etemity.

1 I{c, o my Soul and leave the Ground,

Stretcn all thy Thoughts abroad,
And
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And roufc up every tuneful Sound
To praife th’ eternal God.

2 Long e'er the lofty Skies were fpread
Febovab fill'd his Throne ;
E'er .4dam torm’d or Ang&s made
The Maker liv'd alone,

3 Thy boundlefs Years can ne’er decreafe,
But ftill maintain their Prime,
Eternity’s thy dwelling place,
And Lver is thy time.

4 While like a Tide our Minutes low,
The prefent and the patt,
He fills his own immortal Now
And fces our Ages waft,

§ The Sca and Sky muft perifh too
And vaft deftruction come ;
The Crearturces, look how old they grow !
And wait their ficry doom.
6§ Well, let the Sea waft all away,
And Flame melt down the Skics,
My God fhall live an endlets Duy,
hen th' old Creation dics.

XVI
From the German,

1 O God, thou bottomlefs Abyf:,
Thee to perfetion who can know ?
O Heightimmente ! What Word, futfice
Thy countlefs Attributes to fhew'!
Unfathomable Depths thou art!
I plunge mz in thy Mcrcies Sea ;
Void of tiue Wildom is iny Heart:

Witk
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w

With love embrace and cover me.

While thee, All-infinite, I fet
Before my ravith’d Eye,

M{ Weaknefs bends beneatls the Weight :
Ifink, I faint, I die!

Eternity thy Fountain was,
Which like thee, no beginning knew ;
Thon waft e’er Timz began his Race,
E’er glow’'d with Stars th® eternal Blew.
Greatnefs unfpezkable is thine
Greatnefs whoie undiminith’d Ray
When fhert-liv'd Worlds arc loft, fhail thiis,
When Earth and Heaven are fled away.
Unchangeable, all perfeét Lord,
Of Life the boundlels Sca,
W hat lives and moves, lives by thy Word
What is, 1sall from thee!

Thy Parcat Hand, thy forming Skili

Firm fixt this univerfal Chain :

Elfz empry, barren darknefs ftiil

H.d held his unmolefted Raign.

W hate'er in Earth, or Sca, or Sky

Or fhaus or meets the wandring Thoughe

Efcapes or ftrikes the fearching Eye,

By thee was to perfeétion brought.

High is thy Power above all Height :

Whate'er thou wil'ft ts done :

Thy Witdom equal to thy Might
Only to thee is known.

4 Heaven's Glory is thy awful Threne,

Yet Earth partakes thy gracious Sway;
Vain Man ! Thy Wifdom, Folly own :
Loft is thy Reafon’s feeble Ray.
What his dim Eye cou’d never fee

Is vlain and naked to thy Sight:
% y oigut, What
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What chickeft Dacknets veils, to thee
Shines clearly as the Moersieg Lighte
In Light thou ducil'it: Ligut that no thade
No chanpes cver kiew :
And kcaven ahoveand Hell bereath
Arz cpinto sy Vaw.
9 Thou, ir 1z 2nd enly Ged, lead’ft forth
Th® vrmortd Airaes of the My :
Tliou ianpl’il to tworn the Gods of iirch,
Thou thuuder’tt, atd :mw'd ticy fly.
With down catt Eyc th” argeiic Chiar
Appear before thy awiul Foce,
Trembling they tirtke the goidea Lyre
And thro’ Heav'ns Vault refound thy Prai’e.
In Earth, Atr, Skics, 10 all thou art :
Cicauon feels thy Nod,
Whoaie Hard impreft on cvery Part
The Image of its God.

6 Thine, Lord, 1s Wifdom, thine alone
{uﬂicc and Truth belore thee ftand :

[ et nearer to thy fucred Throne
Mercy withholds thy lifted Hand.
Each Eveniug thews thy tender Love,
Eack nifiug Mern thy plenteous Grace ;
Thy wakcu'd W rath doit: flow ly move,
Thy willing Mcicy ties a Pace.
Fathcr, to thy indulgent Care

This Light, this Bicath we owe:
And ali we have, and all we are,
From thee, g:cat Feunran, flow.

4 Parcnt of Good, thy bounteous Hand
Incetlunt Bleflings down diftills,
And all in Air or Sea, or Land

Witk plentcous Foed and Gliduefs aills.
C Al
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Al thinegin thee, live, move and are,
Thy Power infad'd does all fuftain ;
E.:othefe thy daily Favaurs fhate
Wiio thank’els ffpurnthy eaty Reipn,
Thy Sun thou id'® hiy genial Ray
O ail iparnal pour
To <1l who hate or hlets thy Sway
‘T hon tend’it the fruittal Show'r.
8 Yei while at length, who feorn'd thy Might
Shall teel thee a contuming kire,
How (weet the Joys, the Crown how bright
Of thole who to thy Love atpire !
All Creaturces prate th' eternal Name!
Y Hofts that to his Courrs belong,
Cherubick Quires, feraphick Flames,
Awike tac everlatting Song,
Thrice Haly, thine the Kingdom is,
Th* almighty Power 1s thine,
And when created Nature dics
‘Thy ceatelets Glories fhine,

X VIL

Hymn to Chrift.

1 SNE ST, bzhold the Wife from far,
.J l.cdtothy Cradie by a Star
Bring Gitts to thee, their Ged and King
O gide uy by thy Light, that we
‘The Way may find, and fo to thee
Our Hearss, our all tor Tribute bring.

*)

Jc/u, the pure, the fpotlefs Lamb,
W ho to rhe Temple humbly cime,
Luceons the legal Rights to puy,

O wake ¢ croad, our fubborn Will
All
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All thy Wite, gracious Laws fuiiil,
What ¢'er rebellous Nature ay.

Fefu. who en the tatal Woed

Pour’dgt farth thy Lites Lt drop of Rlood
Natl'd to th' accu: £:d thunctui tros,

O may we blels thy Love, wid be

Ready, dear Lord, to beir for thee
All Shame, all Grict, all Puan, ai Lofy!

4 Fefu, who by tiine own Lovse flin,
By thine own Power tookit L.ite g
And Conqueror lrom the Grave it itz
O may thy Deca:h oar Hcearts revive,
And at our Death a new Late pive,
A glorious Life that never dics.

s Fefw, who to thy Heaven again
KReturn'dft in trinmph, there to reign
Of Men aind Angels toverciza huug,
O may our parting Souls take titghe
Up to that Land of loy aud Li;jht
And there tor ever grateful fing.

6 All Glory to the fucred Three,
One undivided Dcity,
All Honour, Power and Love and Praife
Svil miy thy biell-d Name hiine brghe
Lo beums ol uneeaied Lazhe
srown'd with 1is own ciernal Rays,

XVIIL

A«lop:ion.

1 'P EFhnld what wondrous Grace
Y The Father hath befitow'd
On Sirnsars of a mostal Kuace,
‘To call them Sons of God !
C. 8 N\ar
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2 Nor do'h 1t yet iprear
How great we fhiall be made
Bur when w= fe= oar Savieur bere
- We thall be It':c our Head

3 Lord, armus with this Hope
All Trials to endure :
O purge our Souls trom Senfe and Sin,
A. thou our God art pure.

4 1! g mv Father's Love
thare fhal Parr,
Show'r down thy Influence, holy Dove,
And reft upon my Heart.

5 We wou’d no longer lie

Like Slaves bencath thy Throne :
O let u dbba, Farher, cry

Aud thou the Kindred own

KIX.
The Chriftian Race.

1 W ke our Souls (away our Fears,
Let every rrembling Thought be gone)
A wiake, and run the heavenly Race
And put a chearfu! Courage on.

2 True, ‘s aftreight and thorny Road,
And mortal Spirtis tire and fuine:
But we forger the mighty God,
‘That feeds the Strenghr of every Saine,

3 O mighty God thy matchlefs Power
[<ev-r new, and ever young,
And firm endares while endies Years
Tacir sve-lathing Circles rua.
4 From thee the overflowing Spring
' | -~ Our
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Onr Souls fhail drink a frefh Supply :
While tuch as trut their native Strength
Shali melt away and droop and die.

s Swifr as an Eagle cuts the Air
We'li moun: aloft to thine Abode;
On Wings of Love our Souls fhall fly
Nor tirc amid’ft the heavenly Road !

XX,
Praifc.

X King of Glory, King of Peace,
\ Tiree only will I love ;
T hee that my Love may ncver ceafe
Inceflunt wiil I move.

2 For thou haft granted my Requef},
For thou my Cnics hatt heard ;
Mark’d all the Workings of my Breaft,
And haft in Mercy fpac’d.

3 Therefore with all my Strength and Art
Thy Mercy will I fing:
To thee the Tribute of my Heart
My Soul, my all I bning.

4 What tho’ my Sins againft me cried
Thou did’ft the Sinner fpare:
In vain th® Accufer loud replied ;

For Love tad charm'd thy Ear.

« : .
§ The feven whole Days, tot onz in feven,

Unwcaricd will [ praite,
And in my Heart as in thy Heaven
Thy Throne triumphant raife.

g Sofien'd ard van-uith’d by my Tears

Thou coud'{t no morc with®and, B
ut
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But when ftern Juftice call’d for kears
Difarm’d ber hfied Hand:

¢ Small ts it in this humble fort

Thy Mercy’s Fame 10 raife ;
For cven Kternity’s too thort
To utter all thy Praifc!

X A I.

Chrift’s Humiliation and IExaltation.

|

Hat cqual Honours fhall we bring
To thee o Lord, our God the Lamb?
Since all the Notes that Angels fing
Are far infenior to thy Name.

2 Worthy is he that once was flain,

The Prince of Pcace that groan'd and died,
Worthy to rife and live and reign
At his Almighty Father’s Side.

3 Powcr and Dominion are his due

Who ftood conndemn’d at Pilste’s Bar :
Wiidom belongs to /rfus too,
Tho' he was charg’d with Madnefs here.

4 Honour immortal muft be paid

Inftead of Scandal and of Scorn .
While Glory fhines around this Fead,
And a bright Crown without a Thorn.

5 Bleflings for ever on the Lamb,

) §

Who bore the curfe for wretched Men!
Let Angels found Iis fucred Name,
And every Creature fuy, .imen.

XXI1L

Hymn to the Holy-Ghoft.

Ome holy Spirit, fend down thofe Beams

Which gently flow in filent Streams
I'rom
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From thy cternal Throne above ¢
Come thou enricher of the Poor,
'[*hou bounreous fource of ail our Store,
Fill us with Faith and Hope aud Love.

2 Come thou, our Soul’s delightful Gueft,
The wearied Pilgrim’s fwceteft reft,
The fainting Sutfercr’s beft relief:
Come thou, cur Paflions cool allay :
Thy Comfort wipes all Tcars away,
And turns to Peace all Joy and Griefe

3 Lord, wafh our finful Stains away,
Water from Heaven our barren Clay,
Our Sicknefs cure, our Bruufes heal :
To thy {weet Yoke our fhff Necks bow,
Warm with thy Fire our Hearts of Snow,
And there cuthron'’d for ever dwell.
4 All Glory to the facred Three
One cvcr?;ﬁing Deity,
All Love and Power and Might and Praife ;
As at the firft, e’er time begun,
May the fame Homage ftill be done
When Earth and Heaven ufelt decays.

XXIIL

The Offices of Chrift.

1 ’\ E blefs the Prophct of the Lord,
That comes with T'ruth and Grace;
Fefus, thy Spint and thy Word
Shall lead us 1n thy Ways.

2 We rev'rence our high Prieft above;
W o offer’d up his Bleod ¢
Live, Lord, aed carry on thy Love
By pleadiirg witn our God.

Lo
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3 We honour our exalted King ;
How fweet are thy Commands !
O Guard our Soals from Hell and Sin
In thy Almighty Hands.
4 Hofammab to thy glorious Name
Who fav'ft by different Ways !
Thy Mercies lay a fovereign Claim
To our immortal Praifec.

XXIV.
Hyrn tor Sunday.

4 Ehold we comz, dear Lord, to thee
And bow before thy Throne,
We come to offer ali our Vows,
Our Souls to thee alone.

2 What ¢’er we have, what ¢’er we are,
Thy Bouan frecly gave .
Thou doft us here in Mercy fpare,
And wilt hereafter fave.

3 But o! canall our Store afford
No beiter Gafts for thee?
Thus we confefs thy Riches, Lord,

Aund thus our Poverty.

4 “Tis not our Tongucs or Knees can pay
The mighty Debt we owe:: -
Far more we fhou'd, thaa we can fay,
Far Jower fhou’d we bow.

s Come then my Soul, bring ail thy Powers
And grieve thou haft o more,
Bring every Day thy choicett ldoars
Aud thy grear God adore.

6 But above a!l prepare thy Heart
Q. this his owa bieit Day,
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Init’s fweet Task to bear a part,
And fing and love and pray !

XXV.
Triumph over Death,

| ANd muft this Body die?
This well wrought Frame decay ?
And muft thefe active Limbs of mine
Lie mouldring in the Clay ?

¢ Corrujtion, Earth and Worms
Shall but refiie this fleth,
Till my triumphant Spirit comes
To putiton a treth.

3 God my Redeemer lives
And often from the Skiés .
Looks down and watchesall my Doft,
T1ll he thall bid 1t rife.

4 Array'd in glorious Grace
Shall thete vile Bodies fhine,
And every Shape and every Face
Beé heavenly and divine.

¢ Thefc lively Hopes we owe,
. Lord, to thy dying Love :
O may we blefs thy Grace below,
And fing thy Power above,

4 Saviour accept the Praife
Of thete our humble Songs,
Till Tunes of nobler Sound we raft
With ot immcrtal Tongues.

N XXYL.
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X +VI.

From the German.

t &f-SC, to thee my Heart I bew,
Strange Flames far from my Soul remove :
Y sireft among Ten Thouland thea,
Bc thou my Lord, my Life, my Love.

2 All Heav'n thou All'R with pure defire ;
O thire uzen my frozen Breaft ;
With fucted Warmrth my Heart infpire,
May I too thy bid Sweetnels taft.

3 1fec thy Garments roll'd in Blood,
Thy ftrcaming Head, thy Hands, thy &ide :
All hail, thou futtering, conquering God,
Now Man fhall live ; tor God hath died.

4 O kiil in me this rebel Sin,
And trinmph o’er my willing Breaft :
Refore thy Image Lord, therein,
And lead me 1o my Father’s Reft:

s Yc carthly Loves be far away !
Saviour, be thcu my Love alone ;
Ne'cr mote may mine ufurp the Sway,

But in me thy great Will be donc !

6 Yea, thou, true Witnefs, fpotles Lamb,
All Things for thee I count but Lofs ;
My fole defire, my conftant Aim,

My only Glory be thy Crofs!

‘X\VIL
Thanksgiving for God’s particular

Providence.

1\ Hen all thy Mercies, o my God,
My rifing Sequl furveys,
Why
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Why myv cold Hearr, art thou oot JoRR
In Woader, Love and 1aits?

e Thy Providence my e L %aad
And ali my VWaars edestt,
While 1 the filzn: Womb 1y
And hung ugoa the breatt.

3 To all my weak Complain:y and Crics
Thy Mercy lent an bar
E'er yet my techle Thoughts had leari’d
To torm themizlves in Prayer.

4 Uanamber'd Comforts on my Soul
Ty tender Care battow'd,
Before my infant Heart cot ceived
From whom thole Comiorts flow'd.

s When in the flippery Pathe of Youth
With heedlets Steps L ran,
Thine Arm unfeen conzev'd me fLfe
Aud icd me up s Man.
6 Thro® indden Dngers, Tatlv und [eaths
I- genddy clesr’d my way,
And thio® the ¢leding Snares of Vicg,
Moice 1o be tear'd than they

3 Ten Thoatind Th mihad precicas Giits
My daily Thauks em -loy ;
Nor s the tealt a cheafal Herr
Ti: .t watt; thiofe Gites wich oy,

8 Tao' every Fericd of mv [.He
Thy Goodnets Yl ariae,
And afrer Dzach in dittune Worlds
The pleafing Thems rencw,

9 Thro’ all E:ernity to thee
A grazefal Song I'l} raifes
D2 But
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Bat o' Eternity’s too fhort
To atter all thy Praute.

XXVIIIL
A Morning Hymn.
? \ Y God how endlefs is thy Love !

Thy Gifts are every Bvening new ;

AndMorning Mercies from above
Genrly diftill hike early Dew.

3 Thea fpread’f the Curtains of the Nighe
Great Guardian of my fleeping Hours :
Thy fovercign Word reflores the Light

Aund Quickens all my drooping Powers.

3 I yicld my Powers to thy Command,
To thee I eonfecrate my Days :
Perp:tual Bleflings from thy Hand
Demand perpetual Songs of Praife.

\ XXIX.

AY
Hecaven begun on Earth.

3 'Ome, ye that lovs the Lord,
And let your Joys be known,
Join in a Song with fweet accord
While ye furround his Throne.

¢ Let thofe refufe to fing
That never knew oar God :

But Servants of the heavenly King
May fpeak their Joys abroad.

¢ The God that rules on high,
Thae all the Earth firveys,
That rides upon the formy Sky

And
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And calms the roaring Secas,

4 This awful God is ours,
Our Father and our Love :
Thou fhalt fend down thy heavenly Powers
'I'o carry us above.

§ There we fhall fee thy Face
And never, never Sin;
There from the Rivers of thy Grace
Drink endiefs Pleafures in.

6 Yea, and before we rife
To that immortal State,
The Thoughts of fuch amazing Blifs,
Shou'd conftant Joys create.

9 The Men of Grace have found
Glory begun below :
Celeftial Frutts on earthly Ground
From Faith and Hope may grow.

$ Then let our Songs abound
Ard cvery Fearbedry :
We're marching thro® Immanuel’s Groond

‘To farer Worlds on high :

X\X.
The Names ot Chrift.

¢ YOin all the Num:s of Love and Power
That ever Men or Angels bore |
All are too mean to ficak thy Worth,
Siviour, or f¢t thy Glorics torth.

2 Buto! wharcondeicerding Wavs
‘Thou take’f 1o teach thy heavealy Graee
My Eyes with Joy und Wonder tee
What Forms of Lave thou bear'tt tor me.

~
2 Gresr
LLY s h @0
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3 Great Propher;let me blefs thy Name !

By thee the joyfu! Tigings came,

Ot Wrath appeas’d, of Sins forgiven,

Qf Hell fubdued, and Pcace wich Heaven.
4 My bright Example and my Guide,

J woa'd be waiking n2ur thy Side

O never let me run aitray,

Nor follow the forbidden Way.

§ Fefus my great high Prictt has dicd,
feck no Sacrifice befid:
Thy Blood did once for all attone,
And now 1t pleads betore thy Throne,

6 My Lord, my Conqucror and my King,
Thy Scepter and thy Sword I fing,
Thine is the Vittory asd I fir
A joyful Subjctt at thy Feer.

y Afpire, my Soul, to glorioas Deeds,
The Caprain of Salvanion leads :

March on. nor fear to win the Dav,
Tho' Dcath and Heli obldrult tive Way

8 Sheu'd Daith and Hell and Powers unaitown
Pat on their Forms of Miichiet on,

I fhall be fife, tor Chnitt ditplays
Salvation 1a morc powertul Wayse

XXX

Solemen’s Song, Ch. 2 Ver. 8. &4

1 He Voice of my beloved foand:,
| Over the Rocks and riling Grounds,
O’er Hilis of Guilt and Scas of Griet
He icaps, hz fliss to my Reliet,

2 Now thiv’ the Vel of Flefh I fee With
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With Eyes et Love he looks at me,
DNow i the Golpel’s clenreR Glafs
He fhews the Beauties of his Faces

3 Gently he draws my Heart along
Both with his Beauties and his ‘Tongue ;
Rife, faith my Lord, make haftc away,
No mortal Joys are wortn thy Stay.

4 The Jewith wintry State is gone
The Miits are fled, the Spring comes on,
The ficred Turtle Dove we hear
Proclaim the new, the pyful Year.

¢ Th® immortal Vine of heavenly Root
Blofloms and buds and gives her Fruit §
So we are come to tafte the Wine ;
Our Souls rejoice and blefs the Vine.

6 And when I hear my Tefas fay
Rifc up, my Love, make haftc away !
My Hearr would fain out-fly the Wind,
And lcave all earthly Loves behind.

X XXIL
Verfe 14, &¢.

1 Ear Lord, my thankful Heart revives
The Hope thine Inviration gives :
To thee my joyful Lips fhall raife
The Voice of Prayer, the Voice of Praife.

a2 Iam my Lord’s, and he is mine :
Our Hearts, our Hopes, our Paffions join :
Not ler 2 Mouion or a Word,
Or Theuaghe ariie to grieve my Lord.
3 Till che Day breaks and Shadows flee,
Till the {weet drawing Lighi I fes,
Thine
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Thine Byes to me ward ever turn,
Nar let my Soul in Darknels mourn,

4 Be like s Hart on Mountains green;
Leap o'er thefe Hills of Fear and din:
Nor Guilt nor Unbelief divide
My Love, my Saviour from my Side.

XXXIIIL

Sincere Praife.
3 Lmighty Maker, God'!

How glorious is thy Name !
Tl.l}hWondcrs how diffus’d abroad,
o’out Creations Frame !

2 In Native white and red,
The Rofe and Lilly ftand :
And free from Pride their Beauties {fpread
To fhew thy skillful Hand.

3 The Lark mounts up the Sky
With unambitious Son
And bears her Maker's Praife on High
Upon her artles Tongue.

4 Fain wou'd I rile and fing
To my Creator too ;
Fain wou'd my Heart adore my King
And give him Praifes due.

§ But Pridc that bufy Sin,
Spoils all that 1 perform,
Cars’d Pride that creeps fecurely i
And fwells a haughty Worm.

6 Thy Glories I abate,

Os praife thee with Defign, b
ére
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Part of thy Favour: I forger,
Or think the Merit mne.

4 Create rmy Sou! anew,
Elfe all my Werfhap's vain:

This wretcied Heart will nc’er prove true
Till x Le form'd again.

8 Defcend, celeflial Fire
And {c1ze me trom above!
Wrap me in Flames of pure Defire
A Sacr:fice to love.

9 Let Joy and Woerthip frend
The remnant of my Days,
And to my God my Soul afcend
In tweet Perfumes of Praife !

AXXIV.

O yc Spirits and Souls of the Righe
teous, blefs ye the Lord.

1 Ail, glorious Angesls, Heirs of Light,
Ye high born Sons of Fire !
Whofe Hearts burn chaft, whofc Flames thine
All Joy, yet all Defire. (bright,

¢ Hal, holy Saints, who long in Hope
And Exp-Qation fat,
Till tor its King, Heaven did fet ope’
Iis everlafting Gate.

3 Hail, great Apofties of the Lamb,
. Who brought that early Ray,
Which from onrSun refle@ed came,
And made a glorious Day.

' R 4 Hai!




34  DIsaims and HyMmns,

4 H-il, genzrous Martyrs, whofe ftrong Heatts
Sravely rejmced to prove,
Hew weik, pale Death, are all thy Darts
Compair'd to thofe ot Love.

3 Hail, beazteous Virgine, whofc pure Love
Renoanc'd all low Defires,
W ho wilcly fixt your Hearts above,
Aad barut with hzavenly Firey

& Hail, all ye happy Spirits above,
W ho make that glorious Ring
Abont the fparkling Throne ot Lov:
And there for ever fing.

9 Great Lord, among their Crowns of Praife
Accepr this little Wreath, |
“Vhich while their lofty Notes they raife
Ve humbly firg beneath.

XX\,
The Shortnefs of Liic.

3 Ime, what an empty Vapour ‘ts!
Arnd Days how fwitr they arc
Sv.t2 as an Indian Arrow flies
Ur as a thootung Star!

2 The prefinr Momente juft appear,

Then gidds away m hate,
T we can never fay they're here!

at only fay, they’re paft !

: (Yar Life is cver on the Wing
And Deathisever nigh
he Moment when our Lives begin
We all begin to die.

’ a et
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4 Yet, mighty God, odr flecting Days
‘Thy latting Favours fharce:
Yet with the Bounties of thy Grace
Thou load'ft the rolling Yecar.

s °Cis fovereign Mercy finds us Focd,
And we are cloath’d by Love,
While Grace flands poinzing gut the Koad
That icads our Souls azove.

6 Thy Goodnefs runs an endleis Roand '
Al» Glory to the Lord !
Thy Mercy never knows a Beund,
Ee thy great Name ador'd !

3 Thus we besin the 1:fting Song,
And when we clofe oar Eyes,
Let following Times thy Praile yroiong,
Till ‘['im~ and Nature dics.

KXXXVI
Chrift our Wifdom, & ..

1 I Uried in Shadows of the Night
, We lie, thi Chuia relores the Ligh:
Witdow detcends to Lizal the Blind
And chate the Darknets of the Mind.

= Our guailty Soa's wre down'd in Teare
‘Tli thy atoning Bload appears -
Then we awake fron decp dithiets
Aund fing, the Lord vur Righteoutnicts.

3 77fus beholds where Satan reigns,
Binding his Slaves v heavy Chaine,
He fets the Prifousrs free and broaks
Ti- iron Bondoere from bur Necks.

A

2 g Pooy
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& Poor helplefy Worms in thee poff=3
Grace, Wifdom, Power and Rightcoufnefs ,
Thou art our mighty All, and we
Give cur whole {elves, o Lord, to thee:

AXXVIL,

Gloris Patri.

2 LeR be the Father and his Love,
To whofe celeftial Source we owe
Rivers of endlefs Joys above '
And Rills of Co here below.

8 Glory to thee, great Son of God,
Forth from thy wounded Body rolle
A precious Stream of vital Blood,
Pardon and Life for dying Souls.

3 We give the facred Spirit Praife,
Who in our Hearts of Sin and Woe
Make’s hiving Springs of Grace arife
And into boundlcfs Glory flow.

4 Thus God the Father, God the Sog
And God the Spirit we adore ;

That Sea of Lite, and Love urknowg
Without a Bottom or a Shore. ‘

XXXVIIL

Hyma to Chrift.

3 Fefu, why, why doft thou Love
O ~ Such worthlc%'s Things as we ?
Why is thy Heart fill toward us

Who feldom think on thee?

2 Thy
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a Thy Bounty gives us all we have
And we thy Gifts abufe :
Thy Bounty gives us even thy felf,
And we thy fc!f refufe.

3 And why alas, why do we love .
Such wretched Things as thefe ?
Thefe that withdraw us from our Lord
And his pure Eyes difpleafe ?

4 Break off and raife thy manly Eye
Up to thofe Iloys above,
Behold all thelc our Lord prepares
To gain and crown thy .

3 Alas, o Lord, we cannot love
Unlefs thou draw ocur Heart!
Thou who vouchfaf'ft 1o make us know,

'O make us do our part.

§ Sull do thou leve me, o my Lord,
That I may fill love thee:
3till make me love thee, 0 my God
That thou may’ft fill love me.

XXXIX.

Praycr.

3 ] Ow fwiftly wafted in a Sigh,
Thou God that hear'it the Prayesy
o our Requefts invade the Sky
And pierce thy bending Er!

a My Suit is made, my Prayer 15 o'ee,
If I but lift my Eyc,
Thou gracious Father, canft no moere
Not hear, than thou cautt die,

3 How
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3 How fhall we thy great Arm revere
Which gives this All to be,
Conne&s the Center with the Spaerc
And fpans Infinicy 2

4 Whate’e? our ardent Souls require,
Whac'cr we with is there ;
Thz Power exccedsour fcant Defire
And blames our partial Prayer.

¢ O' how unbounded is thy Love
Which when thou coud’ft not die,

- Defcending from thy Throne above
Put on Mortality !

6 Thou leav'ft thy Father's blifsful Face
Our Guilt and Curfe to aflum=,
To barft the Bars that ftop’d thy Gracc
And make thy Bounty room.

y Then ftill let Prayer with me remain,
This my Companion be
So fhall I all my wants obratn,
O%:4in all Heaven 1 thee !

XL.

From the Germar.

z Fefu,Source of calm Kepofe,
Thy like nor Man nor Ange! knows,
Faireft amang ten thoufand tair!
Even thofe whom Death’s fud Ferters bound,
Whom thickeft Darknefs compaft round
Find Light and Life 1f thou appcar.

a Effulgence of the Light Divine,
E'er rolling Planets knew to fhiae,
E'cr Tims tts ceatelets Courle began;

”ye

1 hou
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Thou when the appointed Hour was come
Did't not difdain the Virgin’s Womb,
But God with God wert Man with Man:

3 The World, Sin, Death oppofe in vain,
‘Thou by thy dying, Death haft flan,
My great Deliverer and my God !
In vain does the old Dragon rage,
In vain all Hell its Powers engage -
None can withftand thy conquering Blood.

4 I.ord over all, fent to fulfill
Thy gracious Father's fovercign Will,
To thy dread Scepter will 1 bow :
With dutcons Reverence at thy Feet,
Like humble .llary, lo, I fit,
Speak, Lord, thy Servant heareth now.

¢ Renew thy Image Lord in me,
Lowly and gentle may I be;
No Charms to thec but thefe are dear:
No Anger may't thou cver find ;
No Pride in my unruffled Mind
But Faith and Heav'n-born I'eace are there.

§ A patient, a vitorious Mind
T hat Life and all Things caft behind,
Springs forth, obedient to thy call,
A Hearet thit no defire can move,
But ttil} t’adore and praife and love,
Give me, my Lord, my Lifc, my All.

PCALNG
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PSALMS and HYMNE
For Wedne[day or Friday

X.
Pfalm XXXVIII.

Ade& thy Wrath remember Love,
Reftore thy Servant, Lord ! 4

Nor Jet & Father’s Chaﬁ mnF prove
Like an Avenger’s Sword !

& My Sins a heavy Burden are,
And o’cr my Head are gone »
Too heavy they for me to bear,
Too great for me t° atone.

; My Thoughts are like a troubled Sea,
Mv Head #till bending down:

And I go mourning all the Day,
Father, beneath thy Frown.

4 All my delire to thee is lnown,
Thine Eye counts every Tear,
And every dSigh and every Groan
Is aonc'd by thine Ear.

¢ Theu o3 my God, my only Hope ;
O heati :nto my cry ; "
O bear iy fainting Spicits up,
When Satau bids me die.

8 Lord, I confels my Guilt to thee,
I grieve for all my Sin ;
My helplefs Impotence 1 fcc,
Ard beg Support divine.
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O Ged, forgive my Follics paft;
be thoutor evermgh !

QO Lorgi of my Salvianon haﬂ-:,
Aad Qave wie, or 1 dic !

II. |
Pfalm LI.

"Thea that hear'ft when Sinners cry,
| Tho' all my Crimes before thee lic,
Bchold me Lot with angry Look,
But blot théir Memory from thy Book.

2 Crecate my Nature purc within,

And form n:y Soul averfc from Sin:
Let thy good Spirit ne'er depart,
Nor hide thy Prefence from my Heart.

5 I cannot live without thy Light,

+

Caft out and ban'k'd from thy Sight -
Thy faving Streugth, o Lord reflore,
And g':.argmc that I fall ro more.

Thc | have griev’d thy Spiris, Lord,

His help and comfort #ill attord :

And let 2 Wretch coms near thy Throne
'To pleud the Merirs ot thy Son.

s My Soul jies huinbled in the Duft,

And owns thy dreadful Seuterce juft:
Look dowi: o Lord with pitying Eye,
And Live the Saal condemn'd to dic.

$ Then will I teach the World thy Ways

Sinuers fhall learn thy fovercign Grace:
I'll lead them to my Saviour's Blood,
And they fhall praife a pard'ring God.
F - 0
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() may thy Love infpire my Tongue,
Salvaiion thull be ail my Song,

Ard Il my Powers fhall jbin to blefs

‘I'he Lord my Strengih and Righteoufnefs.

1.

Plalm XC.

Hro' every Age, eternal God,
‘T'hou art our Reft, our fafe Abede :
High was thy Throne ¢’r Heaven was made,
Or Earth thy humble Foot ftool laid.

Long had'ft thou reign'd ¢'er time began
Or Duft was fathion'd into Man :

And long thy Kingdom fhall endure,
When Earth and Time fhall be no more.

Ba: Man, weak Man is bora to die,
Made up of Guilt and Vauity :

Tiy dreadful Senience, Loxd, wus juft;
Dutt as thou ar:, re:urn to dutt.

Dcath Like an over-lowing Stream
Sweeps us away, our Life's a Dream .
Anempry Tale, a Morning Flower,
Cut down and wither'd in an Hour.

Oar Ace to feventy Years is fet:

How fhort the Termy, how frail the State !
Or if ro Eighty we arrive,

We rather figh and gr  n than hive.

Texwch us, o Lord, how frail is Man;

And kudly lcngthcn out our Span,

"Thil frovn‘ the Chains of Sta fer free
We hud immortal Life in thee !

V.
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IV.
The fame.

Ord if thine Eye furvereys our Faules
And Ju®ice grow fevere,
Thy dreadtul Wrath exceed. our Thoaghry,
And buras beyond our Feurs.
2 Thine Angzr turns our EFrame to Dalt:
By one Ottanc= to tie=
Adam with all his Sons have loft
Their Jaymorrtaiity.

[}

Life like a vain Amalcment flies,
A Fable or a Soug,

By {wift Degrees our Nature dies,
Nor can our Joy: be loug.

4 "Tis buz a tew whofe Days amount
To three fcore Years and ten:
And all beyond that thort Accouat,
Is forrow, Toil and Pain.

§ Almighty God reveal thy Love,
And not thy Wrath alone !
O let our fwee: Experience preve
The Mercics of thy Throue.

¢ Our Souls wou'd learn the heav'nly Are
T* tmprove the Hoirs we have:
That we may alt the wifer Parr,
Aud live beyond the Grave.

V.
A Thought in Affiltion.

! Ilt thou, O Lord, regard my Tears |
\' The Fruit of Guilt and Fear? .
I e

)
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Me, wlho thy Jultice have provok'd,
U wi‘l thy Mercy fpare?

2 Yes: fort! e brok-n, contrite Heart
Saviour, thy Sutlerings plead :
O smench not then the fmoaking Flax,
. Nor break the bruifed Reed !

3 Thy posr unwortlliScr‘°3nt vIew,
Refign*d to thy Decree;
Ordun me or to yivc or die,
But live or dic in thee.

4 Upon thy gracious Promife, Lord,
My humblzd Soul is ¢aft!
O bzar me fufe thro® Life, thro® Death,
Add raite me up at laft!

s Low as this mortal Frame muft lie
This morral Frame thall fing,
Where is thy Victory, o Grave,

Atd where, o Death, thy Sting?

VI.

On the Crucifixion.

1 FRom whence thefe dire Portents sround,
That Earth and Heav’'n amaze ?

W herefore do Eartnquakes cleave the Ground,
Why hides the Sun his Rays?

3 Not thus did Sinai's trembling Head
With facred Horror nod,
Bencath the dark Pavilion fpread
O legiflative God. -

3 Thou, Earth, thy loweft Ceater fhake
. With Fefu fympathize ! -
' ou
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Thou un, as ic«ll’s deco Gloom be dlack,
"Ti: ihy Creator dies !

4 See fiteeming frew th® ascurfed Tree
His all atoning Blood !
Is this the Infinite © °Tis he,
- My Saviour and my God !

5 For me thefe Pangs his Sou! affsil,
For me the Death is born !

My Sin gave fharpnefs to the Nail
And poiuted every Thorn!

6 Lct Sin no more my Soul infiave !
Break, Lord, the Tyrant’s Chain ¢
O fave me, whom thau cam' to fuve,
Nor bleed nor die in vain'!

VII.
Difcipline.

I O Throw away thy Rod !
O throw away thy Wrath !

My gracious Saviour and my God,
O take the gentle Path.

3 Thou feeft my Heart's Defice
Stil] unto thee i- bent !
Still does my longing {oul afpire
T'o an cntire Contcie.

3 Not ¢'en a Word or Look
Do I approve or own,
Bur by the Model of thy Rook,
Thy facred Book alone

4 Akho'I fail, I ween,

Altho'l hak in Peace
Ye:
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Yet fill with irembling fteps [ creep
Unato the Throne of Grace.

g O then let Wrath remove ;
For Love will do the Dzcd;
Love will the Conque®t gain with Love
Even ftrong Hearts will blecd.

6 For Love is fwift of Foot,
Love is a Man of War;
Love cin reliftiels Arrows fhoot,
And bit the Mark from far.

7 Who can efcape his Bow ?
That which hath wrought on thee,
Which breaght the King of Glory lc.,
Muft furely work on me.

8 O ~hrow away thy Rod, |
What tho® Man Frailties hath ?
Thou art our Saviour and our Ged :
O throw away thy Wrath !

VIIL

On the Crucifixtoa.

1 Ehold the Saviour of Mankind

Nail’d to the fhameful Tree !

How vaft the Love that him inclin’d
To bleed and dic for thee !

¢ Hark how he groans ! while Nature fhakes,
And Earth’s firong Pillars bend !
The Temple’s Veil in funder breaks,
The tolid Marbles rend.

3 ‘Tis done ! the precious Ranfom’s paid ;
Receive my foul, he cries:

Se
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See where he bows his facred Head !
He bow; his Head and dies.

4 But foon he'll break Death’s envious Chain
And in full Glory fhine;
O Lamb of God was ever pain,
Was ever Love like thine !

IX.

A Sinner’s Prayer.

1 Hou Lord my Power and Wifdom art
() do not then reje@ my Heart !
Thy Cluy that weeps, thy Duft Iam
That call’s —C pu- me not to thamcs

2 Thy Gi ries, Lord, in all Things fhine,
Thine is the Deed, the Praife is thine.
A fecble helplets Creature, 1
Do at thy Pleafure live or dic.

s Lord well I know, I merit Grief,
Yca endlefs Fears without Relief ¢
Yeoo 't exact thy Due forbear,
And . are, a feeble Creature, fpare,

4 Stllif I wail not (Rill to watl
Nuature denies and lefh wou'd fail)
L.ord, pardon, for thy Sci: makes good
My want of T'ears with flore of Blood.

N.
]ud gment.

I ‘ Hen rifing from the Bed of Death,
Y (’erwhelm’d with Guilt and Fear
Y view my Maker Face to Face,
O how fthall L appear.

Z[f
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2 If yet, while Pardon may be found
And Mercy may be fought,
My foul with inward Horror fhrinks,
And trembles at the Thought ;

3 When thou o Lord fhalt ftand difclos'd
In Majfly fevere,
And fic in Judgment on my foul,
O how fhall I appear!
4 O may my broken, contrite Heart
Timely my Sins lament,
And carly with repentant Tears
Etcrnal Woce prevent !

§ Benhold the Sorrows of my Hcare,
E’er yet it be too late f
And hear my Saviour’s dying Groans
To give thofc forrows weight.

6 For never fhall my foul defpair
Her Pardon to tecure |
Who knows thy only Son has died,
To make that Pardon fure.

\ 1.
Chrift’s Compafﬁon to the Tcmptcd.

I ‘ Ith Joy we meditaze the Grace
' Ot our high Prieft ubove ;
I1is Heart is made of Tendernels,
His Bowels melt with Love.

2 Touch'd with 2 Sympathy within
He “icws our feeble Srame
Fe knows what fore T'emprations mean,
Loz he Lath fels th= fame.

M P
™
Hn
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2 He in the Days of feehle Fleth
Pour'd o his Cries and Tears
And in his Mcatire feels afreth
What every Member bears.

2 He'll revés suencl the finoaking Flax
bur raite 1t o a biame,
The bruitz:l Reed he never bre.aks
Nor tcorts the mcancit Name

s Thren ler eur humble Fuith addreis
His Mercy and his Power:
We thall obtstn delivering Grace
It the diftreinng Hour,

N 11
Frailcy.
4 Ord, hoew in Silcuce I definie
The giddy Worldlirg's Snare,

This Bewmry, Riches, Horour, Toys
Beneath a Moments Care !

2 Hence painted Dut, aud gild=d Clay !

Y ou have no Charm:s for me :

Delufive Bréath be tar away !
I walte nd Thougliten thee.

§ But when abroac at ence [ view
8oth the World's Hofts and thiue,
The'e fimle, fad, aflicted, tew,
Thote numcrous, gay and fine !
4 Lslt my Refolves, my Scorn is paft,
I boaft my Strength no more.
A willing Slave they bind m< fat¥
With chrefilted Powez.

Cx
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s U b ook net thiv! Let not thy Foes
Prefan - thy hallow'd Shriue :
‘Thins 1» my Soul, by facred Vows

Of Bnctet Union Thine !

6 O hear my nuit, tho' late Requeft,
Once mo:e the Capuive free,
Rerew thy Image in my Breaft,
Aud claim my Heart for thee.

NIIL
Uafruittulnefs.

1 T One have 1 fat benearh the Sound
Of thy Salvation, Lord,
5.t 11! now weak my Faith is found
And Knowledge ot thy Word:

2 Gft 1 frequent thy holy Place ;
Vot hear aimeft in vain :
ilow {mal! a Perton of thy Grace
Can my hard Heart retain !

s My gracicus Saviour and my God
How lirtle art thou known
By all the Judgments of thy Rod,
Aund Iilothngs of thy Throne?
a How cold and fecble is my Love !
How negligent my Fear!
How low my hope of Jcys above !
How few Atteétions there !
s Greoar Ged, thy fovercign Power impart,
"To givethy Word Succefs ; ‘
Write thy Salvation ia my Heart,
Au! make me learn thy Groce.

6 Shew
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& Shew my forgetfui Fect the way
That leads to Joys on high,
There Knowleduc grows wathout Dccay

And Love frall never die.
X1V.

From the Corman.

1 Hou Lamb of Gold, thea Pruie 7 Foal
For thee my :huily Souldesn >0
My longing Heart implores thy oo
O ‘make in me thy Likencts S

s With fracdlefs, even, humbic Mind
Thy Will in all-"Things muy 1 fee.
In iovc be every With refien’d,

And hallow"d my wholc Hea:: to thees

When Pain o’cr my weak Flefh prevals
With Lamb-like Patience arm my Bieaft:
When Grief my wounded Soul atfails

In lowly Mcekne§s may Ireft.

4 Clofe by thy Side ftill may I keepy,

How e’cr Life’s various cirrent flow ;
With flcdtalt Eye nuark every Step,

And follow thee where'er thiea go.

»
p

s Thou, lord, the dreadful Fight baft won
Alone thou halt the Vineprets trod :
In ine thy Strengiliening Grace be thewn,
O may I coaquer thro' thy Blood !

§ So when on Si.n then fhale ftand,
And all Heoven's Hoft adore their King,
Shall T be found at chy Riel - Hand,
And free from Pain thy Glories f:ng.

G | V.
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' \ Vv

- N o

[Faith in Chnft.

{ } Cw fad our State by Nature v,
Our Sin how dezp 1t flains !
And Satan briads our ¢captive Souls
Fat 1nlus Lavith Chamns,
s But the-e's a Voice of fovereign Giace
Sounds trom lhy facred Word,
Here ye defhairing Sinners come
Aud lluﬂ uon rhc T.ord.

3 My Soul obeys th*Almighty Call
~ And runs o this Relief s
I won'd belicve thy Promitc, Lord!

O help my unbehet.

4 Tothe bleft Foantain ofthy Blood,

Incarnite God, 1 fly

Hcre let me wath my pot'cd Soul
From Crimes of decpeft Dic.

§ Strerch ont thy Arm, victorious King,
My reiguing Sins fubduc :
Drive the old Dragon from his Scat
With his infernal Crew.

6 A gnilty, weak and helplefs Worm

Into thy Arms I fall;
Be thou my Strength and R:ghtcmﬁ‘“ﬁ,

My _‘]r/m and my All.

XVI.
Longing.
Ith bended Knees ana aking Evyes

Woeary and famt to thee my ans,T
o
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To thee my Tears, my Groans I {end ;
O when fhall my Complainings cud ?

Wither'd my Heart like barren Ground
Accurlt ot God: My Head turns round,
My Throat'ts hoarfe ; I faint, 1 fall,
Yet falling thill for Paty call,

3 Eternal Streams of Pity flow

I'rom thee tneir fource to Earth below :
Morthers are kind, becaute thou art,
Thy Tenderucfs o'crflows their Heart.

4 Lord of my Soul, bow down thine Ear !

h‘x

. And 1)l to nothing ! Thoa on'high

Hcar, Bowels of Compaflion, hear !
O give not to the Winds my Prayer!
‘Thy Name, thy hallow’d Name 1s thege.

Look on my Sorrows! Mark them well »
The Shame, the Pangs, the Flames, 1 feel!
Confider, Lord, thine Ear incline:

‘Thy Son hath made my Sufferings thine.

Thon, Fefs, on th'accarfced Tree
Didft bow chy dying Head for me :
Incline it now ! Who mude the Eur
Can he, caa he forget to hear?

Sec thy poor Duft in pity fce

It thrs, 12 creeys, 1t a1ms at thee!
Hafte, fave it from the greedy Tomb !
Come, cvery Atom bids thee come!

"Tis thinc to help! forget me not!

O be thy Mcrey ne’er forpor!

Lock'd is thy Ear 2 Yet ftill my Plea
May fpeed, for Mercy keeps the Kev.

Thou tarrieft while I fink, I die,

Se~d

hcey
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Sce'lt me undone ! yet am I fhi'd
By thee (loft as I am) thy Child!

1o Yet thou art gnod ; and yet apude
Thy Promifes ; they fpeak, they chudr,
They in my Bofom pour my Tecars,
Aad my Complaint prefent as theirs.

11 Yeary, Fefu! Hear my broken Heart!
Broken fo long, thit every pa:t
Hath got a Tongue which ne’er thail ceaiz,
"Tili thou prenounce, departin Peac-,

1= My Lord, my Saviour, h=zar my Cry,
By thefe thy Feet at which I iz ;
Phick out thy Dart: Rcgard my Sighs:
Now hcal my Heart,or now 1t dies.

XVIL
Salvation by Grace.

4 Ord, we confels our numerous Faulgs,
How great our Gutlt has been'!
Foolifh and vain were all our Thoughts,
And all our Lives were Sin.

2 But, O my Soul, for cver pra:iz
For ever love his Name,
Who turnsthy Feet trom dangerous Ways
Of Folly, Sin aud Shame.

3 "Tis not by Works of Righteoufnefs,
Which our own Hands have doiie;
But we are faved by fovereign Grace
Abounding thio’ thy Son.

4 "Tis from the Mercy of our God
That all our Hopes begin;

*Tis
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*T'is by the Water and the Blood
Our Souls are wafh'd from Siu:

¢ *Tis thro’ the Parchafe of his Death
W ho hung upon ti:c Trec
Thy Spirit is fent dow to breath
On fuch dry Bones as we.

6 Rais'd frem the Dead we live anew
And juftified by Grace,
We thall appear in Glory tco
And fcc our Father's Face.

XVIIL

Inconftancy.

1 l O-d Fefu. when, when fhall it be,
—» Thi* 1 no more fhall break with thee !/
Whesn will this War of Paflions ceate,
And my free Soul enjoy thy Peace ?

Here I repent and fin again :

Now I rcvive and now am Sluin -
Slain with the fame unhappy Dart,
Which, o! too often wourdds my Heart.

O Saviour, when, when fhall I be
A Garden feal'd to ali but thee:
No more cxvos'd, no more undone:
But live und grow to thee alone !

| 2]

(VP )

4 Guide thou, my Lord, guide thou my Courfe
And draw me on with thy tweet Force ?
Suall make me walk, full make me tennd
By thee my Way, to thee my End, .
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XIX.

Chrift our Righteoufnefs.

3 Ow heavy 1s the Night
H That hangs upon%mr Eyes!

Till Chrift with his reviving Lighe
Upon oor Souls arife!
s Our guilty Spirits dread
To mecet the Wrath of Heaven ¢
Bat in thy Rightcoufnefs array’d
We fee our Sins forgiven.

$ Ucholy and impure
Are all our Thoughts and Ways :
Th‘xrhand infeéted Nature cure
. ith fanifying Grace.
4 The Powers of Hell agree
To hold our Souls 1n vain: |
Thou fet’ft the Sons of Bondage free,
And break't the curfed Chain,

s Lord, we adore thy Ways
T brirg us ucir to God, |
Thy tovercign Power, thy healing Grace
And thine atoning Blocd.

XX.

From thc German.

: 'N Y Soul before thee proftrate lics,
i %1 Tothee, her Source my Spiric fhics,
My Wantx 1 mourn, my Chains 1 tce
O let thy Prefence fer me tree!

2 Lof and undone for aid I cry;

Io thy Deach, Savioar, let e 1+
C.tev'd
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Griee'd wich thy Grief, pua'd with thy Paj
v 9 : Sy ‘ t
Ne'er may bee! Self-Love dgin 7o

Jefu, vanchls'e my Hedrt and Wil
With thy nizek Lowhiness to fill;

No mare her Pover ler Nature hoaf,
Bucao chy Wil may miue be Joit!

4 Iteel well thae L love thee, Loid
Pexerade me in thy Word :
Yet vile Atteations clzim a patr,
Aud thou hatt ouly halt my Heart.
5 InLife’s fhort Dy let me yer more
Of thy caliventay Power tmplo,e -
My Mind mutt deeper fiok 1 thee ;
My Foot itsnd firm, from wand'ig tree.
6 Yc Sous of Men, here nought avatls
Your Strengeh, here all your Witdom ftls
Who bi!s a finful Heart be clean
Thou only, Lord, tupreme of Men.

s Aund well 1 know thy tender Love:
Thou never diat untaichtul prove::
And well I know thou fhaud’it by nie,
Pleas’d from my fcif toter me free.

8 Still 1 dn warch and labour ftitl
To banith cvery Thought of tii;

Till thou n thy goid Lime apiecar
And tuv'it me trow the Fowler’s onare.

-

9 Already {irinyzing Hope [ feel
God will deitroy the Power of Hell :
God from the Land of Wars and Puin
Lcads me, where Peice and Satety raign,

15 Que only care my Soul fhall know,

Fazher, ail thy Comnmands to te: |
S H Ah
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Ah deep engrave it on my Breaft,
That I in thee ev'n now am bleft;

;1 When my warin'd ‘Thoughts 1 fix on thee
Ard plunge mein thy Mercie's Sea,
i’hen ev’n on me thy Face fhall fhine
And quicken this dead Heart ot Mine.

12 So ev'n in Storms my Zcal fhall grow,
So fhall I thy hid Swecetnefs know,
And feel (what endlets Age fhall prove)
T hat thou, my Lord, my God art Love!

[ === L S st el G G —

PSALMS and HYMNS

For Saturday.
I.

Pfalm X1X.

1 TD Ehold the lofty Sky
2 Declares its Maker God,
And all his ftarry Works on high
Proclaim his Power abroad.

2 The Darknels and the Light
Stll keep their Coarte Suc fame,
Wiile Night to Day and Day to Night
Divinely teach his Name,

3 Inevery different Land
Their gencrai Voice 1s known :
They thew the Wonders of his Hand,
And Orders of his Throne.

4 Y happy Lands rejoice

Where he reveals his Word : "
e
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We are not left to Nature's YVoice
To bid us know the Lord.

5 His Statutes and Commands
«Arc tet before our Eye: ;
He puts his Gofpel in our Hands
Where cur Salvation lies:
5 His Laws are jaft and pure
His Truath without Dzcets,
1ts Promifes for ever fure,
And his Rewards are great.

1 Whilc of thy Works I fing
Thy Glory to proclaim,
Accept the Praifc, my God and King
In my Redeemer’s Name.

1l.
The fame.

1 " He fpacious Firmament on high,
And all the wide, cthenal Sky,

And fpangled Heav'ns, a fhining Frame,
Their great Original proclaim.
Th® unwearied Sun frorm Day to Day
Dees his Creator’s Power difvlay
And pablithesto every Liand
The Work of an Almighty dland.

2 Soon as the Evening Shades prevail
The Moon takes up the wordrous Talz,
And nightly to the lifining Earth
Repeats the Story of her Birth :
While all the Sgars that round her bucn
And all the Planets in their Turn,
Confirm the Tidings as they roll,
And [pread the Truth fiem Po!: +q Pole,
s1 2 Whye
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3 Whar tho” in folem~ Siience all
Moze roand this dark: terre@rial Ball?
What tho’ not real Voice nor Sound.
Amud thar vadiant Orbs be found »
In Reafous Eac they all rejoice,
And ut:er forth a aloriems Voice,
For cver fingiug as they fhive,
T e Hand thar made us 1s divine -

I11.
The fams.

1 4 Reat Ged, the Heav'ns well order’d Frame

¥ Daclares the Glory of thy Name,

'here thy rich Works of Worder thine:

A 'T'hoafind ftarry Beauties there,
A Thoufand radiant Marks appear

Ot l.mundlcfs Powcesr and Skill divine.
2 From Night to Day from Day to Night

The dawning and the falling Lighe

I .ctares of heavenly Wiidom read :
With {fiient Elojucence they raife
Qur "T"houghts to our Creator’s Praife,

~ And ncither Sound nor Language need.

2 Ye: their divine Inftructions run
JFar as the Journeys of the Sun,

And every Nation knows their Voice :

The Sun like a young Bridegrom dreit
Breaks from the Chamber of the Eatt

Rolls round and makes ths Earth rejcice.

2 Wheree'er he (preads his Beams abro.d
. He fmiles and fpeaks his Maker God :
All Natare joins to thew thy Praite::

Thus
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Thus God in every Creature fhines;
Fair are the Book of Nature’s Lines ;
But faiser is thy Book of Grace.

$ Ilove the Volumes of thy Word :
What Joy and Light thofe Leaves afford
To douls benighted and diftreft ;
Thy Precepts guide my doubeful Way,
Thy Fear torbids my Feet to firay ;
Thy Promife leads my Heart to refd.

v Who knows the Errors of his Thoughts ?
“) cleanfe me from my fecret Faulrs,
And from prefumptucus Sins reftrain :
Accept my poor Attempts of Praife,
It I have read thy Book of Grace
And Book of Nature not in vain.

IV.
Pfalm LXYV.

t N thee the Race of Man depends,

Far as the Earth's r-moteft Ends;

W here the Creators Namcis known
By Nature’s feebic Light alone.

3 At thy Command the Morning Ray
Smiles tn the Eaft and lecads the Day .
Thou guid't the Sun’s declining Wheels
Over the Tops ot Weltern Hills.

3 Seafons and Times obey thy Voice ;
The Evening and the Morn rjoice
To fce the Earth mude foft with Showers,
Laden with Frait and drelt in F cverns.
4 ‘Tis from the watry Stores on: h'pi:
Thou giv'ft the riirlty Ground sappiy;
Thog
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Thou waik tupon the Clouds, and ther.cs
Doft thy enriching Drops ditpence.

s The Defart grows a fertile Ficid ;
Abundant Frait the Valleys yi:ld
The Vallies fhoat wirh cheartul Voice,
And neighbouring Hiils repeat their Joys.

€ The Paftures fmile 1a green array,
Where Lambs and larger Catle play:
The laq%‘cr Cattle and the Lamb,
Each in his Language {peaks thy Name.

7 Thy Works oronounce thy Power divine;
O’er every Ficld thy Glonies fhine :

Thro’ cvery Month thy Gifts appear,
Great God, thy Goodnefs crowns the Year.

V.
Pfalm CIV.

DPare 1.

i Hes, T.ord, my Soul afpires :o fing,

Almighty, everlatting i)(ing,

Creator ! wondrous to furvey

‘Thy Works excire the grateful Tay.

From thy brigit Throve beysud yonli it

Spread Plains of Empyrean Lighe,

‘The Spheres allunie the tecond place,

Swift moving thro’ th*Erernal Space.

2 Beneath more clole compacted lie
"The Regtons of th'.nfertor Sky.
Hzre float the Cloud:, ths Thunders roil,
And Tempefis whirl from Pole to Pole.”
Here thy obedient Spirits find
Tha Srores of Vengeance for Mankind :
And pleas’d thy Orders to perform

Lacce the not BO!!, or drive the Storm.
)
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Till thou reftrain’d it like a Robe

The deep involv'd the fhapelefs Globe ;
And now tho’ the proud Surges rife,

Range the wide waft, and threat the Skies,
Fix'd is their Bound, their Tumults end ;
Yet where thou bid@t the Main extend,
Awed by thy Voice aloof they roar,

Or gently leave th'uninjured fhore.

4 Mcan while the picrcing Liquid ftrains
Thro® the tall Mountaius fecret Veins ;
Theunce down the filver Currcuts flow

And wander thro’ the Vales below,

And while their Streams frefh Moifture yield
To the dry Curtle of the Ficld,

Lo, Trees projeét their Branches fair

And lodge the Songfters of the Air.

Pure 1I.

THou fend'ft, thy Creatures to fuftain,
The former and the latter Ramn:

See ftreight Herbs, Flowers and Fruits appear,
And various Plenty crowns the Year.
Grafs for the Beaft, the Olive grows

For Man, and the rich Vintage flows

His Lifc and Vigour to fuftiin

Waves o'cr the Field the ripenigg Grain,
Lord, how doft thou all-bounteous fend,
Unnumber'd Bleflings without End !

* Thro’ all the Barch thy Glo:ies thiae, |
Thy Works pronounce thy Power divine”
To their full growth by jult Degrees
Majeltick rife the foreft T'rees

Upto the Clouds their Arms they throw.
Their Foots the Conter f2ek Lelow.

> The
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$ The Nations of the feather'd kind

d

Here ho!fpitable Shelter find

The Stork in the tall Fir- Trees height

Here Icaves her Brood, and wings her F liphes
Aud where their thadowy Gloom they threw
Widc waving o’er the Mountains Brow
Earth's teebler Tribes repoice to fhare

Thy tender Love and guardian Care,

Part 111.

The Moon to rur her deftin’d Sace

Fills her pale Orb witli borrow’d Rays,
T be appointed Sun with juit Carrecr
Metes out the Day, the Month, the Year,
His Lamp withdrawn then raveuing ftray
Wild Beafts, outragious for their Prey ;
The Lion roars his wants aloud

And roanng, fecks his Mcat from Ged.

When the Eaft glows with opeming Day
Back to their Dens they hafte away :
Nor fooner are the Shades of Nighe
Fled fron: the Suns retarning Light,
Tlren the ftrong Hushandman reiews
His Toil, his daily Tusk purfues,

Thll Evening calis ag.iin to reft,

Botir toiling Mun and weary Besft.

How various is thy Praifc difplay’d

O Lord, in all thy Hands have mad. !
Loft in amazement down we fall ;

In Witdom thou haft made them all !
How onthe Earth (hy Riches thovier
Ii¢cflunt, uncxhantted Store

New every Mornthy Gifts appear ;
Great God, thy Gooduts filis the Year!

4 Mg




PsarNs and Hyans,

4 And yet, lo other Scenes di‘clof: !

T he Sea no lets tiy Gooduiels fhews,
Here the tun’d Race unnurrler'd thay,

" Dive deep, or on the Surfuce play.

V.

Here huge Leviathan may reign

Solc Tyrant of the watry Pl

He¢ moves ; the boiling Docps divade :
He breathes a Storm and fpzazs a Thde.

Paze 1V.

Thefe all own thy paternai Care,

In thee they live and wove and arc!
The copius Good thy Hand beftows
Enjoy, and praife thée as it flows.

But thy blett Influcnce once withdrawn,
No more joy, Light or Comfor: dawn :
Dire Pain fucceeds and fad Decay,

And Death demands his deftin’d Prey.

Yet unimpair’d the Speciss all

Stand, while the Individuals fall;

Thy timely Care e:ch Chatm fupphics,
Oue rifing as another dies.

Her.ce tiwro® the whole Ceeatton known
Still fhal thy Guardian Power be fhowe
Till ai thy Word devouring Flame
Coufame the aniverfal Frame.

Er'n im that lov'd that dreadful Day

W hea Farth and Heav’n fhall mele away,

T hou fiili, my Soul, fhalt found abro.d
Praife to thy Father, and thy God.
Praise thov the Lord ¢ He isthy Friend,
The Caufe of all Things and their End !

O'er Earth, Seas, Heav’n, let Time prevail!

The Rock thou build'® on, canno: fail.
X

VI
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VI.
Plalm CXI]V.

3 ‘ Hen lfrael, freed from Pbaveab’s Hand,
Left the proud Tyrant and his Land,
The Tribes with chearful Homage own
Their King, and Fudab was his Throne.

2 Acrofs the Decp their Journey lay;
The Decp divides to make them way -
ordan beheld their March and fled
With backward Current to his Head.

3 The Mountains fhook like frighted Sheep.
Like Lambs the lutle Hillocks leap :
Not Sinai on the Bafe cou’d ftand,
Confcious of Sovereign Pow'r at Hand.

3 What Pow’r cou’d make the Deep divide ?
Make Yordam backward roll his Tide ?
Why did yc leap, ye little Hills ?

And whence the Fright that Sigai feels?

§ Lect every Mountain, every Flood
Rezire, and know thapproaching God,
The King of Ifrael : See him here,
Tremble thou Earth ; adore and fear!

¢ He thunders, aod all Nature mourus;
The Rock to ftanding Pools he turns;
Flints fpring with Fountains at his Word,
And Fires and Scas contefs the Lord.

VII.
Pfalm CALVIIL
Pare 1.

1 E: every Creature join

To praife th'Eternal God,
Xe
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Y 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 fparkling Flames
Shine to your Maker’s I’raiﬁ:.

3 He built thofe Worlds above
And fixt their wrondrous Frame,
By his Command they ftand or move
And ever fpeak his Name.

4 Ye Vapours, when ye rife
Or fall in Showers, or Snow,
Ye Thunders murm’ring round the Skics
His Power and Glory fhew.

§ Wind, Hail and flathing Fire
Agree to praife the Lord,
When ye in vengeful Storms confpirc
To execute his Word.

6 By all his Works above
His Honours be cxgrcﬂ:
But thofe who tafte his faving Love
Shou'd fing his Praifes beft.

Part 11.

1 Let Earth and Ocean know

They owe their Maker Praife ¢

Praife rlim, ye watry Worlds below
And Monfters of the Secas.

> [rom Mountains near the Sky
Let his loud Praife refound ;
"rom humble Shrubs and Cedars high
And Vales and Fields around. °~

I: 3 Ye
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3 Ye Linns of the Wood

And timer Beafts that graze,
Ye live upon his daily Food,
And he expects your Praifc.

4 Ye Birds of lofty Wing,
O high his Praifes icar .

Or fit on lowry Bows and fing

Your Maker’s Glory these.

s Ye creeping Ants and Worms
His various Wifdom fhew;
And Flies in all your fhining Forms
Praifc him that dreft you fo.

6 By all the Earth-born Race
His Honours be expreft :
But thofe that know his heavenly Gracg
Shou'd learn te praile him bc&. '

Part 111.

1 Monarchs of wide Command,

Praifc ye th’Eternal King:
Judges, adore that fovereign Hand
W hence all your Honours {pring.

g3 Let viporous Youth engage
To found his Praifes lngh,
While growing Babes and withering Agc
T heir feebler Voices try.

3 United Zecal be thown
His wondrous Fame to raife :
God isthe Lord ; his Name alone
Deferves our endlefs Praifc.

4 Lct'Namrc join with Art

And all pronounce him bleft ;
| | But
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Bat Saints who dwell fo near his Heare
Shou’d fing his Praifes beft.

VIIL.
Univerfal Praifc,

Ark, my dullSou:, how every Thing
Strives to adore our bounteous King !
Hark, cach a double Tribute pays :
firft ings its part and then obeys.

2 Here Nature's fprightlicft, fweeteft Quire
Their .ord with chearful Notes admire
And cvery Day they chant their Lauds,
Th’® ecchoing Grove their Song applauds.

1 What tho’ their Voices lower be,
The Streams too have their Mclody,
Both Night and Day they warbiing run,
They never paufc but ﬂi{l fing on.

4 All the gay F:ow"rs that pain: the Spring
Hither their Glent Mufick bring;
It Heaven blets them thankful they
Do fmell more tweet, and lcok more giy.

s Awake from Shame my fluggith Hear,
Awake and gladly fing thy parr,
J.carn ev’n of Birds and Springs and Flowezs
How to employ thy nobler Powers.

6 O call whole Nature to thy aid
"~ Since 1t was he whole Nature made :
{:in we inone Eternal Soug,
‘e who to one God 3ll belong.

e Live thou for ever, glorious Lord,
Live thou by all thy Works adord,
' - Greats
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Great-One in Three and Three in One
May all Things bow to thee alone.

IX.

Sun, Moon and Lcs:trgl:” praife ye the

| Egeat of all the Worlds above,
Thou, Sun, whofe R ays adorn oar Sphere
And with unwcaried Swifinefs move

To form the Circle of the Year:

2 Praife the Creator of the Skics
Who decks thy Orb with borrow’d Rays :
Or may the Sun forget to rifc |

When he forgets his Maker’s Praifc:
3 Thou reigning Beaaty of the Nighe,

Fair Queen of Sileuce, Silver Moon,
Whofe paler Fires and Female Light
Are fofter Ruvals of the Noon ¢

4§ Arife, and to that fovereign Power
Waxing and waining tonours pay,
Who bad thee rale the dusky Heours
And half fupply the abient Day.

s Ye glirtering Stars that gild the Skics
When Darknefs has hier Curtain drawn,
Thar keep the Watch with wakeful Eyes,
When Bufiefs, Cares and Day arc gone:

6 Proclaim the Glones of your Lord,
Difpers’d thro® all the heav'nly Street,’
Whofc boundlefs Treafures can afford
So rich a Pavement for his Feet.

; Jhou
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9 Thou Heav'nof Heav’ns fupremely bright,
Fair Palace of the Court divine,
Where with inimizable Light
The Godhead condefcends to fhipe :

8 Praifc thou thy great Inhabitant,
Who fcatters lovely Beams of Grace
On every el, every Saint,
Nor veils the Luftre of his Face.

9 O God of Glory, God of Love,
Thou art the Sun that mak’®t our Days :
Mid'® all thy wondrous Works above
Let Earth and Duft attempt thy Praite f

X.
Eupolis’s Hymn to the Creator.

Par: 1.

1 Uthor of Being, Sourcc of Li
With never fading Beauties bright.
Thou, Fullnefs, Goodnefs, rolling roand
Thy own fair Orb without a Bound.
Fi, or Jao, thee we hail,
G reat kifence that canft never fail !
By Greciau or Barbarick Name,
Thy fteadfaft Being ftill the fame !

2 Thee may thy humble Supphantscall
Or Truth, or Good, or One, or All?
Thee, when fair Morning greets the Skies
With rofy Cheeks ard humid Eyes,
Thee, ween the tweet dechining Day
Now iinks 1n purple Waves away,
Xhee will I fing, O Parent Jove,
ArA seach the Wor'd <o praife and luve.

g Lo’
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3 Lo! yonder azure Vault on high,
Lo ! yonder blue, low, liquidgky,
Lo ! Earth onits firm Bafis plac’d, .
And round with circling Waves embrac'd ;
All thefe creating Power confefs,
All thele their mxghty Make: bleis;
And full thy powerful Hands feftain
Both Earth and Heav'n, both Firm and Main.

Part 11.

t Scarce can our daring Thought arife
To thy Pavilion in the Skies,
Nor can a mortal Tongue declare
The Blifs, the i{oy, the Rapture there.
Nor folitary doft thou reign,
But circled with a Elorious Tram,
The Sons of God, the Sons of Light,
For ever joying in thy Sight !

2 For thee their filver Harps are ftrung,
While ever beauteous, ever young,
Th® Angelick Forms their Voices ratife,
And thro' Heav'us Arch refound they Praifc.
The feather'd Souls that fwim the Arr,
And bath in liquid Ether chere;
T'he Lark, Prccentor ot their Quire,
Leading them higher fill and higher,

Liften'and learn, th® angelick Notes
Repeating in their warbling "[hroats
And e'cr to foft Repot= they go

T'hey teach them to their J.ords below.
(a thegreen Turf, their mofly Noft,
Thz Ev'ning Anthem twellstheir Breaft.
Thus, like thy golden Chain from high.
"Thy Praife anites the Earth and Sky:

Part
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(})u'ft III.

b, Sole from Sole, command'f the Sun
Round on tac burnmg Axles run;

The Stars lie Duft around him fly

And firew the Area of the Sky.

He drives fo {wift his Race above

That Mortals can’t percceive him move ;

So 1n;ooth nis Cour!'c,. obli.quc or ftreight,
Olympus fhakes not with his Weighe,

As the fair $|cen of folemn Night

Fills az his Vafe hicr Orb of Light,
Imparted Luftre; thus we dcc

The folar Virtue thines by thee.
Eirefione we'll no more

Jmaginary Power adore,

Since Uil and Wool and chearing Wine
And Life-fuftaining Bread are thine.

The fragrant Thyme, the bloomy Rofc,

Flower and Herb aud Shrub that grows
Or on Theflalian Tempe's Plain,

Or where tl e rich Sabeans reign :

"["hat treat the Talt, or Smell, or Sight,
For Fcod, for Mcdecine, or Delighe,
All plinred by thy parent Care

Do fpring and fmile and flourifh therc.

Part 1V.

() ye fweet Nurles of foft Dreams,
Ye ready Brooks and winding Strean:s,
Or marm'ring o'er the Pebbles * fheen,
Or {liding thro' the Meadows green ;
Or where thro’ matted Sedge you creep
Slow trav'ling to your parent Deep,
K Refound
* i ¢ /ling or freeth.




