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AT a meeting of the General Aflbciation of the

State of Connecticut in June lalt, it was thought

expedient, that a number of the Pialms in Doctor Watts's

verfion, which are locally appropriated, fhould be al-

tered and applied to the Rate of the Chriftian Church
in general, and not to any particular country; and find-

ing fome attempts had been made to alter and apply

thofe Pfalms to America, or particular parts of America,

tending to deftroy that uniformity in ihe ufe of Pfalmo-

dy, fo defirable in religious afTemblies; they appointed

the Rev. Me firs. Timothy Pitkin, John Smalfy and

Theodore Hinfdale, a Committee to confer with and ap-

ply to Mr. Joel Barhiv, of Hartford, to make the pro-

pofed alterations. Thefe, together with the additions

and the collection of Hymns annexed to this Edition,

we have carefully examined and approved; and we
therefore recommend them to the ufe of the Church of

Crfnit, for the purpofes of public worfhip and private

devotion.

TIMOTHY PITKIN, In r
JOHN SMALLY, £ ^

Com
A
mittce of

THEODORE HINDSDALEJ *»«"*»««•

The following gentlemen, appointed by particular Afib*

:ions, to examine and rcvifc, concur in the above

ion.

MATHAN WILLI//
THOMAS W. BRAY,

[AN PERJtIN





preface;
THE reafons for undertaking the Corr:

ons and Additions, contained in tl

tion of the Pfalms are fufficiently explained in t£ie

foregoing Narrative of the General Ailociation's

Committee. Yet the difficulty of giving general

fatisfaclion in attempts of this kind, 8

realized till the experiment be made. Amonj
the many Verfions which have been give:

thefe Divine Songs, in order to adapt them to

the Chriftian ftate and worfhip, that of Doctor
Watts is undoubtedly in many refpects to be

preferred. His Application or the prophetic

paiTages; his eafy and natural explication of parts

that are in any meafure obfeure; his pure and
elevated drains of devotion, fo pleafing. to every

pious and attentive Reader, have perhaps n

been equalled in our Language: and with refpec't

to his ltyle and manner of verification, they are

not only better adapted to the capacities of com-
mon affemblies, and the eafy folemnity of church
mufic, than any other that have yet appeared;

but it may be prefumed that no Poet after him
will fuccced in compofing devotional fo.'\gs, with-
out taking his model of ftyle and verification

from Doclor "Watts. Were it not for his local

appropriation of fome Pfalms, and his omiflion
of a few others, his Verfion would doubtkft
have been ufed for many ages without an amend-
ment. But as the author of thefe correction

employed, directed, and fupported by fo refpedt-

able a body as the whole Clergy of the State;

and as it is an objecl: of great importance tlrjt

harmony and uniformity ihould be eitabiifhed as

txtenfivcly as pofhble in the life of Pfalmody, lie

has not only avoided all local applications, but

has made fome flighter corrections in point cf
elegance, where the rules of grammar, <
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PREFACE.
blifhed fince the time of Do&or Watts, have
made it neceflary.

The Pfalms confiderably altered are the 21 ft,

60th, 67th, 75th, 124th, 147th; thofe omitted
by Do&or Watts, are the 28th, 43d, 5 2d, 54th,

59th, 64th, 70th, 79th, 88th, 1 08th, 137th,

140th.

The Hymns are felefted chiefly from Do£tor
Watts; fome are entirely new. It was thought

advifeable to bind them in the fame volume, that

facramental and other particular occafions, not

provided for in the Book of Pfalms, might be

Supplied with fuitable fongs of devotion.



IMITATION
OF THE

PSALMS
O F

DAVID.
PSALM I. Common Metre.

The Way and End cf the Righteous and the Wicked.

1

T\
L
?

s T is^ man wh6 /huns the place'JD Where Tinners love to meet;
Who fears to tread their wicked ways,
And hates the fcoffer's feat.

2 But in the ftatutes of the Lord,
Has pJac'd his chief delight;

By day he reads or hears the word,
And meditates by night.

3 [He like a plant of gen'rous kind
By living waters Jet,

Safe from the ftorms and blading wind,
Enjoys a peaceful date.]

4 Green as the leaf, and ever fair

Shall hia profefRon fhine;

While fruits of holinefs appear
Like clutters on the vine.

5 Not fo the impious and unjuft;

What vain defigOS they form!
Their hopes are blown away like du3.
Or chuff before the ftorm.



8 P S A L M I.

6 Sinners in judgment (hall not ftand

Among the fons of grace,

When Cbrift the Judge at his right hand
Appoints his faints a place.

7 His eye beholds the path they tread,

His heart approves it well;

But crooked ways of finners lead

Down to the gates of hell.

P S A L M I. Short Metre.

The Saint happy , the Sinner ntiferahie.-

1 r I ^ H E man is ever bkfr,

I Who fhuns the finners' ways,

Among their councils never (lands,

Nor takes the fcorner's place:

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

Amidft the labours of the day,

And watches of the night.

3 He like a tree fhall thrive,

With waters near the root

;

Frefh as the leaf his. name mail live,

His works are heav'nly fruit.

4 Not fo th' ungodly race,

They no fuch bleflings find:

Their hopes (hall flee* like empty chafF

Before the driving wind.

5 How will they bear to fland

Before that judgment-feat,

Where all tne faints at Chri(t*s right hand

In full affembly meet?

6 He knows and he approves

The way the righteous go:

But finners and their works fhall meet

. A dreadful oyci throw.



P S A L M I. 9

PSALM I. Long Metre.

The Difference between the Righteous and the Wicked,

i 1 TAPPYthemao, whofc caurious feet

JLjL Shun the broad way where finners go,

Who hates the place where atheifts meet,

And fears to talk as feoffors do.

2 He loves t' employ his morning-light

Among the ftatutes of the Lord;
And fpends the wakefid hours of night,

With pleafure pond'ring o'er the word.

3 He, like a plant by gentle dreams,

Shall flouriih in immortal green ;

And heav'n will iliine with kindefl beams,

On ev'ry work his hands begin.

4 But finners find their counfels crofs'd;

As charT before the tempeft flies;

So mail their hopes be blown and lofr,

When the lafl trumpet (hakes the fides.

5 In vain the rebel leeks to fland

In judgment with the pious race;

The dreadful Judge with ftern command
Divides him to a difPrent place.

6 " Straight is the way my faints have trod,

" I blefs'd the path, and drew it plain;

" But you would chufc the crooked road;
" And down it leads to endlefs pain.

PSALM II. Short Metre.

Tranflated according to the Divine Pattern,

Acls iv. 24, &c.

Christ Dying, Rj£tlg% Interceding, and Reigning.

1 TV /TA K£ R and fov'reign Lord
XVX Of heav'n and earth and feas,

Thy providence confirms thy word,

And anfwers thy decrees.
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xo P S A L M II.

2 The things fo Iong foretold

By David, are fulfil'd,

When Jews and GentiJes join to flay

Jefus, thine holy Child.]

3 Why did the Gentiles rage,

And Jews with one accord

Join all their councils to defrroy

Th' Anointed of the Lord ?

4 Rulers and kings agree

To form a vain defign

;

Againft the Lord their pow'rs unite,

Againfl his Chrift they join.

5 The Lord derides their rage,

And will fupport his throne;
He that hath rais'd him from the dead,

Hath own'd him for his Son.

Pause.
6 Now he's afcended high,

To rule the fubject earth ;

The merit of his blccjj he pl-Cads,

-And pleads his heav'nly birth.

7 Beneath his fov'reign fway

The Gentile nations bend;

Far as the world's remoteft bounds.

His kingdom (hall extend.

8 The nations that rebel,

Muft feel his iron rod;

He'll vindicate thofe honours well

Which he receiv'd from God.

9 [Be wife, ye rulers, now,

And worship at his throne

;

With trembling joy, ye people bow,

To God's exalted Son.

io If once his wrath arife,

Ye perifh on the place;

Then blefTed is the foul that files

For refuge to his grace.]



P S A L M II. ii

PS AL M
#
II. Common Metre.

1 TTTllV'iid the rations join to flay

VV The LortP$ anc:;

Why did ; his laws a\

And tread his gofprcl do

Z Tiu Lord that the ikies,

les their n

lie (peaks With veng'ance in his eyes,

And ilrikes their i^I: its thro*.

3 " I call him my eternal Son,
N And raife him from the dead;

11 I make my holy hill his throne,
11 And wide his kingdom fpread.

4 u Allc me, my Son, and then enjoy
11 The utmolr, heathen lands ;

u Thy rod of iron (hall deftroy

M The rebel that withstands."

5 Be wife, ye rulers of the earth,

Obey th* anointed Lord,
Adore the King of heav'nly birth,

And tremble at his word.

6 With humble love addrefs his throne,

For if he frown ye die:

Thofc are fecure, and thofe alone

Who on his grace rely.

PSALM II. Long Metre.

Christ's Death , RefurreSIicn, and Afcj?:fi:>i.

J X7TT HY did the Jews proclaim their rage ?

V V The Romans why their fwords enipk

Againit the Lord their powers eng;:ge,

His dear Anointed to deflroy?

2 M Come, let US break his bands, they fay,

" This man (hall never give us laws;"

And thus they call his yoke ;.

And nail'd the Monarch tothecrofs.

3 But G^d wh ) high in gk

Laughs a: the their rage contr-.
;



ii PSALM II.

He'll fmite their hearts with inward pains,

And fpeak in thunder to their fouls,

4**1 will maintain the King I made
" On Sion's everlafting hill,

" My hand (hall bring him from the dead,
" And he (hall (land your Sov'reign Rill."

5 [His wondrous rifing from the earth,

Makes his eternal Godhead known

;

The Lord declares his heav'nly birth;

" This day have I begot my Son.

6 u Afcend, my Son, to my right hand,
u There thou (halt a(k, and 1 beftow
" The utmoft bounds of heathen lands

;

" To thee their fuppliant tribes (hall bow."]

7 But nations that refift his grace

Shall fall beneath his lifted rod;
"

His arm (hall crufh the impious race,

That dare provoke th' avenging God.

Pause.
8 Now ye that fit on earthly thrones,

Be wife, and ferve the Lord, the Lamb:
- Now to his feet fubmit your crowns,

Rejoice and tremble at his name.

9 With humble love addrefs the Son,

Left he grow angry, and ye die

;

His wrath will burn to worlds unknown,

His love gives life above the (ky.

10 His ftorms mall quell the (tubborn foe,

And fink his honours in the duft:

Happy the fouls, their God that know,

And make his grace their only truft.

PSALM III. Common Metre.

Doubts and fear5 fupprejfed; or, GOD our Defence

from Sin and Satan,

I "]\ IWY God, how many are my fears?

J_\A How fa ft my foes increafe ?

Confpiring my eternal death,

They break my prefent peace.
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2 The lying tempter would perfuade

There's no relief in heav'n,

And all my growing fins appear

Too big to be forgiv'n.

3 But thou, my glory, and my flrength,

Shalt on the tempter tread,

Shalt filence all my threat'ning guilt,

And raife my drooping head.

4 [I cry'd, and from his holy hill

He bow'd a lift'ning ear;

I calPd my Father, and my God,
And he fubdu'd my fear.

5 He med foft (lumbers on mine eyes,

In fpite of all my foes

;

I woke and wonder'd at the grace

That guarded my repofe.

C> What tho' the hoits of death and hell

All arm'd againft me flood;

Terrors no more mall make my foul;

My refuge is my God.

7 A rife, O Lord, fulfil thy grace,

While I thy glory ling;

My God has broke the ferpent's teeth,

And death has loft his fling.

S Salvation to the Lord belongs,

His arm alone can faye;

Blcilings attend thy people here,

And reach beyond the grave.

PSALM III. '1,2,3,4,5,8. Long Metre

.

A Morning Pfahn.

1 (~*\ Lord, how many are my foes,

V^l In this weak ftate of llem and blood?
My peace they daily difcompofe,

But my defence and hope is God.

2 Tir'd with the linden? of the dzv,

To thee I r.Js'd ,\n evening cry;

Thou hcard/l when I began to pray,

I thine almighty help was n

B



M PS A L M IV.

3 Supported by thine heav'nly aid

I laid me down and flept ftcure;
Not death fliould make my heart afraid,TW I mould wake and rife no more.

4 But God fuftain'd me all the night;

Salvation doth to God belong:

He rais'd my head to fee the light,

And makes his praife my morning fong.

PSALM IV. 1,2,3,4,6,7. Long Metre.

Hearing of Prayer ; or, GOD our Port'to?!, ar.J

Christ our Hope.

1 f~\ G o d of grace and righteoufnefs,

V-/ Hear and attend when I complain

;

Thou haft enlarg'd me in diftrefs,

. Bow down a gracious ear again.

2 Ye fons of men in vain ye try

To turn my glory into fhame;

How long will feoffors love to lie,

And dare reproach my Saviour's name?

3 Know that die Lord divides his faints

Prom all the tribes of men befide

;

He hears and pities their complaints,

For the dear fake of Chrift that died.

4 When our obedient hands have done

A thoufand works of righteoufnefs,

We put our trufl in God alone,

And glory in his pard'ning grace.

j Let the unthinking many fay,

" Who will bellow fome earthly good?"

But, Lord, thy light and love we pray;

Our fouls defire this heav'nly food.

6 Then (hall my cheerful powers rejoice

At grace divine, and love fo great

;

Nor will I change my happy choice

For all their wealth and boaftcd (late-
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PSALM IV. Ver. 3,4, 5,8. Common Metre.

An Evening Pfalm.

1 T" ORD, thou wilt hear me when I pray ;

1 a I am for ever thine,

1 fear before thee all the day,

Nor would I dare to fin.

2 And while I red my weary head,

From cares and bufincfs free,

'Tis fweet converfing on my bed,

With my own heart and thee.

3 I pay this evening facrifice;

And when my work is done,

Great God, my faith and hope relies

Upon thy grace alone.

4 Thus with my thoughts compos'd to peace,

I'll give mine eyes to fleep:

Thy hand in fafety keeps my days,

And will my (lumbers keep.PSALM V. Common Metre.
For the Lord's Day-Mornbig.

i ORD, in the morning thou (halt hear

1 a My voice afcending high;

To thee will I direcl my prayer

To thee lift up mine eye.

2 Up to the hills where Chrift is gone
To plead for all his faints,

Prcfenting at his Father's throne

Our fongs and our complaints.

3 Thou art a God, before whofe fight

The wicked (hall not ftand

;

Sinners (hall ne'er be thy delight,

Nor dwell at thy right hand.

4 But to thy houfe will I refurt,

To tafte thy mercies there;

I will frequent thine holy court,

and worfliip in thy fear.

5 O may thy Spiiii guide my feet

In ways of righteoufnefs!

B 2



16 S A L M VI.

Make every pith of Jury (tr&i
And plain before my face.

Pause.
6 My watchful enemies combine

To tempt my feet ad.

They flatter with a bnfe ciefign,

To make my foul their prey.

7 Lord, crufli the ferpent in the dull,

And all his plots deftroy;

"While thofe that in thy mercy truft,

For ever fhout for joy.

8 The men that love and fear thy name,
Shall fee their hopes fulfil'd;

The mighty God will compafs them
With favour as a lhield.

PSALM VI. Common Metre.

Complaint in Sicknefs ; or, Difeafes htakd

1 TN anger, Lord, do not chaflife, '

JL Withdraw the dreadful dorm
;

Nor let thine awful wrath arife

Againd a feeble worm.

2 My foul bow'd down with heavy cares,

My flefh with pain opprefs'd,

My couch is witnefs to my tears,

My tears forbid my red.

3 Sorrow and grief wear out my days;

I wade the night with cries,

And count the minutes as they pafs,

'Till the flow morning rife.

4 Shall I be dill tormented more?

My eyes confum'd with grief?

How long, my God, how long, before

Thine hand afford relief?

5 He hears his mourning children (peak,

He pities all our groans,

He faves us for his mercy's fake,

And heals our broken bones.



PSALM VII. i 7

6 The virtue of his fov'reign word,

Reftores our fainting breath;

For fllent graves praife not the Lord,

Nor is he known in death.

P S A L M VI. Long Metre.

Temptations In Sicknefs overcome.

i ][ ORD, I can fuffer thy rebukes,
-*-^ When thou with kindnefs dofr. chaftife;

But thy fierce wrath I cannot bear,

O let it not againfr. me rife!

2 Pity my languifliing eftate,

And eafe the forrows that I feel
;

The wounds thine heavy hand hath made,

O let thy gentler touches heai!

3 See how in fighs I pafs my days,

And wafte in groans the weary night:

My bed is watcr'd with my tears;

My grief confumes, and dims my fight.

4 Look how the powers of nature mourn

!

How long, Almighty God, how long?

When mall thine hour of grace return?

When (hall I make thy grace my fongj

5 I feel my rkfh fb near the grave,

My thoughts arc tempted to defpair.-

But graves can never praife the Lord,
Fur all is duft and filence there.

C Depart. _rs, from my fon;,

And all defpairing thoughts depart

;

My God, who hears my humble moan,
Will eafe my flefh, and cheer my heart.

P S A £ M VII. Common Metre.
GOB's Cci.erflh People, *ndPu/ij/bnwt tfPerfrcutcrs.
i TV/TV truft is in my heav'nly Friend,

My hope in thee, my God:
Fife and my helplefs life defend,

From tho*e that (eefc ray blood.

2 With infolencc and fury they

My foul in pieces t

B 3



J 3 PSALM VIII.

As hungry lions rend the prey

When no deliverer's near.

3 If e'er my pride provok'd them firft,

Or once abus'd my foe,

Then let them tread my life to duft,

And lay my honour low.

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

I mould not dare appeal to thee,

Nor afk my God to rife.

5 Arife, my God, lift up thy hand,

Tbeir pride and power control

;

Awake to judgment, and command
Deliv'rance for my foul.

Pause.
6 Let finners and their wicked rage

Be humbled to the duft;

Shall not the God of truth engage

To vindicate thejuft!

7 He knows the heart, he tries the reins,

He will defend th' upright:

His (harped arrows he ordains

Againft the fons of fpight.

8 Tho' leagu'd in guile their malice fpread,

A fnare before my way;
Their mifchiefs on their impious head,

His vengeance fhall repay.

9 That cruel perfecuting race

Muft feel his dreadful fword :

Awake, my foul, and praife the grace

And juftice of the Lord.

P S A L M VIII, Short Metre.

GOD* j Sovereignty and Goodnefs ; and Man's

Domhikn over the Creatures.

i £~^\ Lord, our heav'nly King,

\J Thy name is all divine;

Thy gJories round the earth are fpread,

And o'er the heav'ns they fhine.



P S A L M VIII. 19

2 When to thy works on high

I r.iife my wond'ring eyes,

And fee the moon compleat in light

Adorn the darkfome fkies.

3 When I furvcy the (tars

And all their mining forms,

Lord] what is man, that worthlefs thing,

A-kin to dufl and worms ?

4 Lord, what is worthlefs man,
That thou fhouldd love him fo?

Next to thine angels is he plac'd,

And lord
%

of all below.

5 Thine honours crown his head,

While beads, like flaves obey,

And birds that cut the air with wings,

And fiih that cleave the fea.

6 How rich thy bounties are! >

And wondrous are thy ways:

Or dud and worms thy power can frame

A monument of praife.

7 [From mouths of feeble babes
;

And fucklings, thou canfr. draw
Surprising honouis to*thy name,

And ftrike the world with awe.

8 O Lord, our heav'nly King,

Thy name is all divine:

Thy glories round the earth is fprcad,

And o'er the heav'ns they fhine.J

PSALM VIII. Common Metre.

Christ's Condefccvfton and Glorificatio?i; or, GOD
viade Maru

1 f~\ Lord, our Lord, how wond'rous great

V^/ Is thine exalted name!
The glories of thy heav'nly ftate

Let men and babes proclaim.

B 4



io PSALM VIII.

2 When I behold thy works on high,

The moon that rules the night,

And fhining (Kirs that grace the flcy,

Thcfe moving worlds of light;

3 Lord, what is man, or all his race,

Who dwells fj far below,

Thrt thou fhouldft vifit him with grace,

And love his nature fo?

4 That thine eternal Son (hould bear

To take a mortal form,

Made lower than his angels are,

To fave a dying worm.

5 [Yet while he liv'd on earth unknown,
And men would not adore,

Eehold obedient nature own,

His Godhead and his power.

6 The waves lay fpread beneath his feet,

And fifti at his command,
Bring their large fhoals to Peter's net,

Bring tribute to his hand.

7 Thefe fmaller glories of the Son
Shone through the flefhly cloud

;

Now we behold him on his throne,

And men confefs him God.]

8 Let him with majefty be crownM,
Who bow'd his head to death;

And his eternal honours found,

From all things that have breath.

£ Jefus, our Lord, how wond'rous great

Is thine exalted* name!

The glories of thy heav'nly ftate

Let the whole earth proclaim.

PSALM VIII. Ver. I, 2. Paraphrafed.

Fir/i, Part. Long Metre.

The Hofanna ofthe Children; or, Infants praifing GOD.

i A Lmigh TV Ruler of the Ikies,

jljL Through the wide earth thy name is fpread,



PSALM VIII. 21

And thine eternal glories rife

O'er all the hcav'cs thy hands have made.

2 To thee the voices of the young,

There founding notes of honour raife;

And babes, with uninflrudred tongue.

Declare the wonders of thy praife.

3 Thy power 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 amidtt thy temple throng

To fee their gfleat Redeemer's face;

The Son of David, is- their fong,

And loud Hofannas fill the place.

5 The frowning fcribes and angry priefls

In vain their impious cavils bring;

Revenge fits filent in their breafts,

While Jewifh babes proclaim their King.

PSALM VIII. Ver. 3, Sec. Paraphrafei.

Second Part. Long Metre.

Adcnn and Christ, Lords ofthe Old arid New Creation*

i If" ORD, what was man when made at firft,

*-- Adam the offspring of the dufr,

That thou (houldft fet him and his race

But juft beluw an angel's place?

j. That thou fhouldlc raife his nature 16,

And make him lord of all below,

Make every bead and bird fubmit,

And lay the filhes at his feet ?

3 But ! what brighter glories wait

To crown the fecond Adam's (late!.

What honours (hall thy Son adorn,

Who condefcended to be born?

4 See him below his angels made;
Behold him number'd with the dead,
To five a ruin'd world from fin:

But he mall reign with pow'r divine.
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5 The world to come, redeemed from ail

The miseries that attend the fall,

New made and glorious, (hall fubinit

At our exalted Saviour's feet.

PSALM IX. Firjl Metre.

Wratk and Mercy froin the Judgment &
i TT7ITH my whole heart I'll raife my fong,

V ? Thy wonders I'll proclaim;

Thou fovereign Judge of right and wrong
Wilt put thy foes to fhame.

2 I'll fing thy majefty and grace;

My God prepares his throne

To judge the world with righteoufnefs,

And make his vengeance known.

3 Then mail the Lord a refuge prove

For all die poor opprefs'd

;

To fave the people of his love,

And give the weary reft.

4 The men that know thy name will truft

In thy abundant grace;

For thou haft ne'er forfook the juft,

Who humbly feek thy face.

5 Sing praifes to the righteous Lord,

Who dwells on Sion's Hill,

Who executes his threatening word,

Whofe works his grace fulfil.

PSALM IX. Ver. 12. Second Part

The Wifdont and Equity of Providence.

j TTTHENthe great Judge fupreme and juft,

VV Shall once enquire for blood,

The humble fouls that mourn in duft,

Shall find a faithful God.

2 He from the dreadful gates of death

Does his own children raife;

In Sion's gates, with cheerful breathy

They fing iheir Father's praife.
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3 His foes fhall fell, with heedkfi feet,

Into the pit they made;

And finners peiilh in the net

That their own hands have fpread.

4 Thus by thy judgment, mighty God
Are thy deep counfels known;

When men of mifehief are deftroy'd,

In fnares that were their own.

Pause.
5 The wicked fhall fink down to hell;. i

Thy wrath devour the lands,

That dare forget thee, or rebel

Againft thy known commands.

6 Though faints to fore diftrefs are brought,

And wait and long complain,

Their cries fhall never be forgot,

Nor fhall their hopes be vain.

7 [Rife, great Redeemer, from thy feat,

To judge and fave the poor

;

Let nations tremble at thy feet,

And man prevail do more.

8 Thy thunder fhall affright the proud,

And put their hearts to pain,

Make them confefs that thou ait God,/
And they but feeble men.

P S A L M X. Common Metre.

Prayer bc.irdy and Saints faved; or, Pridf, AthVtfm*

and Opprejfwn punifJ?ed.

For a Humiliation Day.
i TI7HY doth the Lord depart fo far,

VV And why conceal his face,

When great calamities appear,

And times of deep diftrefs?

2 Lord, fhall the wicked ftill deride
Thy juflice and thy laws ?

Shall they advance their heads in pride,

And flight the righteous caufe.

B 6
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3 They cad thy judgments from their light,

And then infuit the poor,

They boaft in their exalted height,

That they /hail fall no more.

4 Arife, O God, lift up thine hand,

Attend our humble cry

;

No enemy mall dare to (land

When God afcends on high.

Pause.
5 Why do the men of malice rage,

And fay with foolim pride,

" The God of heav'n wiii ne'er engage
" To fight on Sion's fide."

6 But thou for ever art our Lord;
And powerful is thine hand,

As when the heathens felt thy fword

And perifh'd from thy land.

7 Thou wilt prepare our hearts to pray,

And caufe thine ear to hear;

Accept the vows thy children pay,

And free thy faints from fear.

8 Proud tyrants mail no more opprefs

No more defpife the juft.

;

And mighty finners (hall confels

They are but earth and duft.

PSALM XI.

GOD loves the Righteous, and hates the Wicked.

1 TV /fY refuge is the God of love,

JLVx Why do my foes infuit and cry,

11 Fly like a tim'rous trembling dove,

" To diftant woods or mountains fly."

2 If government be once deftroy'd,

(That firm foundation of our peace)

And violence make juftice void,

Where (hall the righteous feek redrefs ?

3 The Lord in heav'n has tix'd his throne,

His eye furveys the v/orld below;
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To him all mortal things are known,

His eye-lids fearch our fpirits through.

4 If he afflicts his faints fo far,

To prore their love, and trv their gracc
;

What may the bold tranfgreffors fear?

His foul abhors their wicked ways.

5 On impious wretches he fhall rain

Sulphurous flames of wafting death,

Such as he kindled on the plain

Of Sodom, with his angry breath.

6 The righteous Lord loves righteous fouls,

Whofe thoughts and actions are fncere,

And with a gracious eye beholds

The men that his own image bear.

P S A L M XII. Long Metre.

The Saint's Safety and Hope in evil Timer: or, Sins of

the Tongue complained of, viz. Blafphemy, Fa/j7;ciJ
}

&c.

1 A Lmighty GOD, appear and fave

Ji\. For vice and vanity prevail:

The godly perifh in the grave,

The juft depart, the faithful fail.

2 The whole difeourfe, when crouds arc met,

Is filPd with trifles loofe and vain;

Their lips are flattery and deceit,

And their proud language is profane.

3 But lips that with deceit abound

Shall not maintain their triumph long:

The God of vengeance will confound

The flattering and blafpheming tongue.

4 " Yet fhail our words be free, they cry;
11 Our tongues (hall be corttroPd by none:
" Where is the Lord, will aik us why?
'* Or fav, our lips are cot our own T'
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5 The Lord, who fees the poor opprefs'd,

And hears th' opprefTor's haughty ihuin,

Will rife to give his children reit,

Nor fhall they truft his word in vain.

6 Thy word, O Lord, tho' often try'd,

Void of deceit fhall ftill appear;

Not filver, feven times purify'd

From drofs and mixture, mines fo clear.

7 Thy grace fhall in the darkest hour

Defend from danger and farprife;

Tho' when the vileft men havo power,

On every fide opprefTors rife.

PSALM XII. Common Metre.

Complaint of a general Corruption of Manners : or,

The Proi?iife and Signs ^/"Christ's coming tojudgment.

1 TJ E L P, Lord, for men of virtue fail,

JL~X Religion lofes ground;

The fons of violence prevail,

And treacheries abound.

2 Their oaths and promifes they break,

Yet aft the flatterer's part;

With fair deceitful lips they fpeak,

And with a double heart.

3 If we reprove fome hateful lie,

They fcorn our faithful word:
u Are not our lips our own," they cry,

" And who (hall be our Lord?"

4 Scoffers appear on every fide,

Where a vile race of men
Is rais'd to feats of power and pride,

And bears the fword in vain.

Pause.
5 Lord, when iniquities abound,

and blafphemy grows bold,

When faith is rarely to be found,

and love is waxing cold;
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6 Is not thy chariot haft'ning onr

Haft thou not given the fign?

Mav wc not traft and live upon

Apromife fo divine?

7 " Yes, faith the Lord, now will I rife,

44 And make th' oppreffors flee;

" I /hall appear to their lurprife,

44 And fet my fervants free."

8 Thy word, like filver feven times try'd,

Thro' age? ft all endure;

The men that in thy truth confide

Shall &nd thy promife fure.

PSALM XIII. Common Metre.

Complaint wider the Temptathn cf the Devx,

1 T T OW long wilt thou conceal thy face :

JLjL My God, how long delay ?

When mail I ftQ\ thofe heav'nly rays

That chafe my fears away ?

2 How long (hall my poor laboring foul

Wreftle and toil in vain?

Thy word can all my foes control,

And cafe my raging pain.

3 See how the Prince of darknefs tries

All his malicious am;
He fpreads a mi ft around my eyes,

And throws his firey darts.

4 Be thou my fun, and thou my fhield,

My foul in fafety keep;

Make haite before mine eyes are feaTd

In death's eternal fleep.

5 How would the tempter boaft aloud,

Should I become his prey!

Behold the fons of hell grow proud

To fee thy long delay.
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6 But they (hall 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 ibverei^n grace

Whence all my comforts fpring.

I fhall employ my lips in praife,

And thy falvation fing.

PSALM XIV. Firjl Part. Common Metre.

By Nature all Men are /inners.

F O O L S in their hearts believe and lay,

" That all religion's vain,

There is no God that reigns on high>

Or minds th' affairs of men."

.2 From thoughts fo dreadful and profane

Corrupt difcourfe proceeds

;

And in their impious hands are found

Abominable deeds.

3 The Lord from his celeffial 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 practice 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 fpeak deceit,

Their flanders never ceafe;

How fwift to mifchief are their feet;

Nor know the paths of peace.

6 Such feeds of fin (that bitter root)

In every heart are found

;

Nor can they bear diviner fruit,

Till grace refine the ground.

'
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PSALM XIV. Second Part. Common Metre.

The folly cf Pcrfcutors.

R E flnners now fo fenfelefs grown•A 1

That they the faints devour?

And never worfhip at thy throne,

Nor fear thine awful power?

2 Great God, appear to their furprife,

Reveal thy dreadful name;

Let them no more thy wrath defpife,

Nor turn our hope to fhame.

3 Doft thou not dwell among the juft?

And yet our foes deride,

That we mould make thy name our truft:

Great God, confound their pride.

4 Oh that the joyful d^y was come
To finiih our diftrefs!

When God mall bring Jus children home,

Our fongs (hall never ceafe.

PSALM XV. Common Metre.

Characters of a Saint : or, A Citizen of Ziot: ; or,

The Qualijicatiinj ofa Chrijlian.

1 \VT H O mall inhabit in thy hill,

VV O Godofholinefs?
Whom will the Lord admit to dwell

So near his throne of grace?

2 The man that walks in pious ways,

And works with righteous hands;

That trufts his Maker's promis'd gtacc

And follows his commands.

3 He fpeaks the meaning of his heart,

Nor Danders with his tongue;

Will fcarce believe an ill report,

Nor do his neighbour wrong.
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The wealthy firmer he contemns,

Loves ?\\ that fear the Lord;
And tho* to his own hurt he fwcars,

Still he performs his word.

5 His hands difdain a golden bribe,

And never wrong the poor,

This man (hall dwell with God on earth,

And find his heav'n fecurc.

PSALM XV. Long Metre.

Religion and Jiifliccy Goodnefs and Truth; or, duties

to G D and Man; or,* The Shialifixations of a

Chrijlian.

i "\^C7^HO fhall ;ifcend thy heav'nly place,

VV Great God, and dwell before thy face?

The man that minds religion now,

And humbly walks with God below:

2 Whofe hands are pure, whofe heart is clean;

Whofe lips ftill fpeak the thing they mean

;

No (landers dwell upon his tongue

;

He hates to do his neighbour wrong.

3 £ Scarce will he truft an ill report,

Or vent it to his neighbour's hurt:

Sinners of (late he can defpife,

But faints are honour'd in his eyes.]

4 [Firm to his word he ever flood,

And always makes his promife good

Nor dares to change the thing he fwears,

Whatever pain orjofs he bears.]

5 [He never deals in bribing gold,

And mourns that juflice mould be fold

;

While others fcorn and wrong the poor,

Sweet charity attends his door.]

6 He loves his enemies, and prays

For thofe that curfe him to his face

;

And doth to all men (lill the fame

That he would hope or wilh from them.
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7 Yet, when bis holieil works are done,

His foul depends on grace alone:

This is the man thy face (hall fee,

And dwell for ever, Lord, with thee.

PSALM XVI. Firjl Part. Long Metre.

C'jnfcjfion cf our Poverty ; and, Saints the heft Company:
or, Good Works profit Ma?:, not GOD.

1 T) Reserve me, Lord, in time of need,

JL For fuccour to thy throne I rlee,

But have no merits there to plead;

My goodnefs cannot reach to thee.

2 Oft have my heart and tongue confeft

How empty and how poor I am

;

My praife can never make thee bleft,

Nor add new glories to thy name.

3 Yet, Lord, thy faints on earth may reap

Some profit by the good we do;

Thefe are the company I keep,

Thefe are the choiceil friends I know.

4 Let others chufe the fons of mirth

To give a relifh to their wine

;

I love the men of heav'nly birth,

Whofe thoughts and language are divine.

PSALM XVI. Seccnd Part. Long Metre.

Christ's All-fufficicncy.

1 T T OW faft their guilt and forrows rife,

JLjL Who hade to feek fome idol-god!

I will not tafte their facrifice,

Their ofPringB cf forbidden blood.

2 My God provides a richer cup,

And nobler food to live upon

;

He for my life has offer'd up

Jefus, his be(t beloved Son.

3 His love is my perpetual feaft;

By day his counfels guide me right;
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And be his name for ever bteft,

Who gives me fweet advice by night.

4 I fet him ftill before mine eyes;

At my right hand he (lands prepar'd

To keep my foul from all furprife,

,

And be my everlafting guard.

PSALM XVI. Third Part. Long Metre.

Courage in Death, and Hope ofthe Refurrefticn.

1 \\T HEN God is nigh, my faith is ftrong,

* * His arm is my almighty pro}).

Be glad, my heart, rejoice, my tongue,

My dying rlem fliall refl in hope.

2 Though in the dud I lay my head,

Yet, gracious GooH thou wilt not leave

My foul for ever with the dead,

Nor lofe thy children in the grave.

3 My flefh (hall thy firft call obey,

Shake off the dufl, and rife on high;

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

4 There ftreams of endlefs pleafure flow;

And full difcoveries of thy grace

(Which we but tailed here below)

Spread heav'nly joys thro* all'the place.

PSALM XVI. i—8. FirJ} Part. Com. Metre.

Support and Cbunfelfrom GOD without Merit.

i HAVE me, O Lord, from every foe;

O In thee my truft I place,

Though all the good that I can do

Can ne'er deferve thy grace:

2 Yet if my God prolong my breath,

The faints may flill rejoice,

The faints, the glory of the earth,

The people of my choice.
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3 Let heathens to iheir Labis hafte,

And worlhip wood or Irene;

But my delightful lot is caft

Where the true God is known.

4 His hand provides my conftant food,

He iills my daily cup;

Much am I plcas'd with prcfent good,

But more rejoice in hope.

5 God is my portion and my joy;

His counfels are my light:
.

He gives me fweet advice by day,

And gentle hints by night.

6 My foul would all her thoughts approve

To his all-feeing eye;

Nor death nor hell my hope mall move
While fuch a friend is nigh.

P S A L M XVI. Second Part. Common Metre.

The Death and Refurreclion of Chrift.

i " T" Set the Lord before my face,

X " He bears my courage up:
" My heart, my tongue their joys exprefs,

" My rlefh mall reft in hope.

2 " My fpirit, Lord, thou wilt not leave
u Where fouls departed are;

" Nor quit my body to the grave

" To fee corruption there.

3
u Thou wilt reveal the path of life,

" And raife me to thy throne:
u Thy courts immortal pleafure give,

u Thy prefencc joys unknown."

4 [Thus in the name of Chrift: the Lord,
The holy David fu ng,

And providence fulfils the word
Of his prophetic tongue.
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5 Jefus, whom every faint adores,

Was crucify'd and Bain';

Behold the tomb its prey reftores,

Behold he lives again.

6 When fhall my feet arife and (land

On heaven's eternal hills ?

There fits the Son at God's right hand,

And there the Father frniles.]

PSALM XVII, Ver. 13, &c. Short Metre.

Portion of Saints and Sinners : or, Hope and Despair

in Death.

1 ARISE, my gracious God,

JTjL And make the wicked flee;

They are but thy chaftifing rod

To drive thy faints to thee.

2 Behold the finner dies,

His haughty words are vain;

Here in this life his pleafure lies,

And all beyond is pain.

3 Then let his pride advance,

And boaft of all his (tore;

The Lord is my inheritance,

My foul can wifh no more.

4 I mail behold the face

Of my forgiving God;
And ftand compleat in righteoufnefs,

Wafh'd in my Saviour's blood.

5 There's a new heav'n begun

When I awake from death,

Drcft in the likenefs of thy Son,

And draw immortal breath-
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PSALM XVII. Long Metre

The Sinner's Portion and Saint's Hope; or, the Heaven

offeparate Sohls y and the RefurreH

1 ORD, I am thine; but thou wilt prove

1 a My faith, my patience and my love;

When men of fpite againit me join,

They arc the fword, the hand is thine.

2 Their hope and portion lie below;

'Tis all the happinefs they know,
'Tis all they feek; they take their fhares;

And leave the reit among their heirs.

3 What fmners value, I rcfign

;

Lord 'tis enough that thou art mine:

I (hall behold thy blifsful face,

And (land compleat in righteoufnefs.

4 This life's a dream, an empty fiicw;

But the bright world, to which I go,

Hath joys fubftantial and fincere;

When fhall I wake and find me there?

5 O glorious hour! O bleft abode!

I mall be near, and like my God

;

And flefh and fin no more control

The facred pleafures ofthe foul.

6 My flefh fhall (lumber in the ground,

Till the lait trumpet's joyful found:

Then burft the chains with fweet furprife

And in my Saviour's image rife.

PSALM XVIII. Firjl Part. Long Metre.

Ver. i.—o, 15.— 18.

Deliverancefrom Dcfpair; or, Temptation overcome*

1 HPHE E will I love, O Lord, my (trength,

X My ruck, my tower, my high defence;

Thy mighty arm (hall be my trufr,

For I have found falvation thence,
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2 Death, and the terrors of the grave,

Stood round me with their difnul ihade;

While floods of high temptation rofc,

And made my finking foul afraid.

3 I faw the op'ning gates of hell

With endlefs pains and forrows there,

(Which none but they that feel can tell)

While I was hurry 'd to defpair.

4 In my diftrefs I call'd my God,
When I could fcarce believe him mine;
He bow'd his ear, to my complaint;

And prov'd his laving grace divine.

5 [With fpeed he flew to my relief,

As on a cherub's wing he rode;

Awful, and bright as lightning, mone
The face of my deliverer, God.

6 Temptations fled at his rebuke,

The blaft of his Almighty breath

:

He fent falvation from on high,

And drew me from the deeps of death.]

7 Great were my fears, my foes were great,

Much was their ftrength, and more their rage;

But Chriir, my Lord, is conqueror (till

In all the wars the proud can wage.

8 My fong for ever fhall record

That terrible, that joyful hour

;

And give the glory to the Lord
Due to his mercy and his power.

PSALM XVIII.

Second Part. Ver. 20.—26. Long Metre-

Sincerity proved and rewarded.

1 X ORD, thou haft feen my foul fincere,

L j Had made thy truth and love appear:

Lefore mine eyes I fet thy laws,

And thou haft own'd my righteous caufe.
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2 Since I have learn'd thy holy ways,

I've walk'd uprightbe&rc thy face:

Or if my feet did e*ef depart,

Thy love r-eclaim'd my wandWtig heart.

3 What fore temptations broke my reft!

What wars and ftrugglings in iny bread!

But thro' thy grace that reigns v/ithin,

I guard againft my darling (in.

4 That (in that clofc- befits me frill,

That works and fbives againft my will;

When mall thy Spirit's fov'rcign pow'r

Defhoy it, that it rife no more?

5 With an impartial hand, the Lord
Deals out to mortals their reward:

The kind and faithful fouls mall find

A God as faithful and as kind.

6 And men that love revenge mall know,
#God hath an arm of veng'ance too.

The juft and pure, mail ever fay,

Thou art more pure, more juft than they.

P S A L M XVIII. Third Part. Long Metre.

Vcr. 30, 31, 34, 35, 463 &c.

1 T U S T are thy ways, and true thy word,

*l Great Rock ofmy fecure abode:

Who is a God-befidc the Lord?
Or wherc's a refuge like our God?

2 'Tis he that girds me with his might,

Gives me his holy fword to wield;

i while with fin and hell I fight,

Spreads his falvation for my fhicld.

lives, and blcflings crown his reign,

The God of my falvation lives,

dark deugns of hell arc vain;

While heav'nly peace my Father gives.

c
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4 Before the fcofTers of the a;

I will exalt my Father's :

Nor tremble at their mighty rage,

But meet reproach, and bear the Quuhoi

5 To David and bis royal feed

Thy grace for ever ihaJJ extend
;

Thy love to faints, in Chrift their head,
Knows not a limit, nor an end.

PSALM XVIII. FirfiPari. Common Metre.

Viftory and Triumph over Temporal Enemies.

i *\T7"E love thee, Lord, and we adore,
vv Now is thine arm reveal'd;

Thou art our flrength, our heavenly tower,

Our bulwark and our ihield.

2 We fly to our eternal Rock,
And find a fure defence

;

His holy name our lips invoke,

- And draw falvation thence.

3 When God our leader fhines in arms,

What mortal heart can bear

The thunder of his loud alarms ?

The lightning of his fpearr

4 He rides upon the winged wind,

And angels in array

In millions wait to know his mind.

And fwift as flames obey.

•$ He fpeaks, and at his fierce rebuk

.

Whole armies are difmay'd;

His voice* ,his frown, his angry look

Strikes all their courage dead.

6 He forms our generals for the field,

With all their dreadful fkifl ;

Gives them his awful fv. i d to wield,

And mai.es their hearts of ft
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7 Oft has the Lord whole nations blcfl

Fur his own church's fake;

The pow'rs that gave his people i

Shall of his care partake.

PSALM XVIII. Second Part. Com. Metre

The Conqueroi
y
s Seng*

i
r H 1 O thine almighty: arm we owe

JL The triumphs of the day;

Thy terrors, Lord, confound the foe,

And melt their ftrength away.

2 'Tis by thy aid our troops prevail,

And break united powers,

Or burn their boaftcd fleets, or fcaie

The proudeft of their towers.

3 Hew have we chas'd them thro' the field,

And trod them to the ground,

While thy falvation was our ihield,

But they no fnelter found 1

4 Id vain to idol-faints they cry,

And pcrifh in their blood;

Where is a rock fo great, fo high,

So powerful as our God ?

5 The God of Ifim'j ever lives

;

His name be ever bit ft;

"Tis his own arm the victory give?,

And gives his people reft.

PSALM XIX. FirJIPurt. Short Metre,

The B'yok of Nature and Seriftare.

For a Lord's Day Mdfcr

i TJ E hold the loft;.

Jj Declares its makei (

And all the ftarry works on high

Proclaim his
p

id.

C 2
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2 The darknefs and the light

' Still keep their courfe the fame;
While night to day and day to oigln

Divinely teach his name.

3 In cv'ry difPrent land

Their g-neral voice- is known;
They mew the wonders of his hand,

And orders of his throne.

4 Ye chriftian lands rejoice,

Here he reveals his word;
We are not left to nature's voice

To bid us know the Lord.

5 His (Unites and commands
Are fet before our eyes,

He puts his gofpel in our hands,

Where our falvation lies.

6 His laws are juft and pure,

His truth without deceit,

His promifes forever fure,

And his rewards are great.

7 [Not honey to the tafte

Affords fo much delight,

Nor gold that has the furnace pafsVi

So much allures the fight.

8 While of thy works I fing,

Thy glory to proclaim,

Accept the praife, my God, my King,

In my Redeemer's name.]

PSALM XIX. Second Part. Short Metre.

GOD's luord imjl Excellent : or, Sincerity Qnd

Watchfuhefs.

For a Lord's Day-Morning.

I TJ E h o l d the morning fun

JD Begins his glorious way;

His beams thro' all the na:ions run,

And life and light convey.
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2 But where the gofpel comes
It breads diviner light,

It calls dead finners from their tombs,

And gives the blind their figbu

3 How period is thy word I

And all thy judgments juft,

Forever fure thy promifc, Lord,

And men iecurdy truiL

4 My gracious God, how plain

Arc thy directions given!

Oh may I never read in vain,

But find the path to heaven

!

Pause.
£ I heard thy word with lover

And I would fain obey;

Send thy goe*l Spirit from above

To guide me, left I ftray.

6 Oh who can ever find

The errors of his ways?

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

7 Warfl me of every fin,

Forgive hay fecret faults,

And cleanfe this guilty foul of mine,

Whole crimes exceed my thought*

f: White with my heart and tongue

1 fpread thy praife abroad;

Accept the woe/hip and the fbfl

My Saviour and my God.

P S A L M XIX. Long Metre.

He Becks of Nat

Th Glorj

i
r

|
1 H E hea\ Y.s declare thy glory, 1

JL In l oodnels thin

B It when our t

We read thv name ir.
r

;

: ^ir lij

c 3
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a The rolling fun, the changing light,

A :d nights and days thy power confefs ;

But thv- bled volume thou haft writ,

Reveals thy juftice and thy grace.

5 Sun, moon, and ftars convey thy praife

Round the whole earth, and never Hand;
So when thy truth began its race,

Jt touched and glanc'd on every land.

4 Nor (hall thy {Spreading gofpel reft

Till through the world thy truth has run

;

Till Chrift has all the nations bleft,

That fee the light, or feel the fun.

5 Great Sun of Righteoufnefs, arife,

Blefs the dark world with heav'nly light;

Thy gofpel makes the fimple wife,

Thy laws are pure, thy judgments right.

6 Thy nobleft wonders here we view,

In fouls renew'd and fins forgiven,

Lord, cleanfe my fins, my foul renew,

And make thy word my guide to heaven.

'PSALM XIX. To the tune of the 1 13th Pfalm.

The Bock of Nature and Scripture.

x f~^\ REAT God, the heaven's well orderd frame

VJT Declares the glories of thy name:

There thy rich works of Wonder fliine,

A thoufand ftarry beauties there,

A thoufand radiant marks appear

Of boundlefs .power, and full divine.

2 From night to day, from day to night,

The dawning and the dying light,

Leclures of heav'nly wifdom read;

With lilent eloquence they raife

Our thoughts to our Creator's praife,

And neither found nor language need.

3 Yet their divine inftruclions run

Far as the journeys of the fun,

And every nation knows their voice.
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The fun, like fome young bridegroom dreft,

Breaks from the chambers of the eaft,

Rolls round, and makes the earth rejoice.

4 Where'er he fpreads his beams abroad,

Hefmiles, and (peaks his maker God:
All nature joins to (hew thy praifc;

Thus Gotl in every creature mines

;

Fair is the book of nature's lilies,

But fairer is the book of grace.

Pause.

5 I love the volumes of thy word;

What light and joy thole leaves afford

To fouls benighted and diftreft!

Thy precepts guide my doubtful way,

i fear forbids my feet to (tray, '
.

Thy promife leads my heart to reft.

6 From the difcoverics of thy law

The perfect rules of life I draw:

Thefe are my ftudy and delight;

Not honey fo invites the taile,

Nor gold that hath the furnace pad
Appears fo pleafing to the fght.

7 Thy threatnings wake my (lumbering eye^
And warn me where my danger lies

;

But 'tis thy blefled gofpel, Lord,
That nukes my guilty confeience c!

Converts my foul, fubdues my iin,

And gives a free, but large re v.

8 Who knows the errors of his thoughts ?

God, forgive my fcpret fai

And from prefumptucus fins i

Accept my poor attempts of pr

a

That I have read thy book of ^
t

:

And book of nature not in vain.

c 4
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PSALM XX.
Prayer and HJpe of Fiftory.

For a Day of Prayer in Time of War.
* "TVT^W may the God of power and grace

_l/\ Attend his people's humble i

Jehovah hears when Ifrael prays,

And brings deJiv'rance from on high.

2 The name of Jacob's God defends,

When bucklers fail and brazen walls $

He from his fancluary fends

Succour and (trength when Sicn calls.

3 Well he remembers all our fighs,

His love exceeds our bed deferts;

His love accepts the facrifice

Of humble groans and broken hearts.

4 In his falvation is our hope,

And in the name of IfraePs God,
Our troops mall lift their banners up,

Our navies fpread their flags abroad.

5 Same truft in horfe train'd for war,

And fome ofchariots make their boalls

;

Our fared Expectations are

From thee, the Lord of heav'nly holts.

6 [O may the memVy of thy name
Infpire our armies for the fight!

Our foes mali fall and die with fhame,

Or quit the field with coward flight.]

7 Now fave us, Lard, from flavifh fear,

Now let our hopes be firm and flrong,

Till thy falvation (hall appear,

And joy and triumph raife the fong.

PSALM XXI. Common Metre.

National BUJfmgs acknowledged.

l TN thee great God, with fong3 of pra

JL Our favour'd realms rejoice;

And, blefl with thy falvation, raife

To heav'n their cheerful voice.
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\ Thv flue defence, thro' nations round,

Hath iprcad Our rilin: Dame*

And all our feeble efforts crown \i

With freedom and with tame.

;
In deep difhefs our injur'd land

ImplorM thy power to line ;

For life we pray'd, thy bounteous b

The timely bleilirig gave.

. Thy mighty arm, eternal Power,

Oppos'd their deadly aim,

In mercy fwept them irom our (liorc,

And fptead their fai4s with Ola

i

On thee, in want, in v/oe, or jxiin,

Our hearts alone rely;

Our rights thy mercy will maintain,

And all our wants fupply.

Thus, Lord, rhy wond'rous power deckre.

And (till exalt thy fame

:

While we glad fongs of praife pR
For thine Almighty name.

PSALM; XXI. u—g . Long Metre.

Chrift exalted to the Kin^

DA v 1 d rejoie'd in God his fhrngth,

Rais'd to the throne by fpecial grace,

But Chrift the Son appears at length,

Fulfils the triumph and the praife.

How great the bleft MeffiallYjby

In the falvation of thy hand!

Lord, thou haft rais'd his kingdom hi

Andgiv'n the world to his command.

Thy goodnefs grants what e'er he will,

Nor doth the leaft rcqucil withhold"

Bleflings of love prevent him ftiik

And crowns ofglory, not ofgold.

Honour and maj:

Around his facred temples Jhinv ;

c 5
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Blefi with the favour of thy face,

And length of everlaiting days.

3 Thine hand (hall find out all his foes

;

And as a fiery oven glows
With raging heat, and living coals,

So (hall thy wrath devour their fouls.

PSALM XXII. i— 1 6. Fir/1 Part. Com. Metre.
The Sufferings and Death of Chriji.

1 TT7"HY has my God my foul forfook,

* * Nor will a fmile afford?

(Thus David once in anguifh fpoke,

And thus our dying Lord.)

2 Tho' 'tis thy chief delight to dwell

Among thy praifing faints,

Yet thou canll hear our groans as well,

And pity our complaints.

3 Our fathers truited in thy name,

And great deliv'rance found:

But I'm a worm defpis'd of men,

And trodden to the ground.

4 With making head they pafs me by,

And laugh my foul to fcorn

;

" In vain he trufls in God", they cry,

*< Neglecled and forlorn."

5 But thou art he, who form'd my flefh,

By thine almighty word

;

And fince I hung upon the bread

My hope is in the Lord.

6 Why will my Father hide his face

When foes ftand threat'ning round

In the dark hour of deep diftrefs,

And not an helper found?

Pause.

7 BeBeld thy Darling left among

The cruel and the proud,

By foes encompafs'd fierce and ftrbng,

As lions roaring loud.
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£ From earth and hell my forrows W
To multiply the fm.

Thcv nail my hands, they pierce my feet,

And try to vex my 1

9 Yet ifthy fov'reign hand let loofe

The rage of earth and hell,

Whv will my heav'nly Father bru

The Son he loves fo well?

10 My God, if pofliblc it be,

Withhold this bitter cup;

But I refign my will to thee,

And di ink the forrows up.

il My heart diflblves with pangs unknown,
In groans I v/afte my breath

:

Thy heavy hand has brought me down,

Low as the dull of death.

12 Father, I give my fpirit up,

And truft it in thy hand;

My dying flefh fhall reft in hope,

And rife at thy command.

PSALM XXIL 20, 21, 27—31. Second i\

Common Metre.
Christ's Sufferings a?id Exaltaticiu

1 " TVT"OW from the roaring lion's rage ?

L\l " O Lord, protect thy Son,
" Nor leave thy Darling to engage

" The powers of hell alone."

2 Thus did our fufPring Saviour pray

With mighty cries and tears,

God heard him in that dreadful day,

And chas'd away his fears.

3» Great was the vi&ory of his dead*

His throne exalted high;

And all the kindreds of the earth

Shall worfhip or mail die. I

4 A num'rous offspring nuift arife

From his expiring gi

C6
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They foal] be reckon 'd in his eyes

For daughters and for fons.

5 The meek and humble fouls mall fee

His table richly fpread
;

And all that ftck the Lord mall be

With joys immortal fed.

6 The ides mall know the righteoufnefs

Of our incarnate God,
And nations yet unborn profefs

Salvation in his blood.

P S A L M II. Long Metre.

Christ's Sufferings cuid Exaltation*

j TWT OW let our mournful fong3 record

X\ The dying forrows of our Lord,
When he complain'd in tears and blood,

As one forfaken of his God.

2 The Jews behold him thus forlorn,

And lhake their heads and latfgh in fcorn

;

* He refcued others from the grave;

" Now let him .try himfelf to five.

3 " This is the man did once pretend

" God was his Father and his Friend;
" IfGodthebleiTedlovMhimfo,
" Why doth he fail to help him now.

"

4 Oh favage people ! cruel priefts

!

How they flood round like raging beafls;

Like lions gaping to devour,

When God had left him in their power.

5 They wound his head, his hands, his feet,

Till frreams of blood each other meet;

By lot his garments they divide,

And mock the pangs in which he died.

6 But Gocthis Father heard his cry;

Rais'd from the dead he reigns on high

;

The nations learn his righteoufnefs,

And humble finners talk his gracs.
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PSALM XXIIL Long Metre

GOD cur SI.epherJ.

1 "1\ /TY fhepherd is tiie living Lord;

XVA Now (hall my wants be well fopply'd;

His providence and holy \v<vd

Become my fafety and my guide.

2 In paftures where falvation grows

He makes me fled, he makes me reft^

There living water gently flows,

And all the food divinely bleft.

3 My wand'ring feet his ways mi'take

.

But he reftores my foul to peace,

And leads me, for his mercy's fake,

In the fair paths of righteoufnefs.

4 Tho' I walk thro' the gloomy vale,

Where death and all its terrors are,

My heart and hope /hall never fail,

IV r God, my fhepkerd's with me ther*

5 Amidil the darknefs and the deeps

Thou art my comfoit, thou my Hay;

Thy flarTfuppotts my fetUe fteps,

Thy rod directs my doubtful way.

6 The fons of earth and fons of hell

Gaze at thy goodnefs, and re] .

To fee m > d Co well

With living bread and cheerful wine.

7 [How I rejoice, when on my head
Thy Spirit condefcends to refl!

'Tis a divine anointing (lied,

Like oil of oladnefs at a fealh

of the Lord
Attend his houfhold all their days ;

There will I dwell to hear his word,
To fcek his face, and ling his praite.J
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PSALM XXIII. Common Metre.
i TV/T Y Shepherd will fttpply my need,

xVA Jehovah is his name;
In paftures frcfli he makes me ktd 9

Befide the living ftream.

2 He brings my wand'ring fpirit back
When I forfake his ways,

And leads me for his mercy's fake

In paths of truth and grace.

3 When I walk thro' the (hades of death,

Thy prefence is my ftay;

One word of thy fupporting breath

Drives all my fears away.

4 Thy hand in light of all my foes

Doth dill my table lpread

;

My cup with blefftngs overflows,

Thine oil anoints my head.

5 The fure provifions of my God
Attend me all my days

;

Oh may thy houfe be mine abode,

And all my work be praife!

6 There would I find a fettled reft,.

(While othtrs go and come)

No more a ftranger or a gueft,

But like a child at home.

PSALM XXIII. Short Metre

1 HPHE Lord my Shepherd is,

A I (halite well fupply'd;

Since he is mine, and I am his>

What can I want befide?

2 He leads me to the place,

Where heav'nly pafture grows.

Where living waters gently pafs,

And full falvation flows.

3 If e'er I go aftray,

He doth my foul reclaim,
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Ami guides mc in his own right way,

!us molt holy name.

4. While he affords his aid,

I cannot yield to fear;

TW I iiiould walk thro' death's dark made,

My Shepherd's with mc there.

5 Amid furrounding foes

Thou doft my table fpread,

My c ip with blemngs overflows,

! joy exalts my bead.

6 The bounties of thy love

Shall crown my following days;

Nor from thy houfe will I remove,

Nor ceafe to fpeak thy praife.

PSALM XXIV. Common Metr.

DweUinz with GOD
1 "THE earth forever is the Lord's

-*• With Adam's num'rous race;

Ht rais'd its arches o'er the floods,

And built it on the feas.

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

He that has hands from mifchief clean,

Whofe heart is right with God.

3 This is the man may rife and take

The blefiings of his grace

;

This is the lot of thofe that feek

The God of Jacob's t\CL.

4 Now let our fouls' immortal pow'rs^

To meet the Lord prepare,

Lift up their everlafting doors,

The King of glory's 1

5 The King 1 Who can tell

The wonders of his might?

He rules the nations; but to d

With lain:: is his delight.
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PSALM XXIV,

PSALM XXIV. Long Metre.

Saints dwell in Heaven; or, Christ's Afcenfion.

1 r I ^HIS fpacious earth is all the Lord's,

JL And men and worms, and beafls and birds;

He rais'd the building on the C

And gave it for their dwelling-place.

2 But there's a brighter world on high,

Thy palace, Lord, above the /ley;

Who (hall afcend that blefr aboda>

And dwell fo near his Maker, God?

3 He that abhors and fears to fin,

Whofe heart is pure, whofe hands are cleani

Him mail the Lord, the Saviour blefs,

And clothe his foul with righteoufnefa.

4 Thefe are the men, the pious race,

That feek the God of Jacob's face;

Thefe mail enjoy the blifsful light

Aynd dwell in everlafling light.

Pause.
5 Rejoice, ye mining v/orlds on high,

JBehold the King of glory nigh;

Who can this King of glory be?

The mighty Lord, the Saviour's he

6 Ye heav'nly gates, your leaves difplay,

To make the Lord, the Saviour way

:

Laden with fpoils from earth and hell,

The Conqu'ror comes with God to dwell.

7 Rais'd from the dead in royal ftate,

He opens heav'n's eternal gate,

To give his faints a bled abode,

Near their Redeemer and their God.

PSALM XXV. I— II. FirJPart.

Waiting for Pardon and DireSiion,

I "T Lift my foul to God,

JL My truft is in his name

;

Let not my foes that feek my blood

Still triumph in my ihauie.
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2 Sin and the pow'rs of hcJI

Perfiiade me to defpair;

Lord, make me knew thy covenant 1

That I may '(cape t

3 From gleams of dawning light

Till evning fhades aj

Tor thy lalvatTon, Lord, I wait,

Wi T ino eyes.

4 R cc,

1 me in thy truth
;

\e the fins of riper c

And follies of my youth.

5 The Lord is juft ?.nd kind,

The meek ihall learn his ways,

And every humble finner find

The methods of his grace.

6 For his own ^oodneis f:ke

He faves my foul from fhame:

He pardons (tho* my guilt be great)

Thro' my Redeemer's name.

PSALM XXV. 12, t 4 , ie
;

Second Purt. Short Metre.

.'r.C hlftt-L.'..

1 \KTHERE flu'J I th e m an be foilnd t

ffend his God,
That loves the gofpel'f joyful found,

And trembles at the rod?

2 The Lord Dull make him know
The fecrets of his heart,

The wonders of his cov'nant fhow,

And ail his love impart.

3 The c

Are truth a:. .

With (uch as keep his co\ 'nam fure,

And love to do his will.
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4 Their fouls (hall dwdj at cafe

Before their Maker's face,

Their {ctd fnall tafte the promifes

In their extenfive grace.

PSALM XXV. 15—22. Third P>trt.

Short Metre.

Dijlrefs of Soul; or, Backjliding and Defertion.

1 "TV /TINE eyes and mv defire

XVX Are ever to the Lord;
I love to plead his promis'd grace

And reft upon his word.

2 Turn, turn thee to my foul,

Bring thy falvation near

;

When will thy hand aflift my feet

To 'fcape the deadly fnare?

3 When fliall the fov'reign grace

Ofmy forgiving God
Reftore me from thofe dang'rous ways

My wand'ring feet have trod?-

4 The tumult of my thoughts

Doth but enlarge my woe;

My fpirit languiih.es, my heart

Is defolate and low.

5 With ev'ry morning light

My forrow new begins

;

Look on my anguifh and my pain,

And pardon all my fins.

Pause.
6 Behold the hofts of hell,

How cruel is their hate

!

Again ft my life they rife, and join

Their fury with deceit.

7 Oh keep my foul from death,

Nor put my hope to rnanr.,
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Fur I have pl.ic'd my only truft

In my Redeemer's name.

8 With humble faith I wait

To fee i

Of Ifra'l it mall ne'<

He fought the Lord in vain.

PSAL M XXVI. Loner Metre.o

or. Evidences of G?\:

i TTDO E me, Lord and prove my ways,

J And try my reigns, and try my heart;

Faith upon thy promife flays,

Nor from thy law my feet dej

2 I hate to walk, I hate to fit

With men of vanity and lies;

The (coffer and the hypocrite

Are the abhorrence of mine eyes.

3 Amonrnt thy faints will I appear

Array'd in robes of innocence;

But when I (land before thv bar,

blood of Chriir. is my defence.

4 I love thy habitation, Lord,
temple where thine honours dv.

re (hail I hear thy hv>ly word,

And there thy works of wonder tell.

5 Let not my foul be join'd at laft

th men of treachery and blood,

Since I my days on earth 'n^\L

Among the faints, and near my God.

P S A L M XXVIL 1—5. Fivfi Part

The C/::r V/v.

1 HTM IE Lord of glory is my li-ht,

X And my falvntion too;

is my (Irength; nor will I fear

n do.
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2 One privilege my heart defires;

Oh grain me mine abode
Among the churches of thy faints,

The temples of my God.

3 There mail I offer my requeih
And fee thy beauty (till;

Shall hear thy meilagcs of love,

And there enquire thy will.

4 When troubles rife and florins appear.

There may his children hide;

God has a ftrong pavilion, where
He makes my foul abide.

5 Now mail my head be lifted-higli

Above my foes around,

And fongs of joy and victory

Within thy temple found.

PSALM XXVII. 8, p, 13, 14.

Second Part. Common Metre.

Prayer and Hope*

1 Q1 OON as I heard my Father fay,

O " Ye children, feek my grace,"

My heart reply 'd without delay,

" I'll feek my Father's face."

2 Let not thy face be hid from me
Nor frown my foul away

;

God ofmy life, I fly to thee

In a diilrefiing day.

3 Should friends and kindred near and dear

Leave me to want or die.

My God would make my life his care,

And all my need fupply.

4 My fainting flefh had dy'd with grief,

Had not my foul belicv'd,

To fee thy grace provide relief,

Nor was my hope deccir'd,
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y y

5 Wait on the Lord, ye trembling faints,

And keep your courage up;

He'll raife your fpirit when it faints,

And far exceed your hope.

PSALM XXVIII. Long Metro.

GOD the Refuge ofthe JffliSkd.

O thee, O Lord, I raife my cries;T My fervent prayer in mercy hear;

For ruin waits my trembling foul,

If thou refufe a gracious car.

2 When fuppliant tow'rd thy holy hill,

I lift my mournful hands to pray,

Afford thy grace, nor drive me Hill,

With impious hypocrites away.

3 To fons of falfehood, that defpife

The works and wonders of thy reign,

7^hy veng'ancc gives the due reward,

And finks their fouls to cndlefs pain.

x But, ever bleffed be the Lord,

Whofe mercy hears my mournful voice,

My heart that truited in Ins word,

In his (alvation (hall rejoice.

5 Let every fun:, in fore diftrefs,

ith approach his Saviour, God;
Then grant, O Lord, thy pard'ning gm
And feed thy church with heav'nly food.

P S A L M XXIX. Long Mttrr

Storin and TThunJer.

i /^i 1 VE to the Lord, \$ fons of fame,

VJJT Give to the Lord renown and pow'r,

Afcribe due honours to his name,

1 1 might adore.

. >rd proclaims his pow'r aloud

. ocean, ev'ry land;
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His voice divides tl. oud,
An J lightnings blaze at his command.

(peaks, and tempdl, hail and wind,
Lay the wide foreft bare around

;

The fearful hart and frighted
I

Leap at the terror of the found.

4 To Lebanon he turns his voice,

d lo, the (lately cedars break:

The mountains tremble at the noife,

The vallies roar the deferts quake.

5 The Lord fits fov'reign on the flood,

The thund'rer reigns for ever king;

But makes his church his bleu1 abode,

Where we his awful glories fing.

6 In gentler language, there the Lord
The counfel of his grace imparts:

Amidit the raging ltorm, his word
Speaks peace and courage to our hearts:

PSALM XXX. Firjl Part. Long Metre,

Slcknefs healed, and Sorrows removed.

1 T Will extol thee, Lord, on high,

X At thy command difeafes fly:

Who but a God can fpeak and fave

From the dark borders of the grave?

2 Sing to the Lord, ye faints, and prove

How large his grace, how kind his love,

Let all your pow'rs rejoice, and trace

The wond'rotrs records of his grace.

3 His anger but a moment ft
aj

His love is life and length of days:

Tho' grief and tears the night em;

The morning ftar reflores the jcy.
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PSALM XXX. Ver. 6. Second Part. Long Metre.

Healthy Sickncfs, anil R&covery.

1 TTT'IRM was my health, my day was bright,

J7 And I prefum'd 'twould ne'er be night

Fondly I faid within my heart,

4i Pleafure and peace (hall ne'er depart.

2 But I forgot thine arm was ftrong,

Which made my mountain ftand io long;

Soon as thy face began to hide,

My health was gone, my comforts died.

3 I cried aloud to thee my God ;

" What can'fl: thou profit by my blood?
" Deep in the duft can I declare
u Thy truth, or fing thy goodnefs there?

4 u Hear me, O God of grace, I faid,

u And bring me from among the dead?"

Thy word rebuk'd the pains I felt,

Thy pard'ning love remov'd my guilt.

5 My groans, and tears, and forms of woe,

Are ttirn'd to joy and praifes now;
I throw my fackcloth on the ground>

\nd eafe and gladnefs gird me round.

6 My tongue the glory of my frame,

lilcnt of thy name;
Thy praile (hall found thro' earth and hcav'n,

For ficknefs heal'd, and fins forgiv'n.

PSALM XXXI. 5, 13— 12, 22, 23. FirftParu

Common Metre.

Deliverancefrom Death*

jTO thee O God of truth and love
* Mv (pint 1 commk;

u haft redeemed my foul from dc

Aod (av'd me from the pit.
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2 Pefpair and comfort, hope and fear

Maintained a doubtful m i

While forrow, pain, and fin confpir'd

To take away my life.

3 " My time is in thy hand, I cry'H*

" Tho' I draw near the duft
:"

Thou art the refuge \v)\,\ 1 lnd<?,

The God in whom I truft.

4 Oh make thy reconciled fece

Upon thy fervant fhir.'.\

And fave me for thv mercy's fake,

For I'm entirely thine.

Pause.
5 'Twas in my hafte, my fpirit faid,

11 I muft defpairand dk,
* c I am cut off before thine eyes ;"

But thou haft heard my cry.

6 Thy goMnefs how divinely free!

How fweet thy fmiling face,

To thofe that fear thy majefty,

And truft thy promis'd grace.

'

7 Oh love the Lord all ye his faints,

And fing his praifes loud

;

He'll bend his ear to your complaints,

And recompence the proud.

PSALM XXXL 7—33, n—si.

Second Part. Common Metre.

Deliverancefrom Slander and Reproach*

i T\ /TY heart rejoices in thy rime,

l_Vx My God, my heav'njy truft;

Thou haft preferv'd my free from mime,
Mine honour from the duft.

2 " My life is fpent with grief, I cry'ck
" My years confum'd in groans,
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•< My ftrength dec -i yes arc irf
• forrow waites my boil

mong mine enemies ;.

A pn v-' n >

;

e to my neighbours .

;

unknown.

4. Slander and fear on ev'ry fide,

Seiz'd and befet me round,

I to thy throne of grace apply'd,

And fpeedy reicue found.

P A U S F.

5 How great delrv'rance thou haft wrought

Before the ions of men!

The lying lip? to filence brought,

And made their boafting vain!

6 Thy children from the firife of tongues

il thy pavilion hide,

Guard them from infamy and wrongs,

And crulh the fons of pride.

7 Within thy facred prefence, Loul,
Let me for ever dwell

;

i city, walPd and barr'd,

a faint fo well.

PSALM XXXII. Short Metre.

Firgk-cfiefs rf Sirs upen Cojifcjfioji.

«

1 /'"A^I blcfTed fouls are C

Divinely blefli to whom the Lord
Imputes their guilt no m

2 They mourn their follies part,

•

1 e.

D
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3 While I conceaTd ray guilt,

I felt the felt 'ring wound,
Till I confefs'd my fins to thee,

And ready pardon found.

4 Let finners learn to pray.

Let faints keep near the throne;

Our help in times of deep diitrefs

Is found in God alone.

PSALM XXXI?. Common Metrr.

Free Pardon andfincere Obedience; or, ConfeJJJon and

Fc?'givenefs.

i TTOW blefi the man to whcv.i his God
11 No more imputes his fin,

But wafiYd in the Redeemer's blood

Hath made his garments clean

!

2 And bleft beyond expreflion he,

Whofe debts are thus difchargV

,

While from the guilty bondage free

He feels his foul enlarg'd.

3 His fpirit hates deceit and lies,

His words are all fincere:

He guards his heart, he guards his eycu

To keep his confeience clear.

4 While I my inward guilt fuppreft,

No quiet could I find;

Thy wrath lay burning in my breaft,

And rack'd my tortur'd mind.

5 Then I confefs'd my troubled thoughts,

My fecret iins reveal'd,

• pard'ning grace forgave my faults,

Thy grace my pardon feal'd.

i This mall invite thy faints to pray;

n like a raging flood

Temptations rife, our ftrength and flay,

Is a forgiving God-
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• ALM XXXII. FtrJlPart. Long Metre

•' or > tfyfliftcation

and Sanfii tication.

1 T> LEST is the man, for ever bled:,

J3 Whofe guilt is pardon'd by his God,
Whole tins with forrow are confefs'd,

And cover'd with his Saviour's blood.

2 Before his judgment-feat the Lord
No more permits his cVirnes to rife;

pleads no merit of reward,

And not on works but grace relies.

3 From guile his heart and lips are free,

His humble joy, his holy fear,

With deep repentance well agree,

And join to prove his faith fmcere.

Xieoufnek

That hides and cancels all his fins!

it evidence df grace

„ Thro' ail his life appears and mines.

PSALM XXXII. .Second Part. Long Metre.

tafed by Confcjjlon and Parden.

1 TTTHILEI keen fJence and conceal

V V My heavy guHt within my heart,

. my conscience feeJJ

•rd finait!

2 I fpread my the Lord,
And all my iecret faults confefs;

i fpeaks a pard'ning word,

I 1 Jy Spirit feals the grace.

3 For this mall every humble foul

Make fwiftad thy feat:

- ons roll,
•

. ar!

D 2
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And when I walk, thy watchful eye

Shall guide me fife from ev'ry fnare.

PSALM XXXIII. FirJtPart. Common Metre

IVirks of Creation and Pnvid<mci\

i TT> Ejoici;, ye righteous, in the Lord,

Jl\. This work bclopgB to you :

Sing of ins lumic, his ways, his word,

How holy, jjuft and true

!

2 His mercy and his riglitcoiifnefs

Let hcav'n and earth proclaim;

His works of nature and of grace

lieveal his wond'rous name.

3 His word with energy divine,

Thofe hcav'nly arches fpread.

Lade (Tarry ho(ls around them ihine,

And light the heav'ns pervade.

4 He taught the fweJling waves to.How
To their appointed deep;

Bade raging feas thefr limits know,

And ftilJ their nation keep.

5 Ye tenants of the fpacious earth,

With fear before him ([and

;

He fpake, and nature took its birth,

And re(ts on his command.

6 He fcorns the angry nations' rage,

And breaks their vain defigns ;

His ccunftl (lands thro' cv'ry age,

And in full glory mines.

FSALM XXXIII. Second Part. Common Metre.

Creatures vain, and GOD Alt*fuflicienu

i XJ LEST is the nation, where the Lord

JlJ Hath flx'd his gracious throne;

Where he reveals his heav'nly word,

And calls their tribes his own.

2 His eye, with infinite furvey,

Docs the whole world behold;
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He foroVd us all of cqud
And knows our feeble niould.

3 Kings are not refc.
*

torce

Or >m the gra

Can liis bold rider lave.

4 Vain is the ftrength of beads or m
Nor fprings our ftfety thence;

But holy fouls from God obtain

A fbrOOg and furc d

5 Cod is dieir fear, abd God their I

When plagues or famine

His watchful eye feci!) es the jud,

Among ten thoufand de

6 Lord, let our hearts n. ihe'e rej .'ice,

And >>m thy throne

For '
. . -

And truft thy grace aloofe

rSALM XXXIII. Astheii 3 PfaIm. FlrJtParu

:: \f Creation ar.I Providepcit*

I "VT'E holy fouls, in God rejoice,

1 Your Maker's praife becomes your voice,

Creat is your theme, your fongs be new;
Sing of his name, his word, his ways,

ks of nature, and of grace,

and holy, jaft and true!

nds,

His eoodnefs flows, his truth extends;

V the heav'nly arches fprca

Bade fl m fliinc,

And light the circling h

f -
•

'

;

!ace§

And Ell the I

icthj
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And fires and Teas, and heav'n and earth,

His everlafling orders keep.

4 Let moitals tremble and adore

A God of fuch re(](Hefs powV,
Nor dare indulge their feeble r

Vain are your thoughts, and weak your hands,

But his eternal counicl (lands*

And rules the world from age to age.

PSALM XXXIII. Asthen 3 Pfal. Second Part.

Creatures vain, and GOD Alt-fujficient*

1 (~\ H happy nation, where the Lord

\^J Reveals the treafure of his word,

And builds his chureh, his earthly throne!

His eye the heathen world furveys,

He form'd their hearts, he knows their ways.

But God their Maker is unknown.

2 Let Kings rely upon their hofr,

And of'his ftrength the champion boaft;

In vain they boaft, in vain relyj

In vain We truft the brural force,

Or fpeed or courage of an horfe,

To guard his rider, or to fly.

3 The arm of our almighty Lord,

Doth more fecure defence afford,

When deaths or dangers threat'ning (land:

Thy watchful eye preferves the juft,

Who make thy name their fear and truft,

When wars or famine wafle the land.

a In ficknefs or the bloody field,

Our great Phyfician and our Shield,

Shall fend falvation from his throne

?

We wait to fee thy goodnefs fhine j

Let us rejoice in help divine,

For all our hope is God alone-
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PSALM XXXIV. Fuji Part. Long Metre.

GOD's Care of tic Saints; or, Deliverance by Prayer.

1 T O RD, I will bids thee all my days,

1 4 Thy praife ihall dwell upon my tongue:

My foul ilia 11 glory in thy grace,

While faints rejoice to hear the fong

2 Come, magnify the Lord with me,

Let every, heart exalt his name;

I fought th* eternal God, and he

Has not expos'd my hope to fhame.

3 I told him all my fee ret grief,

My fecret groaning reach'd his ears;

He gave my inward pains relief,

And calm'd the tumult of my fears.

4 To him the poor lift up their eyes,

With heav'nlv joy their faces mine,

A beam of mercy from the fkics

Fills them with light and love divine^

5 His hcly angels pitch their tents

Around the men that ferve the Lord;
Oh fear and love him all his faints,

Tafte of hir grace, and truft his word.

6 The wild young lions, pine'd with pain

And hanger, roar thro1
all the wood;

But none liull feek the Lord in vain,

Nor want fupplies of real good.

P 3 A L M XXXIV. 11—22,
Second Part. Long Metre.

Religious Education; or, Inftruflions of Pi.

X f~^< HiLDaFN, in years or knowledge y<

\^v Your parents' hope, your parents' joy,

Attend the counfels of my tor.

Let pious thoughts your minds employ.

: vou defae a length of days,

i peace to crown your mortal llate,

Reflrain your feet from impipl

II lips from . I deceit,

D 4
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3 The eyes of God regard his faints,

His ears are open to their cries;

He fets his frowning face againfl

The Ions of violence and lies.

4 To humble fouls and broken hearts

God with his grace is ever nigh;

Pardon and hope his love imparts

When men in deep contrition lye.

5 He tells their tears, he counts their groans,

His Son redeems their fouls from death;

His Spirit heals their broken bones,

I lis praife employs their tuneful breath,

P S A L M XXXIV. I--IO. FirJtPart

Common Metre.

Prayer and Praifefir eminent Deliverance.

j T'LL blefs the Lord from day to day;

X How good are all his ways

!

Ye humble fouls that nfc to pray,

Come, help my lips to praife.

2 Sing to the honour of his name,

How a poor iufPrer cry'd,

Nor was his hope expos'd to fhame,

Nor was his fuit deny'd.

3 When threat'ning forrows round rae flood,

And endlefs fears arofe,

Like the loud billows of a flood,

Redoubling all my woes.

/j. I told the Lord my fore diflrefs,

With heavy groans and tears

;

He gave my (narpeft torments eafe,

And fdene'd all my fears.

Pause.
c [Oh finners, come and tafte his love,*

Come, learn his pleafant ways,

And let your own experience ,

The fweetnefs of lu? grace.
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6 lie bids his angels pitch ihcir tents

Round where his children dwell;

What ills their heav'nly Cafe t recurs

No earthly tongtfc can teJi.]

7 [Oh love the Lord, ye flints of his;

His eye regards the ju(i,

How richly blefs'd their portion is,

Who make the Lord their null!

nog lions pinch'd with hunger roar,

And famim in the wood:

But God {applies his holy poor

With every needful good.]

PSALM XXXIV. 1 1—22. Stroud Part,

Common Metre.

Exhortation to Peace and Holiiicfs*

I /^OME, children, learn to fear the Lord,

\^y And that your days be long,

Let not a falfe or fpiteful word
Be found upon your tongue.

1 Depart from mifchief, praclife love,

Puifue the works of peace;

So fliall the Lord your ways approve.

And fet your foul at eafe.

j His eyes awake to guard the juft,

His ears attend their cry;

When broken fpirits dwell in dufr,,

The God of grace is nigh.

4 What tlio' the forrows here they tafte

Are (harp and tedious too,

The Lord who faves them all at laft,

Is their fupporter now.

5 Evil mail fmite the wicked dead;
But God fecures his own,

Prevents the mifchief whu. they Aide,

Or heals the brcken hone.
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6 When ckfol.ition like a i

0\\ the proud iinncr rolls,

Saints find a refuge in their God,
For he redeem'd their fouls.

PSALM XXXV. Ver. 12, 13, 14.

Love to Enemies; or, the Love ^/Christ tof.

: David,

x "I) Ehold the love, the gen'rous lore

JO That holy David (hows ;

Behold his kind companion move
For his afflieled foes

!

2 When they are fick, his foul complains.

And feems to feel the fmart;

The fpirit of the gofpe'l rtigrs,

And melts his pious heart.

3 How did his flowing tears condole

As for a brother dead

!

And fading mortified his foul,

While for their life he pray'd.

4 They groan'd, and curs'd him on their bed,

Yet Hill he pleads and mourns

;

And double blefiings on hio head

The righteous God returns.

5 Oh glorious type ofheav'nly grace!

Thus Chrift the Lord appears

;

While finners curfe, the Saviour prays,

And pities them with tears.

6 He, the true David, IfraTs king,

Bleft andbelov'dofGod,

To fave us rebels dead in fin

Paid his own dearcd blood.

PSALM XXXVL 5—9. Long Metre.

The Perfections and Providence of GOD; or, General

Providence and Special Grace.

x TJIGH in the heav'ns eternal,God,

JlI Thy goodnefs in full glory mines

;
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Thy truth Hia.il break thru' ev'ry cloud

That veils and darkens tEj

2 For ever firm thy juftice (iands,

As mountains their foundations keep:

Wife are the wonders of thy hai

clients are a mighty deep.

3 Thy providence is kind and larr^e,

Both man and bead thy bounty fhare;

whole creation is thy charge,

Eut faints are thy peculiar care.

i My God how excellent thy gi

Whence all our hope and comfort firings;

The fons ofAdam in diftrefs

Fly to the ihadowr of thy wings.

5 From the provifions of thy houfe

We mall be kd with fweet repaft

There mercy like a river flows,

And brings ialvation to our tafre.

6 Life, like a fountain rich and free,

Springs from the prefence of my Lord;
And in thy light our fouls (hall fee

The glories promis'd in thy word.

PSALM XXXVI. i, 2, s , 6, 7> 9 . Com. Metre

Pradical Athetfm exfofeJ; or, Tie Being a?:d Attributes

ofGOD afirted.

1 T7T7HILE men grow bold in wicked ways,
V V And yet a God they c

cart within me often

" Tluir thoughts believe their's none."

2 Their dioughts and ways at once declare
(Wh.it e'er then Iijjs profefs)

God hath no wrath for them to fear,

Nor will they fee!: his grace.

3 What ftrange fclf-flatt'; .

B»t '.afVning hour,

D 6
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When they lliall kz with/ore furprifc

the terrors of thy per* V.

4 Th^jufticc {hall maintain its thron .

Tho* mountains melt awav;

Thy judgments are a world unknown,
A deep unLthom/d lea.

5 Above thefe heav'ns' created rounds,

Thy mercies, Lord, exr.

Thy truth out-lives the narrow bounds.

Where time and nature end.

6 Safety to man thy goodnefs brings,

Nor overlooks the bead:;

Beneath the madow of thy wings

Thy children ehufe to refL

7 [From thee, when creature-dreams run lo\r,

And mortal comforts die,

Perpetual fprings of life mail flow,

And raife our pleafures high.

8 Tho' all created light decay,

And death clofe up our eyes,

Thy prefence makes eternal day

Where clouds can never rife.]

PSALM XXXVI. i—7. Short Metre,

The Wickednefs ofMan, and the Majefty ofGOD; or,

Prattical Atheifm expofed.

1 "TXTHEN man grows bold in fin,

V V My heart within me cries,

" He hath no faith of God within,

" Nor fear before his eyes.

2 [He walks a while concealM

In a fe If- flattering dream,

'Till his dark crirhes, at once revealM,
Expofe his hateful name.]

3 His heart is falfe and foul,

His words are fmooth and fair;

Wifdom :s baniuYd from his foul,

And leaves no goodnefs there.
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4 He plots upon his bed

New mifchiefs to fulfil;

lie fets his heart, a.ui band, and head

To praaife all that's ill.

5 But there's a dr£adfud God,
Tho' men renouppc Lis fear J

His juitice, hid behind the cloud,

6 His truth tranicends the (ley,

In heav'n his mercies dtPeH;

Dee » his judgments lie,

His anger burns to hell.

7 How excellent his love,

Whence all our fafety fprings

!

Oh never let my foul remove

From underneath his wings.

P S A L M XXXVIL [—15. Firji Part.

Tbe Cure ofEnvy, Fretfuhiefs, and Unbelief; or, The

Rewards rf tie Righteous and the Wicked.

1 TX7^^ mPM?4 I ve* niy foul, and fret

V V To fee the wicked rife?

Ortnvy Turners waxing great,

By viohr.ee and lies?

2 As rlow'ry grafs cut down at noon,

Before die Lv'ning fides,

So [hall their glories \anilh foon,

In everlalting (hades.

3 Then let me make the Lord my trull,

And practife all that's good;

So Hiall I dwell among the julr,

And he provide me food.

4 I to my God my ways commit,
And cheerful wait his will;

Thy hand, which guides my doubtful fce??
Shall my defires fulfil.
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5 Mine innocence (halt thcu difplay,

And make thy judgments known, .

Fair as the light of dawning day,

And glorious as the moon.

6 The meek at laft the earth pofTtfs,

And are the heirs of heav'n

;

True riches, with abundant peace,

To humble fouls are giv'n.

Pause.
7 Reft in the Lord and keep his way,

Nor let your anger rife,

Tho* providence mould long delay,

To punifh haughty vice.

8 Let finners join to break your peace,

And plot, and rage, and foam

;

The Lord derides them, for he fees

Their day of veng'ance come.

9 They have drawn out the threat'ning fword,

Have bent the murd'rous bow,

To flay the men that fear the Lord,

And bring the righteous low.

10 My God mail break their bows and burn

Their perfecuting darts,

Shall their own fwords again ft them turn,

And pierce their ftubborn hearts.

PSALM XXXVII. 16,21,26—31. Second Part.

Charity to the poor ; or, Religion in Words & Deeds*

1 "TTTHY do the wealthy wicked boaft,W And grow profanely bold?

The meaneft portion of the juft

Excels the finners gold.

2 The wicked borrows of his friends,

But ne'er defigns to pay;

The faint is merciful and lends,

Nor turns the poor away.



H
P S A L M XXXVIL

^ Hi; alms with lib'ral heart he gives

Amonglr. die ions of need;

His mcm'ry to iong ages lives,

And blefTed is his feed.

4 His lips abher to talk profane,

To ilander or defraud;

His ready tongue declares to men
What he has lcarn'd of God.

5 The law and gofpel of the Lord
Deep in his heart abide;

Led by the fpirit and the word
His feet ihall never Aide.

6 When finners fall, the righteous {land,

Prcferv'd from ev'ry fnare

;

They (hall pofiefs the promis'd land,

And dwell for ever there.

PSALM XXXVII. Ver. 23—37. Third Pari.

The Way and End of the Righteous and the wicked.

1 "]\ /TY God, the (reps of pious men
IVjL Are order'd by thy will:

Tho' they mould fall, they rife again,

Thy hand fupports them dill.

2 The Lord dciights to fee their ways,

Their virtue he approves

:

He'll ne'er deprive them of his grace,

Nor leave the men he loves.

3 The heav'nly heritage is theirs,

Their portion and their home

;

He feafts them now, and makes them heirs

Of blefTings long to come.

4 Wait on the Lord, ye fons of men,

Nor fears when tyrants frown

;

Ye mall conflfs their pride was vain.

When juftice catts them ii
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Pause.
5 The haughty firmer have I /ten

Not fearing man nor God,
Like a tall bay-tree £*dv and green,

Spreading his arms abroad.

6 And Io, he vaniftTd from the ground,

Deftroy'd by hands unlet n;

Nor root, nor branch, nor leaf was found

Where all that pride had been.

7 But mark the man of righteoufnefs,

His feveral fteps attend;

True pleafune runs thro' all his ways,

And peaceful is his end.

PSALM XXXVIII. Common Metre,

Guilt of Confcience and Relief; or, Repentance an!

Prayerfir Pardon and Health.

i AMIDST thy wrath remember love*

- Xl. Reftore thy fen-ant, Lord,

Nor let a Father's chaft'ning prove

Like an avenger's fword.

2 Thine arrows flick within my heart,

My flefh is forely preft;

Between the forrow and the fmart

My fpirit finds no reft.

3 My fins 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 fea

that finks my comforts down -,

And I go mourning all the day

Beneath my Father's frown.

5 Lord I am weaken'd and difmay'df

None of my pow'rs are whokj
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My wounds with piercing anguifh bit

The anguifh ofmy foul.

6 All my defies to th«e
#
art known,

Thine eye counts everv ke'ar,

Anil cv'iv (igh and tv'iv groan

Is notie'd hy thine e;ir.

7 Thou art my God, my only hope;

My God will heftrmy cry,

God will bear my fpirit up

When Batgn bids me die.

8 M\ ice whene'er I Hide,

To fee my virtue fail;

They raife their pleafurc and their pride,

Whene'er their.wiles prevail.

9 But I'll confefs my guilty ways,

And grieve for all my fn;

I'll mourn how we;} k the feeds of grace,

And bc£ fupport divine.

10 My God, forgive my follies pad,

And be for ever nigh;

O Lord of my falvation hade;

Before thy fcrvant die,

PSALM XXXIX. I, 2, 3. Tlrjl Part.

Common Metre.

Wftchfulnefi over the Tongue ; or, Prudtnce ami 21ca!.

x npKUS I refolfd before the Lord,

X " Now will I watch my tongue,
'* Led I let flin one finful word,

44 Or do my neighbour wrong.

I Whene'er condrain'd a while to day
Vv ith men of lives profane,

I'll fa a double guard that day,

Nor let my talk be vain.
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3 I'll fcarce allow my lips to fpeak

The pious thoughts I fed,

Left fcoifers mould th' occafion take

To mock my holy zeal.

4 Yet if" fome proper hour appear,

I'll not be overav/'d,

But let the fcoffing Tinners hear

That we can fpeak for God.

PSALM XXXIX. 4 , 5, 6, 7. Second Part.

7"he vanity of Ma?i as mortal,

1 rTjTl EACH me the mcafure of my days,

JL Thou maker of my frame

;

I would furvey life's narrow fpacc,

And learn how frail I am.

2 A fpan is all that we can boaft,

An inch or two of time ;

Man is but vanity and dint

In all his flower and prime.

3 See the vain race of mortals move
Like fhadows o'er the plain

;

They rage and drive, defire and love,

But all their noife is vain.

4 Some walk in honour's gaudy {how,

Some dig for golden ore,

They toil for heirs, they know not who,
And (trait are feen no more.

5 What mould I wilh or wait for then

From creatures, earth and dull?

They make our expectations vain,

And difappoint our truft.

6 Now I forbid my carnal hope

My fond defires recal;

I give my mortal intereft up,

And make my God my alL
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PSALM XXXIX. Vcr. 9.— 1-. Third Part.

Sick- Be:! Decotfon; or, V ting*

1 /^1 OD of my life, look gently down,

VJT Behold the pains I

13ut T am dumb before ihy throne,

Nor dare difpute thy will.

2 Difeafes are thy fervants, Lord,
They come at thy command;

PU net attempt a murmuring word,

Againft thy chaii'niog hand.

j Yet I may plead with humble cries,

Remove thy fharp rebukes:

My ftrength confumes, my fpirit dies,

Thro' thy repeated ftrokes.

4 CrunYd as a moth beneath thy hand,

We moulder to the dull;

Our feeble pow'rs can ne'er withfUnd,

And all our beauty's loll.

5 Pm but a fl ranger here below,

As all my fathers were

;

May I be v/d! prepar'd to go,

When I the fummons hear!

6 But if my lire be fpar'd a while

: ,re my laft remove,

lU be my bus'nefs full,

And I'M declare thy love.

P S A L M XL. Ver. I, 2, 3, j, 17. F:rf> Par*

Common Metre. m

A Swg 9/ 23 In crane* frevi Irefi.

1 T Waited patient for the Lord,

X He bow'd to hear my cry

;

He faw me reding on his word,

And bro don nigh.

2 He rais'd me from a horrid pit,

Where mom:,/.
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And from my bonds i Jcas'd my fectj

Deep bonds of miry clay.

3 Firm on a rock he made me ft and,

And taught my cheerful tongue

To praifethc wonders of his hand,

In a new thankful fong.

4 I'll fpread his works of grace abroad;

The faints with joy fhall hear,

And tinners learn to make my God
Th^ir only hope and fear.

5 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 afRi&ed, poor and low,

And light and peace depart,

My God beholds my heavy woe,

And bears me on his heart.

PSALM XL. 6—9. Second Part. Com. Metre,

The Incarnation and Sacrifice of Christ.

1 r I ^HUS faith the Lord, " your work is vain,

1, " Give your burnt -ofPrings o'er,

M In dying goats and bullocks flairt

" My fouls delights no more."

2 Then fpake the Saviour, " Lo, I'm here,

" My God, to do thy will;

" Whate'er thy facred hooks declare

" Thy fervam mall fulfil.

3 "*Thy law is ever in my fight,

" I keep it near my heart:

" Mine eyes are open'd with delight

M To- what thy lips impart."

4 Arid fee the bled. Redeemer comes,

Th' eternal Son appears,

And at th' appointed time arTumc

The body God prepares.
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5 Much he reveaTd his Father's grace,

And much his truth be lhew'd,

And preach'd the way of lightcoufnefs

Where great aifemblies Hood.

6 His Father's honour touch'd his h

fie pity'd fuiners cries,

And to fulfil & Saviour's
;

Was made a facririce.

P A V S E.

7 No blood of hearts on altars fried .

Could waih the con&tence elfe

But the rich iacrifice he paid

Atones i'ur all our fin.

8 Then was the great falvation fprcae',

And Satan's kingdom ihook;

Thus by the woman's promis'd feed

The Serpent's head was broke.

P S A L M XL. 5— io. Long Metre

Christ cur Sacrifice*

i
r

t TIE wonders, Lord, thy love has wrought,
-*- Exceed our praife, furmount our thought;

Should I attempt the long detail,

My fpeech would faint, my numbers fail.

2 No blood or" beafta on altars fpilt,

Can cleanfe the fouls of men from guilt;

But thou had let bef >re our eyes

An all-fufficient facriiice.

3 Lo thine etemd Son appears,
a *

To thy dciigns he bows his ears;

A flumes a body well prepared,

And well performs a work fo hard.

4 " Behold I come (the Saviour cries,

" With love and duty in his eyes,)
11 1 come to bear the heavy l<

" Of fins, and do thy will, my God.
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5
" 'Tis written in thy great decree,
" 'Tis in thy book foretold of me,
u I mult fulfil the Saviour's part.

M And lo! thy law is 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 fky.

7 " The fpirit fhall defcend and mow
" What thou hail done and what I do;
u The wond'ring world fhall learn thy grace,
u And all creation tune thy praife.

PSALM XLI. i, 2, 3.

Charity to the Poor; or, Pity to th: JlfplClc:..

BLEST is the man, whofe bread can move
And melt with pity to the poor,

Whofe foul, by fympathizing love,

Feels what his fellow-faints endure.

His-he2rt contrives for their relief

More good than his own hands can do;

He in the time of gen'ral giief

Shall find the Lord has mercy too.

His foul fhall live fecure on earth,

With f:cret bleiTmgs on his head,

When drought, and peftilence, and dearth.

Around him multiply their dead.

Or if he languiih on his couch

Qod will pronounce his fins forgiven,

Will fave him with a healing touch,

Or take his willing foul to hea
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PSALM XLII. 1—9. FirJIPart.

Defertion or.d Hope ; or, Complaint cf Ahf&ncc /rem

Public tVorjbif.

1 "\TTITH earned longings of the mind,
* * My God, to thee I look;

So pants the hunted hart to find,

And ufte the cooling brook,

2 When flia.ll I fee thy courts of grace,

. ftd meet my God again ?

So long an abfence from thy face

My heart endures with pain.

3 Temptations vex my weary foul,

And tears are my repaft;

The foe infults without control,

" And wherc's your God at lad?"

4 fTis with a mournful pleafure now
I think on ancient days,

Then to thy houie did numbers go,

And all our work was praife.

5 But why, my foul, fink down fo far

Beneath this heavy load?

. why indulge dtfpair,

And I'm againfl my God?

the Lord, whofe mighty hand

it] thy woes remove;

•il yet before him ftand,

And fing relloi ing love.

PSALM XLII. 6.— 11. Second Part.

Melancholy Thoughtj reprov'd; or, Hope in 4

1 TV /TV Spirit finks within mc, Lord,

JlVJL But I will call thy name to mind,

And times of paft diftrefi rccd

When I have iound my God wai kind.
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2 Huge troubles with tumultuous noi

II like a feu, and round me fpn i

The riling waves drown ail my joys,

And roll tremehd'ous o'er my h

3 Yet will the Lord command his fore,

When I addrefs his throne by d

Nor in the night his grace rcn.f

The night (hall hear me ling and pray.

4 I'll cart myfelf before his feet,

And fiy, " my God, my heav'nly roc;k,

u Why doth thy love fo long forget

" The foul that groans beneath thy ftroke?

5 Pll chide my heart that finks fo low,

Why mould my foul indulge her grief;

Hope in the Lord, and praife him too;

He is my reft, my fure relief.

6 My God, my moft exceeding joy,

Thy light and truth mall guide me flill,

Thy word mall my bell thoughts employ,

And lead me to thine heav'nly hill.

PSALM XLIII. Common Metre.

Safety j/i Divine Protection.

1 JUDGE me, O God, and plead my caufe,

J Againft alinful race;

From vile oppreffion and deceit

Secure me by thy grace.

2 On thee my ftedfaft hope depend.;,

And am I left to mourn?

To link in forrows, and in vain,

Implore thy kind return?

3 Oh fend thy light to guide my fcet#

And bid thy truth appear,

Conduct me to thy holy nil!,

To tafte thy mercies th<
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H.
Then to thy altar, oh my God,
My joyful feet (hall rife,

And my triumphant fongs ih.ill praife,

The God that rules the ikies.

5 Sink not, my foul, beneath thy fear,

Nor yield to weak deipair;

For I /hall live to praife the Lord,

And blcfs his guardian care.

PSALM XLIV. Ver. i, 2, 3, 8, 15, 26,

The Church's Complaint in Perfccution*

1 T" O R D, we have heard thy works of old,

L a Thy works of pow'r and grace,

When to our cars our fathers told,

The wonders of their days.

2 They faw thy beaut'ous churches rife,

The fpreading gofpel run
;

While light and glory from the fides

Thro* all their temples (hone.

3 In God they boafted all the day,

And in a cheerful throng

Did thoufands meet to praife and pray,

And grac their fong.

4 But now our fouls are feiz'd with than

fufion fills oir 1.

To hear the enemy blaipheme,

And fools reproach thy grace,

5 Yet have we not forgot our G
Nor ftlfcly dealt with hcav'n,

Nor have our Heps declin'd the road

Of duty thou 1

gons all around us roar

With theii

the gates of dea
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Pause.
7 We are exposM all day to die,

As martyrs for thy name;
As fheep for /laughter bound we lie,

And wait the kindling flame.

$ Awake, arife, Almighty Lord,
A\ h\ fleeps thy wonted grace?

Why mould we feem like men abhor'd,

Or baninYd from thy face?

9 Wilt thou for ever caft us off,

And (lill neglect cur cries?

For ever hide thine heav'nly love

From our afflicted eyes ?

I Down to the dud our foul is bow'd,

And dies upon the ground

;

Rife for our help, rebuke the proud,

And all their pow'rs confound.

I I Redeem us from perpetual fliame,

Our Saviour and our God

;

. We plead the honours of thy name,

The merits of thy blood.

PSALM XLV. Short Metre.

We Glory of Christ. The fuccefs of the Gfpel,

ajid the Gentile Church,

1 T\yTY Saviour and my King, *

JlVX TKy beauties are divine;

Thy lips with bleflings overflow,

And ev'ry grace is thine.

2 Now make thy glory known,

Gird on thy dreadful fword,

And rife in majefly to fpread

The conquefts of thy word.

3 Strike thro' thy ftubborn foes,

Or make their hearts obev,
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While juftice, meekncfs, grace and tn

nd thy glorious way.

4 Thy laws, O God, are right,

Thy throne fliall ever ft;

And thy victorious gofpel prove

A fceptre in thy hand.

5 [Thy Father and thy God
Hath without meafure ihed

His Spirit like a grateful oil

anoint thy facied head.]

6 [Behold, at thy right hand

The Gentile church is feen,

A beaut'ous bride in rich attire,

And princes guard the Queen.]

7 Fair bride, receive his love,

. : thy father's houie,

Forfake thy gods, thy idol-gods,

And pay thy Lord thy vows.

8 Oh let thy God and King
Thyfweeteft thoughts employ;

Thy children fhall his honour fing

And tafle the heav'nly joy.

PSALM XLV. Common Metre.

The Perfaud ( /"Christ.

: T XL fpeak the honours of my King,

X His form divinely fair;

None ofthe fons of mortal

May with the Lord com;

2 Sweet is thy fpcech, and Trace

Upon thy lips is fli.

Ciud with bleflings infinite

Hath crown'd
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3 Gird on thy (word, victorious princef

Ride with friajeftic i

Thy terror (hall rtrike thro' thy I

And make the world obey.

4 Thy throne, O God, foreFerftai

Thy word of grace /hall prove

ids,

To rule thy faints by lo\e.

5 Juftice and truth attend thee dill,

But mercy is thy choice:

And God, thy God, thy foul (hall fill

With moil peculiar joys.

P S A L 3NI XLV. Firft Part. Long Metre.

The Glory s/~ Christ, and the Paver of'/.is GaJpfL

i VT OW be my heart infpir'd to fing

J_ Nl The glories ofmy Saviour-King,

Jcfus the Lord; how heav'nly fair

His form! how bright his beauties are!

2 O'er all the fens of human race

He fhines with far fuperior grace,

Love from his lips divinely Hows,

And blcilings all his ft ate compofe.

j Drefs thee in arms, meft mighty Lord,

Gird on the terror of thy fword,

In majefty and glory ride

With truth and meeknefs at thy fide.

4 Thine anger like a lart,

Jl pierce the foes of ftubborn heart;

Or words of mercy kind and fwcet

Shall melt the rebels at thy feet.

5 Thy throne, O God, For ever ftands,

Grace is the fceptre in thy hands;

v laws and works are juft and right,

Ik t grace and juftice thydelij
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6 God, thine own God has richly ihed

His oil of gladnefs on thy head;

And with his (acred Spirit bled

His fir(i>born Son above the idl.

P S A L M XLV. Second Part. Long Metre.

Chirst and bis Church; or, The Myfiical Marriage.

I
r I" 1 HE Xing of faints how fair his face,

X Adorn'd with majefty and grace \

omes with bleilings Jioiri above,

And wins the nations to his lo\e.

z At his right-hand our eyes behold

The (\\\^\\ array'd in purefi gold;

The world admires her hcav'nly drefs;

robes of joy and righteoufnefs.

3 He forms her beauties like his own,

lie calls and feats her near his throne;

dranger, let thine heart forget

The idols of thy native flate.

4 So (hall the king the more rejoice

In thee the favourite of his choice;

him beloVd, and yet ador'd,

he's thy Maker and thy Lord.

$ 01 u when thou (halt rife

is fair palace in the (k

And all thy ions (a num'rous train)

' Sn *

Hefi honour! his hero;
'•

y age his praifes fpread ;

The cond< I

P S A L M XLVI. Fit

ctfs Safety .

J /^ OD ts the refuge of his flints,

VJT When dorms ofmarn diftrefs inv, .
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Ere we can offer our complaints

Behold him prefent with his aid.

2 Let mountains from their feats be hurl'd

Down to the deep, and buried there,

Convulfions (hake the folid world,
Cur faith (hall never yield to fear.

3 Loud may the troubled ocean roar.

In facred peace our fouls abide.

While ev'ry nation, ev'ry fhore

Trembles, and dreads the fwelling tide.

4 There is a dream whofe gentle flow

Supplies the city of our God!
Life, love and joy (till gliding thro*

And wat'ring our divine abode.

5 That facred ftream, thine holy word,

Supports our faith, our fear controls,

Sweet peace thy promifes afford,

And give new ftrcngth to fainting fouls.

6 Sion enjoys her monarch's love,

Secure again ft a threat'ning hour;

Nor can her firm foundation move,

Built on his truth, and arm'd with pow'r.

P S A L M XLVI. Second Part.

GOD fight* for his Church.

i T" ET Sion in her king rejoice,

JL^ Tho' tyrant's rage, and kingdoms rife

;

Pie utters his almighty voice,

The nations melt, the tumult dies.

2 The Lord of old for Jacob fought,

And Jacob's God is ftill our aid;

Behold the works his hand has wrought,

What defolations he has made.

3 From fea to fea, thro' all the mores

He makes the noife of battle ceafe;
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When from on high his thunder roars,

He awes tlie trembling world to peace.

He breaks the bow, he cuts the fpear,

Chariots he burns with heav'nly flame;

arth in iilent wonder
I

The found and glory of his name.

" Be dill, and learn that I am God,
" I reign exalted o'er the lands,
M I will be known and fear'd abroad,
" But (til] my throne in Sion flands.

O Lord of hods, Almighty king,

While we fo near thy prefence dwcH,
Our faith ihall fit fecurc, and ling,

Nor fear the raging powers of hell.

o

PSALM XLVIL
Christ Afcending and Re.

H for a fliout of (acred joy

To God the fov'rei^n king!

Vy land their tongues employ,

And hymns of triumph fmg.

Jefus our God afcends on high;

His heav'nlv guards around

Attend him riling thro' the il<y,

With trumpets joyful found.

fhout and praife their king,

n their (trains
;

Let all the earth his honours Gng;

O'er all the earth he reigna.

raifewith awe profound,

Let knowledge guide the fong;

Nor mock him with a lolcmn found

on a thoughtlefs tonk-

in Ifra*l flood his ancient throxi

He lov'd that cholin race;

But now he calls the world his own,
And heathens tafte his gi
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6 The Gentile nations are the Lord's,
There Abraham^ God is known;

While pov/'rs and princes, fhields and fwords
Submit before his throne.

PSALM XLVIII. i.—8. Fir]} Part.

The Church is the Honour aud Safety cfa Nu:

i [|^1 R E A T is the Lord our God,
V^T And let his praife be great;

He makes his church :s his abode,

His rnoft delightful fear.

2 Thefe temples of his grace,

How beautiful they (land?

The honours of our native place,

And bulwarks of our land.J

3 In Sion God is kh<

A refuge in ditlrcfs;

How bright his his falvation fhone,

- How Fair his heav'nly grace?

4 When kings again ft her joinM,

And few the Lord was there,

In wild confuiion of the mind
They fled with haily fear.

j When navies tall and proud

Attempt to fpoil our peace,

He fends his temped roaring loud,

And links thsm in the fcas.

6 Oft' have our fathers told,

Our eyes have often feen,

How well our God fecures the fold

Where his own ilocks have been.

7 In ev*ry new diftiefs

We'll to his houf? repair,

Recalto mind his wor.d'rcus grace, -

And fe$k dejiv'rance there.
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nil. 10—14.

r, GofpelWi

1 "JT?AR as thy name is known

J7 The wot Jd decl rife;

faints, O Lord, before thy throne

ir fongs of honour raife.

/ith toy thy people (land

C* Sion-'s chofen hill,

:taim the wonders of thy hand,

of thy will,

3 L Ik around

The city where we dwell,

Compafs and view thine holy groun<

And mark the building well.

4 The orders of thy houfe,

The worflup of thy court,

The cheat ild longs, the folemu vows.

And make a fair report.

5 How decent and how wife!

How glorious to behold!

mp that c! .

I rites adorn'd with gold.

6 Tj e wor (hip now

^JkWill guide us 'till we d %
^^\ lowj

And ours above the fky.

I XLIX. 6—14. Fir/} Part. Cora

id Death; or,
k

;

I Vl^HY dcth the man ofri
* * To infolence and pride,

To fee his wealth ai -

th ev'ry riiing tide ?

Why doth he treat t: ith fcoro,

Made of the felt-fame clay,

Andboaft as tho' Iris flefli were be

Ofbettex duil than they?]

I
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3 Not : .afures can prcc

His foul a iliort reprieve,

Redeem from death one guilty hour,

Or make his brother live.

4 Eternal life can ne'er be fold,

The ranfom is too high

;

j'lfrice will ne'e-r be brjb'd with gold,

That man may never die]

5 He fees the brutifh and the wife,

The tim'rous and the brave

Quk their pofTefTions, clofe their eyes,

And haften to the grave.

6 Yet 'tis his inward thought and pride,

" My houfe ihAl ever (land;

" And that my name may long abide

" I'll give it to my land."

7 Vain are his thoughts, his hopes are loft,

How foon his mem'ry dies?

His name is buried in the dufi:.

Where his own body lies.]

f A U S E.

8 This is the folly of their way;

And yet their fons as vain

Approve the words their fathers fay-

And act their works again.

9 Men void of wifdom and of grace,

Tho' honour raife them high,

Live like the beaft, a thcughtlefs race,

And like the bead they die.

io [Laid in the grave like filly fheep,

Death triumphs o'er them there,

Till the laft trumpet breaks their fleep.

And wakes them in dei:
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PSALM XLIX. Vtr. 14, 15. Second Part.

Common Metre.

Death a

Y-.is of pride, th •

And trample en the poor,

e ith has brought m to daft

pomp flia.ll rife no more.

2 T .: day (hall the fcene;

len will that hour appear?

When (hall the juit revive, ai

O'er all that fcorn'd them here?

3 God v. ill my n?ked foul rece

Call'd from the world away,

And break the prifjn of the gi

To raifc my mouid'rirg clay.

4 Heav'n is my ever-Lifting home.

Th' inheritance is litre;

Let men of pride their rage ,

But I'll repine no more.

PSALM XLIX. Long Metre.

The rich Sinner9
s D?a! .

- RefurrcQ

1 XXT HY do the proud infuk th: pqpr,

V V And boaft the large efl haveJ

are riches to (k

r haughty owners from t]

2 They can't redeem an hour from cte

salth in which they trail;

r give a dying brother breath,

ieD God commands him down to di .

re the dark earth and difmal flud:

.ir naked bodies round;

fh fo delicately fed

Lies cold and moulders in the ground.

4 Like thoughtlefs flieep the firmer dies,

And U ives his glories m the tomb:

(hall in the noramg rife*

....
E 6
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5 Hia honours perifh in the d

And pomp and beauty, birth and blood:

That glorious.

<

the jufl

l^o full dominion o'er the proud.

6 My Saviour (hall my life reflore,

And raife me from my dark abode;

My fkih and foul (hall part no more,

But dwell for ever near my God.

PSALM L. Ver. i—6. FlrJ} Part. Com. Metre.

The Iqfi Judgment ; or, The Saints Rewarded.

1 r 8 tHE Lord, the Judge, before his throne,

I Bids the whole earth draw nigh,

The nations near the riling fun,

And near the Weftern iky.

2 No more fhall bo'd blafphemers fay,

Judgment ivil! ne'er b:gin
;

No more abufe his long delay

To impudence and fin.

3 Thron'd oo a cloud our God fhall come,

Bright flames prepare his way,

Thunder and darknefs, fire and (torn

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.

5 " But gather all my faints (he cries)

" That made their peace with God,
" By the Redeemer's faenfice,

" And feal'd it with his blood.

6 " Their faith and works, brought forth to light,

" Shall make the world confefs

M My fentence of reward is right,

u And heav'n adore my grace."



P S A L M L. 97

PSALM L. Ver. 10. 11,14,15, 23. Second Part*

Common Metre.

Obedience is letter than Sacrifice*

1 nnHUS faith the Lord, " the fpacious fields

JL " And flocks and herds are mine,
«* O'er all the cattle of the hills

<k I claim aright divine.

2 " I afk no fheep for facrifice,

" Nor I

.

irnt with fire;

u To hope and love, to pray and praife,

M Is all that I require.

3
u Invoke my name when trouble's near,

" My hand mail fet thee free;

" Then fhall thy thankful lips declare

" The honour due to me.

4 M The man that offers humble praife,

u
, Declares my glory be(r:

" And thofe that tread my holy ways,
" Shall my falvation ta(ie."

PSALM L. Ver. 1,5, 8, 16, 21,22. Third Part,

Common Metre.

The Judgment of Hypocrites*

1 \T7"H E N Chriit to judgment fhall defcend^
* * And faints furround their Lord,

He calls the nations to attend,

And hear his awful word.

2 " Not for the want of bullocks (lain

" Will I tiie \ ve;

" Altars and rites, and forms are v

" Without the fire of love.

3 " And what have hypocrites to do
" To bring their facrifice?

11 TJ my (latutes juft and true,
a Bet d <;nd lies.

4 " Could you expecl to 'fcape my fight,

M And fin without control?
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u But I (hall bring your crimes to light,

" With anguifh in your fed."

5 Confider ye that flight the Lord,.

Before his wrath appear;

If once you fail beneath his fword,.

There's no dehVrer there.

P S A L M L. Long Metre.

Hypccrify expofed.

1 r 1 ^HE 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.

2 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.

3 They watch to do their neighbours wrong,

Yet dare to feek their Maker's face

;

They take his cov'nant on their tongue,

But break his laws, abufe his grace.

4 To heav'n they lift their hands unclean

DenTd withluft, dehTdwith blood;

By night they praclife every fin,

By day their mouths draw near to God.

5 And while his judgments long delay,

They grow fecure and fin the more

;

They think he fieeps as well as they,

And put far off the dreadful hour.

6 Oh dreadful hour! when God draws near,

And fets their crimes before their eyes I

His wrath their guilty fouls (hall tear,

And no deliv' re r dare to rife.

PSALM L. To a new Tune.

The Ja/t Judgment.

I HPHE Lord the fov'reign fends his fummons forth,

* Calls the fouth nations, and awakes the north

;
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From caft to weft the foiii ra Iprea I

Thro' diftant worlds and regions of the dead;

No more (hall athieits mock his long delay;

His veng'ance deeps no more; behold the day.

Behold the Judg ds; his guards are nigh,

Tempeit and lire attend him down the fky;

Heav'n, earth and hell, draw near; let all things come

To hear his juitice, and the finner's doom;

But gather firfl: my faints (the judge commands)

Bring them, ye angels, from their diftant lands.

Behold my cov'nant (hinds for ever good,

SealM by the eternal facrifice in blood,

And fign'd with all their names; the Greek the Jew,

That paid the ancient worfhip or the new,

There's no didinction here, prepare their throues,

And nccu me feat my favVitcs and my fons.

I, their almighty Saviour and their God,

I am their Judge; Ye heav'ns proclaim abroad

My juftj eternal fentence, and declare

Thole awful truths, that finners dread to hear;

Sinners in Sion, tremble and retire;

I doom the painted hypocrite to fire.

Not for the want of goats or bullocks (lain

Do I condemn thee; bulls and goats are vain,

.out the flames of love; in vain the (tore,

Of brutal off'rings that were mine before;

Mine are the tamer beads and lavage breed,

Flocks, he; .nd foreds where they icd^

i If I were hungry, would I afk thee food?

When did I third:, or tafte the victim's blood?

Can I be flatter'd with thy cringing bows,

Thy folemn chatt'rings and fantaitic vows?
Are my eyes charm'd thy veftments to behold,

Glaring in gems and gay in woven gold?

Uflthi »tch! how could'd thou hope to plcafe

A Go ith fuch toy z as tb
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While with my grace and ftatutes on thy tongue,

Thou lov'fl deceit, and doft thy brother wrong;
In vain to piou3 forms thy zeal pretends.

Thieves and adulteres are thy chofen friends.

8 Silent I waite4with long fufPring Jove,

But didit thou hope that I fhould ne'er reprove ?

And cherifh fuch an impious thought within,

That God the righteous would indulge thy fin?

Behold my terrors now; my thunders roll,

And thy own crimes affright thy guilty foul.

9 Sinners, awake betimes; ye fools, be wife;

Awake before this dreadful morning rife;

Change your vain thoughts, your fmful works amend;
Fly to the Saviour make the Judge your friend;

Left like a lion his laft. veng'unce tear

Your trembling fouis, and no deliv'rer near.

PSALM L. To the old proper tunc.

The Lafl Judgment.

i rTTiHE God of glory fends his fummons forth,

JL Calls the fouth nations and awakes the north;

From eaft to weft the fov'reign orders fpread,

Thro' diflant worlds and regions of the dead.

The trumpetfounds \ hell''trembles ; heav'n rejoices;

Lift up your heads, yeflints, ivith cheerful voices.

2 No more (hall atheiits mock his long delay;

His veng'ance fleeps no more: behold the day;

Behold the Judge defcends; his guards are nigh;

Tempeft and fire attend him down the fky.

When God appears, all natureJhall adore him;

WhileJinners tre??ible9 faints rejoice before him.

3 " Heav ,n,earth,andhell,drawnear:letall things come
" To hear my juftice and the finners doom;
" But gather firft my faints; the Judge commands;
u Bring them, ye angels, from their diftant lands.

When Chrif returns t wake cv
y
ry deerfdpa

Andftmit, ye faints ; he comesfor ycur fakaticn.
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4 ll Behold! my covenant (lands for ever good,
" SeaPd by th' eternal Sacrifice in blood,
<: And fign'd with all their names; the Greek, the Jew
14 That paid the ancient worihip or the new."

V no diftim ; join allyour voices^

jindralfi
| > j/efaints> fir Ices.

5 " Here (faith the Lord) ye angels fpread their thrones,

" And near me feat my fav'rites and my fens,

" Come, sm'd, poffefs the joys preparM

•c time began; 'tis your divine reward."

When Chrifi return .

it, yetfaints% he comesfor yourfalvation*

Pause the Firft.

6 " I am the Saviour, I th* Almighty God,
u The Ibv'reign Judge: ye hcav'ns proclaim abroad
*' My jufl eternal fentence, and declare

" Thofe awful truths, that finners dread to hear."

When GoJ appears » all naturefoall adore

Whilefinners tremble^ faints rejoice before him.

7
u Stand forth, thou bold blafphemer, and profane,

ow feel my wrath, nor call my threatnings vain:

" Thou hypocrite, once drcit in faints attire,

" I doom thee, painted hypocrite, to fire.

Judgment proceeds ; bell trembtes ; I

.

I c fs ;

ll voices,

8 u Not for the want of goats, or bullocks (lain

11 Do I condemn thie; bulls and goats are \zln
u Without the Barnes of love; in vain the (lore
M Of brutal ofPrings, that were mine bei

Whilefinners tremblejfaints rej i

9 " If I were hungry, woold I food?
14 When did I

I k's blood?
u Mioe arc the tai

•
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io " Can I be flatter d with thy cringing bows;
" Thy folemn chatt'rings and fantaitic vows?
" Are my eyes charnVd thy veftments to behold,
14 Glaring in gems, and gay in woven gold:"

God is the Judge of hearts, no fair difguifes

Ganfcreen the guilty , when his vengeance rifes.

Pause the Second. [plcafe

It " Unthinking wretch! how could'ft thou hope to

" A God, A Spirit, with fuch toys as thefe?

" While with my grace and ftatutes on thy tongue
" Thou lov'ft deceit, and dofl: thy brother wrong."

Judg?nent proceeds ; hell trembles ; heav'n rejoices;

ldft up your heads, ye faint'/, with cheerful voices.

12 " In vain to pious forms thy zeal pretends;

" Thieves and adult'rers are thy chofen friends;

" While the falfe flatt'rer at mine altar waits,

" His harden'd foul divine inftruction hates."

God is the Judge ofhearts, no fair difguifes

Canfcreen the guilty, when his vengeance rifes.

13 " Silent I waited with long-fufPring love;

" But didft thou hope that I inould ne'er reprove?
' " And cherifn fuch an impious thought within,

" That the All- Holy would indulge thy fin;"

See God appears, all nations join t' adore him;

Judgment proceeds, andJinners fall before him.

14 " Behold my terrors now; my thunders roll,

11 And thy own crimes affright thy guilty foul;

st Now like a lion mall my veng'ance tear

" Thy bleeding heart, and no deliv'rer near."

Judgment excludes; bell trembles ; beav'n rejoices;

Lift up your heads, ye faints, with cheerful voices.

Epiphonema,
" Sinners, awake betimes; ye fools, be wife;

" Awake before this dreadful morning rife:

" Change your vain thoughts, your finful works amend,
" Fly *j the Saviour, mike the Judge your Friend."

Thenjjin the faints, wake ev'ry cheerful pa[lion ;

When Chrifl rttiumsy he comes for your fahati^n.
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PSALM LI. Firft Pari. Long Metre.

A Penitent Pleading for Pardon,.

1 Q* HEW pity, Lord, () Lord forgive,

k3 Let a repenting rebel live;

not thy mercies large and free?

May not a finner truft in thee?

2 My crimes are great, but can't furpafs

The pow'r and glory of thy grace:

it God," thy nature hath no bound,

So lerthy nard'ning love be found.

3 Oh wafh my foul from e\'ry fin,

And make my guilty conference clean

;

Here on my heart the burden lies,

And paft offences pain mine eyes.

4 My lips with ill ame my fins confefs

Againit thy law, again It thy grace;

Lord, ihould thy judgment grow fevere,

I am condem'd, but thou ait clear.

5 Should fudden veng'ance feize my breath,

I mi;(l pronounce thee juft in death:

And if my foul were lent to hell,

Thy righteous law approves it well.

• \-ive a trembling (Inner, Lord,

11 ill hovVing round thy word,

Would light on fome fweet prormfe there,

port again!

P S A L M LI. Second Part. Long Metre*

/ Sin Cojif

1
* ORD, I am vile, conceiv'd in fin,

1 j And born unholy and unclean ;

the man whole guilt)

d taints ns all.

. e draw our inf.mt-breath,

( f fin grow up for dc

The law demands a perfect heart;

But we're d^fil'd in
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3 [Great God, create my heart a-new,
And form my fpirit pure and true;

Oh make me wife betimes to fpy

My danger and my remedy.]

4 Behold I fall before thy face

;

My only refuge is thy grace;

No outward forms can make me clean;

The leprofy lyes deep within.

5 No bleeding bird, nor bleediag bead,

Nor hyiTop-branch, no fpi inkling prieft,

Nor running brook, nor flood, nor fea,

Can warn the difi:.. ay.

6 Jefus, my God, thy blood alone

Hath pow'r fu/Hcient to atone;

Thy blood can make me white as fnowj

No Jewifh types could cleanfe me fo.

7 While guilt difturbs and breaks my peace,

Nor flefh nor foul hath reft or eafe

;

Lord, let me hear thy pard'ning voice,

And make my broken heart rejoice.

PSALM LI. Third Part. Long Metre.

The Backjllder rcjlored; or, R.cper.tance and Faith in

the Shod c/C H R I S T.

Thou that hear'rt when finners cry,

Tho' all my crimes before thee lie,

Behold them not with angry look,

But blot their mem'ry from thy book.

Create my nature pure within,

And form my foul averfe to fin :

Let thy good Spirit ne'er depart*

Nor hide thy prefence from nay heart.

I cannot live without thy fight,

Caft out and baniuYd from thy fight:.

Thine holy joys* my God, relloie, -

And guard rne, that I fall no more..
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4 Tho' I have griev'd thy Spirit, Lord,

Thy help and comfort itill aftoid:

And let a wretch conic near thy throne,

To plead the merits of thy Son.

5 A broken heart, my God, my King,

Is all ihe facrifice I bring;

The God of grace will ne'er defpife

A broken heart for facrifice,

6 My foul lies humbled in the duft,

i ! ov. ns thy dreadful ft ntence juit;

Look down, O Lord, with pitying eye.

And lave the foul condem'd to die.

*j Then will I teach the world thy ways ;

Sinners (hall learn thy fov'reign grace;

I'll lead them to my Saviour's blood,

And they (hall praife a pard'ning God.

8 O may thy love infpire my tongue!

SJvation lhall be all my fong;

And all my powVs mall join to blefs

The Lord my flrength and righteoufnefs.

PSALM LI. 3—13. FirJIPart. Com. Metre.

Inal and Aflual Sin Cc?:f Pardoned*

1 ORD, I would fpread my fore difbefs,

1
,
j And guilt before thine eves

;

thy laws, againh1 thy grace,

How high my crimes arife!

2 Should'ft thou condemn my foul to hell,

And crufh my fiefh to d..

, would approve thy veng'ance well,

And eaith mult own it ju(K

om the (lock of Adam came,

and uncle 1

All m :nc,

my nature fin.
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4 Born in a world of guilt, I drew
Contagion with my breath;

And as my days advanced, I grew

A jufter prey for death.

5 Cltanfe me, O Lord, and cheer my foul

With thy forgiving love

;

Oh make my broken fpirit whole,

And bid my pains remove.

6 Let not thy Spirit e'er depart,

Nor drive me from thy face;

Create a- new my vicious hear;,

- And fill it with thy grace.

7 Then will I make thy mercy known
Before the Ions of men

;

Backfliders fliall addrefs thy throne,

And turn to God again.

PSALM LI. 14—17. Second Part. Com. Metre.

Repentance and Faith in the Blood ^/Christ.

1 f~\ God of mercy, hear my call,

V^/ My loads of guilt remove,

Break down this feparating wall

That bars me from thy love.

2 Give me the prefence of thy grace,

Then my rejoicing tongue

Shall fpeak aloud thy righteoufnefs,

And make thy praife my fong.

3 No blood of goats nor heifer flain

For fin could e'er atone;

The death of Chrift fliall (till remain

Sufficient and alone.

4 A foul oppreft with fin's defert

My God will ne'er defpife;

A humble groan, a broken heart

Is our bed facrifice.
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PSALM LII. Common Metre.

The Difappointment ofthe Wu

1 TTTHY mould the mighty make their boat!,

V V And heav'nly grace defpile?

In their own arm they put their truft,

And fill their mouth with lies.

2 But God in veng'ance (hall deftroy,

An-] drire them from his face;

more (hall they his church annoy,

Nor find on earth a place.

3 But like a cultur'd olive grove,

Drefs'd in immortal green,

Thy children, blooming in thy love,

Amid thy courts are feen.

4 On thine eternal grace, O Lord,

Thy Taints mall reft fecure,

I all who truft thy holy word,

Shall iind falvation fure.

P S A L M LII. Long Metre.

The Folly of Self-depctiderice.

I TTTHY mould the haughty hero boaft,

His vengeful arm, his warlike holt?

While blood deiiles his cruel hand,

And deiolation waftes the land.

He .; the captive's cry,

[roan, the orphan's figh;

And when the weary'd fword would (pare,

His falfehood fpreads the r

triumphs in the deeds of wrong,
And arms with rage his impious tongue;

pride proclaims his dreadful pow'r,

And bids the trembling world adore.

But God beholds, and with a frown,



ioS PSALM LIIL

The righteous freed, their hopes recal,

And hail the proud opprclTors fall.

5 How low th* infulting tyrant lies,

Who dar'd tV eternal Pow'r defpife;

And vainly deem'd with envious joy,

His arm almighty to deflroy.

6 We praife the Lord, who heard our cries,

And fent filiation from the ft

The faints, who faw our mournful days,

Shall join our grateful fongs of praife.

PSALM LIIL 4—6.

Viftory and Delivera?tcc from PerfecutlOfU

i A RE all the foes of Sion fools,

XX Who thus deftroy her faints?

Do they not know her Saviour rules,

And pities her complaints?

2 They fhall be feiz'd with fad furprife;

For God's avenging arm

Shall crufh the hand that dares arife,

To do his children harm.

3 In vain the fons of Satan boaft

Of armies in array ;

When God has firit defpis'd their holt,

They fall an eafy prey.

4 Oh for a word from S ion's King,

Her captives to refrore!

Thy joyful faints thy praife mall fing,

And Ifta'l weep no more.

P S A L M LIV. Common Metre.

Eh old us. Lord, and let our cry

Before thy throne afrend,

Call thou on us a pitying eye,

And ftill our lives defend.

For ffatugty'ring foes infult us round,

Oppreffivc proud and vain,
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They caft thy temples to the ground,

And all our rites prophane.

3 Yet thy forgiving grace wc truft,

And in thy pow'r rejoice;

Thine arm (hall crufli our foes to dull,

Thy praife infpirc our voice.

4 Be thou with thofe whofe friendly hand

Upheld us in diftrefs,

Extend thy truth thro' ev'ry land,

And (till thy people blefs.

PSALM LV. 1—8, 16, 17, 18, 22. Com. Metre.

Support fir the affiled and tempted Soul.

1 f~\ God, my refuge, hear my cries,

V^/ Behold my flowing tears,

Fur earth and hell my hurt devife,

And triumph in my fears.

2 Their rage is level'd at my life,

(buJ with guilt they load,

\nd fill my thoughts with inward ftrife,

To make my hope in God.

3 What inward pains my heart-firings wound,
• n with ev'ry breath

;

net me round

4 OIi were 1 Uke a feather d dove,

And innocence had wings;

I'd iiy, and make a long remove

reflleii things,

5 Let me to fume wild defert go,

And find a peaceful hom
ma of malice never blow,

ver come.

5, and vain inventions aU
To 'fcape the rage ti

F
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The mighty Gcd, on whom I cu.ll,

Can lave mc here as well.

P a u s e.

7 By morning light I'll feek his face,

At noon repeat my cry,

The night mall hear me afk his g
T

i

Nor will he long deny.

8 God (hall prefervc my fou! from fear,

Or mield me when afraid;

Ten thoufand angels muft appear

If he command their aid.

rj I cad my burdens on the Lord,
The Lord fuftains them all;

My courage refls upon his word,

That faints fhall never fall.

JO My highefr. hopes fhall not be vain,

My lips (hall fpread his praife;

While cruel and deceitful men,

Scaice live out half their days.

PSALM LV. 15, i6y 17, 19, 22. Short Metre.

1 X ET finners take their courfe,

I j And chufe the road to death;

But in the worfhip ofmy God
I'll fpend my daily breath.

2 My thoughts addrefs his throne,

When morning brings the light

;

I feek his Welling ev'ry noon,

-And pay my vows at night.

3 Thou wilt regard my cries,

O my eternal God,

While finners perim in furprife

Beneath thine angry rod.

4 Becaufe they dwell at eafe,

And no fad changes feel,
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They neither fear, nor truft thy name,

Nor learn to do thy will.

5 But I with all my cares,

Will lean upon the Lord

;

I'll call: my burdens on his arm,

And reli upon his word.

6 His arm fhaJl well fuflain

The children of his love ;

The ground on which their fafety ftands,

No earthly pow'r can move.

PSALM LVI. Common Metre.

Deliverance from Opprefjion and Falsehood; or, GOD'/
Care of his People-, in Anfwer fb Faith and Prayer*

1 /^\ Thou, whofe juftice reigns on high,

\J And makes th' opprefTbr ceafc,

Behold how envious flnners try

To vex and break my peace.

2 The fons of violence and lies

Join to devour me, Lord;
But as my hourly dangers rife,

My refuge is thy word.

3 In God moil holy, ju(l, and true,

I have repos'd my trull;

i what Mem can do,

The offspring of the duft.

4 They wreft my words to mifchief dill,

Charge me with unknown faults;

For mi/chiefs all their counfels fill,

And malice all their thoughts,

5 Shall they efeape without thy frown?

Mufr. their devices ftand?

Oh cafl the haughty (inner down,
And let him know thy hand!

Pause.
6 God fees the forrows of his faint

Their groans ajtfec't his ears;

F z
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Thy mercy counts my juft complaints,

And numbers all my tears.

7 When to thy throne I raife my cry

The wicked fear and flee:

So Iwift is pray'r to reach the iky,

§o near is God to me.

; In thee, moft holy, juft, and true,

I have repos'd my truit;

Nor will 1 fear what man can do,

The offspring of the duft.

9 Thy folemn vows are on me, Lord,
Thou (halt receive my praife;

Fll fing, " how faithful is thy word!
" How righteous all thy ways!"

ro Thou haft fecur'd my foul from death,

Oh fet thy pris'ner free,

That heart and hand, and life and breath

May be employed for thee*

P S A L M LVIL

Praifefor Pr$teciio?i: Grace and Truth.

j 1\ /TY God, in whom are all the fprings,

XVA Of bound lefs love and grace unknown.

Hide me beneath thy fpreading wings,

Till the dark cloud is overblown.

2 Up to the heav'ns I fend my cry,

The Lord will my defires perform

;

He fends his angel from the Iky,

And fives-me from the thrcat'ning ftorm.

3 Be thou exalted, O my God,
Above the heav'ns where angels dwell;

Thy pow'r on earth be known abroad,

And land to land thy wonders tell.

/. My heart is Sx'A; my fong mall raife

Immortal honours to thy name;
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Awake, my tongue, to found his praife,

My tongue, the glory of my frame.

5 High o'er the earth his mercy reigns,

And reaches to the utmoft iky

;

His truth to endkfs years remains,

When lower worlds diifolvc and die.

6 Be thou exalted, O my God,

Above the heav'ns, where angels dwell;.

Thy pow'r on earth.be known abroad,

And land to land t.hy wonders tell.

PSALM LVIII. As the 113 Pfalm.'

Warning to Magijlrates.

1 TUnnES, who rule the world by laws,

J Will ye defpife the righteous cayfe,

When vile opprdiion watres the land?

Dare ye condemn the righteous poor,

And let rich finners 'fcape fecure,

While gold and grcatnefs bribe your hand'

2 Have ye forgot, or never knew
That God will judge the judges too?

High in the heav'ns his juftice reigns;

Yet you invade the rights of God;
And (end your bold decrees abroad

the conference in your chaii

3 A poifbn'd arrow is your tongue,

The arrow fharp, the poifou ftrong,

And death attends where'er it wounds;
You hear no counfels, cries or tears;

So die deaf adder (tops her ears!

linfi the pow'r of charming founds.

eternal God;
Thofe teeth of lidns dy\i in bl(

And crufh the ferpents in the dufl:

As empty ch iff, wh#n wh :1c,

£cfo;

So let their hqacs and names 0t toft.

»3
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5 TV Almighty thunders from the fky,

Their grand'ur melts, their titles die,

As hills of fnow diilblve and run,

Or fnails that perifh in their (lime,

Or births that come before the time,

Vain births that never fee the fun.

6 Thus mall the veng'ance of the Lord
Safety and joy to faints afford;

And all that hear fhall join and fay,

" Sure there's a God that rules on high,
11 A God that hears his children cry,

** And will their fufPrings well repay."

P S A L M LIX. Short Metre.

Prayerfor national deliverance.

IIIOM foes, that round us rife,

.

'F' O God of heav'n, defend,

"Who brave the veng'ance of the fkies,

And with thy faints contend.

% Behold, from diflant mores,

And dtfert wilds they come,

Combine for blood their barb'rous force,

And thro' thy cities roam.

3 Beneath the filent fhade, ,

Their facred plots they lay*

Our peaceful walls by night invade,

And wade the fit Ids by day.

4 And will the God of grace,

Regardlefs of our pain,

Permit fecure that impious race,

To riot in their reign ?

i vain their fecret guile, • 9
Or open force they prove ; V

His eye can pierce the deepeft \

His hand their ftrcngth rcqfr^
6 Yet fave theiruLord, fromMcr.th,

Left we forgeTOieir doefcn;1 %
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But drive them with thine angry breath,

Thro 1

difhnt lands to roam.

7 Then mall our grateful vo : cc

Proclaim our guardian God ;

The nations round the earth rejoice,

And found the praife abroad.

PSALM LX. Common Metre.

ling to God in the diftrefs qfiuar.

1 II" ORD thou has fcourg'd our guilty land,
-*-J Behold thy people mourn ;

Shall reng'aqce ever guide thy hand?

And mercy ne'er return ?

2 Beneath the terrors of thine eye,

Earth's haughty towers decay

;

Thy frowning mantle fpreads the (liyy

And mortals melt away.

3 Our Sion trembles at thy ftrokc,

And dreads thy lifted hand!

Oh, heal the people thou haft broke*

A id fave the finking land.

4 Exalt thy banner in the field,

For thofe that fear thy name

;

A barb'rous hofts our nation fliield,

And put our foes to lhame.

5 Attend our armies to the fight,

And be their guardian G
In vain mall num'rous pow'is unite,

Againft thy lifted rod.

6 Our troops, beneath thy guiding hand,

Shall gain a glad renown:

'Tis God who makes the feeble (land,

And treads the mighty down.

PSALM LXI. i—6.
. GOD.

i TXTHEX overwhelm^ with grief,

* My heart within me .

F -•
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Helplcfs and far from all relief

To heav'n I lift mine eyes.

2 Oh lead me to the rock

That's high above my head,

And make the covert of thy wings

My melter and my made.

3 Within thy prefence, Lord,
For ever I'll abide;

Thou art the tow'r of my defence,

The refuge where I hide.

4 Thou giveft me the lot

Ofthofe that fear thy name;
If endlefs life be their reward,

I fhall poffefi the fame,

PSALM LXII. 5— 12.

No Truji in the Creatures; or, Faith in divine Gracf

and Poiver.

1 "|\ 7WY fpirit looks to God alone;

jLVjL My rock and refuge is his throne

In all my fears, in all my (traits,

My foul en his falvation waits.

2 Truil him, ye faints, in all your ways,

Pour out your hearts before his face;

When helpers fail, and foes invade,

God is our all-fiuficient aid.

3 Falfe are the men of high degree,

The bafer fort afe vanity;

Laid in the balance both appear

Light as a puff of empty air.

4 Make not increafing gold your truft,

Nor fet your hearts on glittering duft

;

Why will you grafp the fleeting fmoVe,

And not beli-eve what God has fpoke?

5 Once has his awful voice declarM,

Once and again my ears have heard*
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j

• l All pow'r is his eternal dne;

He mull be kar'd and truded too.

6 For fov'reign pov/r reigns not alone,

Grace is a partner of the throne :

Thy grace and judice, mighty Lord,

Shall well divide our lad reward.

PSALM LXIII. *>2 , 5, 3,4. Skft*4

Common Metre.

The Morning of a Lord's £#},

1 T7 ARLY, my God, without delay*

Kj I hade to feek thy face
;

My thirfty fpirit faints away
"Without thy cheering grace.

2 So pilgrims on the fcorching fand

Beneath a burning fky,

Long for a cooling dream at hand;

And thy muft drink or die.

3 Pre feen thy glory and thy pow'r

Thro' all thy temple fhine;

My God, repeat that heav'nly hour

That vifion fo divine.

4 Not all the bleffm^s of a feait

Cm pleafe my foul fo well,

As when thy richer grace I taffe,

And in thy piefence dwell.

5 Not life itfelf, with all its joys,

Can my bed palEons move,

Or raife fo high my cheerful yoi

As thy forgiving love.

6 Thus till my lad expiring day
Pll blefs my God and king;

Thus will I lift my hands to prayf

And tune my lips to ficg.

B6
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P S A L M LXIII. 6 10. Second Part.

Common Metre.

Midnight Thoughts Recollecled.

i v I AVAS in the watches of the night

I I thought upon thy power,

I kept thy lovely face in fight

Amiclii^the darkeft hourY

2 My flefh lay retting on my bed,

My foul arofe'on high;

" My God, my life, my hope, I faid,

u Bring thy falvation nigh.

3 My fpirit labours up thine hill,

And climbs the heav'nly road;

But thy right hand upholds me (till,

While I purfue my God.

4 Thy mercy ftretches o'er my head

The fhadow of thy wings

;

My heart rejoices in thine aid,

My tongue awakes and fings.

5 But the deftroyers of my peace

Shall fret and rage in vain

;

The tempter (hall for ever ceafe»

And all my fins be (lain.

6 Thy fword mall give my foes to death,

And fend them down to dwell

In the dark caverns of the earth,

Or in the deeps of hell.

PSA L'M LXIII. Long Metre.

Longing after GOD; or, The Love ofGOD letter

than Life.

1 f~^\ REAT God, indulge my humble claim,

VJT Thou art my hope, my joy, my reft

;

The glories that compofc thy name
Stand all engag'd to make me bleft.

2 Thou great and good, thou jufl and wife,

Thou art my father and my Godj
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I am thine by facred

Thy Ton, thy fervant l>ou<;ht with blood.

3 With heart, ami eyes, anil lifted L
For tllCC I k>ng, to thee I look,

As travellers in thirfty lands

Pant for the cooling water brook,

4 With early feet I love t'appear

long thy faints, and feek thy face,

Oh? have I lien thy f.lory there,

And felt the pow'r of fov'reign grace.

5 Not fruits, nor wines that tempt our tail-,

No pleafures that tofenfe belong,

Could make me fo divinely bleft,

Orraife fs high my cheerful fong,

6 My life itfelf without thy love

rafte or pleafure could afford;

Sat a tircfome burden prove,

If I were banifh'd from the Lord.

7 Amidft the wakeful hours of night,

When bufy cares afTlicTt my head,

One thought of thee gives new delight,

• And adds refrefhment to my bed.

8 I'll lift my hands, I'll raife my voice,

While I have breath to pray or praife

;

This work (hull make my luart rejeiee,

And blefs the remnant of my days

PSALM LXIII. Short Metre.

Seeking GOD,

'» T\ /TV rmit my tongue.

-LVX This joy, to call i.

let my early eries prevail

To tade thy love divine.

2 My thirfty fainting foul

Thy rucrcy does implore:

F6
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Not travellers in dcicrt lands

Can pact for water more.

3 Within thy churches, Lord,
I long to find my place,

Thy power and glory to behold,

And feel thy quick'ning grace.

4 For life without xhy love

No relifh can .afford;

No jsy can be compared with this,

To ferve and pleafe the Lord.

5 To thee t*ll lift my hands,

And praife thee while I live;

Not the rich dainties of a feaft

Such food or pleafure give.

6 In wakeful hours of night,

I call my God to mind;

I think how, wife thy counfels are,

And all thy dealings kind.

7 Since thou haft been my help,

To thee my fpirit flies,

• And on thy watchful providence

;

My cheerful hope relies.

8 The fhadow of thy wings,

My foul in fafety keeps;

I follow where my Father leads,

And he fupports my fteps.

PSALM LXIV. Long Metre,

l /"I REAT God attend to my complaint,

\^T Nor let my drooping fpirit faint;

When foes in fecret fpread the fnare,

Let my falvation be thy care.

1 Shield me without and guard within,

From treach'rous foes and deadly fin;

May en/y, lull, and pride depart,

And heav'nly grace expand my heart.

j Thy juftice and thy pow'r difplay,

And fcatter far thy foes away;
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While lift'ning nations learn thy word,

And Taints triumphant blefs the Lord.

4 Then fhall thy church exalt her voice,

And all that love thy name rejoice

;

By faith approach thine awful throne,

And plead the merits of thy Son.

PSALM LXV. i.— 5. Firjl Part. Long Metre.

Public Prayer and Praife.

1 rpHE praife of Sion waits for thee,

JL My God ; and praife becomes thy houfe

;

There fhall thy faints thy glory fee,

And there perform their public vows.

2 O thou whofe mercy bends the fkies

To fave when humble finners pray;

All lands to thee (hall lift their eyes,

And ev'ry yielding heart obey.

3 Againfr. my will my fins prevail,

But grace mall purge away the (tain

:

The i>lood of Chrift. will never fail

To wafh my garments white again.

4 Blefr. is the man whom thou malt chufe,

And give him kind accefs to thee;

Give him a place within thy houfe,

To tafte thy love divinely

r a u s E.

5 Let Babel fear when Sion prays;

Babel prepare for long diftrefs,

When Sion's God himfelf arrays

In terror and in right coufnefs.

C With dreadful glory God fulfils

What hi requeft;

And with aimighty wrath reveals

His love to give iiis churches reft.

7 Then (hall the flocking nations run
To Sion'shill and own their Lord;
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The rifing and the fetting fun

Shall fee the Saviour's name ador'd.

PSALM LXV. 5— 13. Second Part. Long Metre.

Divine Providence in Air> Earth and Sea ; or, The

GOD of Nature and Grace.

1 r I ^ HE God of our falvation hears

JL The groans of Sion mix'd with tears

;

Yet when he comes with kind defigns,

Thro' all the way his terror fhines.

2 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 fouls to God,,

When tempefts rage and billows roar

At dreadful diftance from the more.

4 He bids the noify tempefls ceafe;

He calms the raging crowd to peace,

When a tumultous nation raves

Wild as the winds, and loud as waves.

5 Whole kingdoms fhaken by the ftorm,

He fettles in a peaceful form;

Mountains eftablifh'd by his hand
Firm on their old foundations (land.

6 Behold his enfigns fweep the fky,

New comets blaze and light'nings fly;

The heathen lands with fwift furprife,

From the bright horrors turn their eyes.

7 At his command the morning ray

Smiles in the eaft, and leads the day,

He guides the fun's declining wheels

Over the tops of weftern hills.

8 Seafons and times obey his voice,

The ev'ning and the morn rejoice
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To fee the earth made foft with fhow'rs,

Laden with fruit and dreft in ilow'rs.

9 'Tis from his wat'ry (tores on high,

He gives the thirfty ground fupply;

He walks upon the clouds, and thence

Doth his enriching drops difpenfe.

10 The defert grows a fruitful field,

Abundant fruit the vallies yield;

The vallies fhout with cheerful voice,

And neighboring hills repeat their joys,

1

1

The paftures fmile in green array,

There lambs and larger cattle play;

The larger cattle and the lamb,

Each in his language fpeaks thy name.

12 Thy works pronounce thy pow'r divine;

O'er ev'ry field thy glories mine

;

Thro' ev'ry month thy gifts appear;

Great God, thy goodnefs crowns the year.

PSALM LXV. Ftrfi Part. Com. Metre.

A Prayer-bearing God, and the Gentiles called.

p RAISE waits in Sion, Lord, for thee,

re mall our vows be paid;

Thou halt an ear when finners pray,

All rlem mail feek thine aid.

2 Lord, our iniquities prevail,

But pard'ning grace is thine,

And thou wilt grant us pOw'l and fkill

To conquer ev'ry fin.

3 Blefl are the men whom thou wilt chufe

To bring them near thy :

Give them a dwelling in thine houfe,

To feafl upon thy grace.

4 In anfw'ring what thy church requeds^
Thy truth and terror ftiine,
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And works of dreadful righteoufnefs,

Fulfil thy kind defign.

5 Thus fhall the wond'ring nations fee

The Lord is good andjuft;

And diftant iflands fly to thee,

And make thy name their truft.

6 They dread thy glitt'ring token3, Lord,

When figns in heav'u appear;

But they (hall learn thy holy word,

And love as v/ell as fear.

PSALM LXV. Second Part. Common Metre,

The Providence of God In Air> Earth and Sea; or,-

Tke Blejjbigs of Rain.

I
,r

I TS by thy ftrength the mountains (land,
-*- God of eternal pow'r;

The fea grows calm at thy command,
And tempefts ceafe to roar.

? Thy morning light and ev'ning made,

Succeffive comforts bring;

Thy plenteous fruits make harveft glad,

Thy flow'rs adorn the fpring.

3 Seafons and times, and moons and hours,

Heav'n, earth and air are thine

;

When clouds diftil in fruitful fhow'rs,

The Author is divine:

4 Thofe wand'ring ciflerns in the fky

Borne by the winds around,

Whofe wat'ry treafures well fupply

The furrows of the ground.

5 The thirfty ridges drink their fill,

And ranks of corn appear;

Thy ways abound with bleffings ftill,

Thy goodnefs crowns the year.
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PSALM LXV. Third Part. Common Metre.

TheBUflings of the Spring; or, GOD gives Rain.

A Pialm for the Hufbandman.

1 f~*\ 00 D is the Lord, the heav'nly King,

VJT Who makes the earth his care

;

n

Vifits the paftures tv'ry fprin^,

And bids the grafs Bppc

2 The clouds like rivers rais'd on high,

Pour oat at his command
Their wat'ry bleflings from the fky,

To cheer the thiifty land.

3 The fbften'd ridges of the field

Permit the coin to fpring:

The willies rich provifion yield,

. poor labVers upg.

4 The little hills on evVy fde

ice at falling (how'rs,

meadows drefs'din beauteous pri£e

Perfume the air with rlow'rs.

5 The barren c e(h\i with rain

Promife a joyful crop;

The parched grounds look green 2gai-n,

And rail.

6 The various morit dneU crov/ns

How hoi]:

:k$ fpreaa vvr.s,

And ihepherds ;.

PSALM LXVI. Fvf.Fart. Common Metre.

;; er, Our Grace

.:' by /IfHi::.

s Lord,
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With melody of found r-cord

His honours dnd your joys.

2 Say to the Pow'r that form'd the fky,
M How terrible art thou

!

u Sinners before thy prefence fly,

"Or at thy feet they bow."

3 [Come fee the wonders of our God,
How glorious are his ways ?

In Mofes' hand he put the rod,

And clave the frighted feas.

4 He made the ebbing channel dry,

While Ifra'l pafs'd the flood;

There did the church begin their joy,

And triumph in their God.]

5 He rules by his refiftlcfs might

:

Will rebel-mortals dare

Provoke th' Eternal tothe fight,

And tempt that dreadful war.

6 Oh blefs our God, and never ceafe;

Ye flints, fulfil his praife;

He keeps our life, maintains our peace,

And guides our doubtful ways.

7 Lord, thou haft prov'd our fufPring fouls,

To make our graces mine;

So filver bears the burning coals,

The metal to refine.

8 Thro' wat'ry deeps and firey ways

We march at thy command,
Led to poiTefs .the prorruYd place

By thine unerring hand.

PSALM LXVI. 13—22. Second Part.

Praife to GOD for hearing Prayer.

1 "^T^W (hall my folemn vows be paid

Jl\| To that almighty Pow'r
That heard the long requefts I made

In my di(h efsful hour.
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1 My lips and cheerful heart prepare

To make his mercies known:
Come ye that fear my God, and hear

The wonders he has done.

3 When on my head huge forrows fell,

I (ought the heav'nly aid;

He fa\'d my finking foul from hell,

And death's eternal ihade.

4 If fin lay cover'd in my h

While pr^y'r employ'd my ton-

The.Lord had iliewn me no regard,

Nor I his praifes fung.

5 But God (his name be ever blefl)

I las fet my fpirit free
;

Ncr turn'd from him my poor requeft,

Nor turn'd his heart from me.

PSALM LXVII. Common Metre.

The Nation's Profpcrity, and the Church's Incrcafc*

1 QHINE, mighty God, on Sion, mine,

kj With beams of heav'nly grace;

Reveal thy pow'r thro* all our coails,

I (hew thy (bailing face.

2 [Arr.idft our realm exalted high

Do thou our glory ftand,

And like a wall of guardian fire

Surround the fav'rite land.]

3 When (hall thy name from more to more
Sound all the earth abro 1

And diftant nations know and love

ir Saviour and their God.

4 Sing to the Lord, ye diftant lands,

g loud with folemn v

life,

And cv'ry hu.
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5 He, the great Lord, the fov'reign Judge,
That fits enthron'd above,

In wifdom rules the worlds he made,
And bids them tafte his love.

6 Earth mail obey his high command,
And yield a full increafe

;

Our God will crown his chofen land

With fruitfulnefs and peace.

7 God the Redeemer fcatters round

His choicefl favours here,

While the creation's utmoft bound
Shall fee, adore, and fear.

PSALM LXVIIL Ver. 1—6,32—25. Firft Pari.

The Vengeance and Companion of G D.

1 ET God arife in all his might,

\ j And put the troops of hell to -flight;.

As imoak that fought to cloud the flues

Before the riCng tempeft flies.

2 [He comes array'd in burning flames;

Juftice and veng'ance are his names:

Behold his fainting foes expire

Like melting wax before the fire.]

3 He rides and thunders thro* the iky;

His name Jehovah founds on high:

Sing to his name, ye fons of grace;

Ye flints rejoice before his face.

4 The widow and the fatherlefs

Fly to his aid in (harp 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,

Shall dwell in chains and darknek I
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Kingdoms and thrones to God belong;

Crown him, ye nations, in yourfong:

His wondrous names and pow'rs rehearfe.

His honours fliall enrich your verfc.

He (hakes the hcav'ns with loud alarms;

How terrible is God in arms!

In Ifra'l are his mercies known,

Ifra'l is his peculiar throne.

Proclaim him king, pronounce him bleft;

He's your defence, your joy, your reft:

When terrors rife, and nations faint,

God is the ftrength of ev'ry faint.

P S A L M LXVIII. Second Part. Ver. 17, 18.

Christ's Afirrtfionf and the Gift ofthe Spirit.

I " ORD when thou didft afcend on high,

L j Ten thoufand angels fil'd the Hey;

Thole heav'nly guards around thee wait,

Like chariots that attend thy date.

Not Sinai's mountain could appear

glorious when the Lord was there;

While he pronoune'd his dreadful law,

And ih'uck the chofen tribes with awe.

How bright the triumph none can tell,

WhtQ the rebellious pow'rs of hell,

That thoufand fouls had captive made,

all in chains like captives led.

ither to the throne,

He f : Spirit down,

and giacc for rebel-men,

rod might dwell on earth ftgt'ai

\LI\I LXVIII. ylPart. Ver. iy, 9, 20,21,22.

r ; or, Common and

V V V !y food;

, . from the
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2 He fends his fun his circuit round,

To cheer the fruits, to warm the ground;

He bids the clouds with plenteous rain

Refrefli the thirfty earth again.

3 'Tis to his care we owe our breath,

And all our near elcapes from death:

Safety and health to God belong;

He heals the weak, and guards the ftrong,

4 He makes the faint and finner prove

The common blejlings of his love;

But the wide dirPrence that remains

Is endlefs joy, or endlefs pains.

5 The Lord that bruis'd the ferpent's head,

On all the ferpent's feed fhali tread,

The ftubborn fmner's hope confound,

And finite him with a lading wound.

6 But his right hand his faints mall raife

From the deep earth or deeper feas,

And bring thtm to his courts above;

There mall they tafte his fpecial love,

PSALM LXIX. i— 14. Fir/1 Part. Com. Metre,

The Sufferings o/Qhki s t for our Salvation,

1 " QAVE me, O God, the fwelling floods

" l^ Break in upon my foul

;

" I (ink and foi rows o'er my head
M Like mighty waters roll.

2 u I cry till all my voice be gone,
" In tears I wade the day;

" My God, behold my longing eyes,
u And Ihorten thy delay*

3 " They hate my foul without a caufe,

" And ftill their number grows
11 More than the hairs around my head,

" And mighty are my foes.

4 " }Twas then I paid that dreadful debt

" That men could never pay,
"
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u And gave thofe honours to thy law
" Which fmners took away.

- " Thus in the great Median's name,
" The re

;

t mourns;
11 Thus he awakes our heaits to grief,

M And gives us joy b) turns.

5 " Now (hall the faints rejoice and find

" Salvation in thy name,
" For I have borne their heavy load

" Of forrow, pain, and ft

? " Grief like a garment cloath'd me round,

" And fackcloth was my eir_fs,

M While I procur'd for naked fouls

" A robe of righteoufntis.

3 " Amongft my brethren and the Jews
" I like a ftranger flood,

4< And bore their vile reproach to bring

" The gentiles near to God.

i) " I came in finful mortals ftxad

u To do my Fathers will

:

" Yet when I cleans'd my Father's houfe,

" They fcandaliz'd my zeal.

10 " My fadings and my holy groans

fere made the drunkard's long;

it God from his celeftial throne
11 Heard my complaining tongue.

1

1

" He fi\M me from die dreadful deep,
u Where fcara befet me round;

u He raisM and lix'd my finking feet

" On well-edubiinYd ground.

i 2
4< 'Twas in a mo ft accepted hour,

" My pJ on high,
11 And for my fake my God (hall 1

The dying ftnner'j cry."
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PSALM LXIX. 14, 21, 26, 29, 32. Second Part.

Common Metre.

The Pajfion and exaltation /Christ.

1 XTOW let our lips with holy fear

JJ\ And mournful pleafures fing

The fuff'rings of our great high- Prieit,

The forrows of our King.

2 He (inks in floods of deep diftrefs;

How higA the waters rife

!

While to his heav'nly Father's ear

He fends perpetual cries.

3 " Hear me O Lord, and fare thy Son,
" Nor hide thy mining face;

" Why mould thy fav'rite look like one
" Forfaken of thy grace ?

4 " With rage they perfecute the man
" That groans beneath thy wound,

" While for a facrifice I pour

.
. M My life upon the ground.

5 " They tread my honour to the duft,

" And laugh when 1 complain;

" Their (harp infulting (landers add
" Frefli anguilh to my pain.

6 " All my reproach is known to thee,

" The fcandal and the fiiame;

" Reproach has broke my bleeding heart,

" And lies denTd my name.

7 " I look'd for pity, but in vain

;

" My kindred are my grief;

" I a(k my friends for comfort round,
" but meet with no relief.

3 " With vinegar they mock my thirft,

11 They give me gall for food

;

u And fporting with my dying groans,
u They triumph in my blood.
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o,
" Shine into my diftrefTed foul,

" Let thy compaffion fave;

M And tho' my fiefh fink down to death,

" Redeem it from the grave.

10 " I mail nrife to praife thy name,
11 Shall reign in worlds unknown;

11 And thy falvation, O my God,
" Shall feat me on thy throne."

PSALM LX1X. Third Part. Common Metre.

Christ's Obedience and Death ; or, GOD
gl.rif.ed and Sinners fated.

1 XT' At h e r, I fmg thy wond'reus grace,

JL I blefs my Saviour's name,

He bought falvation for the poor,

And bore the flnners fhame.

2 His deep diftrefs has rais'd us high,

His duty and his zeal

Fulfil'd the law which mortals broke,

And finifh'd all thy will.

3 His dying groans, his living fongs

Shall better pleafe my God,
Than harp or trumpet's folemn found.

Than goat's or bullock's blood.

4 This Hull his humble follow'rs fee,

And let Aeir hearts at reft;

They by his death draw near to thee,

lor ever bled.

.'n and all that dwell on high

To G
1 feas aflat the

.

is thine, m God,
ites;

. . ad

•!• t
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PSALM LXIX. Firjl Part. Long Metre.

Christ's Paffion and Sinners SaJtat

i TP\EEP in our hearts let us record

JL/ The deeper forrows of our Lord

;

Behold the riling billows roll

To overwhelm his holy foul.

2 In long complaints he fpends his breath,

While hofts of hell, and pow'rs of death,

And all the fons of malice join

To execute their curft defign.

3 Yet, gracious God, thy powV and love

Has made the curfe a blefTing prove;

Thofe dreadful fufPrings of thy Son
Aton'd for crimes which we had done.

4 The pangs of our expiring Lord
The honours of thy law rcitorM:

His forrows made thy juftice known
And paid for follies not his own.

5 Oh for his fake our guilt forgive,

' And let the mourning finner live:

The Lord will hear us in his name,

Nor (hall our hope be turr/d to fhame.

PSALM LXIX. Ver. 7, &c Second Part.

Long Metre.

Christ's Sufferings and Zeal.

1 5 r I 1WAS for our fake, eternal God,

JL Thy "Son fuftam'd that heavy load

Of bafe reproach and fore difgrace,

While fhame defil'd his facred face.

2 The Jews his brethren and his kin,

Abus'd the man that checked their fin:

While he fulfil 'd thy holy laws,

They hate him, but without a caufc.

3 " [My Father's houfe,
,,

faid he,. " was made
u A place for worfhip, not for trade

;"
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Then featuring all their gold and brafs,

He fcourg'd the merchants from the place.

]

[Zeal for the temple of his God
ConfumM his life, exposed liis blood:

Reproaches at thy glory thrown

He feh and mourn'd them as his own.]

[His friends fovfook, his followers fled,

While foes and arms furround his head;

They curfe him with a fland'rous tongue,

And the falfe judge maintains die wrong.]

His life they load with hateful lies,

And charge his lips with blafphemies:

They nail him to the ffiameful tree;

There hung the man that dy'd for me.

But God beheld, and from his throne

Marks out the men that hate his Son;

The hand that rais'd him from the dead",

Shall pour die veng'ance on their head.

PSALM LXX. Common Metre.

Prctefihrj again]] Perfonal Enemies.

1 T N hade, O God, attend my call,

X Nor hear my cries in vain
;

Oil let thy {peed prevent my fall,

And ft ill my hope fuitain.

When foes infidious wound my name,
.kI tempt mv foul affray,

Then let them fall with tailing fhame,
To their own plots a prey.

3 While all that love thy name rejoice,

And glory in thy v/ord,

In thy falvatton raifc their voice,

And magnify the Lord.

t O thou my help in time of nted,

Behold my fore difmay;

Batten to my aid,

let thy grace delay.

fa
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PSAL M LXXI. 5—9. Fir/1 Part.

The Aged Saint's Reflexion and M
1 T\/f"Y God, my everlafling hope,

XVX I live upon thy truth

;

Thine hands have held my childhood up,

And fhcngthen'd all my youth.

2 My ffciri was fafhion'd by thy pow'r

With all thefe limbs of mine:

And from my mother's painful hour

I've been entirely thine.

3 Still has my life new wonders Teen

Repeated ev'ry year;

Behold my days that yet remain,

I trofl them to thy care.

4 Cad me not off when ftrength declines,

When hoary hairs arife

;

And round me let thy glory fhiae,

Whene'er thy fervan: dies.

5 Then in the hi(Try ofmy age,

When men review my days,

They'll read thy love in ev'ry page,

In ev'ry line thy praiie.

PSALM LXXI. 15, 14, 16, 23, 22, 24. 7dTart.

Christ our Strength and Righteoufnefs.

1 "Tiff'Y Saviour, my almighty Friend,

_i_VJL When I begin thy praife,

Where will the growing numbers end,

The numbers of thy grace?

2 Thou art my everlafling truft,

Thy goodnefs I adore;

And fince I knew thy graces firft

I fpeak thy glories more.

3 My feet (hall travel all the length

Of the celeftiai road,
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And march with courage in thy ftrength

ither God.

4 When I am fil'd with fore diftrefs

For lome furpfifing (in,

I'll plead thy perfect righteoufnefs,

And mention none but thine.

5 How will my lips rejoice to tell

The vicVries of my King!

My foul, recfeem'd from fin and hell.

Shall thy falvation ling.

6 [My tongue mall all the day proclaim

My Saviour and my God,
His death has brought my foes to fhame ;

And fav'd me by his blood.

7 Awake, awake, my tuneful pow'rs;

With this delightful fong

I'll entertain the darkefl hours,

Nor think the feafon long. J

PSALM LXXI. 17—21. Third Part,

The aged Chnjl'uui's Prayer and Song ; or, Old age.

Death and the Refurrefiion.

OD of my childhood, and my youth*

G' The guide of all my clays,

I have declar'd thy heav'nly truth,

And 1 old thy wond'rous ways.

2 Wilt thou forfake my hoary hairs,

And leave my fainting heart?

Who (lull fuilain my finking years

If God my ftren^th depart?

3 Let me thy pow'r and truth proclaim

Before the rifing age,

And leave a favour ofthy name
When I jhall quit the ftage.

4. The land of iilence and of death

Attends my nejtf remove;

f 3
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Oh may thefe poor remains of breath

Teach the v/ide world thy love

!

Pause,
5 Thy righteoufnefs is deep and high,

Unfearchable thy deeds;
Thy glory fpreads beyond the fky,

And all my praife exceeds.

6 Oft have I heard thy threat'nings roar,

And oft eDdur'd the grief;

But when thy hand has preft me fore,

Thy grace was my relief.

7 By long experience have I koown
Thy fov'reign pov/'r to five

;

At thy command I venture down
fecurely to the grave.

8 When I lye bufied deep in duft,

My flefh (hall be thy care
;

Thefe wither'd limbs with thee I trim

To raife them flrong and fair.

PSALM LXXII. Fir/f Part,

The Ki?7gdo?n /Christ.
1 PREAT God, whofe univerfal fway

^-* The known and unknown worlds obey,

Now give the kingdom to thy Son,

Extend his pow'r, exalt his throne*

2 Thy fceptre well becomes his hands,

All heav'n fubmits to his commands;
His juflice fhall.avenge the poor,

And pride and rage prevail no more.

3 With pow'r he vindicates the juft,

And treads th' oppreilbr in the duft;

His worfhip and his fear (hall lait,

Till hours, and years, and time be palh

4 As rain on meadows, newly mown,
So (hall he fend his influence down

;

His grace on fainting fouls diftils,

Like heav'nly dew on thirfty hills,
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5 The heathen lands that lie beneath

The fhades of oveifpreading death,

Revive at his firft dawning light,

And deferts bloffom at the fight.

6 The faints fhall flourifh in his days,

Dreft in the robes of joy and praife

;

Peace, like a river from his throne

Shall flow to nations yet unknown.

PSALM LXXII. Second Part.

Christ's Kingdom ainong ths Gcutiks.

1 TESUS (hall reign where'er the fun

J Does his fucccifive journeys run;

His kingdom ftretch from fhore to more,

Till moons mall wax and wane no more.

2 [Behold the nations with their kings;

There Europe her heft tribute brings

;

From north to fouth the princes meet

To pay their homage at his feet.

3 There Perfia, glorious to behold,

And India fhines in eaftern gold;

While weflern empires own their Lord
And favage tribes attend his word.

4 For him fhall endkfs prayer be made,

And endltfs praifes crown his b

His name like fweet perfume (hall rife

With every morning iacrifice.

5 People and realms of every tongue

Dwell on his love with fweetelr fong;

And infant- voices fhall proclaim

Their early bleflings on his name.

6 Bleflings abounds where'er he reigns

: >yful prif'ner burfts his chains;

The weary find eternal reft,

And all the fons of want are bleft.

7 [Where he difpfeys his healing power,

Death and the curfe are known no more 5
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In him the tribes of Adam boaft

More bleilings than their father loft.

8 Let ev'ry creature rife and bring,

Peculiar honours to our King':

Angels defcend with fongs again,.

And earth repeat the loud amen.]

PSALM LXXIIL Firft Part. Common Metre.

Afflifted Saints happy, and profperous Sinners curfed.

1 XTOW Pm convine'd the Lord is kind

JL\1 To men of heart fincere,

Yet once my foolifh thoughts repin'd,.

And bordcrM on defpair.

2 I griev'd to fee the wicked thrieve,

And fpoke with angry breath,
44 How pleafant and profane they live I

44 How peaceful is their death!

3
4i With we 11 -fed flefh and haughty eyes

44 They lay their fears to fleep;
44 Againil the heav'ns their flanders rife,

44 While faints in filence weep.

4 44 In vain I lift my hands to pray,
44 And cleanfe my heart in vain ;.

44 For I am chained all the day,
44 The night renews my pain."

5 Yet while my tongue indulg'd complaints,

I felt my heart reprove

;

44 Sure I mall thus oifend thy faints,

44 And grieVe the men I love."

6 But (till I found my doubts too hard,

The conflict too fevere,

'Till I retir'd to fearch thy word,

And learn thy fecrets there.

7 There as in fome prophetic glafs,

I faw the finners feet

High mounted on a flipp'ry place

Bellde a fiery pit.
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8 I heard the wretch profanely boaft,

'Till at thy frown he fell

;

His honours in a dream were loft.

And he awakes in hell.

9 Lord, what an envious fool I was !

How like a thoughtlefs bead !

Thus tc fufpecl thy promis'd grace,

And ihink the wicked bleil.

1 o Yet I was kept from full defpair,

Upheld by pow'r unknown

:

That blefTed hand that broke the fnare

Shall guide me to thy throne.

PSALM LXXIII. 23—28. Sec. Part. Co. Metre

GOD our Portion here and hereafter*

O D, my fupporter and my hope,G My help for ever near,

Thine arm of mercy held me up

When finking in defpair.

2 Thy counfels, Lord, fliall guide my feet

Thro' life's bewildVed race;

Thine hand conduct me near thy feat,

To dwell before thy £dce.

3 Were I in he iv'n without my Gcd,
'Twould be no joy to me

;

And whiltt this earth is my abode,

I long for none but thee.

4 What if the fprings of life were broke,

And rlefh and heart mould faint,

God is my foul's eternal rock,

The ftrength of evYy faint.

5 Behold the finners thai remove

Far from thy prefenco die ;

Not ail the idol-goda they love

Can fave them when they cry.

6 But to draw near to thee, my God,
Shall be my fweet emp!
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My tongue mall found thy works abroad,

And tell the world my joy.

PSALM LXXIII. 22, 3, 6, 17—20. Long Metre.

The Profperity of Sinners curfed.

1 ¥ ORD, what a thoughtlefs wretch was I,
**-J To mourn, and murmur, and repine

To fee the wicked pUc'd on high,

In pride and robes of honour fliine.

2 But, Oh their end, their dreadful end*
Thy fanehtary taught me fo :

On flipp'ry rocks I fee them Hand,

And fiery billows roll below.

3 Now let them boaft how tall they rife,

I'll never envy them again,

There they may ftand with haughty eyes,

Till they plunge deep in endlefs pain.

4 Their fancy'd joys how fad they ileei

Like dreams, as fleeting and as vain;

Their fougs of foftefr. harmony,

Are but a preface to their pain.

5 Now I efteem their mirth and wine,

Too dear to purchafe with my blood;

Lord, 'tis enough that thou art mine,

My life, my portion and my God.

PSALM LXXIII. Short Metre.

The Myjiery of Prov:de?Jce unfolded.

1 Q1 URE there's a righteous God,

|^ Nor is religion vain

;

Tho' men of vice may boafl: aloud,

And men of grace complain.

2 I faw the wicked rife,

And felt my heart repine,

While haughty fools with fcornful eyes, -

In robes of honour fhine.
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PSALM LXXIV.

3 [Pamper'd with wanton cafe,

Their flefh looks full and fair,

Their wealth rolls in like flowing feas,

And grows without their care.

4 Free from the plagues and pains

That pious fouls endure,

Thro' all their life oppreflion reigns,

And racks the humble poor.

5 Their impious tongues blafpheme

The everlafling God:
Their malice blafls the good man's name,

And fpreads their lies abroad.

6 But I with flowing tears

Indulged my doubts to rife;

" Is there a God that fees or hears

" The things below the fides?"]

7 The tumult ofcmy thought

Held me in hard fufpenfe,

Till to thy houfe my feet were brought

To learn thy juftice thence.

8 Thy word with light and pow'r,

Did my miftake amend;
I view'd the fmners life before,

But hue I learnt their end.

9 On what a flipp'ry fteep

The thoughtlefs wretches go;

And Oh that dreadful firey deep

That waits their fall below!

io Lord, at thy feet I bow,

My thoughts no more repine:

I call my God my portion now,

And all my pow'rs are thine.

PSALM LXXIV.

Church Pleading with GOD underfore Pcrf::uticn.

i T XT ILL God for ever call us off!

V V His wrath for ever fmojtc
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Againft the people of his love,

His little chofea flock?

2 Think of the tribes fo dearly bought

With their Redeemer's blood;

Nor let thy Sion be forgot,

Where once thy glory flood.

3 Lift up thy feet, and march in hade,
Aloud our ruin caJls

;

See what a wide and fearful waftc

Is made within thy walls.

4 Where once thy churches pray'd and fang

Thy foes profanely rage;

Amid thy gates their enfigns hang,

And there their hofh engage.

5 How are the feats of worfnip broke?

They tear the buildings down,

And he that deals the hcavieft iiroke,

Procures the chief renown.

6 With flames they threaten to deftroy

Thy children in their reft

;

Come let us burn at once, they cry,

The temple and the prieft.

7 And frill to heighten our diftrefs,

Thy prefence is withdrawn ;

Thy wonted figns of pow'r and grace,

Thy pow'r and grace are gone.

8 No prophet fpeaks to calm our grief,

But all in filence mourn;

Nor know the times of our relief

The hour of thy return.

Pause.
9 How long, eternal God, how long,

Shail men of pride blafpheme ?

Shall faints be made their endlefs fong,

And bear immortal lhame?

xo Canft thou for ever fit and hear

Thine holy name profaned?
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*

And (till thy jealoufy forbear,

And Hill withhold thine hand?

1

1

What ftrange deliv'rance haft thou fliown

In ages long before!

And now no other God we own,

No other God adore.

12 Thou didft divide the raging fea

By thy refiftlefs might,

To make thy tribes a wond'rous way,

And then fecure their flight.

13 Is not the world of nature thine,

The durknefs and the day?

Didft thou not bid the morning fliinc,

And mark the fun his way?

14 Hath not thy powV form'd ev'ry coaft,

And fet the earth its bounds,

With fummer's heat, and winter's froft,

In their perpetual rounds ?

15 And fliall the fons of earth and dud
That facrcd pow'r blafpheme:

Will not thy hand that form'd them fir ft

Avenge thine injur'd name?

6 Think on the covenant thou haft made,
And all thy words of love;

Nor let the birds of prey invade

1 vex thy trembling dove.

7 Our foes would triumph in our blood, *

And make our hope their jeft;

t thine own caufe, almighty God,
And give thy children reft.

P'SAL M LXXV. Long Metre.

Pratfe to Godfir the return 'f Peacr.

TO thee, mod high and holy God,
To thee our thankful hearts we raife;

land our praife.

G
1
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2 To flav'ry doom'd, thy chofen fons

Beheld their foes triumphant rife

;

Ar.d fore opprefl by earthly thrones,

They fought the fov'reign of the fkies.

3 'Twas then, great God, with equal pow'r,

Arofe thy veng'ance and thy grace,

To fcourge their legions "from the ihorc,

And fave the remnant of thy race.

4 Thy hand that form'd the reftlefs main,

And rear'd the mountain's awful head,

Bade raging feas their courfe reftrain,

And defert wilds receive their dead.

5 Such wonders never come by chance,

Nor can the winds fuch bleflings blow;

'Tis God the judge doth one advance,

'Tis God that lays another low.

^ Let haughty tyrants fink their pride,

Nor lift fo high their fcornful head;

But lay their impious thoughts afide,

And own the empire God hath made.

PSALM LXXVL

Ifrael favedy and the AJfyrians dcjlroyed; or, GO D's

Vengeance agaifift his enemies proceeds fr<jin his

Church.

j X N Judah God of old was known;,

JL His name in Ifrael great;

In Salem ftood his holy throne,

And Sion was his feat.

2 Among the praifes of his faints,

His dwelling there he chofe

;

There he received their ju(t complaints,

Againft their haughty foes.

X Fiom Sion went his dreadful word,

And broke that threat'ning fpear;

The bow, the arrows, and the fword,

And crufh'd the Afiyrian war.
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4 What arc the earth's wide kingdoms elie

But mighty hills of prey?

The hill on which Jehovah dwells

Is glorious more than they.

5 'Twas Sion's king that (lop'd the breath

Of captains and their bands;

The men of might deep Gift in death,

That quells their warlike hands.

6 At thy rebuke, O Jacob's God,
Both horfe and chariot fell

:

Who knows the terrors of thy rod!

Thy veng'ance who can tell ?

7 What pow'r can (land before thy fight

When once thy wrath appears ?

When hcav'n mines round with dreadful light*

The earth adores and fears.

8 When God in his own fov'reign ways
Comes down to fave th' oppreft,

The wrath of man mall work his praife,

And he'll rcftrain the reft.

9 [Vows to the Lord, and tribute bring,

Ye princes, fear his frown

:

I lis terrors fljake the proudefl king,

And finite liis armies down.

i o The thunder of his fharp rebuke

Our haughty foes ihall feel;

Tor Jacob's God hath not forfook,

But dwells in Sion Hill ]

P S A L M LXXVII. Flrjl Part.

Melancholy afaul/ing, and Hope prevailing.

j:
rT^O God I cry'd with mournful voice,

\ I fought his gracious car,

E fad hour, when trouble rofe,

And fill'd my heart with fear.

Sid were iny dayr, and ciaik my nights,

My foul refus'd relief;

G 2
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I thought on God, thejuft and wife,

But thoughts increas'd my grief.

3 Still I complain'd and flill oppreft,

My heart begun to break;

My Cod, thy WTath forbade my reft,

And kept my eyes awake.

4 My overwhelming forrows grew,

'Till I could fpeak no more;

Then I within my felf withdrew,

And call'd thy judgments o'er.

5 I call'd back years and ancient times

When I beheld thy face;

My fprrit fearch'd for fecret crimes

That might withhold thy grace,

6 I call'd 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 cart me off?

.
- His promifc ever fail ?

Has he forgot his tender love ?

Shall anger flill prevail?

8 But I forbid this hopelefs thought,

This dark, defpairing frame,

Remembering what thy hand hath wrought;

Thy hand is ftijl tfee fame.

9 I'll think again of all thy ways,

And talk thy wonders o'er,

Thy wonders of rccov'ring grace,

When fiefh could hope no more.

io Grace dwelt with juflice on the throne;

And men that leve thy word,

Have in thy fancluary known
The ccunfels cf the Lord.
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PSALM LXXVII. Second Part.

Comfort derived from aniUtl Vr-i.Luce; or, IJracl

delivered from Egypt, and brought to Canaan.

1 " T TOW awful is thy chait'ning rod!

X A " (May thy own children fay)

u The great, the wife, the dreadful God!
" How holy is his way

!

2 I'll meditate his works of old,

Who reigns in heav'n above,

I'll hear his ancient wonders told.

And learn to truft his love.

3 He faw the houfe of Jofeph lie

With Egypt's yoke oppreft;

Long he delay'd to hear their cry,

Nor gave his people relr.

4 The fons of pious Jacob feem'd

Abandon'd to their foes

;

But his Almighty arm redeem'd

The nation whom he chofe.

5 From flavifh chains he fets them free

They follow where he calls

;

He bade them venture thro' the fea,

And made the waves their walls.

6 The watt 1 e, mighty God,
The waters faw thee currsc;

Backward they fled, and frighted (lood v

To make thine armies room.

7 Strange was thy journey thro' die fea,

Thy footfteps, Lord unknown;
Terrors attend the wond'rOttS way

That brings thy mercies down.

8 [Thy voice with terror in the found

Thro' clouds and darknefs brok

All heav'n in light'ning (hone around,
;

earth with thunder (hock.

63
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9 Thine arrows thro* the fkies were hurl'd,

How glorious is the Lord

!

Surprife and trembling feiz'd the world,
And all his faints ador'd.

10 He gave them water from the rock;

And fafe by Mofes' hand,

Thro' a dry defert led his flock

To Canaan's promis'd land.

PSALM LXXVIIL Firji Part.

Providence cfGOD recorded; or, Pious Education

and Inftritclion of Children.

l T" ET children hear the mighty deeds

1 j Which God perform'd of old;

Which in our younger years we faw,

And which our fathers told.

a He bids us make his glories known

;

His works of pow'r and grace;

And we'll convey his wonders down
Thro' ev'ry riling race.

3 Our lips (hall tell them to our fbns,

And they again to theirs,

That generations yet unborn

May teach them to their heirs.

4 Thus mall they learn, in God alone

Their hope fecufely (lands,

That they may ne'er forget his works,

But practice his commands.

P S A L M LXXVIIL Second Part.

Jfrad's Rebellion and Puntjkment; or, The Sins and

Cbajlifements of G D's People.

j /^\H what a ftirf rebellious houfe

V_y Was Jacob's ancient race!

Falfe to their own moft folemn vows,

And to their Maker's grace.

2 They broke the cov'nant of his love,

And did his laws defpife.
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Forgot the works he wrought to prove

His pow'r before their eyes*

3 They faw the plagues on Egypt light

From his avenging hand:

What dreadful tokens of his might

Spread o'er the (lubborn land.

4 They faw him cleave the mighty fea,

And march'd with fafety through,

With wat'ry walls to guard their way,

'Till they had 'fcap'd the foe.

5 A wond'rous pillar markM the road,

Compos'd of (hade and light;

By day it prov'd a (helt'ring cloud,

A leading fire by night.

6 He from the rock their thirft fupply'd;

The guming waters fiow'd,

And ran in rivers by their fide,

Along the defert road.

7 Yet they provok'd the Lord moft high,

And dar'd diilruft his hand;
* Can he with bread our hoft fupply

44 Amidft this barren land?"

S The Lord with indignation heard,

And caus'd his wrath to (lame:

His terrors ever (land prepar'd

To vindicate his name.

P S A L M LXXVIII. StcortdParr.

of Luxury ai:d / — cr,

Cbqmhttent and Sahati •;.

i TITTHEN Ifr'elfinnM, the Lord reprov

VV And filPd their heart with duad;
I he forgave the men he lov\l,

And lent them heay'fily bread.

2 He fed them with a Kb'ia] hand,
And made L n ;

He gave the mid-night cl

Gion down.

G 4
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3 The manna like a morning fhow'r

Lay thick around their feet;

The food of heav'n, fo light, fo pure;

As tho' 'twere angels meat.

4 But they in murm'ring language faid,
M Is manna all ourfeaft?

41 AVe loath this light, this airy bread;
" Wcmufl have flefli to taftc."

5 " Ye (hall have flefh to pleafe your luft,"

The Lord in wrath reply'd,

And fent them quails like fand or duft,

Heap'd up on evVy fide.

6 He gave them all their awn defire;

And greedy as they f^6 y

jrils veng'ance burnt with fecret fire,

And fmote the rebels dead.

7 When fome were ftain the reft return'd,

And fought the Lord with tears

;

Under the rod they fear'd and mourn'd,

But foon forgot their fears.

3 Oft he chaflis'd, and ftill forgave*

'Till by his gracious hand
The nations he relblv'd to fave,

PofTefs'd the promis'd land.

PSALM LXXVIIL Ver. 32, &c. Fourth Part.

Backjliding and Forghenefs ; or, Sin punijh'd and
Saintj faved,

i f^ REAT God, fiow oft did Ifr'el prove

VJfT By turns thine anger, and thy love?

There in -a glafs our hearts may fee

How fickle and how faife they be.

2 How foon the faithlefs Jews forgot

The dreadful wonders God had wrought

Then they provoke him to his face,

Nor fear his pow'r, nor truft his grace.

3 The Lord confum'd their years in pain,

And made their travels lono and vain;
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A tedious march thro' unknown ways

Wore out their ftrength, and fpent their days.

4 Oft when they faw their brethren fliin,

They moam'd and fought the Lord again;

Call'd him the Rock of their abode,

Their high Redeemer and their God.

5 Their prayers and vows before him rife

As flattering words or folemn lies,

While their rebellious tempers prove

Tuife to his cov'nant and his love.

6 Yet could his fov'reign grace forgive

The men who ne'er deferv'd to live ;

His anger oft away he turn'd,

Or elk with gentle ilame it burn'd.

7 He faw their fiem was weak and frail,

He faw temptations (till prevail;

The God of Abrah'm lov'dthem fall,.

A*nd led them to his holy hill.

PSALM LXXIX. Long Metre,

For the dijlrefs cf War.

1 T) Ehold, O God, what cruel foes,

J3 'ful heritage invade;

temple Bands detil'd,

In duft thy {acred walls are laid.

. .Jlies, drench'd in blood,

Thy people fall'n in death remain;

The fowls of heaven their flefh devour,

And lavage beads divide the flain.

i* infuiting foes, with impious rage,

iach thy children to their, face;
44 Where Is your Go

omife of his grace."

glooms,

Oli bear the mc 1

And let thy fo\
y

v:

trembling fofds condemnV. 3 lie

G S
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5 Let thofe, who dar'd infult thy reign,

Return difmay'd with entllefs (hame,

While heathens, who thy grace defpife,

Shall from thy veng'ance learn thy name.

6 So (hall thy children, freed from death,

Eternal fongs of honour raife,

And every future age (hall tell,

Thy fov'reign pow'r and pard'ning grace.

PSALM LXXX.
The Church?s Prayer under affliclion; or, The Vine-

yard ofGOD n.vajled.

i S^ REAT Shepherd of thine Ifrael,

VjT Who didft between the cherubs dwell,

And lead the tribes, thy chofen fheep,

Safe thro' the defeit and the deep:

a Thy church is in the defert now,

Shine from on high, and guide us thro';

Turn us to thee, thy love reftore,

We (hall.be fav'd and figh no more.

3 Great God, whom heav'nly hofts obey,

How long (hall we lament and pray ?

And wait in vain thy kind return ?

How long mall thy fierce anger burn ?

4 Inftead of wine and cheerful bread,

Thy faints with their own tears are fed;

Turn us to thee thy love reftore,

We (hall be fav'd and figh no more.

Pause I.

5 Haft thou not planted with thy hands

A lovely vine in heathen lands ?

Did not thy. power defend it round,

And heav'nly dews enrich the ground?

6 How did the fpreading branches (hoot,

And blefs the nations with the fruit

;

But now, dear Lord, look down and fe«

Thy mourning vine, that lovely tree.
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7 Why is her beauty thus dei

;

Why hall thou feud her forces w^flcj

Lgainft her ipirij

And every beaft dei nne.

8 Return, almighty God, return;

Nor let thy bleeding vineyard mow
Turn us to thee, thy lo\e reitoiv,

We (hall be Lv'd and figh no more*

Pause II.

9 Lord, when this vine in Canaan greW)

Thou waft its itrength and glory r

Attacked in vain by all its foes,

Till the fair Branch of promife role. >

10 Fair Branch, ordain'd of old to (hoot

From David's ilock, from Jacob's rcot,

Himlelf a noble Vine, and we
The IcfTer branches of the tree:

11
3 Tis thy own Son; and he fhall (land

Girt with thy ftrength at thy right hand;

Thy firit-born Son, adorn'd and bleit

With power and grace above the reft.

12 Oh! for his fake attend our crv,

Shine on thy churches left they die:

Turn as to thee, thy love reliorc,

(hall be iav'd and ligh no more.

P S A L M LXXXI. i, 8— 16.

The IVamiKg of GOD to his Pcopk; or, Spiritual

BLtJings and Purajhrienis.

i Q I NG to the Lord aloud,O And make a joyful noife

;

God is our ltrength, our Saviour G.
Ifra'i hear his v

2
44 From idols fulfe.and vaiu,

44 Preier\e my rites dtvin
u I am the Lord who broke thy cku.u

3 Oiilav'ry aadoffin.

G t
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3

u Stretch thy defires abroad,
44 And I'll fupplv them well;

44 But if ye will refufe your God,
44 If Ifra'l will rebel:

4 " I'll leave them, faith the Lord,
44 To their own lulls a prey,

44 And let them run the dang'rous road,
44 'Tis their own chofen way.

5 * 4 Yet Oh! that all my faints
44 Would hearken to my voice!

44 Soon I would eafe their fore complaints,
44 And bid their hearts rejoice.

6 44 While I deftroy their foes,
44

I'll richly feed my flock,
u And they mall tafte the ibream that flows

44 From their eternal Rock."

PSALM LXXXIL

GOD thefuprc?ne Governor ; or, Magijlrates warned.

1 A MONG th* affemblies of the great

JLjl A greater ruler takes his feat;

The God of heav'n a3 Judge furveys

Thofe gods on earth and all their ways.

2 Why will ye frame oppreffive laws ?

Or why fupport the unrighteous caufe I

When will ye once defend the poor,

That foes may vex the faints no more ?

3 They know not, Lord, nor will they know:
Dark are the ways in which they go

;

Their name of earthly gods is vain,

For they fliall fall and die like men.

4 Arife, O Lord, and let thy Son

PofTefs his univerfal throne,

And rule the nations with his rod;

He is our Judge, and he our God.
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PSALM LXXXIII.

A Complaint agaitijl Pcrfcutors.

i A ND will the God of grace

jf~\. Perpetual filence keep?

The God of jufticc hold his peace,

And let his veng'ance fleep?

2 Behold what curfed fnarcs

The men of mifchief fpread:

The men that hate thy faints and thee,

Lift up their threat'ning head.

j Againfi: thy hidden ones,

Their counfels they employ,

And malice with her watchful eye

Purfues them to deihoy.

4 " Come, let us join they cry,

" To root them from the ground,
" Till not the name of faints remain,

" Nor mem'ry mail be found.

"

5 Awake, almighty God,
And call thy wrath to mind ;

Give them like forefts to the fire,

Or (tubble to the wind.

6 Convince their madnefs, Lord,

And make them feek tby name;
Or elfe their ftubborn rage confound,

That they may die in ihame.

7 Then mall the nations know
Thy glorious, drer.dful word,

Jehovah is thy name alone,

And thou the fov'reign Lord.

PSALM LXXXIV. Fi>Ji Part. Long Metre.

H
The PieaJure of Public IVcrJhip.

OW pleafaot, how divinely fair,

O Lord of noils, thy dwellings are!
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With long defire my fpirit faints.

To meet th' affemblies of thy faints.

2 My flefh would reft in thine abode;

My panting heart cries out for God

;

My God! my King! why mould I be

So far from all my joys and thee.

3 The fparrow chufes where to reft,

And for her young provides her neft;

But will my God to fparrows grant

That pleafure which his children want?.^

4 Bleft are the faints who fit on high,

Around thy throne above the fky ;.

Thy brighteft glories fhine above,

And all their work is praife and love*

5 Bleft are the fouls who find a place

Within the temple of thy grace;

There they behold thy gentler rays,

And feek thy face and learn thy praife..

6 Bleft are the men whofe hearts are fet

'. To find the way to Sion's gate;

God is their ftrength; and thro' the road

They lean upon their helper, God,

7 Cheerful they walk with growing ftrength,

Till all mall meet in heav'n at length

Till all before thy face appear,

And join in nobler worfhip there,

PSALM LXXXIV. Second Part. Long Metre,

GOD and his Churchy or, Grace and Glory..

i f^ REAT God attend while Sion flngs

^-^ The joy that from thy prefence fprings ;

To fpend one day with thee on earth

Exceeds a thoufand days of mirth.

2 Might I enjoy the meaneft place

Within thy houfc/ God of grace,
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Not tents of cafe, nor thrones of power
Should tempt my feet to leave thy door.

3 God is our fun, he makes our day;

God is our fhield, Ik1 guards our way
From all th' affaults of hell and fin,

From foes without and foes within.

4 All needful grace will God beftow,

And crown that grace with glory too:

He gives us all things, and withholds

No real good from upright fouls.

5 O God, our King, whofe fov'reign fway

The glorious holts of heav'n obey,

The devils at thy prefence flee,

Bleit is the man that truth in thee.

PSALM LXXXIV. Ver. 1; 7, & lo.

Paraphrased in Common Metre.

Delight in ordinances of JVorfJiip ; or, GOD prefent

in kis CLurches,

1 1\ ITY Soul how lovely is the place

XVX To which thy God rcfortsi

'Tis heav'n to fee his fmiling face,

Tho* in his earthly courts.

2 There the great monarch of the fkies

His faving pow'r difplavs,

And light breaks in upon our eyes,

With kind and quick'ning rays.

3 With hi: rich gifts the heavenly Dove
Defcends and fills the place,

lc Chriii reveals his wondrous love,

And iheds abroad his gra

4 There, mighty God, thy words declare

The fecrcts of thy will:

And dill we feek thy mercies there,

And fing thy praifes (till.



i6o PSALM LXXXIV,

P A U S E*

5 My heart and flefh cry out for thee,

While far from thine abode

;

When (hall I tread thy courts and fee

My Saviour and my God?

6 The fparrow builds hcrfelf a neft,

And furTers no remove

;

Oh make me like the fparrows, 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 ftate

Among the tents of fin.

9 Could I command the fpacious land,

And the more boundlefs fea,

For one blcft hour at thy right hand
I'd give them both away.

PSALM LXXXIV. As the 148th Pfalra.

Longing for the Honfe ofGOD.

1 X ORD of the worlds above,

1 j How pleafant and how fair

The dwellings of thy love,

Thy earthly temples arc;

To thine abode

My heart afpires

With warm defires

To fee my God.

2 The fparrow for her young

With pleaiure feeks a neft,
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And wand'ring fwallows long

To find their wonted reil;

Mv (pint faints

With equal zeal

To rife and dwell

Among thy faints.

3 O happy fouls that pray,

Where God appoints to hear;

O happy men that pay

Their conftant iervice there!

They praife thee (H1J;

And happy they

That love the way
To Sion's hill.

4 They go from ftrength to flrength,

Thro' this dark vale of tears,

'Till each arrives at length,

'Till each in heav'n appears;

glorious feat,

4miv.ii vt'JU uttr xving

Shall thither bring

Our willing feet!

To fpend one facred day,

Where God and faints abide,

Affords diviner joy

Than thoufand daysbefide:

Where God icforts,

1 love it more
To keep the door

Than ihinc in courts,

p God is our fun and fhield

fit and our defence

;

With gifts our hands are iillM

We draw oar bicllmgs thence

:



i6i PSALM LXXXV.
He fhall beftow
On Jacob's race

Peculiar grace

And glory too.

7 The Lord his people loves

;

His hand no good withholds
From thofe his heart approves,

From £ure and pious fouls

:

Thrice happy he,

. O God holts,

Whole fpirit trufts

AJone in thee.

PSALM LXXXV. Ver. i—8. Firfl Part.

Waiting for an jtnfwer to Prayer; or> Deliverance

begun and compleated.

i T O R D, thou haft call'd thy grace to mind,

1 * Thou haft revers'd our heavy doom;
So God forgave when Ifra'l finn'd,

And brought his wand'ring captives home.

2 Thou haft begun to fet us free,

And made thy fierceft wrath abate:

Now let our hearts be turn'd to thee,

And thy falvation be compleat.

3 Revive our dying graces, Lord,

And let thy faints in thee rejoice;

Make known thy truth, fulfil thy word

:

We wait for praife to tune our voice.

4 We wait to hear what God will fay

;

He'll fpeak, and give his people peace

:

But let them run no more aftray,

Left his returning wrath increafe.

PSALM LXXXV. Vcr. 9 , be. Second Pa

Salvation by Chrtst.

i O A l v a t i o n is for ever nigh

O The fouls that fear and truft the Lord;.
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And grace defccnding from on high

Frefh hopes of glory Shall afford.

Mercy and truth on all are met,

Since Chrift the Lord came down from heavV;
By his obedience fo compleat

Juflice is pleas'd, and peace is giv'n.

Now truth and honour fhall abound,

Religion dwell on earth again,

And hcav'nly influence blefs the ground

In our Redeemer's gentler reign.

His righteoufnefs is gone before,

To give us free accefs to God;
Our wand'ring feet mail itray no more,

But mark his Heps, and keep the road.

PSALM LXXXVI. 8—13,

A general Song of Praifs to GOD.

1 A MONG the princes, earthly gods,

jLjL There's none hath pow'r divine;

Nor is their nature, mighty Lord,
Nor are their works like thinj.

The nations, thou haft made fhall bring

Their ofi 'rings round thy throne;

For thou alone doit: wond'rous things,

For thou art God alone.

|3 Lord, I would walk with holy feet,

Teach me thine beav'nly way?,

And all my wand'ring thoughts unite

In God my Father's praife.

Great is thy mercy, and my tongue

iShali thofe fweet wonders tell,

How by thy grace my (inking foul

Rofe from the deeps of hell.
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PSALM LXXXVII. Long Metre.

The Church the Birth Place of the Saints ; or, Jews
and Gentiles united in the Chriftian Church.

I /^i O D in his earthly temple lays

vJ Foundation for his heav'nly praife;

He likes the tents of Jacob well,

But ftill in Sion loves to dwell.

t His mercy vifits ev'ry houfc

That pay their night and morning vows;
But makes a more delightful fray,

Where churches meet to praife and pray.

3 What glories were defcrib'd of old

!

What wonders are in Sion told!

Thou city of our God below,

Thy farrre mail Tyre and Egypt know.

4 Egypt and Tyre, and Greek and Jew,
Shall there begin their lives anew:

Angels and men mall join to ling

The hill where living waters fpring.

5 When God makes up his laft account

Of natives in his holy mount,

'Twill be an honour to appear

As cne new-born and nouriffi'd there.

P S A L M LXXXVIIL As the 1
1
3th Pfalr

Lofs of Friends 1 and ahfence cfDivine Grace.

God of my falvation, hearo My nightly groan, my daily pray*

That (till employ my wafting breath;

My foul declining to the grave,

Implores thy fov
?

reign Pow'r to fave

From dark defpair and lading death*

Thy wrath lies heavy on my foul,

And waves of forrows o'er me roll,
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While duft and filencc fprcad the gloom:

My friends, belov'd in happier days,

The dear companions of my ways,

Defcend around me to the tomb.

As, loft in lonely grief, I tread

The mournful manlions of the dead,

Or to (bme throngM ailembly go;

Thro* all ;dike I rove alone,

While, here forgot a*id there unknown.
The change renews my piercing woe.

And why will God neglect my call?

Or who (hall profit by my full,

When life departs and love expires ?

Can dull and darknefs praife the Lord?
Or wake, or brighten at his word,

And tune the harp with heav'nly quires ?

j Yet thro' each melancholy day,

Tve pray'd to thee, and (till will pray,

Imploring (Hll thy kind return

But oh ! my fiiends, my comforts fled,

And all my kindred of the dead

Recal my wand'ring thoughts to mourn.

SALM LXXXIX. FirjlPart. Long Metre.

The Covenant Ptade with Christ; or, The true David,

FO r e v e r (hall my fong record

The truth and mercy of the Lord;
. and truth for ever (land

J -ike heav'n eitabliuYd by his hand.

to his Son he fware .ind i

ith thee wv. Grft is made:
C (hall dying finncrs live;

!VC.

het thou my Pried; ^
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" Thou art my chofen King, thy throne
" Shall ftand eternal like my own.

4. " There's none of all my fons above
" So much my image or my love;

" Celeftial pow'rs thy fubjecls are,

" Then what can earth to thee compare?

5 " David, my fervant, whom I chofe,

" To guard my flock, to crufli my foes;

" And rais'd him to the Jewim throne,

" Was but a fliadow of my Son."

6 Now let the church rejoice and fmg

Jefus her Saviour and her King:

Angels his heav'nly wonders mow,
And faints declare his works below.

PSALM LXXXIX. FirjlPart. Common Metre.

The Faithfulncfs of GOD.

1 TV/TY never-ceafing fong fhallfhow

JJVX The mercies of the Lord;
And make fucceeding ages know
How faithful is his word.

2 The facred truths his lips pronounce

Shall firm as heav'n endure;

And if he fpeak a promife once,

Th' eternal grace is fure.

3 How long the race of David held

The promised Jewifh throne

!

But there's a nobler covenant feal'd

To David's greater Son.

4 His feed for ever (hall pcfTefs

A throne above the (Ivies

;

The meanefl: fubjecls of his grace

Shall to that glory rife.

5 Lord God of hofts, thy v/ond'rous ways

Are fung by faints above:
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And faints on earth their honours raifc

To thy unchang'ng love.

PSALM LXXXIX. 7 ,&c. Second Part.

The Power and Majcfty cfGOD; or, Reverential

tVorfbif.

1 "T7t7"^^ rev'rence let the faints appear,

VV And bow before the Lord,

His high commands with rev'rence hear,

And tremble at his word.

2 How terrible thy glories rife I

How bright thine armies fhine

!

Where is the pow' r with thee that vies.

Or truth compared with thine?

3 The Northern pole and Southern reft

On thy fupporting hand

;

Darknefs and day from Eaft to Weft
Move round at thy command.

4 Thy word the raging winds control,

And rule the boiir/rous deep;

Thou mak'ft the fkeping billows roll,

The rolling billows fleep.

5 Hcav'n, earth, and air, and fea are thine,

id the dark world of hell

;

They fiw thine arm in veng'ancc fhine

When Egypt durit rebel.

6 Jurticc and judgment are thy throne,

Yet wond'roir; is thy grace !

While truth and mercy Jfein'd in one,

I mite us near thy face.

TS A LM LXXXIX. 15, Sec. Third Part,

A BLfed Gcfpcl.

BLEST arc the fouls who hear and knew
The gofpcPs joyful found!
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Peace mall attend the path they go,

And light their fieps furround.

2 Their joy fhall bear their fpirits up
Thro* their Redeemer's name;

His righteoufnefs exalts their hope

And fills their foes with fhame.

3 The Lord our glory and defence

Strength and falvation gives :

Ifra'J, thy King for ever reigns*

Thy God for ever lives.

PSALM LXXXIX. 1 9> &c. Fourth Part.

Christ's Mediatorial Kingdom; or, His divine

and human Nature.

1 TjEA R what the Lord in vifion faid,

XjL And made his mercy known

:

.*-' Sinners, behold, your help is laid

" On my almighty Son.

2 Behold the man my wifdom chofe

Among your mortal race:

His head my holy oil o'erflows,

With full fupplies of grace.

3 High mall he reign on David's throne,

My people's better King

;

My arm (hall beat his rivals down,

And dill new fubjeels bring.

4 My truth (hall guard him in his way
With mercy by his fide;

While in my name o'er earth and fea

He mall in triumph ride.

c Me for his Father and*his God,
He mail for ever own,

Call me his rock, his high abcde, -

And I'll fupport my Son.
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6 My firft-born Son .array 'd in grace,

At my right h;ind fhall (it,

Beneath him angels know their place,

And monarchs at his ieet.

- My cov'nant (hinds for ever fad,

My promiles are lrxong;

Finn as the hcav'ns his throne fliall Iaft,

His feed endure as long.

V S A L M LXXXIX. 30, &c. Fifth Part.

Covenant of Grace unchai.geable ; or, /Iffltclion

without Rcjeftic?i.

1 "VTET (faith the Lord) if David's race,

X The children of my Son,

Should break my laws, abufe my grace

And tempt mine anger down

;

Their fins I'll vifit with the rod,

And make their folly fmart;

But I'll not ceafe to be their God,
Nor from my truth depart.

My cov'nant I will ne'er revoke,

But keep my grace in mind;
And what eternal love hath fpoke, *

Eternal truth fliall bind.

I4 Once have I fworn, (I need no more)

And pledg'd my holinefs,

To feal the (acred promife fure

To David and his race.

I; The fun (hall fee his offspring rife

And fprcad from fea to fea,

Long as he travel? round the ikier.

To give the nations d

moon that rules the

His kingdom fliall endure,

Till the fix'd laws of (hade and li

d no more.

H
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PSALM LXXXIX. 47 , & c . Sixth F

:

Long Metre.

Mortality and II .

A Funeral Pfalm.

1 TJ Emember, Lord, our mortal ftatc,

1\ Hov/ frail our life, how fhort our date!

Where is the man that draws his breath

Safe from difeafe, fecure from death.

2 Lord, while we fee whole nations die,

Our flefh and ftrength repine and cry,

" Mull death for ever rage and reign!

" Or haft thou made mankind in vain:"

3 Where is thy promife to the juft?

Are not thy fervants turn'd to dull:?

But faith forbids thefe mournful fighs,

And fees the fleeping dud arife.

4 That glorious hour, that dreadful day

Wipes the reproach of faints away,

And clears the honour of thy word

:

Awake, our fouls, and blefs the Lord.

PSALM LXXXIX. Ver*47,&c. Lajl Pari.

As the 1 13th Pfalm.

Life, Death , and the Refurreclion

1 rTnHINK, mighty God, on feeble man,

| How few his hours, how fhort his fpan!

Short from the cradle to the grave;

Who can fecure his vital breath

Againft the bold demands of death

With fkill to fly, or pow'r to fave r

3 Lord, mail it be for ever faid,

" The race of man was only made
" For ficknefs, forrow and the dud:'"

Are not thy fervants day by day

Sent to their graves and turn'd today:
Lord, where's thy kindnefs to the juft?
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j Hail thou not promis'd to thy Son,

And all his feed, a heavenly crown?

But flefh and fenfe indulge defpair;

For ever bldfed be the Lord,

That faith can read his holy word,

And find a refurrcclion there.

4 For cverblefTed be the Lord,

Who gives his faints a long reward,

For all their toil, reproach and pain;

Let all below, and all above,

Join to proclaim thy wond'rous Jove,

And each repeat their loud Amen.

P S A L M XC. Long Metre.

Man Mortal, and GOD Eternal.

A mournful Song at a Funeral.

nPHRO' ev'ry age, eternal God,
-*- Thou art our red, our fife abode:

High was thy throne ere heav'n was made,

Or earth thy humble footftool laid.

Long had'fl thou reign'd ere time began,

Or auft was fafhion'd to a man;
And long thy kingdom mall endure

When earth and time (hall be no more.

But man, weak man, is born to die,

Made up of guilt and vanity:

Thy dreadful fentence, Lord, was juft.,

<fc Return ye (Inners, to your dull."

[A thoufand of our years amount
Scarce to a day in thine account,

Like yefterday's departed light;

Or the laft watch of ending night.

Pause.
th, like an overflowing ftream,

;

s us away; our life's a dream:

H 2
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An empty talc; a morning flowV,

Cut down and wither d in an hour.

6 [Our age to feventy years is let;

How fhort the time ! how frail the ftate

!

And if to eighty we arrive,

Wt rather figh, and groan than live.

7 But oh how oft thy wrath appears,

And cuts off our exptcled years!

Thy wrath awakes our humble dread!

We fear the pow'r that flrikes us dead.]

8 Teach us, O Lord, how frail is man;
And kindly lengthen out the (pan,

'Till a wife care of piety

Fit us die, and dwell with thee.

PSALM XC. 1—5. FirftPart. Common Metre.

Man Frail, and GOD Eter?iaL

1 Y^VUR God, our help in ages pafr,

V^/ Our hope for years to come,

Our fhelter from the itormy blair,

And our eternal home.

2 Beneath the fliadow of thy throne

Thy faints have dwelt fecurej

Sufficient is thine arm alone,

And my defence is fure.

3 Before the hills in order flood,

Or earth receiv'd her frame,

From everlalling thou art Cod,

To endlefs years the fame.

4 Thy word commands our flefh to dull,

" Return ye fons ofmen ;"

All nations rofe from earth at firft,

And turn to earth again.

5 A thoufand ages in thy fight

Are like an ev'ning gone;
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Short as the watch that ends the night

Before the rifing dawn.

6 [The bufy tribes of flefh and blood,

With all their liver, and cares,

Are carried downwards by the flood,

And loft in following years.

7 Time, like an ever-rolling ftream,

Bears all its ions away;

fly forgotten, as a dream

Dies at the op'ning day.

8 Like flow'ry fields the nations ftand

Eleas'd with the morning light

;

The ilow'rs beneath the mower's hand

Lie with'riug ere 'tis night.]

9 Oar God, our help in ages paft,

Our hope for years to come,

Be thou our guard while troubles laft,

And our eternal home.

rSAL M XC. 8, 1 1, 2, 10, 12. Second Part

\

Common Metre.

tiiks and Mortality the ef/lJ of Shi; or, Lif f

Old doe, and Preparation fir Death.

1 T OR I), if thine eyes furvey our faults,

-^ And iuftice grows fevcie,

Thy dreadful wrath exceeds our thoughts,

And burn beyond our tear.

l Thine anger turns our frame to diift;

By one offence to thee,

m, with all his fons, have lull

Their immortality.

• tin amufement flic?,

A f.ible or a fong;

degrees our nature dies,

Ican our joys be long.

H 3
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4 'Tis but a few whofe days amount
To threefcore years and ten

;

And all beyond that fhort account
Is forrow, toil, and pain.

5 [Our vitals with laborious ftrife

Bear up the crazy load,

And drag thefe poor remains of life

Along the tirefome road.]

6 Almighty Gcd, reveal thy love,

$.nd not thy wrath alone

:

Oh let our fweet experience prove

The mercies of thy throne.

7 Our fouls would learn the heav'nly art

T* improve the hours we have,

That we may act the wifer part,

And live beyond the grave.

PSALM XC. Ver. i 3> &c. Third Part.

Common Metre.

Breathing after Heaven.

j T} Eturn, O God of love, return;

Xv Earth is a tirefome place

:

How long mail we thy children mourn
Our abfence from- thy face ?

2 Let heav'n fucceed cur painful years,

Let fin and forrow ceafe,

And in proportion to our tears

So make our joys increafe.

3 Thy wonders to thy fcrvants fhow,

Make thy own work compleat

;

Then mall our fouls thy glory know,

And own thy love was great

4 Then fhall we mine before thy throne

In all thy beauty, Lord:

And the poor fervice we have done

Meet a divine reward.
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PSALM XC. Ver. 5, 10, 12. Short Metre.

The Frailty and Shortncfs cf Life.

1 X ORD, what a feeble
}

J^ Is this our mortal frame!

Our life how poor a trifle 'tis,

That fearce deferves the name \

2 Alas, the brittle clay

That built our body firft!

And ev'ry month and ev'ry day

'Tis mould'ring back to dull.

3 Our moments flv apace,

Our feeble pow'rs decay,

Swift as a flood our hafty. days

Are fweeping us away.

4 Yet, if our days muft fly

We'll keep their end in fight,

We'll fpend them all in wifdom's way,

And let them fpeed their flight.

5 They'll waft us fooner o'er

This life's tempeltuous fea;

Soon we (hall reach the peaceful ihore

Of hie j I eternity.

P S A L M XCI. 1— 7. Tnjl l\

Safi
J

l TTE that hath made his refuge God,

JLJL ^Shall fmd a moil fecure abode;

Shall walk all day beneath his fl

And there at night (hall reft his head.

Then will I fiv, " oq thypow'r
rtrefs and my low1

!

:

u I that am form'd of feeble duft

lity arm my truft."

man! thy Maker's c

Shall lit)

II 4
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From Satan's wiles, who (till betrays

Unguarded fouls a thoufand ways.

4 Juft as a hen protects her brood,

From birds of prey that feek their blood,

The Lord his faithful faints mail guard,

And endlefs life be their reward.

5 If burning beams of noon confpire

To dart a peftilential fire ; .

God is their life, his wings are fpread

To fhieid them with an healthful /hade.

6 If vapours with malignant breath

Rife thick, and fcatter midnight death,

Ifra'l is fafe: the poifon'd air

Grows pure, if IfrtiTs God be there,

Pause.

7 What tho* a thoufand at thy fide,

Around thy path ten thoufand dy'd,

Thy God his chofen people faves

Amongfl the dead, amidft the graves.

8 So when he fent his angel down
To make his wrath in Egypt known,

And flew their fons, his careful eye

Paft all the doors ofJacob by.

9 But if the fire, or plague, or fword,

Receive eommiilion from the Lord,

To ilrike his faints among the reft,

Their very paifls and deaths are blelt,

io The fword, the peftilence, or fire

Shall but fulfil their heft defire

;

From fins and forrows fet them free

And bring thy children, Lord, to thee-
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PSALM XCI. 9—16. Second Part.

ftion from Death, Guard of Angels, Vinery

Deliveranee.

1 "XTE Tons cf men, a feeble race,

X Expos 'd to every inare,

Come make the Lord your dwelling place

And try and tiuft his care.

2 No ill mall ente.f where you dwells

Or if the plague come nigh,

And fweep the wicked down to hell.,

'Twill raife the faints on high.

3 He'll give his angels charge to keep

Your feet in all their wa\ :

;

To watch your pillow while you fleep,

And guard your happy days.

Their hands (hall bear you, leaft you fall.

And dafh againft the (tones;

Are they not lervants at his call,

And fent t' attend his fons?

s and lions ye (hall tread;

The tempter's wiles defeat

j

He that hath broke the ferpent's head

Puts him beneath your feet.

" Becaufe on me they fet their love,

" I'll fave them, faith the Lord;
44

I'll bear their joyful fouls above,
44 Destruction and the fword.

44 My grace fhall anfwer when they call
44 In trouble I'll be nigh;

44 My pow'r fhall help them when they fall,

44 And raife them when they die.

3
4%

'1 hofe that on earth my name have known 3
44

I'll honour them in hcav'n
;

M Their my falvation fhall be mown,

I"
And endlefs life be giv'n."

as
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P S A L M XCII. Firft Parr.

A Pfalm for the Lord's Day.
1 QWEET is the work, my God, my King,O To praik thy name give thanks and
To mew thy love by morning light,

And talk of all thy truth at night.

2 Sweet is the day of facred red,

No mortal care iliall feize my bread,

Oh may wy heart in tune be found,

Like David's harp of folemn found.

3 My heart diall 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 fo high

;

Like brutes they live, like brutes they diei

Like grafs they iiourifh, 'till thy breath

Elaft them in everlading death.

5 But I fhali mare a glorious part

"When grace hath well refin'd my hear?,

And frefh fupplies of joy arc fhed

Like holy oil to cheer my head.

6 Sin (my wcrd enemy before)

Shall vex my eyes and ears no more

My inward roes ihall Tall be flain,

Nor Satan break, my peace again.

7 Then (hall I fte and hear and know
All I defir'd, or wifh'd below;

And every power fmd fweet employ

In that eternal world ofjoy.

PSALM XCII. Ver. 12. &c Second

F

The Church? is tie garden of GOB.
1 T ORD, 'tis a pleafant thing to dand
•" In gardens planted by thy hand;

Let me within thy courts be ^cn

Like a young ceder frefh and green*

2 There grow thy faints in faith and love,

Bled with thine influence from above >
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Not Lebanon with all its trees

Yields fuch a comely fight as theft.

3 The plants ofgrace ihall ever live;

(Nature decays, but grace mufl tlr

Time, that doth all things elfe impair,

Still makes them rlourilh ftrong and fair.

4 Laden with fruits of age they (hew,

The Lord is holyjufl and true
;

None that attend his gates (hall find

A God unfaithful or unkind.

PSALM XCIII. i ft Metre As the iooth Pf.dm.

T l:c Eternal and the Sovereign GOD.
1 TEhovah reigns ; he dwells in light,

J Girded with majeily and might:

The world created by his hands

Still on its firfr. foundation (lands.

2 But ere this fyacious world was made
Or had its firfl foundation laid,

Thy throne eternal ages flood,

Thyfelf the ever-living God.

3 Like floods the angry nations rife,

And aim their rage agaiofl the (kics

Vain floods that aim their rage [q high"

At thy rebuke the billow.

4 For ever (hall thy throne endure;

Thy promife flands for ever fure;

And cverlafling bolineis

Becomes the dwellings of thy grace.

PSALM XCIII. 2d Metre. As the old

iooth Pfalm.

1 'T'HE Lc.rd of glory reigns, he reigns on } :

A His robes of flaw arc id majefly

This wide creation rofe at his cbmra
Built by his word and itahliuVd by his hand.

creation,

And his own Godhead is the firm foundat

HO
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2 God is the eternal King; Thy foes in vain

Raife their rebellions to confound thy reign

;

In vain the ftorms, in vain the floods arife,

And roar, and tofs their waves again (I the ffcies

:

Foaming at heav'n they rage with wild commotion
But heaven's high arches fcornthe fweUing ocaan.

3 Ye tempefh rage no more; ye floods be (till,

And the mad world fubmiilive to his will:

Built on his truth his church mud: ever (land:

Firm are his promifes, and ftrong his hand;

See his own fons, when they appear before him,.

Bow at his footftool and with fear adore him.

PSALM XCIII. 3d. Metre.

As the Old izid Pfalm*

1 r I "*HE Lord Jehovah reigns,

JL And royal (late maintains,

His head with awful glories crowned;

Array'd in robes of light,

Begirt with fov'reign might,

And rays of majefty around.

2 Upheld by thy commands
The world fecurely (lands,

And fides and ftars obey thy word;

Thy throne was fixt on high

Ere ftars adorn'd the fky,

Eternal is thy kingdom, Lord.

3 In vain the noify croud,

Like billows fierce and laud,

Againft thine empire rage and roar;

In vain with angry fpite

The furly nations fight,

And dafli like waves againft the fhore,

4 Let floods and nations rage,

And all their pow'r engage,
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Let fwclling tides aflault the iky;

The terrors of thy frown

Shall beat their madnefs down;

Thy throne for ever Hands on high

5 Thy promifes are true,

*Thy grace is ever new,

There fix'd thy church mall ne'er remove

;

Thy faints with holy fear

Shall in thy courts appear,

And ling thine everlalling love.

'Repeat thefourth Stanza to complete the Tune.

PSALM XCIV. 1,2,7—14. Fir/I Part.

Saints cbajlifedy and Sinners deftroyed; or, InftruStive

Affliclions.

1 /""X God ! to whom revenge belongs,

\<J Proclaim thy wrath aloud ;

Let fov'reign pow'r redrefs our wrongs,

Let juftice fmite the proud.

2 They fay, " The Lord nor fees nor hears;"

When will the vain 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 flia.il feel his pow'r:

His wrath lhall pierce their fouls with pair*

In fome furprifmg hour.

4 But if thy faints defcrve rebuke,

Thou halt a gentler rod

;

Thy providence, thy facred book
Shall make them know their God.

5 Blefl is the man thy hands chaftife,

And to his duty draw;

Thy fcourges make thy children wife

When they forget thy law.

6 But God will ne'er cart off his flint?,

Nor his own. promjfc break $
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lie pardons his inheritance

For their Redeemer's lake.

P S A L M XCIV. Ver 16—23. Second Part.

GOD our Support and Comfirt ; or, Deliverancefrom
"Te7nptat'tOH and Perfccuti:-n.

1 *T TT 7*HO will arife and plead my right

V V Againfr. my num'rous foes?

While earth and hell their force unite,

And all my hopes oppofe.

2 Had not the Lord, my rock, my help,

Suftain'd my fainting head,

My life had now in iilence dwelt,

My foul amongft the dead.

3 Alas! my Aiding feet! I cry'd,

Thy promife bore me up

Thy grace flood conftant by my fide,

And rais'd my finking hope.

4 While multitudes ofmournful thoughts

Within my bofTom roll,

Thy boundlefs love forgives my faults,

Thy comforts cheer my foul.-

5 Pow'rs of iniquity may rife,

And frame pernicious laws;

But God my refuge rules the ficies;

He will defend my caufe.

6 Let malice vent her rage aloud,

Let bold blafphemers feoff;

The Lord our God fhall judge the proud.

And cut the diners off.

PSALM XCV. Common Metre-,

A Pfalm lefirs praj&r.

1 QS ING to the Lord Jehovah's name,

ij And in his ftrength rejoice;

When his falvation is our then:*

Exalted be our vpice.
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2 With thanks approach his awful fight,

And Pf rims of honour ling

;

The Lord's a God of boundlefs might,

The whole creation's King.

3 Let princes hear, let angels know,

How mean their natures feem,

Thofe gods on high, and gods below,

When once compar'd with him.

4 Earth, with its caverns dark and deep,

Lies in his fpacious hand

;

He fix'd the feas what bounds to keep,

And where the hills mud Hand.

5 Come, and with humble fouls adore,

Come, kneel before his face;

Oh may the creatures of his pow'r

Be children of his grace!

6 Now is the time, lie bends his ear,

And waits for your requeft

;

Come, left he rouze his wrath and fwear,

" Ye (hall not fee my reft
."

PSALM XCV. Short Metre.

A Pfalm before Sermon*

1 /^OME, found his praife abroad,

Vy And hymns of glory lings

Jehovah is the fov'reign God,
The univerfal King.

2 He formVi the deeps unknown;
He gave the fcas their bound

;

The watVy worlds arc all his own,
And all the (olid ground.

3* Come, worfhip at his throne,

Ccme, bow before the Lord;
We aie his works, and not our own;

He form'd us by his word.
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4 To day attend his voice,

Nor dare provoke his rod

;

Come, like the people of his choice,

And own your gracious God.

5 But if your ears refufe

The language of his grace,

And hearts grow hard like ftubborn Jews,

That unbelieving race;

6 The Lord in veng'ance dreft

Will lift his hand, and fwear,
11 You that defpife my promis'd reft,

u Shall have no portion there."

PSALM XCV. i, i, 3)
6— it. Long Metre.

Canaan lojl through Unbelief; or, a Warning to delaying

Sinners.

i /^OME let our voices join to raife

\^ A facred fong of folemn praife

:

- God is a fov'reign King ; rehearfe

His honour in exalted verfe.

2 Come, let our fouls addrefs the Lord,

Who fram'd our natures with his word,

He is our Shepherd ; we the flieep

His mercy chofe, his paftures keep.

3 Come, let us hear his voice to-day,

The counfels of his love obey,

Nof let our harden'd heart renew

The fins and plagues that Ifra'l knew.

4 Ifra'l, that faw his works ofgrace

Yet tempt their Maker to his face

;

A faithlefs unbelieving brood,

That tir'd the patience of their God.

5 Thus faith the Lord, " How falfe they prove?
M Forget my power, abufe my love;
u Since they defpis'd my reft, I fwear,

£ Their i%%\ fcall neyer cater itere.'*
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6 [Look back, my foul, with holy dread,

And viewthofc ancient rebels dead;

Attend the ofTerM grace to day,

Nor lofe the bleilings by delay.

7 Seize the kind promife while it waits,

And march to Sion's heav'nly gates;

Believe and take the promised reft J

Obey, and be for ever blcft.j

PSALM XCVI. 2, io, &c. Com. Metre.

C h I r s t ' s frjl and fecund cowing.

1 CJ[ TNG to the Lord, ye diftant lands,

C3 Yc tribes of ev'ry tongue;

His new difcover'd grace demands
A new and nobler fong.

2 Say to the nations, Jefus reigns
;

God's own almighty Son

;

His pow'r the finking world fufiains,

And grace furrounds his throne.

3 Let heav'n proclaim the joyful day,

Joy through the earth be fcen;

Let cities fuine in bright array,

And fields in cheerful green.

4 The joyous eaith, the bending fides

His glorious train difplay
;

Ye mountains fink, ye valleys rife,

Prepare the Lord his way.

5 Behold he comes, he comes to blefs

The nations as their God;
To mew the world his rightcoufnefs,

And lend his truth abroad.
«

6 His voice, lhall raifl the flumb'ring dead,

And bid the work! draw near;

But how will guilty nations dread,

To fee their judge appear!
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PSALM XCVII. As the 1 13th Pfclm.

The GOD of the Gentiles.

1
" ET all the earth their voices raife,

_Iv 4 To fing the choiceft pfalm of praife,

To fing and blefs Jehovah's name

:

His glory let the heathens know
His wonders to the nations mow
And all his faying works proclaim.

2 The heathens know thy glory, Lord,
The wond'ring nations read thy word,

But here Jehovah's name is known;
Nor fliall our worfhip e'er be paid

To gods which mortal hands have made

;

Our Maker is our God alone.

3 He fram'd the globe, he built the (ley,

He made the mining worlds on high,

And reigns complete in glory there

His beams are majefty and light;

His beauties how divinely bright f

- His temple how divinely fair!

4 Come the great day, the glorious hour,

When earth (hall feel his faving pow'r,

And barb'rous nations fear his name:

Then fliall the race of men confefs

The beauty of his holinefs,

And in his courts his grace proclaim.

P S A L M XCVII. 1—5. Firjl Part.

Christ reigning In Heaven, and coming to Judgment.

1 TTE reigns; the Lord, the Saviour reigns!

jLJL Praife him in evangelic drains:

Let the whole earth in fongs rejoice,

Anddiitant iflandsjoin their voice.

2 Deep are his counfels and unknown

;

But grace and truth fupport his throne:

Tho' gloomy clouds his ways furround:

Juftice is their eternal ground.
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3 In robes ofjudgment, lo, be comes,

Shakes the wide earth and cleaves the tombs;

Before him burns devouring fire,

The mountains melt, the feas retire.

4 His enemies with fore difmay,

Fly from the fight and (hun the day;

Then lift your heads, ye faints, on high,

And fing, for your redemption's nigh.

PSALM XCVII. 6—9 . Second Part.

Christ's Incarnation*

1 HPHE Lord is come; the heav'ns proclaim

JL His birth; the nations learn his came;
An unknown ftar directs the road

Of eaftern fages to their God.

2 All ye bright armies of the Odes,

Go, worihip where the Saviour lies

:

Angels and kings before him bow,

Thofe gods on high, and gods below.

3 Let idols totter to the ground,

And their own worfhippers confound

:

But Sion (hair his glories fing,

And earth confefs her fov'ieign king.

P S A L M XCVII. Third Part.

Grace nnd G
J r I 1 H* Alnrghty reigns exalted high

JL O'er all the earth, o'er all the Iky;

Tho' clouds and darknefs veil his feet,

His dwelling is the mercy-feat.

2 O ye that love his holy name,

Hate ev'ry work of fin and fhamc:

He guards the fouls of all his friends,

ind from the (hares of hell defends.

3 Immortal light, and joys unknown,

Df > in darknefs (own ;

Thofe glorious i'cuh (hall (bring and rife,

And the bright harvcit bleu our ej
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4 Rejoice, ye righteous, and record

The facred honours of the Lord;
None but the foul that feels his grace

Can triumph in his holinefs.

PSALM XCVII. i, 5 ,_7, n. Com. Metre.

Christ's Incarnation and the lajl Judgment*

i T ET earth, with evVy ifle and fea

1 a Rejoice, the Saviour reigns

:

His word like fire prepares his way,

And mountains melt to plains.
s

2 His prefence finks the proudeft hills,

And makes the rallies rife

;

The humble foul enjoys his fmiles,

The haughty (inner dies.

3 The heav'ns his rightful pow'r proclaim;

The idol-gods around

Fill their own worfnippers with fliame,

And totter to the ground.

4 Adoring angels at his birth

Make the Redeemer known;
Thus mall he come to judge the earth,

And angels guard his throne.

5 His foes (hall tremble at his fight,

And hills and fcas retire:

His children take their unknown flight,

And leave the world in fire.

6 The feeds ofjoy and glory fown

For faints in darknefs here,

Shall rifo and fpring in worlds unknown,

And a rich harvefr. bear.

PSALM XCVIII. Fitft Pari.

Praife for the GofpcL

I
r I ^O our almighty maker, God,

JL New honours be addrefs'd;

His great falvation fhines abroad,

And makes the nations bleft.
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2 To Abrah'm tuft be fpoke the word,

And taught his num'rous race;

The Gentiles own him fov'reign Lord,

And learn to truft his grace.

3 Let the whole earth his love proclaim

With all her diff'rent tongues:

And fpread the honour of his name-

In melody and Tongs.

PSALM XCVIII. Second Part.

The Messiah's Coining and Kingdom.

1 TOY to the world; the Lord is come;

J Let earth receive her King:

Let ev'ry heart prepare him room,

And heav'n and nature fing.

2 Joy to the earth, the Saviour reigns;

Let men their longs employ

;

While fields and floods, rocks, hills and plains,

Repeat the founding joy.

} No more let fins and forrows grow,

Nor thorns infelt the ground :

He comes to make his bleflings flow,

Fai as the curfe is found.

4 He rules the world with truth and grace,

1 makes the nations prove

The glories of his righteoufneii,

And wonders of his love.

P S A L M XCIX. Fir/1 Part.

Christ's A? d Majefty.

I
rT,,HE God Jehovah reigns,

X Let all the nations fear;

Let (loners tremble at his throne,

And faints be humble there.

z Jefus the Saviour reigns,

Let earth adore its Ix>rJ
\
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Bright cherubs his attendants (land,

Swift to fulfil his word.

3 In Sion ftands his throne,

His honours are divine,

His church (hall make his wonders known,
For there his glories mine.

4 How holy is his name!

How terrible his praifc!

Juflice and truth, and judgment join

In all his works of grace.

PSALM XCIX. Second Part,

A holy GOD <worJJ?ipped with Rcverer,.

i T^ XALT the Lord our God,
m j And worfhip at his feet,

His nature is all holinefs,

And mercy is his feat.

2 When Ifr'el was his church,

When Aaron was his pried,

When Mofes cry'd, when Samuel prayed,

He gave his people re(t.

3 Oft he forgave their fins

;

Nor would deftroy their race

;

And oft he made his vengeance knowr
When thy abus'd his grace.

4 Exalt the Lord our God,
Whofe grace is ftill the fame;

Still he's a God of holinefs,

And jealous for his name.

PSALM C. Firfl Metre. A plain TranJlatU

Praifi to our Creator.

I "\TE nations round the earth, rejoice

X Before the Lord, your fov'reign King:

Serve him with cheerful heart and voice,

With all your tongues his glory ling.
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2 The Lord is God : 'tis he alone

Doth life and breath, and being give:

We are his work, and not our own ;

The (beep that on his paflures live.

3 Enter his gates with fongs of joy,

With praties to his courts repair;

And make it your divine employ

To pay your thanks and honours there.

4 The Lord is good, the Lord is kind;

Great is his grace, his mercy fure:

And the whole race of man fliall find

His truth from age to age endure.

PSALM C. Second Metre. A parapkrafe.

1 TJEfore Jehovah's awful throne,

X3 Ye nations, bow with facred joy:

Know that the Lord is God alone;

He can create, and he deitroy.

2 His fov'reign pow'r without our aid

Made us of clay, and form'd us men:
And when like wand'ring fheep we ftrayM,

He brought us to his fold again.

3 We are his people, we his care,

r fouls, and all our mortal frame:

What lafting honours mall we rear,

Almighty Maker, to thy name?

4 We'll croud thy gates with thankful fongs,

High as the hcav'n, our voices raife

;

And earth with her ten thoufand tongues

Shall fill thy courts with founding \ 1

is the world is thy command,
iseteraity thy love?

in as a rock thy truth mutt (land,

When rolling years (hall ceafc to m
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PSALM CI. Long Metre.

The Maoiftnitc's Pfabn.

i "]%/TERCY and judgment are my fong

J^VX And fince they both to thee belong,

My gracious God, my righteous King,

To thee my foogs and vows I bring.

2 If I am rais'd to hear the fword,

I'll take my counfel from thy word,

Thy juftice and thy heav'nly grace

Shall be the pattern of my ways.

3 Let wifdom all my actions guide,

And let my God with me refide :

No wicked thing (hall dwell with me,

Which may provoke thy jealoufy.

4 No fons of flander, rage and ftrife

Shall be companions of my life

;

The haughty look, the heart of pride

Within my doors fhall ne'er abide.

- 5 [I'll fearch the land and raife the juft

To pofts of honour, wealth and truft

:

The men that work thy holy will

Shall be my friends and favYites dill.]

6 In vain (hall Tinners hope to rife

By flatt'ring or malicious lies:

Nor, while the innocent I guard,

Shall bold offenders e'er be fpar'd.

7 The impious cfew (that factious band)

Shall hide their heads, or quit the land;

And all that break the public red,

Where I have pow'r, fhall be fuppreft

;

o
S A L M CI. Common Metre.

A Pfahn for a Mafier cf a Fantly,

F juftice and of grace I fing, '

And pay my God my vows,



P 6 A L M CIT. ! 93

Thy grace and juflicc, hcav'nly King,

.ch me to rule my houfe.

2 Now to my tent, O God, repair,

And make tbj lervant wife;

I'll fuffer nothing near me there

That lhali odl-nd thine eyes.

.; The man that doth his neighbour wrong
By fallhood or by force,

The fcornful eye, the flmd'rous tongue,

I'll thurh1 him from my doors.

[ the faithful and the juft,

And will their help enjoy;

Theft are the friends that I (hail trull,

The fervants I'll employ.

5 The wretch that deals in fiy deceit

I'll not endure a night;

The liar's tongue I ever hate,

And banifh from my fight.

6 I'll purge my family around,

And make the wicked flee;

So Hull my houfe be ever found

A dwelling fit for thee.

i L M CII. 1— 13, 20, 2r. Firjl Par:.

A Prayer cf the Affiia,>d.

1 TJf EAR me, O God, nor hide thy face,

I J. But anfv/cr, left I die:

Haft thou not built a tin one of grace,

To hear when finners cry?

like the fmoke
ig in the air;

brength is d heart is broke,

Mag like with'ring grafs

Burnt wit i 1

In fecre* groans my minutes pafs,

j eat.



P »S A L M CIL

4 As on fome lonely building's top,

The fparrow tells her moan,
Far from the tents ofjoy and hope

I lit and grieve alone.

5 My foul is like a wildernefs,

Where beads of midnight howl

;

Where the fad raven finds her place,

And where the fcreaming owl.

6 Dark difmal thoughts and boding fear*

Dwell in my troubled breaft

;

While (harp reproaches wound my ears,

Nor give my (pirit reft.

7 My cup is mingled with my woes,

And tears are my repaft:

My daily bread like aih.es grows

Unpleafant to my taffe.

8 Senfe can afford no realjoy

To fouls that feel thy frown;

Lord 'twas thy hand advare'd me high.

Thy hand hath cafl me down.

9 My looks like wither'd leaves appear

;

And life's declining light

Grows faint as ev'ning-fhadows are,

That vanifn into night.

10 But thou for ever art the fame,

O my eternal God;
s to come fl thy name,

And

11 Thou wilt arife,

Nor will my Lord c

Beyond th' appointed hour of grace,

That long expecled day.

12 He hears his faints, he knows their cry,

And by myfterious v,

Redeems the prisoners, die,

And fills their ton-.
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P S A L M CIL 13—21. ikmd Part.

Pr. Sien rtjiircd.

1 ' ET S100, and her fons rejoice;

JLi Beheld the pronys'd ho

:r God hath heard her mourning voii

And comes l* exalt his po

• dud antf ruins that remain,

precious in our 1

Thole ruins mall be built again*

And all that duft mall rife.

3 The Lord wijl raife Jerufaiem,

And (rand in glory there; •

ions (hall bow before his name,

And kings attend with fa r.

f He fit? a (ov'reign on his throne,

With pity in his eyes:

He hears the dying prifoncrs' groan.

And fees their Cgh$

the fouls condemn'd to death,

1 his faint? complain,

It (han't be laid, " That praying breath
u Was ever (pent in vain."

[hall be known when wc are dead,

I left on long record

;

That

;

nborn may 1

And trull, and praife the Lord.

P S A L M C1I. 23—28. Third Part,

fan's A .

; and Christ's Eternity; or,
(

I.'.nd
iqe;

I 2
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Thy years arc one eternal day,

And muft thy children die fo foon?

3 Yet id the midft of death and grief

This thought our forrow (hall afluage;
u Our Father and our Saviour live;

" Chrift is the fame thro' cv'ry age/'

4 'Twas he this earth's foundations laid;

ILav'n is the building of his hand;
This earth grows old, thefe heav'ns fhall fade;

And all be changed at his command.

5 The ftarry curtains of the fky

Like garments lhall be laid afide

:

But ftill thy throne Hands firm and high;

Thy church for ever muft abide.

6 Before thy face thy church fhall live;

And on thy throne thy children reign;

This dying -world fhall they furvive,

And the dead faints be rais'd again.

PSALM CIII. 1—7. FirJIPart. Long Metre.

Bkfng GOD for his Goodnefs to Soul and Body.

1 T> LESS, O my foul, the living God,

JD Call home thy thoughts that rove abroad,

Let all the powers within me join

In work and worthip fo divine.

2 Blefs, O my foul, the God of grace;

His favours claim thy higbeft praife:

Why mould the wonders he hath wrought

Be loft in filence and forgot?

3 'Tis he, my foul, that lent his Son

To^die for crimes, which thou haft done;

He owns the ranfom, and forgives

The hourly follies of our lives.

4 The vices of the mind he heals,

And cures the pains that nature keh
Redeems the foul from hell, and faves

lives from threat' ning graves.
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5 Our youth decayM Jiis power repairs;

His mercy crowns our growing years:

He fills our itore with every gooJ,

And feeds our fouls with heavenly fixxL

6 He fees th' opprcfTor and the oppreft,

And often gives the futPrers reit:

But will his jufUce more difplay

In the Iall -great rewarding day.

7 [His power lie fhew'd by Mofes' hands,

And gave to Ifra'l his commands

;

But lent his truth and mercy down
To all the nations by his Son.]

8 Let the whole earth his power confefs,

Let the whole earth adore his gr?ce;

The Centile with the Jew fhali join

In work andrwormip fo divine.

PSALM CIII. Second Part. Long Metre,

GQD's gentle Choft}fewent ; or, His tender Mercy to

kis People*

1 rT1HE Lord, how wondrous are his ways!

I How firm his truth! how large his grace'

He takes his mercy for his throne,

And thence he makes his glories known.

2 Not half fo high his power hath fpread

The (tarry heav'ns above our head,

As his rich love exceeds our pi

Exceeds the higheit hopes we raife.

3 Not half fo far hath nature plac'd

The rifing morning from the .

As his forgiving grace rem

The daily guilt of thofe he loves.

How flow his awful wrath tor.

On fwifter wings falvation

And if he lets his anger burn,

How foon his frowns to pity turn!

1

3
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5 Amidft his wrath compa/Iion (Lines;

His ftrokesare lighter than our fins:

And while his rod corrects his faints,

His ear indulges their complaints.

6 So fathers their young fons chafli:

With gentle hands and rneltin

The children weep beneath the iinarr,

And move the pity of their heart.

Pause.
7 The mighty God, the wife and jiift,

Knows that our frame is feeble dull;

And will no heavy loads impofe

Beyond the ftrength that he bellows.

8 He knows how foon our nature dies,

Blaftcd by every wind that fiie c
;

Lake grafs we fpring and die as foon,

Or morning flowers that fade at noon.

9 But his eternal love is fare

To all the faints, and (hall endure:

'From age to age his truth fhall reign,

Nor children's children hope in vain;

PS ALM CIII. i— /. iirft Pari. Short Metre.

Pralfifor Spiritual and Temporal Mer.

1 /~\H Blefs the Lord, my font!

\^JF Let all within me join,

And aid rny tongue to blefs his name,

VVhofc favours are divine.

2 Oh blefs the Lord, my foul;

Nor let his mercies lie,

Forgotten in unthankfulnefs;

And without praifes die.

3
5 Tis he forgives thy fii ,

'Tis he relieves thy pain,

T; he that heals thy fic^nefi

cs thee young again.
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4 He crowns thy life with lo\c,

When ranfbm'd from the grave \

He thai redeem'd 1115 foul from hell

Hath (bv'reign pow'r to 1.

5 He fills the poor with good;

He gives the fufPrers reft;

The Lord hath judgments Tor the proud,

And juftice for th' oppreft.

6 I lis wondrous works and ways

nude by Moles known
;

But fent the world his truth and grace

By his beloved Son.

P S A L M CHI. R— 18. Second Part.

Short Metre.

Abounding CowpaJJIon of GOD ; or, Mercy in the

went*

j T\/TY f°ul, repeat his pi

JLVjL Whofe mercies are fo great;

Whofe anger is fo Hew to rife,

So ready to abate.

2 God will not always chide;

And when his ftrokes are felt,

Ilir ftrokes are fewer than our criiu

OWC guilt.

3 High as the hcav'ns are raised

Above the ground .

So far the riches of his gn

Cur higheft thoughts exceed.

4 His power fubdues our In

d his forgiving love

l aft is from the \

Doth all our guilt remu.

5 The pity of the ] <

Is fu< rents feel;

me.

1

4
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6 He knows we are but dull,

Scatter'cf with every breath:

His anger like a riling wind

Can fend us fwift to death.

7 Our days are as the grafs,

Or like the morning flower!

If one marp blaR fweep o'er the fi-Jd,

It withers in an hour.

$ But thy companions, Lord,
To endlefs years endure;

And children's children ever find

Thy words ofpromife fare.

PSALM GUI. 19—22. Third P*H. Short Mi

GOD 9
j itr.lverfcil Dominion; or, AngtU frnntft the L:rd.

I
rlPHE Lord the fov'reign King,
-* Hath fix'd his throne on high,

O'er all the hcav'nly world he rules,

And all beneath the fky.

2- Ye angels, great in might,

And fwift to do his will,

Elefs ye the Lord, whole voice ye hear,

Whofe pleafure ye fulCiL

3 Let the bright hofls who wait

The orders of their King,

And guard his churches when they pray,

Join in the praife they fin*.

4 While all his. wondrous works,

Thro' his vaft kingdom, fhew

Their maker's glory, thou, my foul,

Shall fing his graces too.

PSALM CIV.

"The Glory of God in Creation and i

\ 1\ /T Y foul, thy great Creator praife;

XVX When doath'd in his celeftid rays,
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ill majefty apt cars,

And like a robe his glory wears.

Note, This Pfaltn may L the Tim: '

wzth or \2*]th P/li/tv, ly . \nes to

every Stanza% (viz.)

Great is the Lord ; what tongue can frame

An equal honour to his name?

\0therwife it imift be fung as the ico/h PfalniP^

2 The heav'ns are for his curtains fpread

;

TV unfathom'c! deep he makes li s bed;

Clouds are his chariot when he flies

On winged dorms a-crofs the fkies.

3 Angels, whom his own breath inspires,

His miniders, are flaming fires;

And fwift as thought their armies move
To bear his veng'ance or his love.

4 The world's foundation by his hand

Are pois'd and (hall for ever (land:

He binds the ocean in his chain,

Left it mould drown the earth again.

5 When earth was covcrM with the floodr
Which high above the mountains flood,

He thunder'd and the ocean iled,

ConuVd to its appointed bed.

6 The fwclling billows know their bound,

Arid in their channels walk their round;

: thence convey'd by fecret veins,

They fpring on hills, and drench the plain?.

bids the cryfbJ fountains Bow,

. valleys as

I fur the ftream v

-i 5
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ngs the lark and linnet raife,

And ice in his praife.

Pause I.

9 God from- his cloudy ciftern pours

On the parch'd earth enriching mo-.

E grove, the g tl ; i

A thoufand joyful bleflings yield.

io He makes the graffy food arife.

And gives the cattle large fupplies;

With heibs fur man of various power,

To nourim nature, or to cure.

ii What noble fruit the vines produce!

The olive yields a pleating juice;

Our hearts are cheerMwith gen'rous wine»

His gifts proclaim his love divine.

\2 His bounteous hands our table fpread,

He fills our cheerful itores with bread ;

While food our vital itrength imparts.

Let daily praife infpire our hearts.

Pause II.

23 Behold the ftately ceclar ftand3

Rais'd in the foreft by his hands;

Birds to the boughs for (belter fly,

And build their nefb fecure on high.

14' To craggy hil-s afcend3 the goat;

And at the airy mountain's foot

The feebler creatures make their cc

He vzives them wifdom where to dwdUk.o

15 He lets the fun his circling race,

Appoints the moon to charge her face;

And when thick darfcnefs veils the 1

Calls out wild beafts to hunt their
\

j6 Fierce lions lead their young abroad,

And roaring afk their meat from God;.

But when the morning-beams arife,

The fuva^e beaft to covert flies.
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Then man to daily laj

; was made I

Sleep Is thy gift, that f

. tireibinc toil an

iS How ftrange thy works! ho'.v //cat thy fhihl

While ee'ry land thy itches fill:

Thy wifdom round the world we fee,

This ipacious earth is lull (-1 th

ig Nor lefs thy glories in the deep,

Where fiih in millions fwim and er.

With wond'rous motions, fwiir or ilov.

,

Still wandhing in the paths below.

20 There (hips divide their wat'ry way,

And flocks of fcaly mongers play;

The huge Leviathan refides,

And fearlefs fports amid the tides*

Pause IIL

22 Vafl are thy works, almighty Lord,.

All nature reds upon thy word,

And the whole race of creatures itands 7

Waiting their, portion from thy hands.

22 While each receives his different food?

Their cheerful looks pronounce it good:

. ... , \i ms
Rejoice and praifc in different forms.

2 j But when thy face is hid they mourn,

And dying to their dull return
;

Both man and beaihtheir fouls refign:

Life, breath and fpirit, ail are thine.

iTet thou c • gain,

; 1 fill the worldwkh be; fh and men;

>rd oi thy creating breath

Repairs I

/ c 11 \$ wo* '.
:
, the v

Are
I

. nth his own deli

I 6
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How awfi 1 are hii glorio

The Lord is dreadful in

26 The earth (lands trembling at thy ftroke\

And at thy touch the mountains lrnoke;

Yet humble fouls may fee thy face,

And tell their wants to fov'reign grace.

27 In thee my hopes and willies meet,

And make my meditations fwcet

;

Thy praifes ihall my breath employ

Till it expire in endlefs jov.

28 While haughty finners die acenrft,

Their glory bury'd with their d

I to my God, my heav'nly King
Immortal Hallelujahs fing.

PSALM CV. Abridged.

G D y
s condutt ojlfrae!, and the Plagues ofEgypt.

l f^ IVE thanks to God, invoke his name,

. VJF And tell the world his grace

;

Sound through the earth his deeds of fame,

That all may fcek his face.

3 His cov'nant which he kept in mind
For num'rous ages pair,

To num'rous ages yet behind

In equal force ihall laft.

3 He fware to Abra'am and his fe^d.

And made the bleffing lure:

Gentiles the ancient proraife r< 1 I5

And find his truth endure.

4 " Thy feed fliall make all nations bk.

(Said tlie Almighty voice)

" And Canaan's land maJl be dicir red,
w The type of heav'nly joys.

5 [How large the grant ! how rich the grace

!

To give them Canaan's land,
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When they were ftr&tigers in the place,

A fraall and fee

6 Like pilgrims through the countries round

Securely they remov d

:

And haughty kings th.it on them frown'd

Severely he rcprov'd.

7 " Touch mine anointed, and mine arm
" Shall foon avenge the wrong:

" The man that does my prophets harm
" Shall know their God is itrong."

8 Then let the worldforbear its rage.

Nor put the church hifear;

Ifrael mujl live through ev'ry age,

And be W Almighty's care.

Pause I.

9 When Pharaoh dar'd to vex the faints.

And thus provok'd their God,
Mofes was fent at their complaints,

ArmM with his dreadful rod.

10 He call'd for darknefs : darknefs camt
Like an o'erwhelming flood;

He turned er.ch lake and ev'ry (Iream

To lakes and dreams of blood.

1

1

He gave the C:£n y and noifome flies

V the whole country fprcad;

And frogs in baleful armies rife

About the monarch's bed.

12 Thro' fields, and towns, ano! palaces

The tenfold vengeance i\

Loeufts in fwarms devour'd their trees

An J .hail tiieii cattle flew.

; 3 Then by an angel's mid-night ftroke

pt dy\i;

The (trength of ev'ry houfe was broke,

Their gl ry and their pride.
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14 /

Ifra:

!

uL. .

Pause II.

15 Thus were the tribes from bondage freed.

And left the hated ground;

Rich with Egyptian fpoils they fled,

Nor was one feeble found.

1 6 The Lord himfelf chofe out their way.
And mark'd their journeys right,

Gave them a leading cloud by day,

A firey guide by night.

1

7

They third ; and waters from the rock

In rich abundance flow,

And following (till the courfe they took

Ran all the defert through.

18 O wond'rous ftream! O bleffed type

Of ever-flowing grace

!

So Cbrifl our rock maintains our life

And aids our wand'ring race.

19 Thus guarded by th' Almighty hand,.

The chofen tribes pofTeft

Canaan, the rich', the promis'd land,

And there enjoy'd their reft.

20 Then lei the Worldforbear its rage,

The church renounce herfear

;

Ifrael vmfl live thro
9
ev'ry age,

'A?id be th' At?mghSy y
* care.

PSALM CVI. 1—5. Firjl Part.

Praife to GOD; or, (hvwtunidatiiti with Saints*

l THO God, the great, the ever blcft,

"* Let fongs of honour be addi eft *>
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His mercy firm fur c\cr (lands;

Give him the thanks his lore dcmii

2 Who knows the wonders of tl

Who (hall fbl Hfltllefs prai]

ftill,

And pay their duty to thy will.

3 Remember what thy mercy did

For Jacob's race, thy cRofeil I

And with the fume ialvation I

The meaneft fuppliant of thy .

4 Oh may I Tee thy tribes rejoice,

And aid their triumphs with my voice!

This is my glory, Lord, to be

Join'd to thy faints, and near to thec.

PSALM CVL Sf&nd Part. Ver. 7, 8,

12j H$ 43T74?-

Ifraa
' pardwed, or, G D's Uncbange-

1 /^1 OD of eternal love,

vJT How fickle are our-wa]

And yet how of\ did I had pro\e

. conllancy of grace!

2 They law thy wonders wrought.
And then thy praiie they fung;

But foon thy works of pow'r forgot,

And murmur'd with their toe

3 Ntr

• 6ke tlie Lore?,

• low.'

4 Yt Its,

He '

roans;

Broi

And eaJPd the in full hi* ;
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5 Their names were in his book,

He fav'd them from their foes;

Oft he chaiHs'd, but ne'er forfook

The people that he chofj.

6 Let Ifr el blefs the Lord,
Who lov'd their ancient race;

And Chriftians join the folemn word,

Amen to all the praife.

PSALM CVIL FirJIPart.

Ifracl led to Canaan, and Chriftians to Heaven.

1 /^1 IVE thanks to God, he reigns above,

\jjf Kind are his thoughts, his name is love:

His mercy ages pad have known,
And ages long to come mall own.

2 Let the redeemed of the Lord
The wonders of his grace record ;

Ifr'el, the nation whom hechofe,
* And refcu'd from their mighty foes.

3 [When God's almighty arm had broke

Their fetters and th' Egyptian yoke,

They trae'd the defert, wand'ring round %

A wild and folitary ground

!

4 There they could find no leading road,

Nor city for their fix'd abode ;

.

Nor food, nor fountain to afTuage

Their burning third, or hunger's rage.]

5 In their diftrefs to God thy cry'd,

God was their Saviour and their guide;

He led their wand'rintj march around:

And brought their tribes to Canaan's ground.

6 Thus when our firft releafe we gain

From fin's old yoke, and Satan's chaiu, ,

We have this defert world to pafs,

A dang'rous and a tiiefome pltce*
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7 He I clothes us all the way,

He guides our footj we lrray,

He guards us with a powerful hand,

And brings us to the heav'nl) land.

8 Oh let the faints with joy ree

The truth and goednefs of the Lord

!

How great his works! how kind his ways!

Let ev'ry tongue pronounce his praife.

P S A L M CVII. temdPait.

Corrections firJln> and rtkaji by Prayer

\

1 Tj^ROM age to age exalt his name,

JO God and his grace are dill the fame:

He fills the hungry foul with food,

And feeds the poor with ev'ry good.

2 But if their hearts rebel and rife

Againft the God that rules the /kies;

If they reject his heav'nly wo.

And flight the counfels of the Lord;

3 He'll bring their fpirits to the ground,

And no deliy'rance ftiaH be found

;

Laden with grief they wafle their bi

In darkneta and the fhades of d

X Then to the Lord they ralTe their crie c
,

He makes the dawning Kgnt arife,

And fcatters all that difraa] (hade

tat hung i'o heavy round their head.

5 He cuts the bars of brafs in two,

And I 'r.ers thro'

.':es off the load of guilt and grief, ^
And gives the lab'ring ibui relief.

6 On may the fons of men record

The wond'rous goounefs of the Lo
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How great his works! how kind his v.

Let ev'ry tongue pronounce his praife.

PSALM CVII. Third Part.

Intemperance punijhed a?id pardoned; or, A Pfilm

for the Glutton and the Drunkard.

i "T TAIN man on foolifh pleafures bent,

V Prepares for his own punifhmer.t;

What pains, what loathibme maladies

From luxury and lull arifc!

2 The drunkard feels his vitals wade;
Yet drowns his health to plcafe his tafte;

'Till all his aabe pow'rs are loii,

And fainting life draws near the dud.

3 The glutton groans, and loaths to eat,

His foul abhors delicious meat;

Nature with heavy loads opprefl

Would yield to death to be reicas'd.

4 Then how the friohten'd finners fly

To God for help with earned cry !

He hears their groans, prolongs their breath,

And faves them from approaching death.

5 No med'eines could effecl the cure

So quick, fo eafy, or fo furer

The deadly fentence God repeals,

He fends his fov'reign word, and heals.

6 Oh may the fons of men record

The wond'rous goodnefs of the Lord!

And let their thankful ofPring prove

How they adore their Maker's love.

P S A L M CVII. Fourth Part. Long Metre.

L\:!h-erance from Storm/ and Shipwreck; or, The

Seaman's Son?.

•wOULD you behold the works of God,

His wonders in the v/oild abri
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With the bold mariner, i

The unknown regions of the I

2 They leave their native ihores behind,

d feize the favoir of:!

'Till God command, and tempefts rifit

That heave the ocean to the ikies.

3 Now to the heav'ns they mount amain,

Now (Ink to dreadful deeps again

;

What ftrange affrights young failors fee],

And like a ftagg'ring drunkard reel!

4 When land is far, and death is nigh,

Loft to all hope, to God they cry:

His mercy hears the loud addrefs,

And fends faivjtion in diftreis.

5 He bids the winds their wrath afiwage,

And irormy tempefts ceafe to rage;

The gkdfome train their fears give e'er

And hail with ;e.

6 Oh may the fons of men record

The wond'reus goodnefs of the Lord!
L'.'* ir private ofT'rings bring,

And in the church his cJorv fins.

PSALM CVIL- Fifth Part. Common Metre.

7/V ',- Pfalnu

i
r ^HY works i

X That rule the boift'reus &a,

The fons of c^ II record,

Who tempt that dangerous way.

2 At thy command \.

And fwell the tow'ring waves!

The men aftonihYd mount the fkie< f -

And fir;.
:

And plu. ain \
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Each like a tott'ring drunkard reels,

And Gnda his courage vain.

4 Frighted to hear the temped roar,

They pant with flutt'ring breath;

And hopelefs of the diflant ihore

Expect immediate death.]

5 Then to the Lord they raife their cries;

He hears the loud requefr,

And orders filence thro' the (Ivies,

And lays the floods to reft.

6 Sailors rejoice to lofe their fears,

And fee the ftorms allay'd:

Now to their eyes the port appears ;

There let their vows be paid.

7 'Tis God that brings them fafe to land $

Let ftupid mortals know, a
That waves are under his command
And alfthe winds that blow.

3 Oh that the fons of men would praife

The goodnefs of the Lord

!

- And thofe that fee thy wornr rous ways

Thy wond'rous love record.

PSALM CVII. Loft Par*

Colonies planted; or, Nations blejl andpuni/ked*

i TTTHEN God, provok'd with daring crimes,

V V Scourges the madnefs of the tiroes,

He turns their fields to barren find,

And dries the rivers from the land.

2 His word can raife the fprings agairi,

And make the wither'd mount irs green,

Send ihow'ry blefiings from the fkies

;

And harvells in the defert rife.

3 [Where nothing dwelt but beads of prey,

Or men as fierce and wild as they,

He bids th' oppreft and poor repair,

And builds tiiem towns and cities there.
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4 They few the field?, and trees they plant*

Whofe vearly fruit iupplies their want;

Their race grows up from fruitful ftocks,

Their wealth increafes with their iloeks.

5 Thus they arc bleftj hut if they fin,

He lets the heathen nations in,

A lavage crew invades their lands,

Their princes die by barb'rous hands.

6 Their captive fons, expos \i to fcorn,

Wander unpity'd and forlorn;

The country lies unfene'd, untilPd,

And defolation fpreads the field.

7 Yet if the humbled nation mourns,

Again his dreadful hand he turns:

Again he makes their cities thrive,

And bids the dying churches lJve.j

8 The righteous with a joyful fenfe

Admire the works of providence;

And tongues of atheifts mall no more,

Blaipheme the God that faints adore.

9 How few with pious care record

Thefe wond'rous dealings of the Lord!
But wife obfcrvers dill lhall rind

The Lord is holy, jufl and kind.

PSALM CVIII. Common

A Song cf Praife.

A WA K K, my foul, to found his pi

JTx. Awake my harp to (ing;

J'jin all my pow'rs the fong to raife,

And morning incenfe bring.

2 Among the .-re,

And thro
3

I

Glad tongs of praife will I prepare,

And there hr? .nd.
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3 Be thou exalted, O my God,
Above the ftarry train;

Diftufe thy heav'nly gni.ee abroad,

And teach the world thy reign.

4 So fliall thy chofen ions rejoice,

And throng thy courts above;

"While finners hear thy pard'ning voice,

And tafle redeeming love.

PSALM CIX. Ver. 1—5, 31

Love to Enemies from the Example of C h r i s i .

1 f~^\ O D of my mercy and my pralfe,

V_X Thy glory is my fong

;

Tho' finners fpeak again ft thy grace

With a blaipheming tongue

2 When in the form of mortal man
Thy Sjn on earth was fo\md;

With cruel (landers falfe and vain

They compafs'd him around.

3 Their mis'ries his companion move,

Their peace he ftill purfu'd;

They render hatred for his love,

And evil for his good.

4 Their malice rag'd without a caufe,

Yet with his dying breath

He pray'd for muid'rers on his cr

And bleft his foes in death.

5 Lord fhall thy bright example Hiine

In vain before my eyes

;

Give me a foul a-kin to thine,

To love mine enemies.

6 The Lord fliall on my fide engs.gc,

And in my Saviour's name

I mail defeat their pride and rage,

Who flandcr and condemn:
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PSALM CX. Firft Part. Long Metre.

Christ exalted^ and Multitudes converted; or, The

"{pel.

1 np H US God th' eternal Father fyake

I To Chrift. the Son; " Afcend and fit

M At my right hand, 'till I iball make
" Thy foes fubmillive at thy feet,

2 u From Sion flia.il thy word proceed,

" Thy word, the fceptre in thy hand,
'

Kill make the hearts of rebels bleed,

14 And bow their wills to thy command.

3 " That day fhall (hew thy pow'r is great,

44 When faints mall llock with willing minds,
44 And (innus Ciowd thy temple-gate,

" Where holinefs in beauty fhincs."

4 O bldlld Pow'r! O glorious davi
44 What a large vict'ry mall e-

44 And converts, v. ho thy grace obey,
14 Exceed the drops of morning dew."

P S A L 5l CX. Second Part. Long Metre.

Tic Kingdom and P /Christ.
1

r I ^ II US li

I Spake to his Son, and thus hi

44 Eternal mail thy prieflhood be,
44 And change from hand to hand no more.

2 " Aaron, and all his fons, mud die:
i; But everjalli I !iine,

44 T
ige from t! livine.

3 * ' V:J(le

..
I

ns.''
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4 Jefus the Pried afceods his throne

While counfels of eternal peace,

Between the Father and the Son,

Proceed with honour and fuccefs.

5 Thro' the whole earth his reign fliall fpread.

And crufh the pow'rs that dare reb-.l;

Then fhall he judge the riling dead,

And fend the guilty world to hell.

6 Th.(/ while he treads his glorious way,

He drinks the cup of threats and blood,

The fufPrings of that dreadful day

Shall but advance him near to God.

PSALM CX. Common Metre.

Christ's Kingdo??i and Prieflhood.

1 TESUS, our Lord afcend thy throne

J And near thy Father fit;

In Sion mall thy pow'r be known,

And make thy foes fubmit.

2 What wonders mail thy gofpel do!

Thy converts ihall furpala

The num'rous drops of morning-dew,

And own thy fov'reign grace.

3 God hath pronoune'd a firm decree,

Nor changes what he fwore

;

" Eternal (hall thy priefthood be,

" When Aaron is no more.

4 " Melchifcdec, that wond'rous prieft,

" That king of high degree,

" That holy man \tho Abrah'm bleft

" Was but a type ofthee;"

5 Jefus our Prieft for ever lives

To ple?jd for us above;

Jefus our King for ever gives

The bleflincrs of his love.
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I
fliall exalt his glorious h

I his high throne

pow'rs and princes dead,

WJio dare oppofe his reign.

PSALM CXI. Firft P.iri.

Tie Wtfdom of GO D in Lis Wvrku

1 O ONGS ofimmortal praife belong

kj To my almighty God;.
He has mv heart, and he my tongue

To fpread his name abroad.

2 How great the.works his hands has wrought!

How glorious in our fight!

And men in ev'ry age have fought

His wonders with delight.

3 How filr and beauteous nature's frame!

ife tli* eternal mind!

His counfels never change the fcheme

That his firft thoughts defign'd.

• Q he redeemed his chofen fons,

He fix'd his cov'nant fure:

orders that his lipspronouncc

To endlefs years endure.

-are and time, and earth and (kits*

Thy hcav'nly il:ill proclaim;

11 ue do to make us wife,

But lam co read thy name?

'
• to truft thy grace,

Is our divineft (kill

!

An [ of our race

That beil obeys thy u ill.

G
PSALM CXI. Second Part.

Tic 'GOD.

Demand < >ur noblefl

K
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Let his aflemblcd faints unite

Their harmony of tongues.

2 Great is the mercy of the Lord,
He gives his children food;

And ever mindful of his word,
He makes his promife good.

3 His^Son, die great Redeemer, came
To feal his covenant fure:

Holy and reVrend is his name,
His ways are juft and pure.

4 They that would grow divinely wife,

Muft with his fear begin
;

Our faireit proof of knowledge lies

In hating ev'ry fin.

PSALM CXIL As the 113th Pfalm

The Blcjjlngs of the liberal Man.

1 r I ^HAT man is bled who (lands in awe

JL Of God, and loves his facred law:

His feed on earth mall be renown'd

;

His houfe the feat of wealth mall be,

An unexbaufted treafury,

And with fucceflive honours crown'd.

2 His lib'ral favours he extends,

To fome he gives, to others lends:

A gen'rous pity fills his mind:

Yet what his charity impairs,

He fives by prudence in aifairs,

And thus he's juft to all mankind.

5 His hands, while they his alms beftow'd,

His glory's future harveft fow'd

;

The fweet remembrance of the juft:

Like a green root revives and bears

A train of bieiTings for his heirs,

When dying nature flceps in dud.

4 Befetwith threat'ning dangers round,

nov'd Avail he maintain his ground;
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His confcicncc holds his courage up:

The foul that's filFd with virtue's light,

Shines brighteft in affliction's night:

And fees in darknefs beams of grace.

Pause.
5 [Hi tidings never can fuqirife

His heart that fix'd on God relies,

Though waves and tempefts roar around

:

Safe on a rock he fits, and fees

The fhipwreck of his enemies,

And all their hope and glory drown'd.

6 The wicked fhall his triumph fee,

And gnafh their teeth in agony,

To find their expectations croft

:

They and their envy, pride and fpke,

Sink down to everlafting night,

And all their names in daiknefs loft. J

PSALM CXII. Long Metre.

The bleffnigs of the Pious and Charitable.

1 HT^HRICE happy man who fears the Lord,

I Loves his commands, and trulls his word;

Honour and peace his days attend,

And bleffings to his feed defcend.

.2 Companion dwells upon his mind,

To works of mercy lHli inclin'd:

J le lends the poor fomc prefent aid,

Or gives them, not be repaid.

j When times grow dark, and tidings fpread

That fill his neighbours round with dread,

His heart is arm\i again ft the I

For God with all his j>o\v'r is ti

4 His fpirit fix'd upon the Lord

Draws beav'oly courage from his word;

Amidfl the darknefi light (hall rife,

To cheer bis heart aad ;
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5 I iipers'd his alms abroad,

lfill before hi? God;
s name on earth ihall long remain,

iinners rage in vain.

V S A L M CXII. Common Metre.

Ui

' APPY is be that fears the Lord,
And follows his commands,

W ho lends the poor without reward,

Or gives with lib'ral hands.

w As pity dwells within his breafr.

To all the Tons of need;

So God irudl anfwer his requeft

With bJeiTmgs on his f^Qd.

; No evil ti dines ftrall furprife

His well eftablifh'd mind;

His foul to God, his refuge Hies,

And leaves his fears behind.

5 In times of danger and diflrefs

. Some beams of light ihall fhine,

To mew the world his righteoufoefs,

And give him peace divine.

6 His works ofpiety and love

Remain before the Lord;
Honour on earth and joys above

Shall be his fure reward.

P S A L'M CXIII. Proper Tunc.

The Majejly and Cwdcfcention of G D.

i "^7"E that delight to ferve the Lord,

X The honours of his name record,

His (acred name for ever bleils:

Where'er the circling fun difplays

His riling beams or letting rays,

Let lands and feas his pow'r confefs.
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2 Not time, nor nature's narrow round-,

Can give his vail dominion hounds;

The heav'ns arc fir below his height

;

Let no created grcatnefs dare

With our eternal God corppa

Arm'd with his uncre;ued might.

3 He Lx>ws his glorious head to

What the bright hods of angels doy

And bends his care to mortal things:

His for reign hand exalts the poor,

He takes the needy from the door,

And feats them on the throne of ki

4 "When childlefs families defpair,

He fends the bleifings of an heir,

To refcue 'their expiring name;
The mother with a thankful voice

Proclaims his praifes and her

Ler ev'ry age advance his pralfe.

PSALM CXIIL Long Metre.

GOD fezvercign affd

I "\7"E fervants of I

X ^ n ev'ry age hi

The nations fha

ive the c

J lis i

Nor time, nor pi ice his i

Nor bound his i eign.

3 Which oftbe ^.^ of A<

Of angels with their God compare

I lis

4 Behold his love, he fl

Wh .

And co

Th-.
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5 Frc m duft and cottages obfcure
His grace exalts the humble poor

!

Gives them the honour of his Tons,

And fits them for their heav'nly thrones.

€ [A word of his creating voice

Can make the barren houfe rejoice:

Tho' Sarah's ninety years were pad,
The promis'd feed is born at lafi.

7 With joy the mother views her fon,

And tells the wonders God has done;
Faith may grow ftrong when fenfe defpairs s

If nature fails, the promife bears.J

PSALM CXIV.

Miracles atiettding IfraePs Journey.

'HEN Ifracl, freed from Pharaoh's hand,.

Left the proud tyrant and his land,

The tribes with cheerful homage own
Their king, and Judali was his throne.

2 A-crofs the deep their journey lay;

Thz deep divides to make them way;

Jordan beheld their march, and fled

With backward current to his head.

3 The mountains fhook like frighted (hecp.

Like lambs the little hillocks leapf

Not Sinai on her bafe could fland,

Confcious of fov'reign power at hand.

4 What power could make the deep divide ?

Make Jordan backward roll his tide ?

Why did ye leap, ye little hills?

And whence the dread that Sinai feels?

5 Let ev'ry mountain, ev'ry flood

Retire and know th* approaching God,

The king of Ifrael: fee him here

Tremble thou earth, adore and fear,



PSALM CXV.

f) lie thunders, and all nature mourns,

The rock to Handing pools he turns;

Flints fpring with fountains at his word,

And fires and feas confefs the Lord.

PSALM CXV. Firft Metre.

The true God our Refuge ; or, Idolatry rep} \

i ^TOT to ourfelves, who are hut duft,

JL\I Not to ourfelves is glory due,

Eternal God, thou onlyjull,

Thou only gracious, wife and true.

2 Difplay to earth thy dreadful name;

Why mould a heathen's haughty tongue

Infult us, and to raife our fhamc,

Say, " Where's the God you've ferv'd fo long!
y >~

3 The God we ferve maintains his throne,

Above the clouds, beyond the fides;

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 fhapes of (tone and wood:
At heft a mafs of glitt'ring ore,

A filver faint, or golden god.

5 [With eyes and ears, they carve the head;

Deaf are their ears, their eyes are blind;

In vain are cofrly ofT'rings made,

And vows are fcatter'd in the wind.

6 Their feet were never 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 Ifrael, make the Lord thy hope,

Thy help, thy refuge, and thy red:

;

The Lord fliall build thy ruins up,

And blcfs the people and the pricil*.

K 4
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dead no more can fj nifet

They dwell in filencc in the gra

But we fhaJJ live to (ing thy grace,

And tell the world thy pow'r to fin

PSALM CXV. Secon,l Metre. As the New
Tune of the 50th Pfalm.

Idolatry reprcicd.

1 XTOTtoour names, thou only jufl and true,

JJ\ Not to our worthlefs names is glory due:

Thy pow'r and grace, thy truth and juiHce claim

Immortal honours to thy fov'reign name

;

Shine thro' the earth from heaven thy bled abode;

Nor let the heathens fay; And where's your God?

2 Heav'n is thine higher court: there ftands-thy throne

And thro' the lower worlds thy will is done:

God fram'd this earth, the (tarry heav'ns he fpread,

But fools adore the gods their hands have made;
The kneeling croud, with looks devout behold

Their filver-faviours, and their faints of gold.

3 [Vain are thofe artful fhapes of eyes and ears

;

The molten image neither fees nor hears:

Their hands are helplefs, nor their feet can move,

They have no fpeech, nor thought, nor power, nor

Yet fottrfh mortals make their long complaints (love;

To their deaf idols, and their movelefs faints.

4 The rich have ftatues well adorn'd with gold;

The poor content with gods of coarfer mould,

With tools of iron carve the fenfelefs (lock

Lopt from a tree, or broken from a rock

:

People and pried drive on the folemn trade,

And truft the gods that faws and hammers made.]

5 Be heav'n and earth amaz'd! 'Tis hard to fa]

Which are more frupid, or their geds, or they.

O Ifrael, truft the Lord: he hears and fees,

He knows thy forrows and reftores thy peace:
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His worOiip d< ! nd comfort

i thy help, and he thine heav'nly fhieldt

In God we trull; our impious fees in

Attempt our ruin and oppofe his reign;

Had they prevail'd darkneis had clos'd our days,

And death and filence ha praife:

But WC are fav'd and live: Let foq
j

And Sion blefs the God that built the :..

PSALM CXVI. Firft

R ecovery fro?n Sicknefs

.

1 X Love the Lord: He heard my cries,

JL And pity'd every groan,

Long as I live, when troubles rife,

I'll haftcn to his throne.

2 I love the Lord : He bow'd his ear.

And chas'd my griefs av

Oh let my heart no more defpair,

en I have breath to pray!

[y fkfn declin'd, my fpirits fell,

And I drew near the dead,

While m s and fears 01 :.

Perplex'd my wakeful head.

4 u My God, I cry'd, thy fcrvant fave,
11 Thou ever good and juft

;

u Thy power can refcue from the grave,?

" Thy power is all my truft."

5 The Lord beheld me fore diftrcft,

He bade my pains rem

Return, m God thy reft,

For thou haft known his I

6 My God hath fr.

'

1 from deatl

And dry'd ra\

Now to his praife I

And mv remaini)
j
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PSALM CXVI. 12, &c. ScorJPart.

Thanks for private Deliverance.

X XXTHAT mall I render to my God
VV For all his kindnefs mown?
My feet mall vifit thine abode,

My fongs addrefs thy throne.

2 Among the faints that fill thine houfe

My ofPrings mail be paid;

There (hall my zeal perform my vows
My foul in anguifli made.

3 How much is mercy thy delight,

Thou tver-blefied God

!

How dear thy fuvants in thy fight?

How precious is their blood?

4 How happy all *hy fervants are

!

How great thy grace to me!

My life, which thou hail made thy care,

Lord, I devote to thee.

5 Now I am thine, for ever thine,

Nor fliall my purpofe move

;

Thy hand has loos'd my bonds of pain*

And bound me with thy love.

6 Here in thy courts I leave my vow,

And thy rich grace record

:

Witnefs, ye faints, who hear me now,

If I forfake the Lord.

P S A L M CXVII. Common Metre,

Praife to GOD from all nations.

i >~V All ye nations praife the Lord,

\J Each with a different tongue;

In every language learn his word,

And let his name be fung.

•2 His mercy reigns thro' every land:.

Proclaim his grace abroad \
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Forever firm his truth (hall itand;

Praife ye the faithful God.

PSALM CXVII. Long Metre

1 T^ROM all that dwelf below the Odes

X? Let the Creator's praife arife:

Let the Redeemer's name be fung

Thro7 every land, by every tongue.

2 Eternal are thy mercies, Lord;
Eternal truth attends thy word

;

Thy praife (hall found from more to more>

Till funs mail fet and rife no more.

PSALM CXVII. Short Metre,

1
rT!HY name, almighty Lord,
*"• Shall found thro' diftant lands:

Great is thy grace, and fure thy word:

Thy truth for ever ftands.

2 Far be thine honour fpread,

And long thy praife endure,

Till morning light and ev'ning (hade

Shall be exchang'd no more.

PSALM CXVIII. Ftrjl Part. Vev. 6— 15.

Deliverancefrom a Tumult.

1
rFH E Lord appears my helper now,
* Nor is my faith afraid

What all the fons of earth can do,

Since heav'n affords its aid.

2 'Tis fafer, Lord, to hope in thee, .

And have my God mv friend,

Than trull- \n men of high degree,

And on their truth depend.

3 'Tis -thro' the Lord my heart is ftrang-

In him my lips rejoice;

While his fdvation :s my fong, t

How cheerful i$ my voice

!

K *
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4 Like acgry bees they ?\n me round;
When God appears they ily:

So burning thorns v/ith crack'ling found
Make a fierce blaze, and die.

5 Joy to the faints and peact belongs;

The Lord protects their days

:

Let Ifra'l tune immortal fongs

To his Almighty grace.

PSALM CXVIIL Second Part. Ver. 17—21.

Public Praifefcr Deliverance from Death.

1 ' ORD, thou haft heard thy fervant cry,

1 J And refcu'd from the grave;

Kow fhall he live : (and none can die,

If God refolve to fave.)

2 Thy praife more conftant than before,

Shall fill his daily breath;

Thy hand that hath chafHs'd him fore

Defends him ftill from death,

3 Open the gate of Sion now,

For we (hall worfhip there,

The houfe where all the righteous go

Thy meicy to declare.

4 Amongft th' affemblies of thy faints

Our thankful voice we raife

;

There we have told thee our complaints,

And there we fpeak thy praife.

PSALM CXVIIL Third Part. Ver, 9$ 23.

Christ the Foundation of the Church.

1 X) Ehold the fure foundation Stone

JlJ Which God in Sion lays,

To build our heav'nly hopes upon,

And his eternal praife.

2 Chofen of God to finners dear.

And fonts adore the name?
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They trull their whole filvation here,

Nor mail thej

5 The foolifli builders, fcribe and pried,'

Rcjxc

t it with dr&fain;

Firm on this Rock the church (hall reft,

1 envy rage in vain.

4 What tho' the gates of hell withstood?

Yet mult this building rife:

'Tis thy own work, Almighty God,
And wondrous in our eyes.

PSALM CXVIII. Fourth Part. Vtx. 24, 25,26.

Hcfannah; the Lord's Day; or, Christ's Refurrecliui,

a>:J cur Salvation.

1
rT^H I S is the day the Lord hath made,
-*- He calls the hours his own ;

Let heav'n rejoice, let earth be glad,

And praiie furround the throne.

2 To day he rofe and left the dead;

And Satan's empire fell;

To day the faints his triumph fpread,

And all his wonders tell.

3 H( x the anointed King,

To David's holy Son,

Help us, O Lord defcend and bring

Salvation from thy throne*

4 Bled is the Lord, who comes to men
With tneffages of gra<

) God his Father's name,

.1: finful race.

5 Hofannah in the l.ighcfr (trains

M he church on earth can raife

;

.in which he reigns,

Shall .ubier praik:.
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PSALM CXVIIL Ver. 22—27. Short Metre.

An Hofa?inah for the Lord*
s
'Day; or, A new Jong <-f

Salvation by Christ.
1 CEE what a living Stone
^ The builders did refufe;

Yet God hath built his church thereon

In fpite of envious Jews.

2 The fcribe and angry prieft

Reject thine only Son

;

Yet on this Rock (hall Sion reft,

As the chief corner-ftone.

3 The work, O Lord, is thine,

And wondrous in our eyes:

This day declares it all divine,

This day did Jefus rife.

4 This is the glorious day
That our Redeemer made;

Let us rejoice, and fing, and pray,

Let all the church be glad.

5 Hofannah to the King
Of David's royal blood:

Blefs him, ye faints, he comes to bring

Salvation from your God.

6 We blefs thine holy word
Which all this grace difplays

;

And offer on thine altar, Lord,

Our facrifice ofpraife.

PSALM CXVIIL 22—27. Long M^re,

An Hofannah for the Lord's Day; or, A new Song

of Salvation by Christ.

1 IT O! what a glorious Corner-ftone
-*-J The Jewifh builders did refufe:

But God bath built his church thereon,

In fpite of envy and the Jews.
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2 Groat v work is all divine,

The joy arid wonder of our eyes;

This is the day that proves it thine,

The day that faw our Saviour rife.

3 Sinners rejoice, and faints be glad;

Hofannah, let his name be bleit;

A thoufand honours on his head,

With peace, and light, and glory reft !

4 In God*s own name he comes to bring

Salvation to our dying race

;

Let the whole church addiefs their King
With hearts ofjoy, and fongs ofpraifc.

PSALM CXIX.
[I have collected and difpofed the moft ufefu!

fes of this Pfalm under eighteen different Heads, and

formed a Divine Song upon each of them. But the

Verfes are much tranlpoied, to attain fome Degree or

Connection.

In fome places, among the Words Lanv, Camnumds*
yudgmentjy Teftrmaniej x I have ufed Gofpel, W

, ProvtifcS) &fe as more agreeable to

the New Telrament, and the common Language of

Chriftians, and it equally anfwers the Dengn of the

Pfalm ..:d the holy Scrip-

ture.]

PSALM CXIX. Ftrft Part.

The Bleffbdnefi ofSaints; and Mtjer) of Shiners.

1 T) LEST are the undefiPd in heart,

JLJ Whole ways are rig

Din thy law depart,

2 Bled are the men that k 1 ord,
:

. praclife t!
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With their whole heart they feek the Lord
And ferve thee with their hands.

Ver. 165.

3 Great is their peace who love thy law;

How firm their fouls abide

;

Nor can a bold temptation draw
Their fteady feet afide.

Ver. 21, 118.

4 Then mail my heart have inward joy,

And keep my face from flume,

When all thy ftatutes I obey

And honour all thy name.

5 But haughty finners God will hate,

The proud (hall die accurft

;

The fons of falfhood and deceit

Are trodden to the dull.

Ver. 119, 153.

6 Vile as the drofs the wicked are

;

And thofe that leave thy ways

Shall fee falvation from afar,

But never tafle thy grace.

PSALM CXIX. Second Part.'

Secret Drootion and Spiritual Mindednefs ; or, Con-

Jlant Converfe <vjith GOD*

Ver. I47» 55-

1 r I 1 thee, before the dawning light,

I My gracious God, I pray;

I meditate thy name by night,

And keep thy law by day.

Ver 81.

2 My fpirit faints to fee thy grace,

Thy promife bears me up;

And while falvation long delays,

Thy word fupports my hope.
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\\r. 1'

•:n tiir.es a day I lift nty hands,

•

Thy righteous
|

unds
praiie fro:::

Ver. 62.

•.n midnight darknefs veils the flues

I call thy works to mi:

thoughts in warm devotior.

And fweet acceptance find.

PSALM CXIX. Third Part.

Proftffhn ofSikctrlty^ K dime*

Ver. 57, 60.

1
** I ^ HOU art my portion, O my God;
JL Soon as I know thy way,

My heart makes hafte \
y
obey thy word,

And fuffcrs do d^-:,/-,

Ver. 2c, 14.

2 I choc 1 of heav'nhy truth,

A
Not . th* efrth

3 The testimonies of thy grace

1 fct befi

Then
And there m

.

59.

4 If 1
. "dcr from thy path,

I think upon my v.

Then turn my feet to t h
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Ver. 94, 1 12.

5 Now I am thine, for ever thine,

Oh fave thy fervant, Lord,
Thou art my fhield, my hiding-place,

My hope is in thy word.

Ver. 112.

6 Thou haft inclin'd this heart of mine
Thy (tatutes to fulfil;

And thus till mortal life mail end
Would I perform thy will.

PSALM CXIX. Fourth Part.

Inftruclbn from Scripture.

1 T TOW fhall the young fecure their hearts,

JlJL And guard their lives from fin?

Thy word the choiceft rule imparts

To keep the confeience clean.

Ver. 130.

2 When once it enters to the mind,

It fpreads fuch light abroad

The meaneft fouls inflruclion find,

And raife their thoughts to God.

Ver. 105.

3 'Tis like the fun, a heav'nly light,

That guides us all the day;

And thro' the dangers of the night,

A lamp to lead our way.

Ver. 99, ico.

4 The men that keep thy law with care,

And meditate thy word,

Grow wifer than their teachers are,

And better know the Lord.
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Vcr. 104, 1 13.

Thy precepts make me truly wife

;

1 hate the Tinners road:

I hate my own vain thoughts that rife,

But love thy law, my God.

Vcr. 19, 90, 91.

[The (tarry heav'ns thy rule obey,

The earth maintains her place;

And thefe thy tenants, night and day,

Thy (kill and pow'r exprefs.

But (lill thy law, and gofpel, Lord,

Have leffons more divine

:

Not earth Hands firmer than thy word,

Nor (tars fo nobly (hine.]

Ver. 190, 140, 9, 119.

Thy word is ever lading truth

How pure is ev'ry page i

That holy book (hall guide our youth,

And well fupport our age.

PSALM CXIX. Fifth Part.

Delight in Scripture; or, The Wcrd of G D
dwelling in us,

Ver. 97.

OH how I love thy holy law

!

'Tis daily my delight;

And thence my meditations draw
Divine advice by night.

Vu\ 148.

My waking eyes prevent the day

To meditate thy woid:

My foul with longing melts away
To hear thy gofpel, Lord.

Vcr. 3, 13, 44.
Thy heav'nly words my heart engage,

And well employ my tongue,
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And in my tirefome pilgrimage

Yield me a heavenly fong.

Vcr. 19, 103.

4 Am I a ftranger, or at home,

'Tis my perpetual feaft;

Not honey dropping from the comb
So much allures the talk.

Ver. 72, 127.

5 No treafures fo enrich the mind;

Nor mall thy word be fold

For loads of filver well refin'd

Nor heaps of choiceft gold.

Ver. 1*1 49, 175.

6 When nature finks, and fpirits droop,

Thy promifes of grace

Are pillars to fupport my hope,

And there I write thy praife.

PSALM CXIX. Sixth Part.

Hclinefs and Comfort from the Word.

Ver. 12S.

I T ORD, I efreem thy judgments right,

1 J And all thy ftatutesjuft;

Thence I maintain a conftant fight

With ev'ry fiatr'ring lull.

Ver. 97, 9.

*2 Thy precepts often I furvey

;

I keep thy law in fight

Thro' all the bus'nefs of the day,

To form my actions right.

Ver. 62.

3 My heart in midnight filence cries,

" How fweet thy comforts be;"
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Vcr. 19.

My thoughts in holy wonder rife,

And bring their thanks to thee.

162,

4 And when my lpirit drinks her fill,

At fome good word oft:

Not mighty men that (hare the fpoil,

Have joys compar'd to mine.

P S A L M CXIX. Seventh Part.

Imperfeaion cfNature, and perfeftiw of Scripture.

Ver. 96. Faraphrafed.

1 T ET all the heathen writers join

JLi To form one perfect book,

Great God, if once compar'd with thine,

How mean their writings lopk.

2 Not the moft perfecl rules they gave

Could mew one fin forgiv'n:

Nor lead a itep beyond the grave,

But thine conduct to heav'n.

3 I've feen an end to what we call

Pcrfc'dion here below

;

How fhort the pow'rs of nature fall,

And can no farther go.

4 Yet man would fain be juft with God,
. works their hands have wrought:

But thy commands, exceeding broad,
r d to ev'ry thought.

5 In vain wc boaft perfection here,

While fin defiles cur fiame:

And links our virtues down fo fur

lerve the name.

6 Our Faith, and love, and eVi

Fall 1

But perfect trui fnefs

Du J.
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PSALM CXIX. Eighth Part.

Excellency and Variety of Scripture.

Ver. in. Paraphrafed.

1 ORD, I have made thy word my choice,

1 j My lading heritage;

There mall my noblefi: pow'rs rejoice,

My warmeft thoughts engage.

2 I'll read the hift'ries of thy love,

And keep thy laws in fight,

While thro' the pro~iifes I rove,

With ever-frefh delight.

3 'Tis a broad land of wealth unknown,
Where fprings of life arife,

Seeds of immortal blifs are fown,

And hidden glory lies

;

4 The bed relief that mourners have,

It makes our forrows bleir;

Our faireft hope beyond the grave,

And our eternal reft.

P S A L M CXIX. Ninth Part.

j HPHY
1 He

Defire of Knowledge.

Ver. 64, 68, 18.

mercies fill the earth, O Lord,

How good thy works appear!

Open mv eyes to read thy word,

And fee thy wonders there.

Ver. 73, 125.

Mv heart was fafhion'd by thy hand,

My fervicc is thy due,

Oh make thy fervant under (land

The duties I mult do.
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3 Since Tm a ftranger here below,

Let not thy path he hid,

But mark the road my feet fhould go,

And be my conilant guide.

Ver. 26.

4 When I confefs'd my wand'ring ways,

Thou hcardft my ioul complain;

Oram me the teachings of thy grace,

Or I mall fhay again.

Ver. 33, 34.

5 If God to me his ftatutes fhew,

And hcav'nly truth impart,

His work for ever I'll purfue,

His law (hall rule my heart.

Ver. 50, 71.

6 Tiiis was my comfort when I bore

Variety of grief:

It made me learn thy word the more,

And fly to that relief.

Ver. 57.

7 [In vain the proud deride me now;
I'll ne'er forget thy law,

Nor let that blefled gofpe! go

Whence all my hopes I draw.

Ver. 27, 171.

8 When I have learn \i my Father's will,

I'll teach the world his ways;

My thankful lips infpir'd with zeal,

Shall fing aloud his praife.]

PSAl M CXIX. Tenth Pan

B

rleading the Promifes.

Ver. 38, 49.

E h o l d thy waiting fervant, Lord,

Devoted to thy fear;
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Remember and confirm thy word,

For all my hopes arc there.

Ver. 4.1, 58, 107.

2 Had thou not fent falvation down,
And promis'd qnick'ning grace?

Doth not my heart addrcTs thy throne?

And yet thy love dd

Vcr. 123, 42.

3 Mine eyes for thy falvation fail;

Oh bear thy fcrvant up

;

Nor let the fcoffiog lips prevail,

Who dare reproach my hope.

Ver. 49, 74-

4 Didft thou not raife my faith, O Lord?
Then let thy truth appear:

Saints mall rejoice in my reward,

And trull as well as fear.

PSALM CXIX. Eleventh Part.

Breathing after Holincfs.

1 £^K H that the Lord would guide my ways

\J To keep his itatutes frill!

Oh that my God would grant me grace

To know and do his will

!

Ver. 29.

2 Oh fend thy Spirit down to write

Thy law upon my hem,
Nor let my tongue indulge deceit,

Nor aft the liar's part.

Vcr. 37, 36.

3 From vanity turn off my eyes;

Let no corrupt defi

Nor covetous deiires ariie

Within this foul of mine.
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Ver. i
3 )

4 Order my footfteps by thy word.

And make my heart fin,

Let fm ha\e no dominion, ]

Bat keep my confeience cle.tr.

Ver 176.

5 My foul hath gone too far aftray,

My feet too often Hip ;

Yet iince l\e not forgot thy way
Rellore thy wand'ring fheep.

ike me to walk in thy commands,
Tis a delightful road

;

Nor let my head, nor heart, nor Lands,

Offend againil my God.

PSAL M CXIX. Twljlb Part.

Breathing after Comfort and Deliverance ,

Ver. 153.
1 TV HT Y God, confider my diftrefs,

XVX J-et mercy plead my caufe;

Though I have finn'd againft thy grace,

1 ne'er forget thy laws.

Ver. $9. 116.

2 FoiSH, forbid the fliarp reproach,

Wtyicft I fo juftly 1

Uphold my life, uphold my hope,

Nor let my fhame appear.

Ver. 122. r^j.

3 Be thou a furcty, Lord, for me,

Nor let the proud

But make thy wail

The minings of thy lace.

. 8r.

4 My eyes with expedition fail;

My heart within me Ctk

h
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" When will the Lord his truth fulfil,

" And bid my comforts rife."

Ver. I 3 2.

5 look down upon my forrows, Lord,
And mew thy grace the fame

;

Thy tender mercies ftill afford

To thole that love thy name.

PSALM CXIX. Thirteenth Part.

Holy Fear, and Tendernefs of Conference.

Ver. io.

i T^/riT ** my w'10^ keart !'* fought thy face*

V V O let me never ftray

From thy commands, O God of grace,

Nor tread the finner's way.

Ver. 1 1.

2 Thy word I've hid within my heart,

To keep my confeience clean,

And be an everlasting guard

From every rifmg fin.

Ver. 6], n, 158.

3 Tin a companion of the faints,

Who fear and love the Lord;

My forrows rife, my nature faints,

V\ hen men tranfgrefs thy word.

Ver. 161, 163.

4 While finners do thy gofpel wrong,

My fpirit /lands in awe
;

My foul abhors a lying tongue,

But loves thy righteous law.

Ver. 161, 120.

1 My heart with facred rev'rence hear?:

The threatentngs of thy word ;

My flefh with holy trembling fears

The judgments of the' Lord.
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Ver. i 66, i
- \.

My God, I long, I hope, I v.

For thy falvation ftill
;

While thy whole law is my delight,

And I obey thy will.

P S A L M CXIX. Fourteenth Part,

Benefit of rffflicli.'ns, and Support under them.

Ver. i 53, 8 1, 82.

1 /^\ ONSIDER all my forrows, Lord,

\^j And thy deliverance fend
;

My foul for thy falvation faints,

When will my troubles end !

Ver. yi.

2 Yet I have found 'tis good for me
To bear my Father's rod

;

Afflictions make me learn thy law,

And live upon my God.

Ver. 50.

3 This is the comfort I enjoy

When new diftrefs begins :

I read thy word, I run thv way,

And hate my former fins.

Ver. nz,

4 Mad not thy word been my delight

When earthly joys were rled,

My foul, opprelt with forrow*a wei

Had funk amongtl the

Ver. 75.

5 I know thy judgments, Lord, are right,

Though they 1 fevere
;

Th e I u re

Flow from care.
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Ver. 67.
6 Before I knew thy chafVning rod,

My feet were apt to ftray;

But now I learn to keep thy word,
Nor wander from thy way.

PSALM CXIX. Fifteenth Part.

Hcly Refolu:io?:s.

Ver. 93.
1 /^\^ tnat tky ftatutcs every hour,

V^/ Might dwell upon my mind !

Thence I deri\e a quick'rung power
And daily peace 1 fmcT.

Ver. 1 5, » 6.

2 To meditate thy precepts, Lord,

Shall be my fweet employ
;

My foul (hall ne'er forget thy word,

Thy word is all my joy.

Ver. 32.

2 How would I run in thy commands,
If thou my heart diicharge

From fin and Satan's hateful chains

And fet my feet at large !

Ver. 13, 46.

4 Mv lips with courage fliall declar.

Thy ftatutes and thy name;
1*11 fpeak thy word tho' kings mould hear,

Nor yield to finful fhame.

Ver. 61, 69, 70.

5 Let bands of perfecutors rife

To rob me of my right,

Let pride and malice forge their lies,

Thy law is my delight.

Ver. 115.

6 Depart from me, ye wicked raoe,

Whofe hands and hearts arc ill :
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I Jove my God, 1 love his ways,

And mult obey his Will.

PSALM CXIX. Sixteenth Part. '

Prayer for quickening Grace.

Ver. 25, 37.

1 1 f Y foul lies cleaving to the duft :

\\x Lord, give me lift divine
;

From vain dcTires and every lull

Turn 01T thefe eyes of mine.

2 I need the influence of thy grace

To fpeed me in thy way,

Left I mould loiter in my race,

Or turn my feet aftn-y.

Vcr. 107.

3 When fore afflictions prefs me down,
1 need thy quickning powers;

Thy word that I have reined on,

Shall help my heavieft hours.

Vcr. 1 56,. 40.

4 Are not thy mercies fov'reign (till,

And them a faithful God ?

Wilt thou not grant me warmer zeal

To run the h-ivnly road r

Ver. 159, 40.

5 Does not my heart thy precepts love,

And long to fee thy face ?

And yet huw flow my fpirits move
Without enlivening grace?

Ver. < ;.

6 Then fhall I love thy gofpel more,

And ne er forget thy word,
Wr hen I have felt its quick ning powec
To draw rac near the Lord.

l 3
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PSALM CXIX. Seventeenth Part.

GraceJhining in Difficulties and Trials.

Ver. 143, 28.

1 TT 7 HEN pain and anguifh feizc me, Lord,.

VV All my fupport is from thy word :

My foul diffolves for heavinefs
;

Uphold me with thy ftrength'ning grace.

Ver. 51, 69, 1 10.

2 The proud have fram'd their fcofTs and lies-,

They watch my feet with envious eyes,

They tempt my foul to fnarcs and fin
;

Yet thy commands I ne'er decline.

Ver. 161, 78.

3 They hate me, Lord, without a caufe,

They hate to fee me love thy laws
;

But I will truft and fear thy name,

Till pride and malice die with fhame.

PSALM CXIX. Laji Part.

Santtified /Jffliclions ; or, Delight in the Word ofGod.

Ver. 67, 59.

1 T^ATHER, I blefs thy gentle hand
;

y How kind was thy chailifing rod,

That forc'd my confcience to a Hand,

And brought my wandering foul to God !

2 Foolifh and vain, I went aftray,

. Ere I had felt thy fcourges, Lord,

I left my guide, and loll my way
;

But now 1 love and keep thy word.

Ver. 71.

5 'Tis good for me to wear tire yoke,

For pride is apt tojife and fwell

;

'Tis good to bear my Father's ftroke.

That I migbt learn his ftatutes veil.
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Ver. 72.

4 The law that iflues from thy mouth,

Shall raile my cheerful paffions more,

Than all the trcafures of the louth,

yji richei-l hills of golden ore.

Ver. 73.

5 Thy hands have made my mortal frame,

Thy fpirit form'd my foul within :

Teach me to know thy wondrous name,

And guard me fafe from death and iin.

Ver. 74.
6 Then all that love and fear the Lord

At my falvation mall rejoice
;

1 or I have trailed in thy word,

And made thy grace my only choice.

PSALM CXX.

\uarrtlf9me Neighbours ; or, A devout
Wijh for Peace.

1 'T^ HOU God of love, thou ever-bleft,

1 Pity my fuffering ftate
;

When wilt thou fet my foul at reft,

From iips that love deceit ?

2 Hard lot of mine ! My days are call

Among the funs of ftrife,

Whofe never ceafing quarrels wafte

My golden hours of life.

3 Oh might I fly to change my place,

How would I choofe to dwell

In iome wide lonefome wildernefs,

And leave thefe gates of hell !

4 Peace is the bleiling that I f.

How lovely are its charms !

I am for peace ; but when I (j

They all declare for arms.

L 4
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5 New paffions Ml their fouls engage,

And keep their malice ftrong :

W hat fhall be done to curb thy ragr,

O thou devouring tongue !

6 Should burning arrows finite thee thro',

Strict juftice would approve
;

But I would rather fpare my foe,

And melt his heart with love

P S A L M CXXI. Lang Metre.

Divine Protect ,;.

1 T T P to the hills I lift mine eyes,

V_J Th' eternal hills beyond the fkies

;

1 lienee all her help my foul derives;

There my almighty refuge lives.

2 He lives; the everlaiting God,
That built the world, that fpread the flood;

The heavens, with all their hod: he made,

And the dark regions of the dead.

•3 JJe guides our feet, he guards our way;
His morning fmiies adorn the day :

He fpreads the evening veil, and keeps

The iilent hours while Ifrael fleeps.

4 Ifrael, a name divinely bleft,

May rife fecure, fecurely reft
;

Thy holy guardian's wakeful eyes

Admit no (lumber, nur furpille.

5 No fun (hall fmite thy head by day,

Nor the pale moon with fickly ray

Shall blaft thy couch ; no baleful ftar

Dart his malignant fire fo far.

6 Should earth and hell with malice burn,

Still thou fhalt go, and ftill return ;

Safe in the Lord ! his heavenly care

Defends thy life from every fnare.



PSALM CXXT. »4'9

7 On thee foul fpirits bayc no power;

And in thy lull departing hour,

Angels that trace the airy road,

Shall bear thee homeward to thy God.

PSALM CXXT. Common Metre,

Prefer vation by Day and Nigkt.

1 r~jT"* O heaven I lift my waiting eyes,

\ There all my hopes are laid :

The Lord that built the earth and ikies

Is my perpetual aid.

2 Their fledfail: feet (hall never fall,

Whom he defigns to keep
;

His ear attends the fofteft call;

His eyes can never deep.

j He will fuftain our weakeft .powers

With his almighty arm,

And watch our moft unguarded hours

Againft furprifing harm.

4 Ifrael rejoice, and reft fecure,

Thy keeper is the Lord ;

His wakeful eyes empioy his power
For thine eternal guard.

5 Nor fcorching (un, nor fickly moon,
Shall have its leave to fmite :

He fnields thy head rrom burning noon,

From blalUng damps at night.

6 He gnards thy foul, he keeps thy breath,

Where thickefi dangers come ;

Co and return, fecure from death,

Till God commands thee home.

PSAJ. M CXXI. As (be i 4 8th Plata,

Cod our Prc/ervetm

I TTPWARDI lift mine eyes,

yy From God is all my aid
;
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The God that Guilt the (ki

And earth and nature made;
Ccd is the tower

To which I fly;

His grace is nigh

In every hour.

My feet (hall never Aide,

And fall in fatal fnares,

Since God my guard and guide,.

Defends nie from my fears.

Thofe wakeful eyes

That never (Teep,

Shall Ifrael keep

When dangers rife.

No burning heats by day,

Nor blafts of evening air,

Shall take my health away,

If God be with me there:

Thou art my fun,

And thou my fhade,

To guard my head

.
- By night or noon.

Haft thou not given thy word
To fave my foul from death ?

And I can truft my Lord

To keep my mortal breath ;

I'll go and come,

Nor fear to die,

Till from on high

Thou call me home.

PSALM CXXU..Common Mftre.

Going to Church*

HO W did my heart rejoice to hear

My friends devoutly fay,

" In Z ion let us all appjar
* 4 And keep thefoleum day.
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2 I iovc the gates, 1 love the road
;

'1 lie church, adorn'd with grace,

ids like a palace built for Liocl

To (hew his milder face.

3 Up to her courts with joy unknown
The holy tribes repair

;

The fon of David holds his throne

And firs in judgment there.

4 He hears our praifes and complaints;

And while his awful voice

Divides the finners from the faints.

We tremble and rejoice.

5 Peace be within this facred place,

And joy a conftant gueft !

With holy gifts and neav'nly grace

Be her attendants bleft !

4 My foul mall pray for Zion ftili,

While life or breath remains
;

There my bell friends, my kindred dwell,

There God my Saviour reigns.

PSALM CXXII. Proper Tune,

Going to Church,

1 T T O W pfeas'd and bleft was I,

JLjL To hear the people cry,

Coyne > let us fetk our God to day !

Yes, with a cheerful zeal

We hafle to Zion's hill,

And there our vows and honours pay.

2 Zion, thrice happy place,

Adorn'd with wondrous grace,

And walls of itrengtli embrace thee round
j

In thee our tribes appear

7 c pray, and praile, and hear
The facred gofpcl's joyful found.

L 6
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3 There David's greater fan

Has fix'd his royal thione,

]le (Its for grace and judgment there ;

He bids the flints be glad,

He makes the (Inner fail,

And humble fouls rejoice with fear.

4 May peace attend thy gate,

And joy within thee wait,

To blefs the foul of every gueft

;

The man that fecks thy peace,

And wifhes thine increaie,

A thoufand bleiTings on him reft i

5 My tongue repeats her vows,

Peace to this /acred houfc !

For here my friends and kinJted dwell :

And fince my glorious God
Makes thee his befr. abode,

My foul (hall ever love thee well.

Repeat the \th Stanza to complete the Tuns,

PSALM CXXIII.

x
' Pleading <wtth Subwijfion.

"x /^V Thou whofe grace and juftice reign

\^J Enthorn'd above the Ikies,

To thee our hearts would tel! their pain.

To thee we lift our eyes.

2 -As fervants watch their mailer's hand,

And Fear the angry ftroke !

Or maids before their miftrefs ftand,

And wait a peaceful look :

3 So for our fins we juftly feel

Thy difcipline, O God ;

Yet wait the gracious moment ftill,

Till thou remove the rod.

4 Thofe that in wealth and pfeafore live,

Our daily groans deride,
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And thy delays of mer

(h courage to their pride. .

5 Our foes irtfult us, but our hope

thy compaflion lies

;

This thought mall bear our fpints up,

That God will not defpife,

PSALM CXXIV. Common Metre.

GOD gives Viflory.

1 1 J" AD not the God of truth and love,

X~X When holts againfr. us rofe,

Difplay'd his veng'ance from above,

And cruhYd the conq'ring foes;

2 Their armies like a raging flood

Had fwept the guaidlefs land,

Deftroy'd on earth his blefr. abode,

And whelm'd our feeble band,

3 But fafe beneath his fpreading (hicld

His fons feeurely reft.

Defy the dangers of the field,

And bare the fcarlefs breafl.

4 And now our fouls mall blefs the Lord,
Who broke the deadly fhare

;

Who fav'd us from the murd'ring fvvord,

And made our lives his care.

t; Our help is in Jehovah's name,
Who form'd the heav'ns above;

He that fupports their wondrous frame

Can guard his church by love.

PSALM CXXV. Common Metrj.

771 * Saint*J Trial and Sif;ty\

NSHAKKN as the facred hill,

And firm as mountains (land, ,

a* a rock the foul (haH rcfr,

la th' almighty hand.

u
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2 Not walls nor hills could guard fo well

Old Salem's happy ground,

As thofe eternal arms of love,

That every faint furround.

3 While tyrants are a fmarting fcourge

To drive them near to God,
Divine compafTion will afTuage

The fury of the rod.

4 Deal gently, Lord, with fouls fincere,

And lead them fafely on

To the bright gates of paradife,

Where Chrift their Lord is gone.

5 But if we trace thofe crooked ways
That the old ferpent drew,

The wrath that drove him firft to hell,

Shall fmite his followers too.

PSALM CXXV. Short Metre.

The Saints Ttial and Safety ; or
;
Moderated

Afflittions.

1 TT* I R M and unmov'd are they,
* JL That reft their fouls on God ;

Firm as the mount where David dwelt,

- Or wheie the ark abode.

2 As mountains flood to guard

The city's facred ground,

So God and his almighty love

Embrace his faints around.

3 What tho' the Father's rod

Drop a chaftifing ftroke,

Yet left it wound their fouls too deep,

Its fury mall be broke.

4 Deal gently, Lord, with thofe,

\Vhoil|£uth and pious fear,

Whofe hope and love, and ev'ry grace,

Proclaim their hearts fincere.
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iliall the tyrant's mgc,

Too long opprefa the faints ;

The God of Ifra'l will fur

His children, left they faint.

But if our iiavim fear

Will choofe the road to hell,

We muft expect our portion there,

Where bolder Tinners dwell.

PSALM CXXVI. Long Metre.

Surprifing Deliverance,

WH E N God reftor'd our captive ftate,

Joy was our fong, and grace our theme;

The grace beyond our hopes fo great,

That joy appear'd a pleafing dream.

The fcoffer owns thy hand, and pays

Unwilling honours to thy name ;

While we with pleafure fhout thy praife,

Which cheerful notes thy love proclaim.

When we review ourdifmal fears,

'Twas hard to think they'll vanifh fo;

W ith God we left our flowing tears,

He makes our joys like rivers flow.

The man that in his furrow'd field,

His fcatter'd feed with fadft-efs leaves,

Will fhout to fee the harveft yield

A welcome load of joyful (heaves.

PSALM CXXVI. Common Metre.

The Joy of a remarkable Converjton; or, Melan-
choly removed.

\\7" HJF, N God reveal'd his gracious name,
* * And chang'd my mournful ft; 1

My rapture feem'd a pleafing dream,
The grace appeared fo gi

The world beheld the glorious cha;

And did thy hand confeis
;
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My tongue broke out in unknown drains,.

And fung furprifing grace.

" Great is the toeri, my neighbours cry\l,

And own'd the power divine
;

" Great is the work, my heart reply 'd,
(i And he the glory Jbine"

. The Lord can clear the darkeft fkies,

Can give us day for night;

Mj.ke drops of facred forrow rife

To rivers of delight.

;
Let thofe that fow in fadnefs wait

Till the fair harvefl come,

They (hall confefs their fheaves are gu
And fhout the bleflings home.

> Tho' feed lie bury'd long in duft,

It (han't deceive their hope
;

The precious grain can ne'er be loft,

For grace infures the crop.

PSALM CXXVII. Long Metre.

The B letting of Cod en the Buftnefs and Comfort

of Life.

IF God fucceed not, all the coft

And pains to build the houfe are loft.

If God the city will not keep*,

The watchful guards as well may fieep.

\ What tho' we rifa. before the fun,

And work and toil when day is done,

Careful an i fparing eat our bread,

To ihun that poverty we dread.

I
'Tis all in vain, till God hath bleft,

He can make .rich, yet give us reft;

On God, our fov'reign, ftill depends

Our joy in children and in friends.

f Happy the man to whom he fends

Obedient children, faithful friends !
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Mow fweet our daily comforts prove,

When they are feafon'd with his love.

PSAL M CXXVI l. Common Metre.

Cod All in AIL

1 TF God to build the houfe deny,

X The builders work in vain;

And towns, without his wakeful eye,

An uftleis witch maintain.

2 Before the morning beams arife,

Your painful work renew,

And till the ftars afcend the ikies

Your tireforne toil purine.

3 Short be your fleep, and coarfe your fare;

In vain till God has bjlefl;

But if his froiles attend your care,

You mull have food and reft,

4 Nor children, relatives, nor friends,

Shall real bleflings prov

Nor ail th: earthly joys he fends,

If fent without Ins love*

PSALM CXXVIII.

Fawily h .

1 /^\ Happy man, whofe foul is fill'd

\_J With zeal and rev'rent awe !

His lips to God their honours yield,

His life adorns the law.

2 A careful providence (hall ftind,

And ever guard thy head,

Shall on the labours of thy hand
Its kindly Weffings (1

3 Thy wife fhall be a fruitful vine;

Thy children round thy board,

Each ld:e a plant of honour lhine,

I learn to fear the Lord.
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4 The Lord (hall thy beft hopes fulfil,

For morrths and years to come;
The Lord who dwells on Zion's hill,

Shall fend thee bleffings home.

5 This is the man whofe happy eyes,

Shall fee his houfe increafe,

Shall fee the finking church arife,

Then leave the world in peace.

P S A L M CXXIX.

Perfecutors punifhed.

1 ] TP from my youth may Ifra
1

! fay,

\^J Have 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 fons of ftrife
;

Oft they affaird my riper age,

But God preferv'd my life.

3 O'er all my frame their cruel dart

Its painful wounds imprefs'd
;

Hourly they vex'd my painful heart,

Nor let their forrows red.

4 The Lord grew angry on his throne,

And with impartial eye,

Meafur'd the mifchiefs they had done,

Then let his arrows fly.

5 How was their infolence furpris'd,

To hear his thunders roll !

And ail the foes of Zion feiz'd

With horror to the foul.

6 Thus mall the men that hate the faints,

Be blamed from the fny;

Their glory fades, their courage faints,

And all their profpecls die.
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7 [What tho' they fiourifh tall and fair,

They have no root beneath
;

Their growth Ilia 11 perifh in deipair,

And lie defpis'd in death.

8 [So corn that on the houfe-top ftands,

No hope of harveft gives ;

The reaper ne'er ihall iill his hands,

Nor binder fold the fheaves.

PSALM CXXX. Common Metre.
P ardotiing Grace.

1 /"\UT of the deeps of long diflrefs,

V^/ The borders of defpair,

I fent my cries to feek thy grace,

My groans to move thine ear.

2 Great God, fhould thy feverer eye,

And thine impartial hand,

iMaik and revenge, iniquity,

No mortal flefh could ftand.

3^ Rut there are pardons with my God,
For crimes of high degree;

Thy Son has bought them with his blood,

To draw us near to thee.

4 [I wait for thy falvation, Lord,.

With ftrong defires I wait
;

My foul, invited by thy word,

ids watching at thy gate.]

5 [Juft as the guards that keep the night

Long for the morning fides,

Watch the firft beams of breaking light.

And meet them with their e

6 So waits my foul to fee thy grace,

And more intent than t,

Meets the full op'nings oi thy fa<

And finds a brighter day.]

7 Then in the Lord let ifra'l truft,

Let Ifra'l leek his face

;
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The Lord is good as well as juft,

And plenteous is his grace.

8 There's full redemption at his throne

For Gnners long enfiav'd
;

The great Redeemer is his Son: '

And Ifra'i mall be fav'd.

PSA t M CXXX. Long Metre.

Pardoning Grace,

1 nROM deep diftrefs and troubled thoughts,

JO To thee, my God, I rais'd my cries:

If thou feverely mark our faults,

No flefh can ftand before thine e* es.

2 But thou haft built thy throne of grace,

Free to difpenfe thy pardons there,

That finners may approach thy face,

And hope, and love, as well as fear.

3 As the benighted pIl^Hms wait,

And long and wiih for breaking day,

So waits my foul before thy gate ;

\\ hen will my God his face difplay !

4 My tiufl is fix'd upon thy word,

Nor lhall 1 truiV thy word in vain :

Let mourning fouis addrefs the Lord,

And find relief from ail their pain.

5 Great is his love and large his grace,

Thro' the redemption of his Son :

He turns our feet from finful ways,

And pardons what our hantjs have dene.

PSALM CXXXI.
Humility and Subrnijfioa*

i TS there ambition in my h<

X Search, gracious God, and fee

;

Or do I aft a haughty part ?

Lord, I appeal to thee.
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2 I charge my thoughts, be humble dill,

And all my carriage mild; .

Content, my Father, with thy will,
.

*

And peaceful as a child.

3 The patient foul, the lowly mind,

Shall have a large reward :

Let faints in forrow lie refigrfd,

And trufl a faithful Lord.

PSALM CXXXII. 5, 13—18. Long Metre,

At the Settlement ofa Church; or, The Ordina-

tion ofa Mhiijler.

1 VT7HRRE (hall we go to feek and find

V V An habitation for our God,

A dwelling for lh' eternal Mind,
Among the fens of flefli and blood

!

2 The God of Jacob chofe the hill

Of Zion for his antient reft;

And Zron is his dwelling ftill,

His church is with his prefence bleft.

3 Here I will fix my gracious throne,

And reign for ever, faith the Lord
;

Here fhall my pow'r and love be known,
And blcflings fhall attend my woid.

4 Here will I meet the hungry poor,

And fill their fouls with living bread;

Sinners that v. my door,

V. ith fweet provisions (hall be fed.

5 Girded with truth, and cloth'd ^If ith grace,

My priefls, my mini iters fhall fhine;

Not Aaron in his coftly d eft

Appears fo glorious and divine.

-6 The faints, unable CO contain

Their [toward joy, fhall fhout and fing,

The fon of David here will i'-igia,

And Zion triumph in her King.
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7 [Jefus fliall fee a numerous 1

Born here t
1

uphold his glorious name;
His crown frull rlouiifh on his head,

While all his foes are cloth'd with fhame.

PSALM CXXXIL 4, $, 7, 8, 1 5, 17. Com. Met,

A Church ejlablijhed.

i["XTO deep nor (lumber to his eyes

jL\I Good David would afford,

Till he had found below the ikies

A dwelling for the Lord.

2 The Lord in Zion plac'd his name,

His ark w?s fettled there;

And there th' afTembled nation came
To worfhip thrice a year.

3 We trace no more thofe toilfome ways,

Nor wander far abroad

;

Where'er thy people meet for praife,

There is a houie for God.

Pause.
4 Aiife, O King of grace, arife,

And enter to thy reft:

Lo ! thy church waits with longing eyes,

Thus to be own'd and bleft.

5 Enter with all thy glorious train,

Thy Spirit and thy word;

All that the ark did once contain,

Could no Inch grace afford,

6 Here, mighty God, accept our vows,

Here let thy praife be fpread;

Blefs the provilions of thy houfe,

And fill thy poor with bread.

7 Here let the Son of David reign,

Let God's Anointed Paine;

Juftice and truth his cjjurt maintain,

With love and p'owY divine.
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8 Here let him hold a lading throne,

And as his kingdom grows,

Frefh honours (hall adorn his crown,

And ihamc confound his Iocs.

PSALM CXXXIII. Common Metre.

Brotherly Love.

1 T" O, what an entertaining fight

J j 1 nofe friendly brethren prove,

Whofe cheerful hearts in bands unite

Of harmony and love.

2 Where ftreams of blifs from Chriil the fpring

Defcend to every foul,

And heavenly peace with balmy wing
Shades and bedews the whole.

4 'Tis like the oil divinely fweet

On Aaron's reverend head,

The trickling drops perfum'd his feet,

And o'er his garments fpread.

4 'Tis plenfant as the morning dews
Tharfall on Zion's hill,

Where God his mildeft glory mews,
And makes his grace diftil.

PSALM CXXXIII. Short Metre.

Communion ofSaints : or, Lcve ar.d IVorJI?ip in a Fa??iil)\

1 T) LEST are the Ions of peace,

J3 Whofe hearts and hopes are one,

Whofe kind defigns to ferve and pleafe

Through all their actions run.

2 Bleft is the pious houfe

od fi ! mdftitp meet,

Their fongs of praiie, their mingled vows

th< ir communion i

.

gad

.1 the rich peifurae,
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The oil ihro' all his raiment Thread,

And pleafure fill d the room.

4 Thus on the heav'nly hills

The faint? are bleir. aba

Where joy like morning dew diftils,

And all the air is love.

PSALM CXXXIH. As the i2 2d Pfalm.
Thr Bleflings of Fricndfoip.

1 "jT T W pi enfant 'tis to fee

X l Kindred and friends agree,

Each in his proper ftation move,
nd each fulfil his part

With fympathifing heart,

In all the c.^res of Jife and love

2 'Tis like an ointment fhed

On Aaron's facred head,

Divinely rieh, divinely fweet
;

The oil thro' all the room
DifFus'd a choice perfume,

Ran thro' his robes and bleft his feet.

3 Like fruitful mowers of rain

.
- That water all the plain,

Defcending from the neighboring hills
;

Such frreams of pleafure roll

Thro' every friendly foul,

Where love like heav'nly dew diftils.

Repeat the firft Stanza to complete the Tune.

PSALM CXXXIV.
Daily and Nightly Devotion*

1 ~\T E that obey th' immortal King,

X Attend his holv place
;

Bow to the glories of his power,

And blcfs his wondrous grace.

2 Lift up your hands by morning-light,

And fend your fouls on high
;

Raife your admiring thoughts by night

Above the ftarry /ley.
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• Gon of Z

The G road,

And rul \

V. i--4, r 4 , 19—il. TvjlVan.

LOi:

"The Church i\

1 T)RA'
JL While in ily courts ye wak,

Or iland attendin) :c.

2 Praile ye the Lord, the Lord is aood

;

To praife his name is P

Ifral he chofe of old, and ftill

His church is his peculiar

j The Lord his faints ;

He treats hi^ 3 his friends \

\ when lie hears their (ore complaints.

4 Thro
1

every a£2 the Lord declares

His name, and breaks tl : .

1 ts his fufFering-fen

:y GOD.
Blefs ye tl

His 1

V. ver. 5- -

.-.

S~^\ R E A

K^J "ie;

W hate'er he pleafe in earth

. ., or hell, his 1.
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2 At his command the vapours rife,

The lightnings flafh, the thunders roar
;

He pours the rain, he brings the wind
And tempeft from his airy ftore.

3 'Twas he thofe dreadful tokens font,

O Egypt, thro* thy ftubborn land;

"When all thy firft-born, beads and men,
Fell dead by his avenging hand.

4 What mighty nations, mighty kings

He ilew, and their whole country gave
To ifrael, whom his hand ledeem'd,

Ko more to be proud Pharaohs (lave.

5 His power the fame, the fame his grace,

That faves us from the hofts of hell

;

And heaven he gives us to poflefs,

Whence thofe apoftate angels fell.

PSALM CXXXV. Common Metre.

Praife due to GOD, not to Idols.

1 jK WAKE, ye faints: To praife your Ki8|
.

' jr\. Yonr fweeteft paflions raife,

Your pious pleafure, while you ilng,

Incrcafmg with the praife.

2 Great is the Lord ; and works unknown
Are his divine employ:

But ftill his faints are near his throne,

His treafure and his joy.

3 Heaven earth and fea confefs his Innd

;

lie bids thq vapours rife;

Lightning and florm at his command
Sweep thro' the founding (kit

4 All power that gods or kings have claim'd,

Is found with him alone;

But heathen gods fhoiJd ne'er be nam'd

Where our Jehovah's known.
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Which of the flocks and (tones they tiuft,

Can give them fhowers of rain :

In vain they worfhip glitt'ring dbft,

And pray to God in vain.

[Their gods have tongues that fpeechlefs pr<

Such as their makers £
Their feet were never form'd to hiO

Nor hands have power to five.

Mind are their eyes, their ears are deaf.

Nor hear when mortals pray;

Mortals that wait for their relic

Are blind and deaf as they/]

Ye nations, know the Jiving Gon,
Serve him with faith and fear;

He makes the churches his abode,

And claims your honours there.

P S A L M CXXXVI. Common Metre.

°OD*s Wonders ofCreatim, Providence, Rcder
^/"Ifrael, and Salvation of his People.

GIVE thanks to God, the foveiei^n Lord:
His mercies flill endure.

And be the King of kings ador'd,

His truth is ever Jure.

What wonders hath his wifdoni done !

Honv might} is his hgnd!
rth and fea lie frarn'd aloi

m ivide is his command

!

The fun (applies the day with light:

Haw bri^ bt bit call

)On and flats adorn the night:

.j works are ail divine !

£He ilruck the fons of Egypt dead :

How dreadful it bis rod I

And thence with joj

Hoiv gracious is cur 1 D \

M 2
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5 He cleft the fwcllin» fca in r

His arm is great tti might i

And gave the tribes a paflage thro';

His fici'Sr and grace unite*

6 But Pharaoh's army there he drownM;
Hotv glorious are his nv.<

And brought his faints thro' defert ground;
Etet v.a I he his pr a ife

.

7 Great monarchs fell beneath his hand;

Victorious is his Jhssord;

While Ifrael took the promis'd land:

Andfaithful is his ns)ord."\

8 lie faw the nations dead in fin
;

He felt his pity move :

How fad the iTate the world was in !

Honv boundlefs hvas his love I

9 He fent to fave us from our woe;
///'/ goodnefl r ever fails ;

From death and hell, and every foe;

i fit 11 his grace prevails.

'jo Give thanks to God the heavenly King
;

His titerties jft
M endure;

Let the whole earth his praifes Ting;

His truth is ever fare.

P S A L M CXXXVI. As the i 48th Pfalra.

i y^l I V E thanks to God mod high,

VJJ* The univerfal Lord;
'( he fovereign \

Ar.d be his grace ador'd.

His power and v rare

j >J}ilJ the,fa
! let his nan 4

Have endtefs praife.
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How mighty is his hand !

be done !

.

And fpread the heavena alone.

7
• •

|

fure

Abides tb

His wifdofh frara'd I

To crown i

The moon
.

His f>9lDsr and g*.-

Are ftill the fame ;

i lei Us n

Hi

[lie fmote the Grft-born f<

The flower of F.^ypt, dead;

And thence his cho

\'v it ii joy and glory led.

Thy TBfrcy, Lo^d,

Shall ftili endute;

An i ever fur

e

Abides thy word.

His power and lifted red
Clefc the red-iea in two;
And for his people made
A wondrous paflage thro*.

His power and grace
Are fttil the fa vie i

And let his name
Have endlefs fraife.

Rut cruel Pharaoh there

all his hoft he drown'd;
And brought his [frag] fafe

Thro' a long defert ground.

M 7
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Thy mercy i Lord,

Shall J)ill endure ;

I ever fare
Abides thy nvord.

P A U 8

7 The kings of Canaan fill

Beneath his dreadful hand;
While his own fervants took

ro/Teilion cf their land.

His power and'grace
Are JIM the fame

;

And let his name
Have endleft praife. ]

8 He faw the nations lie,

All perifhtng in fin,

And pity'd the fad ftate

The ruin'd world was in.

7'hy mercy, Lor /,

Shall JIM end., j;

And ever Jure

Abides thy ivord.

9 He fent his only Son

To fave us from our woe,

From Satan, fin and death,.

And every hurtful foe.

His power and grace

Are Jliil the fame;
And let his name
Have endlefs prjife.

10 Give thanks aloud to Gen,
To God the heavenly king;

And let the fpacious earth

His. works and glories fin
;
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Try mercy, Lord,

Shall fill endure;

And ever Jure
. ies thy W

PSALM CXXXVI. Abridged. Long Metre.

j f~y I V E to our God immortal praifc;

V JT Mercy and truth are all his ways;

- in ycur j'.

2 Give to the Lord of lords renown,

The King of kings with glory crown;

His mercies ever (hall endure,

tn lords and kings are knoivn no more.

\ He built the earth, he fpread the Iky,

id fix'd the ftarry lights on high:

. ofgrace to God belong.

Repeal his mercies in ycur fong.

4 He fun with morning light,

He bids the moon direel the night

:

His mercies ever /hail endure,

I
:ns f;all fu'ne no more.

5 rhe Jc .1 from Pharaoh's hand,

And brought them to the promis'd land:

Wonders of grace t: God lil:r.g
y

Repeat his mercies in ycur fc

6 He few the Gentiles dead in fm,

And felt his pity move within :

: m j r ci es ever jha 11 endure,

Uath and Jin Jhall / eign no more.

I his Son with power to fa

n guilt, and darknels, and the grave:
' *f grace i

tat bis mercies in ycur Jong.

M a
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8 Thro' this vain world he guides our ft

And leads us to his heavenly :

Hit mercies everjbii 11 endurt
Wien tits vain nuorl.J/bull be tn more.

P8AL M CXXXVIL
Tie Bibylonijh C

t itaws,

pondenceitray'd,
While. Zion '3 fall in fid reinembiance rofe,

Her friends, her children mingled with the dead.

2 The tunelefs harp, that once with joy we ftrung,

When praife employed and mirth Lnfpir'd the lay,

In mournful filence on the willows hu;

And growing grief prolonged the tedious day.

% The barb'rous tyrants, to increafe the woe,
With taunting froiles along of Zion clai

Bid facred praife in ftrains melodious flow,

"While they blafpheme the great Jehovah s name.

4 But how, in heathen chains and lands unknown,
Shall ifraePs fons a fong of Zion raife ?

.
O haplefs Salem, God's terreibial throne,

Thou land of glory, facred mount of praife,

5 If e'er my mentVy lofe thy lovely name,

If my cold heart neg'eft my kindred race,

Let dire deltrudtion feize this gii'lty frame;

My hard (hall perifli and my. voice fhall ceafe.

6 Yet (hall the Lord, who hear.5 when Zion calls,

O'ertake her foes with terror and dilm

His arm avenge her defolated walls,

And raife her children to eternal day.

PSALM CXXXVIIL

Rejioring ana Prefervivg Grace.

t X TT7ITH all my powers of heart and tongue

VV I'll praife my Maker in my fong;
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Angels (hall hear the notes I raife,

Approve the fong, and join the praife.

2 [Angels that nuke thy church their care

Shall witnefs my devotions there,

While holy zeal directs my eyes

To thy fair temple in the fkies.]

3 Til (ing thy truth and mercy, Lord/
I'll ling the wonders of tiiy word;
Not all the works and names below

much thy power and glory fhow,

4 To God I cry'd when troubles rofe

;

He heard me, and fubdu'd my foes:

He did my rifmg fears controul,

And ftrength diffus'd through all my foul.

5 The God of heaven maintains his ftatc,

Frowns on the proud, and fcorns the great;

But from his throne defcends to blefs

The humble fouls that trull his grace.

6 Amidft a thoufand fnares I fland

Upheld and guarded by thy hand 5

Thy words my fainting foul revive,

And keep my dying faith alive.

7 Grace will complete what grace Begins,

To fave from forrows or from fins;

The work that wifdom undertake;,

Eternal mercy ne'er forfakes.

PSALM CXXXIX. Firji Part. Long::

The A11- Seeing COD.

1 T ORD, thou haft fearcrTd and feen me thro';

X A Thine eye commands with
;

My riling and my neftir

My bean and ilcfh with all their powers.

2 My thoughts, before thev aie my b\

Are to mv God difl vn
;

M s
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He knows the words f mean to fpeak,
T.re from my op'ning lips they break.

3 Within thy circling power 1 Hand,
On every fide I find thy hand;
Awake, ^fleep, at home, abroad,

I am furrounded ftill with God.

4 Amazing knowledge, vail: and great !

What large extent ! what lofty height !

My foul with all the powers I boaft,

Is in the bonndlefs prefpect left.

5 Oh may thefe thoughts p^Jfefs my hreaj: y

IVhcre-e^er 1 rove y ivhere-e'er I refl ;

Nor let my weaier pafr,ns dare

Confsnt toJin, for God ii there.

Pause I.

6 Could I fo falfe, fo faithlefs prove,

To quit thy fervice and thy love,

AVhere, Lord, could I thy prefence fhun.

Or from thy dreadful glory run ?

7 If up to heaven I take my flight,

*Tis there thou dweirft enthron d in light
;

Or dive to hell, there vengeance reigns,

And Satan gioans beneath thy chains.

8 If mounted on a morning ray

I §y beyond the Wetiern fea,

Thy fwifter hand would firfr. arrive,

And there arreft thy fugitive.

9 Or mould I try to fhun thy fight

Beneath the fpnesding veil of night,

One glmce of thine, one piercing ray

Would kir.dle darknefs into day.

K> Oh ma) thefe thought f ptffefs my hreaft,

Wbere-e'er 1 rove, iikereeer I refl

;

Nor let my weaker pajfor.i dare

Cctijent to Jin , for G',d is there.
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Pause II.

1

1

The veil of night is no difgi

No fcreen from thy all-iVarcbing eyes ;

Thy hand can feize thy foes as foon

Thro' midnight (hades as blazing noon.

12 Midnight and noon in this agree,

Great God they're both alike to thee;

Not death can hide what God will fpy,

And hell lies naked to his eye.

I 3 Oh may thefe thoughts pqfefs my hreafl,

tVhcre-e'er I rove, where-e'er I reji

;

Nor let my nveaker pa(lions dare

Confent to Jin, for God is there,

PSALM CXXXIX. Second Par*.

Long Metre,

The wonderful Formation of Alan.

1 J' I V\VAS from thy hand, my God, I came,

JL A work of fuch a curious frame;

In me thy fearful wonders Chine,

And each proclaim thy {kill divine.

2 Thine eyes could all my limbs furvey.

Which yet in dark confufion lay :

Thou law'it the daily growth they took,

Form'd by the model of thy book.

3 By thee ray growing parts were nam'd,

And what thy iovtreign eounfels fram'd,

The breathing lungs, the beating heart,

War copy'd with untiring art.

4 At Iall to (hew my Maker's name,

D ftamp.'d his image on my frame,

And in fome unknown moment join'd

. d number* of the mind.

M 6
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5 There the young feeds of thought begaa,
And all the pafnons of the nun ;

Great God, our infant nature pays

Immortal tribute to thy praife.

Pause.
6 Lord, fince in my advancing age

I've acted on life's bufy ftagc.

Thy thoughts of love to me furniourt

The power of numbers to recount.

7 I could furvey the ocean o'er,

And count each fand tnat makes the fliore,

Before my fwifteft thoughts could trace

The numVous wonders of thy grace.

8 Thefe on- my heart are Hill impreft,

With thefe I give my eyes to reft;

And at my waking hour I find

God and his love po/Iefs my mind.

PSALM CXXXIX. Third Part. Long Metre.

Sincerity proftjl, and Grace tried ; or, The Heart-

fearching COD.

1 A /TY God, what inward grief I feel,

J_VA When impious men tranfgrefs thy will !

I mourn to hear their lips profane

Take thy tremendous name in vain.

2 Docs not my foul detefl: and hate

The fons of malice and deceit :

Thofe that oppofe thy 1<iws and thee,

I count for enemies to me.

3 Lord, fearch my foul, try every thought,

Though my own heart accufe me not,

Of walking in a falfe difguife,

I beg the trial of thine ever..

4 Doth fecret mifchicf lurk within I

Do I indulge fame ankaowo l:n.p



P S A L M CXXXIX. f77

:rn my feet whene'er I ftray,

1 me in thy perfect way.

PSALM CXXXIX. FirJ) Part. Com. Metre.

God is every <wkere.

1 X N all my vaft concerns with thee,

X_ In vain my foul would try

To mun thy prefence, Lord, or flee

The notice of thine eye.

2 Thy all-furrounding fight furveys

.My riling and my reil,

My public walks, my private ways,

And fecrets of my breait.

3 My thoughts lie open to the Lord

Before they're forni'd within
;

And ere my lips pronounce the word,

He knows the fenfe I mean.

4 Oh wondrous knowledge, deep and high !

Where can a creature hide ?

Within thy circling arms I lie,

Enclos'd on every fide.

5 So let thy grace furround me ftill,

And like a bulwark prove,

To guard my foul from every ill,

Secur'd by fovereign love.

Pause.
6 Lord, where fliu.ll guilty fouls retire

tten and unknown ?

In hell they meet thy dreadful fire,

In heaven thy glorious throne.

7 Should I fupprefs my vital breath

To fcape the wrath divine,

Th\ > Id break the bars of death,

And make (he grave, reJ
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8 If win^M with beams of morning-light

I fly beyond the weft,

Thy band, which mull fupport my flight,

Wodd Toon betray my reft.

9 If o'er my Cos I think to draw
The curtains of the night,

The flaming eyes that guard thy law
Would turn the lhades to light.

10 The beams of noon, the midnight-hour

Are both alike to thee:

Oh may I ne'er provoke that power
From which I cannot flee.

PSALM CXXXIX. Second Part. Common Metre.

The Wifdom ofGov in the Formation of Man.

i "TXT HE N I with pleafing wonder ftand,

V V And all my frame furvey,

Lord, 'tis thy work, I own thy hand
Thus built my humble clay.

2 Thy hand my heart and reins po/Tuft

-Where unborn nature grew
;

7hy wifdom all 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 fcheme thy thoughts had laid

Was copy'd by thy art.

4 Heaven, earth and Tea, and fire and wind

Shew me thy wondrous (kill;

But 1 review myielf, and find

Diviner wonders ftill.

5 Thy awful glories round me mine,

My fielh proclaims thy praife

;

Lord, to thy works of nature join

Thy miracles of grace.
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PSALM CXXXIX. 14, 17, 18. Third Pat

Common Metre.

The Mercies of Cud ninnmjrdbl;.

An Evening Pfalm.

1 "T ORD, when I count thy mercies o'er,

I a They ftrike me with iurprife ;

Not all the fands that fpread the fhore,

To equal numbers rile.

2 My flefli with fear and wonder (lands,

The product of thy flcill,

And hourly bleflings from thy hands

Thy thoughts of love reveal.

3 Thefe on my heart by night I keep ;

Flow kind, how dear to me !

Oh may the hour that ends my deep

Still find my thoughts with thee.

P S A L M CXL. Common Metre.

1 TJROTECTus, Lord, from fatal harm;

JL Behold our rifing woes
;

We trull alone thy powerful arm,

To fcattei all our foes.

2 Their tongue is like a poifon'd dart,

Their thoughts are full of guile,

While rage and carnage fwell their heart,

J hey wear a peaceful fmile.

3 O God of grace, thy guardian care,

WhCIl fees without invade,

Or fpread within a deeper fnare,

Supplies our conflant aid.

4 Let falfhood flee before thy face,

Thy heavenly truth extend,

All nations tailc thy heavenly grace,

And all delufion end.
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5 With daily bread the poor fupply,

The caufe of juftice plead,

And be thy church exalted high,

With l hriit the glorious head.

PSALM CXLI. ver. 2, 3, 4, 5.

IVatchfulnefs and Brotherly Love.

A Morning or Evening Pfalm.

1 "]\ PT Y God, accept my early vows,

J.VX Like morning incenfe in thine houfe,

And let my nightly worfhip rife

Sweet as the evening facrifice.

2 Watch o'er my lips, and guard them, Lord,.

From every rafh and heedlefs word
;

Nor let my feet incline to tread

The guilty path where finners lead.

3 Oh may the righteous, when I 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 preft with grief,

I'll cry to heaven for their relief;

And by my warm petitions prove

How much I prize their faithful love.

PSALM CXLII.

God /'/ the Hope of the Helplefj.

1 r \^ O God I made my forrows known,

jL From God I fought relief;

In long complaints before his throne

I ponr'd out all my grief.

2 My foul was overwhelm'd with woes,

My heart began to break;

My Hod. who all my burdens knows,

Beholds the way I take.

3 On every fide I call mine eye,

And found my helpers gone,
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: friends *ft me by

Neglected or unkm

4 Then did I faife a lou
;

And calTd thy rnercy r

•S Thou art my portion when I die,

11 13c thou my refuge here."

j Lord, I ait) brought exceeding low,

Now let thine ear attend,

And foes who vex me know
Tve an Almighty Friend.

C Fro.-

Then (hall i piaife thy name,

And holy men ihall join with me,

Thykindnefs to piocluim.

P 3 A L M CXLIII.

.

i

i ]\ /F Y righteous juv ;

gracious (Jod,

J_¥x Hear when I fpread my hands abroad,

And cry for fuccour from thy throne,

Oh make thy truth and mercy known.

2 Let judgment not againft me pafs ;

Behold thy fervant pleads thy grace :

Shou'd jultace callus to thy bar,

No man alive is guihlefs there.

3 Look down in pity, Lord, and fee

The mighty woes that burthen me
;

Down to the dufl my life is bi ought,

Like one long bury'd and forgot.

4 I dwell in darknefs and unfeen,

,- folate witl In :

in mufing fiknee tr;

The antient wonders of thy grace.

5 Thence I derive a glimpfe of hpj

To bear my finking Jpirits up

;
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I ftretch my hands to God again,

And thirft like parched lands for rain.

6 For thee I thirft:, I pray, I mourn
;

When will thy finding face return ?

Shall all my joys on earth remove,

And God forever hide his love?

7 My God, thy long delay to fave,

Will fink thy pnVner to the grave ;

My heart grows faint, and dim mine eye;

Make haile to help before I die.

8 The night i*s witaefs to my tears,

DiftreiTing pains, diftreflmg tears;

Oh might I hear thy morning voice,

How would my weary'd powers rejoice !

9 In thee I truft, to thee I figh,

And lift my weary foul on high;

For thee fit waiting all the day,

And wear the tirefome hours away.

10 Break off my fetters, Lord, and (how,

The path in which my feet mould go :

Iffnares and foes befet the road,

1 fiee to hide me near my Goo.

i i Teach me to do thy holy will,

And lead me to thy heavenly hill :

Let the good Spirit of thy love

Conduct me to thy courts above.

12 Then ill all my foul no more complain,

The tempter then fliall rage in vain
;

And flefli, that was my foe before,

Shall never vex my fpirit more.

PSALM CXLIV. TirflPatt. ver. i,

Jjiftar.cs and Viftor) in the fpiritual Warfare

i T7* O R ever bleiTed be the Lord,

JT My Saviour and my fliield ;

2.
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lit finds his Spirit with his word,
To arm mc tor the field.

I
W hen fin and hell their force unite,

Me makes my foul his care,

Inftrucls me in the heavenly fight,

id guards me thro' the war.

3 A friend and helper fo divine

My fainting hope fhaJJ raife ;

He makes the glorious vicVry mine,

And his ihali be the praife.

PSALM CXLIV. StcondPait. vcr.3,4, 5,6.

The Vanity ofMant a?id Condtfcenfnn of GOD.

i T" ORD, what is man, poor feeble man,

I j Born of the earth at firfl ?

His life a ihadow, light and vain,

Still hafting to the dud.

2 Oh what is feeble dying man,

Or all his ilnful race,

That Goi> mould make it his concern

To vifit him with grace ?

3 That God who darts his lightnings down;
Who makes the worlds above,

What terrors wait his awful frown,

How wondrous 15 his love !

PSALM CXLIV. Third Part. ver. 12— 15.

Grace aboi'i Riches; or, The happy Nation,

\ TT A PP Y the city, where their fons

X~\ Like pillars round a palace fct,

And daughters bright as poliihd itones

.ngth and beauty to the irate.

2 Happy the land in culture drefs'd,

Whole flocks and corn, have large increafe;

Where Qfr r '• cure-v work or reft,

of plunder break ihcir peace.
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3 Happy the nation thus endow'd,

• more divinely hi eft are thofe

Or> whom the all fufficient God
Himfelf with all his grace beftows.

PSALM CXLV. Long Metre.

The Greatnefs of COD.

1 \ yT Y God, my King, thy various praife

IVJL Shall fill the remnant of my days
j

Thy grace employ my humble tongue

Till death and glory raife the fong.

2 The wings of every hour (hall bear

Some thankful tribute to thine ear;

And every fitting fun mail fee

New works of duty done for thee.

3 Thy truth and juflice I'll proclaim;

Thy bounty flows, an endjefs ftrje

Thy mercy fwift, thine anger (low;

But dreadful to the ftubboxn fee.

4 Thy works with fovereign glory (1

And fpeak thy Mcjefty divine;

Let every realm with joy proclaim

The found and honour of thy name.

5 Let diftant times and nations raife

The long fuccemon of thy praife :

And unborn ages make my fong

The joy and triumph of their tongue.

6 But who can fpeak' thy wondrous deeds ;

Thy greatnefs all our thoughts exceeds;

Vaft and unfearchable thy ways,

Vaft and immortal be thy praife.

PSALM CXLV. i—7, 11— 13. Firf} Part.

The Greatnefs of GOD*

I X O NG as I live I'll blefs thy name,

I j My King, my God of love

;
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My work and joy fhall be the fame,

In the bright world above.

2 Great is the Lord, his power unknown,

And let his praife be great

;

Til fing the honours of thy tin

Thy woiks of grace repeat.

3 Thy grace (hall dwell upon my tongue;

Aud while my lips rejoice,

The men that hear my facred I

Shall join their cheerful voice.

4 Fathers to Tons (hall teach thy name,

And children learn thy v.

Ages to come thy truth proclaim,

And nations found thy pi

5 Thy glorious deeds of antient date

Shall through the world be known;
1 bine arm ofpower, thy heavenly flute

\\ ith public fplenrlor Ihown.

6 The world is manai?'d by thy hands,

Thy faints are rul'd by love;

And thine eternal kingdom fronds,

Tho' rocks and hills remove.

PSALM CXLV. Secotd Part. ver.
)

ibt c/God.

: £i W I by grace,

*3 My Cod. my heavenly king;

Lei ;e thy righuoufnefs

In founds of glory ling.

high but ne'er confines

His

Through I i his bour,:

want fupj

•••res wait

on i iaily food,
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Thy lib'ral hand provides their meat
And fills their mouths with good.

4 How kind are thy companions, Lord !

How (low thir.e anger moves !

But Toon he fends his par
d
'rung word

To cheer the fouls he loves.

$ Creatures with all their cndlefs ra:e

Thy power and praife proclaim;

But faints that tafte thy richer grace

Delight to blefs thy name.

P S ALM CXLV. 14, 17, £jc. Third Part.

Mercy to Sufferers ; or, GOD hearing Prayer

1 T ET every tongue thy goodnefs fpeak,

Jj j Thou fovereign Lord of all

;

Thy ftrength'ning hands uphold the weak.
And raife the poor that fall.

2 When forrow bows the fpirit down,
Or virtue lies diilreft

Beneath fome proud opprefTors frown.

Thou giv'll the mourners reft.

j The Lord fupports our finking days,

And guides our giddy youth :

Holy and juft are ail his ways,

And all his words are truth.

4 He knows the pain his fervants feel,

He hears his children cry,

And their beft wifhes to fulfil

His grace is ever nigh.

5 His mercy never (hall remove

From men of heart fincerc
;

He faves the fouls, whofe humble love

Is join'd with holy fear.

6 [His ftubborn foes his fword (hall fl;

And pierce their hearts with pain
;
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But none that ferve the Lord (hall fay,

" They fought his aid in \ain.j

Iv lips lhall dwell upon his praifc,

And fpread his fame abroad
;

Let all the fons of Adam raife

The honours oi their (ion.

J

PSAL M CXLVI. Long Metre.

Praifc to GODfor his ( and Truth.

PRAISE ye the Lord, my heart mall join

In work Co pleafant, fo divine:

while the flefh is mine abode,

And when my foul afcends to God,
1 Praife (hall employ my noble ft powers,

While immortdity endure ? ;

My days of praife lhall ne'er be pail,

While life and thought and being laft.

Why mould I mike a man my truft ?

Princes mud die and turn to dud
;

Their breath departs, their pomp and power,

And thoughts all vaniih in an hour.

Happy the man, whofe hopes rely

On Ifrael's Cob : He made the i!

And earth, and feas, with all their train,

; none lhall find his prcmife vain.

His truth for ever (lands feci .

fie faves th
1

op the poor;

He fends the lab'riti .ice,

, grants the ifc.

Lord to fi

lelps il

The v.

Hut loves the I

I
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Thy God, O
Pi aife him in evei laftin ; drains.

P S A L M CXLVl. As the 1 1 jth Pfatm.

Prai/h to Godfir . utb*

1 TIL praife my "

ih my breath
;

X And when my voice is loft in death
• (hall employ my nobler power*:

My days of praife ill al 1 ne'er be pall,

"W h I thought and being laft,

Or immortality endures,

2 Why fhould I make a man my trufl ?

Princes muft die and turn to dull;

Vain is the help of fiefli and blood;

Their breath departs, their pomp and power,

And thoughts all vaniih in an hour,

Nor can they make their promife good.

3 Happy the man, whole hopes rely

On [frael's God; he made the Iky,

And earth and feas, with all their train
;

• His truth for ever ftahds fecure :

He faves th' oppreft. he feeds the poor,

And none (hall find his promife vain.

4 The Lord hath eyes to give the blind :

The Lord fupports the finking mind
;

He fends the lab'ri,: ice peace,

He helps the fttanger iri diftrefs,

The widow and the fitherlefs,

And grants,the prisoner l I ife.

5 He loves his faints, he : l11,

But turns the wicked down to hell;

Thy God, O Zion, ev

Let every tongue, let every age,

I
.

Praife bim in evei
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6 I'll praife him while 1 breath,

D 1 when mv voice is loit in ii. ith,

ploy my nobler pow

ne'er be pail,

Whil laft,

Or immoi i ires.

PS A L M CXLVI. Firft Parr

Xaiur*, Providence % and Grace.

1 T) R A I S E ye the Lord ; 'tis good to 1

X ices in Lis praife

;

His BatUre and his works in.

To make this duty our delight.

2 The Lord builds up Ja
And gathers nations to his name :

Mi: mercy melts the ftubborn foul,

And makes the broken fpirit whole.

3 He form'd the ftars, thofe heav'nly flames,

He counts their numbers, calls their nai

His fov'reign wifdom knows no bound,

all our thoughts are drown'd.

4 Great is the Lord, and great his might
;

And all h infinite:

:rowns the meek, rewards the juit,

: wicked t<

P A U S E.

^;alt him I

\\ ho fpreads his clo

There he prepares the fruitful rain,

drops dei in.

ie grals the

/ . 'he (miliog fid li ". ith co

And

7 W hat is the C
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The fprigluly wit, the active limb
All are to mean delight* for him.

8 Hut faints ar^ lovely in his fight:

He views his children with delight

I

He fees their hope, he knows their fear,

Acd finds and lo\es his image theie.

P S A L M CXLVII. Second Pa,:.

Summer and Winter*

1 T ET Zion praife the mighty God,

J J And make his honours known abroad;
For fweet the joy, our fongs to raife,

And glorious is the work of praife.

2 Our children live fecure and bleft
;

Our moves have peace, our cities reft
;

He feeds our fons with fineft wheat,

And adds his bleffing to their meat.

3 The changing feafons he ordains,

The early and the latter rains
;

. His flakes of- fnow like wool he fends,

And thus the fpringing eorn defends.

4 With hoary Ffoit he ilrews the ground
;

i-[is hail defcends with dreadful iound

:

His icy bands the rivers hold,

And tenor arms his wintry cold.

5 He bids the warmer breezes bk>w
;

The ice diflblves, the waters flow ;

But he hath nobler works and ways

To call his people to his praife.

6 Thro' all our realm his laws are fhown
;

His gofpel thro' the nation known ;

He hath not thus reveald his word

To every land: praife ye the Lord.
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PSALM CXLVII. 7—9, 15— 18.

Common Metre.

T/?c Seaj'ons of ih: Teaft

j V\7 I T H fongs and honours founding loud,
*™ Addrefs the Lord on high ;

Over the heavens he fp reads his cloud,

And waters veil the iky.

2 He fends his fliowers of ble flings down
To cheer the plains below ;

He makes the grafs the mountains crown,

And corn in valleys grow.

3 He gives the grazing ox his meat,

He hears the ravens cry;

But man who taftes his fineft wheat

Should raife his honours high.

4 His fteady counfels change the face

Of the declining year

;

ile bids the fun cut fhort his race,

And wintry days appear.

5 His hoary fro ft, his fleecy fnow,

D^fcend and clothe the ground
;

The liquid itrcams forbear to flow,

In icy fetters bound.

6 When from his dreadful ftoros on high

He pours the founding hail,

The wretch thu dares his God defy

Shall find his courage fail.

7 He fends his word and melts the fnow,

The fields no longer mourn •

He calls the warmer gales to blow,

And bids the fpring return.

8 The changing wind, the flying cloud,

Obey his mighty word :

With fongs and honours founding loud,

Praife ye the fovVeign Lord.

N 2
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PSALM CXLVUI. Prrper Metre.

Praifs to Gcdfrom all Crsaturer.

Y F ti ibes of Achnn,
j

With heaven, and earth, and
And offer notes divi

To vour Creator's praife.

Te holy throng

Of angels bright,

In worlds of light

Begin the fong.

2 Tliou fun with dazzling rays,

And moon that rules the night,

Shine to your Maker's praife,

With ftars of twinkling lights

His power declare,

Ye floods on high.

And clouds that fly

In empty air.

a -The mining worlds above

In glorious order ftand,

Or in fwift couifes move.

By his fupreme command.
He fpake the word,

And all their frame

From nothing cmv:

To praife the l.crd.

4 He mov\J their mighty wl.

.

In unknown ages paft,

And each his word fulfils,

While time and nature laft.

In different ways

His works proclaim

His wondrous oarne,

And fpeak his praii
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Pause,
j

Let all the earth-born race,

And mongers of the deep,

The fiih that cleave the ieas,

Or in their bofom fleep,

From fea and more
Their tribute pay,

And ftill difplay

Their Maker's power.

6 Ye vapours, hail, and fnow,

Praife ye the Almighty Lord,.

And ftormy winds that blow

To execute his word.

When lightnings fhine

Or thunders roar,

Let earth adore

His hand divine.

7 Ye mountains near the ikies",

With lofty cedars there,

And trees of humbler fize

That fruit in plenty bear
;

Beafts wild and tame,

Birds, flies and worms,
In various forms

Exalt his name.

8 Ye kings and judges, fear

The Lord the fov'reign king>

And while you rule us here,

His heavenly honours ling :

Nor let the dream
Of power and flate

Make you forget

His power fupreme.

9 Virgins and youths engaga

To found his praife divine,

While infancy and age

Their feeble voices join :

N 3
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Wide as he reigns

His name be lung

By every tongue

In endlefs ftrains.

Io Let all the nations fear

The God that rules above
;

He brings his people near,

And makes them taite his Jo*

While earth and {ley

Attempt his praife

His faints ihall raife

His honours high-.

PSALM CXLVIII. Paraphrafd in

Long Metre.

Vn'tverfal Praife to God.

1 T CUD Halleluj.ahs to the Lord,

J J From diftant worlds where creatures dwell

:

Let heaven begin the folemn word,

And found it dreadful down to hell.

Note. This Pfalm may be furg to the Tune of the

eld I 12/h or 127th Pfa/w, if thefe two lines be

add; J to every Stanza (viz.)

Each of his works his name difpfays,

But they can ne'er complete the praife.

Oth:r<wife it muft be fung to the ufual Tunes of the

Long Metre.

2 The Lord, how abfolute he reigns,

Let every angel ber,d the knee
;

Sing of his love in heavenly {bains,

And fpeak how fierce his terrors be.

3 High on a throne his glories dwell,

An awful throne of mining blifs.t

Fly thro' the world, O fun, and tell,

How dark thy bairns compared to his.
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4 Awake ye tempelh and Ilia fame,

In founds of dreadful praife declare
;

Let the fweel whifper of his mime
Fill every gentler breeze of ajfd

5 Let clouds, and winds, and waves agree

To join their praile with blazing lire;

Let the firm earth and rolling fca

In this eternal fong confpire.

6 Ye flowery plains prod.ii in his (kill;

Ye rallies (ink before his eye ;

And let his praife from every hill

Rife tuneful to the neighb'ring /ley.

7 Ye ftubborn oaks, and ftately pines,

Bend your high branches and adore :

Praife him, ye beaite, in different ftrains
;

The lamb mult bleat, the lion roar.

8 Ye birds, his praife mud be your theme,

Who form'd to fong your tuneful voice
;

YVhile the dumb fiih that cut the ftream

In his protecting care rejorce.

tj Mortals, can you refrain your tongue,

W hen nature all around you fings ?

Oh for a fiiout from old and young,

From humble fwains and lofty kings !

io Wide as his yaft dominion lies

Make the Creator's name be known
;

Loud as his thunder fliout his praife,

And found it lofty as his throne.

1 1 Jehovah ! 'tis a glorious word !

Oh may it dwell on every tongue !

BtJ1 bo befj have known the Lore!

Are bound to raife the nobleft fongS

J2 Speak of th s of that love

A plays on every chord :

From all below, a >ve,

Loud Halle) ibe Lord.
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PSAL M CXLVIIL Short Metre.

Unherfal Praife.

i T ET every creature join

3 J To praife th' eternal God
;

Ye heav'rrly hoft, the fong begin,

And found his name abroad.

2 Thou fun with golden beam?,

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 fhowers or fnow,

Ye thunders murmuring round the /kies,

His power and glory (how.

5 Wind, hail, and flaming fire,

Agree to praife the Lord,

When ye in dreadful ftorms confpire

To execute his word.

6 By all his works above

His honours be expreft
;

But faints that tafte his faving love

Should ling his praifes bed.

Pause I.

7 Let earth and ocean know
They owe their Maker praife :

Praife him, ye watVy worlds below

And rnonfters of the feas.

8 From mountains near the (ley,

Let his high praife refound, ,

From humble ihrubs and cedars high,

And vales and fields around.
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9 Ye lions of the wood,

And rimer beafts that gi

Ye l;\e upon his daily food,

And he expects your pi ..

10 \ f lofty wing,

On high his praifes bear ;

Or fit on Bowery boughs and f:ng

Your Maker's [dory there.

ii Y myriads join,

T exalt hi> glorious nam:,

And flies in beauteous forms that thine,

His wondrous /kill proclaim.

I 2 By all the earth born race,

His honours be exprefs'd,

But faints that know his heavenly grace,

Should learn to praife him beft.

Pause II.

*3 Monarchs of wide command,
Praife ye th* eternal king,

Judges* adore that fovYeign hand.

Whence ail your honours fpri

14 Let vigorous youth engage

To found his praifes high
;

While growing babes ar.d withering age

Their feebler voices try.

1 5 United zeal be fhown

His wondrous fame to raife
;

God is the Lord; his name ah ;
_•

Deferves our enclefs praj

16 Let nature join with ait,

And all pronounce him bfoft,

Tut faints that pear Ids hearc

Miould ling his prai
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P S A L M CXLIX.

Praife Cod, all his Saints ; or, The Saints

judging the IVorld,

i A LLye that love the Lord, rejoice,

jt\ And let your fongs bz new ;

Amidft the church with cheerful voice

His later wonders mew.

2 The Jews, the people of his grace,

Shall their Redeemer fing
;

And Hentile nations join the praife

While Zion owns her king.

3 The Lord takes pleafure in the jufr,

Whom finners treat with fcorn ?

The meek that lie defpis'd in dud
Salvation mall adorn.

4 Saints mould be joyful in their king,

E'en on a dying bed :

And like the fouls in glory ling,

For God friall raife the dead.

5 Then his high praife (hall fill their tongues.

Their hand mail wield the fword

:

Arid vengeance mall attend their longs,

The vengeance of the Lord.

6 When Chi ill 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 mall they rule with iron- rod

Nations that dar'd rebel

:

And join the fentence of their God,
On tyrants doom'd to heli.

8 The royal finners, bound in chains

j

New triumph (hall afford :

Such honour for the faints remains :

Praife ye and love the Lord.
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PSALM CL. i, 2, 5.

A Song of Praife.

N Cod's own houfe pronounce his praife.

His grace he there reveals ;

To heaven your joy and wonder raife,

For there his glory dwells.

Let all your facred paflions move,

While you rehearfe his deeds ;

But the great work of faving love

Your higheft praife exceeds.

All that have motion, life and breath,

Proclaim your Maker bled ;

Yet when my voice expires in death,

My foul fhall praife him bell.

The Christian Doxology.
Long Metre.

TO God the Father, God the Son,

And God the Spirit, three in one,

Be honour, praile, and glory given

U on earth, and all in heaven.

Common Metre.

LET God the Father, and the Son,

And Spirit be ador'd,

Where there are works to make him known,
Or Saints to love the Lord.

Common Metre, where the Tune includes t*wo Stanz.is*

I.

THE God of mercy be ador'd,

Who calls our fouls from death,

Who fares by his redeeming word,

And new crei :h.
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II.

To praife the Father, and the Son,

And Spirit all div::

The one in three, and three in one,

Let faints and angels
j

Short Metre.

"XT E angels round the throne,

\ And faints that dwell below,

Worihip the Father, praife the Son,

And blefs the Spirit too.

As the I ] yh Pfalm.

NO \V to the great and facred three,

The Father, Son. and Spirit be

Eternal praife and glory given,

Thro' all the worlds where God is known,

By all the angels near the throne,

And all the faints in earth and heaven.

As the \:fith Pfalm. I

TO Gon the Father's throne

Perp >i! .1 tibnonrs raife

;

Glory to God the Son.

To God the Spirit praife:

With all our powers,

Eternal king, .

'I hy name we fing,

\\ hile faith adores.

E N D of the P S A I, M S
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8 p i r i r y a l so)
H I.

BEHOLD the glories of the Lamb,

Araidfl tb 's throne;

Prepare new honours for his name,

And (brigs before unknown.

While angels worfhip at his feet,

And faints around him throng,

The church on earth with joy mall meet,

And join the heav n!y fong.

Eternal Father, who fliall look

Thro' all thy fecret will ?

Who but the Son fliaJl take the bo

And open evVy feal ?

H. (hall accomplifh thy decrees,

And all thy wonders tell;

Lo ! in his fov'reign hand, the keys

heav'n, and death, aod hell.

th redeem'd our fouls with blood,

the pris'ners chain;

Hath made us kings and priells with God,
An i we with him (hall reign.

that once was (lain,

ndlefs bleffings paid ;

W bile f.tints aud angels fill his train,

Ac>d glories crown his he:id.

H Y M N ir.

Tie A ' Chrjft. Luke i. 30. 3<:c. ii. 10.

BE H L I), the gr

) The promife is fulfill 'd

;

• Jefus is the child.

O
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>ring the glorious i

A heav n!y form appears:

lie tells the fhepheids of their joys,

oanifnes their f

?
il Co humble fwains, (Taid he)

" To D: fiy
;

11 The proimYd infant, born to-d.t\,

)oth in a manger lie.

4 " With looks and hearts fcrene,
4

" Cio, vifit Chrift, your kin

And ftftight a flaming troop was feen
;

The fhepherds heaid thenTfing

Glory to God on high !

xl And heav'nly peace on earth :

44 CJood will to men, to angels ji

" At the Redeemer's birth !

6 In worfhip fo divine,

Let faints employ their tongues;

th the celeftial hoftr we join,

vAnd loud repeat their fong^.

Glory to God on high !

And heav'nly peace 01

4 *
) angels joy,

li At our Redeemer's birth

H v m :; iil

Ion to afflictive Providences^ Job i. ;

i 7W TA K ED, as from the earth we came,

j/\| And rofe to life at firft,

We to the earth return again,

.And mingle with our dtiit.

2 The dear delights we here enjoy,

And fondly call our own,

ours borrowed D
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3 'Tis God
Or (inks r ie grave

;

gives, ^nd (blefled be his name!)
takes bat .

4 Peace, all c : paflions then.

Let each rebellious

Be Gleot at his fov'reign will,

And ev'ry murmur die.

5 If finding mercy crown our lives,

Its praifes fliall be fpread,

And well adore thejuftjce too,

Which ftrik.es our comforts d

H Y M N !V.

The Invitation , ifa. iv. 12,

LE T ev'rv mortal c 1

1

And ev'ry heart rejoice,

The trumpet of the gofpel foul

With an inviting voice.

hungry Garvin

Who feed upon the wind,

And vainly ft rive* with earthly to;

To fill th" immortal mind.

7 Eternal wifddm has prepar'd

A fouKreviving fe

And bids your'lor,

rich provi .

And pir, ie
•

-

W ith fprings t

here,

Salvati
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6 Great God, the treafures of thy 1

Arc cverlaiting mines,

Deep as ourhelplefs mis'ries

And boundlels as our (Ins.

II Y M N V.

Blejfcdnefi ofCcfpsl Time. Ifa. v. 2, 7, 5a

1 T T OW beauteous are their feet

JLI Who ftand on Zion's hill,

Who bring lalvation on their tongues,

And words of peace reveal !

2 How charming is their voice !

flow fwect the tidings are !

li Zion, behold thy Saviour king,

" He reigns and triumphs here.

3 How happy are our ears,

That hear this joyful found,

Which kings and prophets long'd to know,

And fought, but never found.

4 How bleft our ravifh'd eyes, '

That fee this heav'nly light;

Prophets and kings defir'd it long,

But dy'd without the fight-

!

5 The watchmen join their voice,
r

And tuneful notes employ;

Jerufalem breaks forth in fongs,

And deferts learn the joy.

6 The Lord clifplays his arm

Thro' all thecaith abroad;

Let evYy nation now behold

Their Saviour and their God.
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H Y M N VI.

The Triumph of faith. Rom. tiii. 33.

1 \T7nO (hall the Lord's ekfl condemn?

V V Tis God who juftifies their fouls,

And mercy, like a mighty frream,

O'er all their fins divinely rolls.

2 Who (hall adjudge the faints to hell ?

5Ts Chrift whofufTer'd in their ftc

And, the filvation to fulfil,

Behold him riling from the dt

3 He lives ! He lives ! and fits above,

Tor ever interceding there :

Who mall divide us from his love,

Oi what ftiali tempt us to defpair?

4 Shall perfecution, or diftrefs,

Famine, or fword, or nakednefs

:

He who hath iov'd us, bears us thro',

; than conq'rors too.

overconjipg pow'r,

It triumphs in the dying hour:

Chriil is our I 'ft.-, our joy,

Nor can v prop*

6 Not all that (Mn on earth can do,

pow'rs on nigh, nor pow'rs below,

H caufe his mercy to rem
o; wean our hearts from Chriit cur \r

HYMN VII.

d. rift our Strength. Cor. xii. 7, 9, ic.

1 /"\H» let me hear my Saviour fay,

V^/ Thy ftrength be equal to thy day
%

ce in deep diftrefs,

And _re his fov'reign rr-

o 3
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2 My 1 'J my glory prove,

I above
;

When fleih is weak, my foul is ftrong

.

Be grace my Ihield and Cfrrift my fong!

3 All thi; all fuff'rings be
While Pod, J: th, is with me here

;

Bat, he withdrawn, temptations n
And pains an ,,,'n.

4 So hen his locks wsre loft,

Firft bow'd beneath Philiftia s hull

;

Shook, his vain limbs with fore furprife,

.jie fight, and loft his eyes.

H Y M N VllL
tiofannab to Chrift, M<tt. xxi. 9, Luke xix. 33.

1 T T O S A N N A H to the royal Son

XjL Of David's antient line,

His natures rv rfon one,

Myfterious and divine.

2 The root of David here we
And offspring is the fame

;

Eternity and time are jc

In our Emanuells

3 Bleft he who comes to wretched

With peaceful news from heav'a.

Holannah in the higheft ftrain £
To Chrift the Lord be giv'n !

4 Let mortals ne'er refufe to take

Holannah on their tongues,

Left rocks and'ftones mould rife and breik

Their flence into fongs.

H Y M N IX.

be of Heaven hy the Refurreflion if Chrift.

1 Pet. 1, 3, 4, 5. * "

1 T) LEST be the everlafting God,

JJ The Father of our Lord
;
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Fe his abounding mercy prais'd,

His majeity adorM.

When from the dead If raised his

And call'd him to the iky,

He gave our fouls a lively hop:

That they fhould never die.

Wha*t though our fins have dooni'd our

A while with dull to blend,

our rifes Grft,

His followers fhall afcend.

There's an inheritance divine

Referv'd againll that day,

'Tis uncorrupted, undelil d,

And cannot wafte away.

Saints by the pow'rof God are kept,

Till full fa]vation come:
W e walk by faith, re,

Till Chrift (hall c

H Y M N X.

Ad ;•' i, i hn iii. 6cc. Gal. vi. 6.

EHOLD. what wondrous grace

The ~d,

On Gnners of a mortal race,

B
To call th||ii

—

-font of C

2 ' n » no furpriling thing

That we (hould be unknown
;

The Jewifh world knew not their king,
God's everlailing Son :

3 Nor can it yet appear

How great wc mufl be made
;

But, wh ) v/e fee our Saviour near.

We fhall be like our Head.

(hall no longer lie

Like flaves, beneath the throne,

o 4
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Our faith fhalj Abba, Father, cry,
And he the kindred own.

HYMN XI.

Salvation, Righteoufnefs anJ Strength in ChriiT.
Ifa, xiv. 21—25.

i JEHOVAH fpeaks—iet Ifra'j hi

•> Let all the earth rejoice and fear;
While Cod's eternal Son proclaims
His iov reign honours, and his names:

2 «< I am the Jail, and I the full.
' ; The Saviour God, and Cod the juil:
11 Look up to foe front diftant lands,
" Light, life and heav'n, are in my hands.

3
(i

I by my holy name have fworn,
4 *

'

the v/ord in vain return;
H To me, (hall all things bend the k
" And ev'ry tongue fhall fwear to rae\

4
" In me alone, ftiall men confefs
" Lies all theii ftrength and righteoufnefs;
(i But fuch as dare defpife my name,
" I'll clothe with evcrlafting fhame.

5
M In me, the Lord, fhall all the Udd
11 Of Ifra'l, from their fins be frce;i;

" And, by. their mining graces prove,
u Their int'refr. in my pard'ning loxe."

H Y M N XII. \

Youth and Judgment. Eccl. xi.

1 "\7"E fons of Adam, vain and young,

X Indulge ybur eyes, indulge your tongue,

Tafte the delights your fouls defire,

And give a loofe to all your fire :

2 Purfue the pleafures you defign,

And cheer your hearts with longs aod wine
;

Enjoy the day of mirth—but know
There is a day of judgment too.
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3 God, from on high, beholds your thoughts,

His book records your fecret fault!

The works of darknefs you have done,

Mud rife unvcifd before his throne.

4 The veng'ance to your follies due.

Should ftrike your hearts with tenor thlO\

Flow will you iland before his fac

Or anfv/er for his iujur'd grace:

Vlmighty-God, turn off their eyes

From works of vanity and lies;

d let the terrors of thy word
Awake their fouls to fear the Lord.

H Y M N XIII.

Advict to Youth. Eccl. xii. i, 7.

1 "ft^T O W, in the heat of youthful blood,

X^l Remember yotir Creator Gods
Id, the months come hafVning on,

When you (hall fay

—

My joys are gone!

2 Behold, the aged finner goes,

Laden with guilt and heavy woes,

Down to the regions of the dead,

With endlefs curfes on his head.

3 The dufl returns to duft ag .

The foul, in agonies of pain,

Afcends to Cod; not there to dv. •

Kut hears her doom, and finks to hell.

4 Eternal King ! I fear thy name:
Teach me to know—how frail I am—
And when my foul niuft hence remove,

Give mc a man'ion in thy love.

M N XIV.

Junification hy Faith, I 'if.

Rom. iii. \c)—22.

1 T 7"A 1 N arc the hopes the foni of men
V On their own works have built

;

O e

\
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Th: n uure, all unclean,

And all their anions
g

2 Let jew .ind Gentile llop their moo
Without a rmirnYring word,

And all the race of Adam ftand

In guilt before the Lord.

3 In vain, we aft God's righteous lav/

To jufh'fy us now
;

Since— to convince, and to condemn—
Is all" the law can do.

:3, how glorious is thy grace,

When in thy name we rruft !

Our 1 :vcs a righteoufnefs

W hich makes the finner juft.

II Y M N XV.

:cratio*:> John i. 13. and iii. 3, &c

1 "TwT OT all the outward Forms on earth,

jL >| Nor rites which God has given,

Nor will of man, nor blood, nor birth,

Can raife a foul to heaven.

2 The fov'reign will of Gcd, alone

Creates us heirs cf grace
;

in the image of his

A new peculiar race.

3 The fpjrit, like feme hcavV

Breathes on the fons of flefh
;

v the carnal mind,

.:; afrefn.

4 Our quick 'ned fouls awake—and

F: . g fletp of death ;

Oi things we fix our eyes,

And praife employs our breath.
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H Y M N *

Heaven invifib Ie and holy , i Cor. ii. 10.

Rev. xxi. 27.

1 X TOR eye hath fee©, nor ear has heard,

X^l Nor fenfe, nor reafon knov/n,

Whatjoya the Father lias prepar'd

For thofe who love the Son.

2 But the good fpirlt of the Lord
Reveals a heaven to come;

The beams or glory, in his word,

Allure and guide us home.

3 Pure are the joys above the flcy,

And all the regions peace ;

No wanton lips nor envious eye,

Can fee or tafte the blifs.

4 Thofe holy gates for ever bar

Pollution, fin, and fhame
;

None lliall obtain admittance there,

But followers of the Lamb.

5 He keeps the Father's book of life,

There all the names are found ;

The hypocrite in vain mall r:

To tread the heav nly ground,

H Y M N XVII.

The Fall and Recovery of Man : or, Chrift an4 Satan

at Enmity. Gen. iii. 1. 15, 17. Gal. iv. 4. Coi.

ii. 15.

j X^V E C R I V 'D by fubtle fnares of hell,

\_J Adam, our head, our father, fell;

}]is unborn r 1 the wound,
And heavy curfe: lmote die ground.

2 Tims faith tl r.ce of the Lord

—

latan fo&n trd ;

O 6

\
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" Let everlafting hatred be
tl Betwixt the woman's feed and thee.

3
M The woman's feed lhall be my Son;
" He (hail d^itroy what thou halt done

—

11 Shcili break thy head—and only feel

" Thy malice raging at his heel."

4 He fpake—and bade four thoufand yc

Roll on—at length his Son appears;

Angels, with joy defcend to earth,

And ling the bleft Redeemer's birth.

5 Lo, by the fons of hell he dies !

Bat, as he hung 'twixt earth and fkies,
*

He gave their prince a fatal blow,

And mumph'd o'er the pow'rs below.

HYMN XVIII.

Con- inIon of Sin by the Law. Rom. vii. 8, &c.

1 T O R D, how feenre my conference lay,

Jj j And felt no inward dre id
;

1 liv'd a while without the law,

And thought my fins were dead.

2 My hop :s of heav'n were firm and bright,

But fince tlie precept came,

I ftand convicted by its light,

And find how vile 1 am.

j I'm like a helplefs captive fold,

Beneath the pow'r of tin;

I cannot do the good I would,

Nor keep my confeience clean.

4 My God, Vi\ cry with cvVy breath,

For fome kind pow'r to fave,

To break the yoke of fn and death*,

And thus redeem the (lave.



II Y M N XX.

II \ M M XIX.

to God and our Neighbour. Mat. xxii.

i
FIUS faith the n£ft, the great command,
Let all thy powers unite,

To love thy Maker and thy God,

With vigour and delight.

2 Then (hall thy neighbour, next in place,

Thy warm affections prove :

And be thy kindnefs to thyfdf

The meafure of thy love.

3 This Mofes and the prophets fpoke,

And Jefus from above
;

For want of this the law is broke,

And all the law is love.

4 But oh, how bafe our paflions are !

How cold our blinded zeal !

Lord, fill our hearts with warm defircs,

To learn and do thy will.

FI Y M N XX.

Elefiion, [overeign aridfree, Rom. ix. 2:

1 r |'^ H K potter moulds the pliant clay,

J[ .*\nd forms to various mapes with eafe,

Such is our God, rind fuch are we,

The fubjecls of his high decrees.

.7 not the foweign Lord on high

Difpenfe his favours as he will,

Choofc fome to life, while others die,

And yet b< kckms (till ?

\ Shall man reply agaraft the \.

And call his Maker's ways nnjoft,

thunder c I Ireadfnl word
or u ill a thou' and worlds to dull I

nth fo brig

Lazzle and confound :

«



3

1

4 HYMN XXII.

Yet Hill his written will obey,

And wait the great decifive day.

5 Then fhall he make his juftice known,

And the whole world, before his throne,

"With joy or terror, fhall confefs

His fov'reign power and pard'ning grace.

H Y M N XXI.
Mofes is Chrift: or, Sin againfl the Laiu [

John'i. 17. Heb. iii. 3, 5, 6. x. 28.

1 HT^ H E law by Mofes came,

X But peace, and truth, and love,

Were brought by Chrift (a nobler name)
Defcending from above.

2 Amidft the houfe of God
Their different wocks were done ;

Mofes a faithful fervant flood,

But Chrift—* faithful Son.—

3 Then to his new commands
Be flricl: obedience paid

;

O'er all his Father's houfe he flands

/The fov'reign and the head.

4 The man who uurft defpife

The law which Mofes brought,

Behold ! how terribly he dies

For his prefumptuous fault :

5 But forer vengeance falls

On that rebellious race,

Who hate to hear when Jefus calls

And dare refift his grace.

HYMN XXII.

The different fuccef of the Gofpel>

1 Cor. i. 23, 24/2 Cor. ii. 16. 1 Cor. iii. 6, 7.

I
A"t H R I S T and his crofs ai e al] cur theme

;

\^j The myft'ries which we fpe<



II Y M N XXIII. )t|

he Greek :

. fouls, enli ftpm above,

With joy receive the word:

They fee what wifdom, power, and love,

Shine in their dying Lord.

3 The vital favour of his name

Rcilores their fainting breath
;

But unbelief perverts the fame

To guilt, defpair, and death.

t Till God ditTufe his graces down,

Like fhow'rs of heavenly rain,

In vain Apollos fows the ground,.

And Paul may plant in vain.

HYMN XXIII.

Children devoted to Cod. Gen. xvii. 7, 10. Ads xxi.

M> *S> 33-

(For thofe nvbo prattife Infant Baptifm. J
1

f I ^ HUS faith the mercy of the Lord,

J_ « I'll be a God to thee;
l<

I'll blefs thy numerous race—and they

" vShall prove a feed for me."

2 Abra'm believ'd the promis'd grace,

And gave his fons to God ;

water feals the bl effing now,

Which once was feil'd with blood,

^ Thus Lydia fati&ify'd her houfe,

h Hie receiv'd the word
;

Thus the I

His houfhold to the Lord.

bus later faints, eternal king,

truth embrace ;

thee their infant offspring brin

g race.
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HYMN XXIV.

ChriiVj Companion to the Weak and Tempted, Heb.
iv. 15, 10. and v. 9. Mat. xii. 20.

1 CX7ITH joy we meditate the graceW Of our High Prieft above;

His heart is nude of tendernefs,

His bowels melt with Iovl.

2 Touch d with a fympathy within,

He knows our feeble frame,

He knows what fore temptations mean,
For he has felt the fame.

3 But fpotlefs, innocent, and pure,

The great Redeemer flood

;

While fatan's fiery darts he bore,

And did refifl to blood.

4 He, in the days of feeble flefh,

Pourd out his cries and tears ;

And, in his meafure, feels afrefh

What ev'ry member bears*.

5 Then let our humble faith addrefs

His mercy and his pov/er
;

We fnall obtain delivering grace

In the diftreiling hour.

H Y M N XXV.

Submipon and Deliverance, Gen. xxii. 6.

A I NTS, at your heavenly Father's w
s Give up yjur honours to the Lord

;

He fliall reftore what you refign,

Or grant you bleflings m;re divine*

So Abra'm, with obedient hand,

Led forth his fon at God's command;
The wood, the fire, the knife he took

His arm prepar'd the dreadful ftrol
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^
•« Abra'm, forbear, the angel cry'd,
li Thy faith is known, thy Jove is try'd

;

l hv ion (hall live—and in thy race

til all the nations learn my grace."

4 1 -id in die laft diftreffing hour
'] he Lord difplays deliv'ring powV

;

The mount of d the place,

Where we mall fee lurprifing grace.

H Y M N XXVL
Pharifte and Pi^biican, Luke xviii 10.

i V) EHOLD how finners difagree,

JlJ The Publican and Pharifee !

One doth his righteoufnefs proclaim.

The other owns his guilt and fhame.

is man at humble diftance ftands,

And cries for grace with lifted bands
;

Tj it bcldly rifes near the throne,

1 talks of duties lie has done.

2 Lord their difl 'rent language knows,

And diff'rerit anfwers \\z bellows:

The bumble fouj, with grace he crowns,

While on the proud his anger frowns.

4 Dear Father, let me never be

Joind with the boafting Pharifee
;

I have no merits of my own,
But plead the ;s of thy Son.

11 Y M N XXVII.

Holin jfs and Grace > Tit. ii. 10— 13.

1 O O let our lips and lives exprefs

k3 The holy gofpcl we profds .

So let our works and virtues fhine

To prove the doctrine all div 1
-

2 Thus (hall we bell proclaim abroad
The honours of our Saviour God

;
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'When the falvation reigns within

-And gr c tc s the power of fin.

3 Our ftefli and fenfe muft be deny'd,

Paffion r.nd envy, luft and pri

V hilejuftice, temp'rance, truth and Jove,

Our inward piety approve.

4 Religion bears our fpirit? up,

While we expecl that bleffed hope,

The bright appearance of the Lord,

And faith ftands leaning on his word.

H Y M N XXVIII.

Lev? and Charity > I Cor. xiii. 2— 7.

1 T" ET Pharifees, of high efleem,

J j Their faith and zeal declare
;

All their religion is a dream,

If love be wanting there.

2 Love fuffers long with patient eye,

Nor is provok'd in hade ;

She lets the prefent inj'ry die,

And long forgets the pail."

*« She lays her own advantage by

To feek her neighbour's good ;

So God's own Son came down to die,

And bought our lives with blood.

4 Love is the grace which keeps her power,

In realms of light above ;

There faith and hope are known no more,

But faints for ever love.

H Y M N XXIX.

Religha vain without Love, 1 Cor. xiii. 1, 2, 3.

1 J TAD I the tongues of Greeks and Jews,

JQ And nobler fpeech than angels ufe,

If love be abfent, I am found

Like tinkling brafs, an empty found.
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z Wiiie I infpir'd to preach and tell

All that is done in heaven and hell
;

ould my faith the world remove,

StilJ I am nothing without love.

»u!J I diftribute all my ftore

To feed the bowels of the poor,

body to the flame,

To gain a martyr's glorious name

—

4. If love to God, and \o\-c to men
Be abfent— all -vy hopes are vain :

—

Nor tongues, nor gifts, nor fiery z

The Work of love can e'er fulfil.

H Y M N XXX.

Tbt Death of a Si*

1 A /f Y thoughts on awful fubjecls roll,

1.VA Damnation and the dead
;

What horrors feize the guilty foul

Upon a dying bed.

2 LingViog about thefe mortal fliorcs,

She makes a long delay
;

'Till, like a flood with rapid force,

Death fweeps the wretch away !

3 Then, fwift and dreadful, (he deicenda

Down to the fiery coaft
;

Among abominable fiends,

Herfelf a frightful ghoil.

4 There endlefs crouds of finaers lie,

And darknefs makes their chains;

Tortur'd with keen defpair, they cry,

Yet wait for fiercer paias.

5 Not all their anguifh. and their blood,

For their own guilt atones;

Nor the companion of a

Shall hearken to their groans.

3 i 9
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mazing grace, which kept my breath,

Nor bid my foul remove,

'Till I had learn'd my Saviour's death,

And well infur'd his love !

H Y M N XXXI.

The Death and Burial of a Saint.

1

"XT^T"
** Y m ou'd we mourn departed friends ?

\ \ Or make at death's alarms?

'Tis but th: voice which Jefus feftds

To- call them to his arms.

2 Are v/c not tending upward too

As- fad as time can move ?

Nor would we wiih the hours more flo

^To keep us from our lo\e.

3 Why mould we tremble to convey

Their bodies »to the tomb ?

There the dear flefli of jefus lay,

And left a long perfume.

4 The graves of all his faints he blefl,

And foftened every bed :

Where mould the dying members reft..

But with the dying head?

5 Thence he arofe, afcending high,

And fliew'd our feet the way :

Up to the Lord our fouls mall fljr.

And hail the rifing day.

6 Then let the lafl loud trumpet found,

And bid our kindred rife
;

Awake, ye nations, from the ground,

Ye faints, afcend the fkies.

HYMN XX

o
A Morning So ng .

NCE more, my foul, the rifing day

Salutes thy waking eyes
;



II Y M N XXXIII.

Once mure, my voice, thy tribute pay

Tu him who rolls the fkies.

2 Night unto night his name repeats,

The day renews the found,

Wi J j as the he u en. on w I ich i
-

To turn the feafons round.

3 'Tis he fup^or:^ my mortal frame,

My tongue fhali fpeak his praife
;

My fins would rouze his WFarh to flam

And yet his wrath delays !

4 A thoufaud wretched fouls are fled

• Since the laft letting fun.

And yet thou lengttYneft out my thread,

And yet my moments run.

5 Dear God, let all my hours be thine,

While I enjoy the light

;

Then (hall my fun in fmiles decline,

And bring a pleafing night.

H Y M N XXXIII.

An Evening Song,

i TT^V R E AD Sov'reign, let my evening J

*

J_^/ Like holy incenfe rife;

A iii il the orfVings of my tongue -

To reach the lofty i

2 Through ail the dangers of the day

has I was ili 11 my guard;

MM, to drive my wants a .

Thy mercy flood prepar'd.

x Perpetual blefiinga rrom above

Incompafs me around,

But Oh, how I \i of love

r found !

4 Vv for him who dy'd

l*o fj
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How are my follies multiply'j,

Fail as my minutes roll I

5 Lord, with tiiis guilty heart of:
To thy dear crois I rice;

,
And to thy grace my foul rMgn,
To be renew'd by thee.

6 Sprinkled afrefh with pard'ning blood,
I'd lay me down to reft :

As in th' embraces of my God,
Or on my Saviour's bread.

H Y M N XXXIV.

Lord's Day: or, Delight in Ordinances.

1 •S7[7 ELCOMF- fweetdayofrcft,
V V Vv hich faw the Lord arife;

Welcome, to this reviving bn
And thefe rejoicing eyes !

2 The King himfelf comes near,

And feafts his faints to-day
;

Here we may fit. and fee him here,

And love, anil praife, and pray.

j One day amidft the place

Where heavenly glories mine,

Is fweeter than ten thoufand days
in all the j( ys of fin.

ng foul would ftay

In flich a frame as tin's
;

And fit, and fmr? herfelf away
Toeverlafringfblifs.

II Y M N XXXV.

Death a lid Eternity,

STOOP dowa my th hich ufe to rife,

Converfe a while with d<
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Think how a gafpino mortal I

And pants away his breath.

2 His quiv'ring lips hang feebly down,
His pulfes faint and few :

Then fpeechlefs, with a doleful groan,

He bids the world a

3 But Oh, the foul, which never dies !

At once it leaves the clay !

Ye thoughts, purfue it where it flies,

And trace its wondrous.way.

4 Up to the courts
'

Is dwell,

It mounts triumphing there ;

Or de\ ii dowji to I

In terro;

5 And mud my body faint and die ?

Oil, for fome guardian angel nigh,

To bear it fafe above.

6 Almighty Savicrr. to thy ii

naked foul I r

My flefh (hall wait thy kind command,
To mingle with the 6i[i\.

H Y M N XXXVI.

Fra'tUy a*.d Folly.

HO W /hort and hafty is our !.

affairs !

Yet mortals vainly v

To laviih out

jT9 run thoughtlefly along,

;hout a moment's it'

Jnll like a ftory, or a i



H Y M N XXXVII.

r haft'ning to the tomb,
Scoop downward as \vc run.

4 How we deferve the deepeft hell,

Who flight the joys ab

What chains of veng'ance fliould we feel,

Who break fuch cords of Io\

- Draw us, O God, with fov'reign grace,

. .1 lift our thoughts en high,

That we may end this mortal race,

And fee falvation nigi*.

H Y M N XXXVII.

Breathing after the Holy Spirit.

i /^OME, holy Spirit, heavenly Dove,

V^> With all thy quick'ning powers,

Kindle a flame of facred love

In thefe cold hearts of ours.

2 Behold us grov'ling here below,

.
- Engag'd in trifling toys !

Our fouls can neither fly, nor go,

To reach eternal joys.

3 In vain we tune our formal fongs,

In vain, we ftrive to rife
;

Hofannarfs languifh on our tongues,

And our devotion dies.

4 Dear Lord ! and (hall we flili remain

In this declining ftate ?

Our love fo faint, fo cold to thee,

And thine to us fo great ?

5 Come, holy Spirit, henvenly Dove,

With all thy quick'ning powers ;

Come, flied abroad a Saviour's love,

And that fTiall kindle ours.



II Y M N XXX)

II Y M N [II.

ChriftV /•.

'

i ^T^ II E great Redeem*

To iland before OU

To i prink 1c o'er the darning

\\ ith his atoning bl<

2 No fiery vengeance now,

No burning wrath comes down :

If juflice calls for tinners' blood,

The Saviour (hews his own.

3 Befoie his Father's eye

Our humble fuit he move? ;

The Father lays his thunder by,

And looks, and fmiles, and loves,

4 Now may our joyful tongues

Our Maker's honour ling:

Jefus, the priefl, receives our fongs,

And bears them to the king.

>
<{ On e-<rth thy mercy reigns,

" .\nd triumphs all above ;

(t But, Lord, how weak our mortal ftj

•* To fpeak immortal love !

H M Y N XXXIX.

//<•//, or, Vengeance of God—
I "TXT I TIT holy fear, and humble fo

V V kit fouls adore';

Rev

YN hich fpeaks the terrors of hi

:ils,

A ot horror and chip I

:e has built hell,

And laid her ltores of venVance tlo
p
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3 There fatan, the firfr. Tinner, lies
;

And rem?, and bites his iron bands:

In vain the rebel drives to rife,

CruhVd with the weight of heavenly hands.

4 There guilty gho/ls, of Adam's race,

Shriek out, and howl beneath thy rod;

Once they could fcorn a Saviour's grace,

I fo incens'd a dreadful God.

5 Tremble, my foul, and kiffl the Son

—

Sinner, obey thy Saviour's call

;

Elfe your damnation haftens on.

!
op'ning hell awaits your fall.

HYMN XL.

Love to the Creatures is dangerous.

1 T TO W vain are all things here below !

XjL How falfe, and yet how fair !

Each pleafure hath its poilon too,

And every fweet—a fnare.

2 The brighter! things below the /ky

Give but a Matt ring light
;

We mould fufpeel: fome danger nigh,

Where we po/Tefs delight.

5 Our dearcir. joys, and neareft fi iends,

Hie partners of our blood,

How they divide our wav'ring minds,

And leave but half for God !

4 The fondnefs of a creature's love,

Allures the flatt'ring fenfe !

Thither the warm affections i

Nor can we call them th<

5 Dear Saviour, let thy beauties bt

My foul's eternal food;

And grace command my heart away

1'rom all created good.
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H V M N XLI.

1 r-« -^ 1 \\ \ . what an t -ur 'tis -'

X Ar ow fwift they are !

ther'd arrow flies,

ting ftar.

1 Our life is ever on the \

And death is ever nigh
;

The moment when our Jives begin,

We nil begin to die.

3 Yet mighty God ! our fleeting days

Thy lafting favours mare
;

And flill the bounties of thy grace,

Enrich the rolling year.

4 'Tis fov'reign mercy find us food,

And we are cloth 'd by love :

While grace ftands pointing out the foad,

That leads our fouls above.

5 Thus we began the lading fong

;

And when we clofe our eyes,

Let ages down thy praife prolong,
' Till time and nature dies.

H Y M N XLII.

I ! e Thunderer :— or, the lajl Judgment, and

Hri

i Q INGro the Lord ye heav'nly hofts,

>!j And let
•

re :

I death and hell, tin ..Is,

. I trembling at his \ 1

2 His fonndin* me Iky,

\lc makes the cloud his

; all his fto
! »tning lie,

Till 111 down.

P 2

... in a great Storm or" ThuruL.



HYMN XLIII.

3 Before him rolls a fiery llrcnrn

—

And from his awful tongue

A lov'rei^n voice divides the flanj

And thunder roars along !

4 Think, O my foul, the dreadful day
When this mcenfed God

Shall rend the fky, and burn the fea,

And fend his wrath abroad !

5 What ill all the wretch, the Tinner do ?

He once def)T,d die Lord :

But he (hall dread the thundYer now,
And fink beneath his word.

6 Tempefts of angry fire fliall roll
r

l o blaft the rebel worm :

And beat upon his naked foul

In one eternal iloim.

HYMN XLIII.

A Funeral Thought.

I. TJ ARK, from the tombs, a doleful found,

XjL Mine ears attend the cry

—

" Ye living men, come, view the ground
" Where you muft (hortly lie.

2 " Piinces, this clay muft be your bed,
u In Ipite of all your tow'rs ;

" The tall, the wife, the rev'rend head
" Muft lie as low as ours.

3 Great God, is this our certain doom ?

And arewe'ftill fecure !

Still walking downwards to the tomb,

And yet prepar'^ no more !

4 Grant us the pow'rs of quickening g:\

To fit our fouls to fly ;

Then, when we drop this dying flefli,

Well rife above the fky.



HYMN XLV.

II Y M N XL1V.

The Lord's Day; or, Tie Rejurrcfihn ^Chrift.

1 t~j LEST morning, whofe young dawning rays

|j Beheld our riling God;
Which faw him triumph o'er the dufl,

And leave his dark abode !

2 In the cold prifon of a tomb

The dear Re J

. oner lay;

'Till the revolving (kies had brought

The third, th' appointed day.

3 Hell, and the grave, uni;c their force

To hold our God in vain ;

The deeping Conqueror arofe,

And burl! their feeble chain.

4 To thy great name, almighty Lord,

7 nefe facred hours we pay
;

And loud Hofannas fhall proclaim

The triumph of the day.

HYMN XLV.
Th* CbriJIian War/ire.

i QTANDcp, my foul, make off thy fears.,

k3 And gird the gofpel armour en
;

March to rive gates of endlefs joy,

Where J : and claimed his throne.

2 Hell, and thy fins refill thy courfe
;

But hell and fin are vanquifiYd foes
;

Thy Jefus naild them to the crofs,

And fung the triumph when he roie.

3 Then let my foul march boldly on,

Prefs forward to the heav nly gate ;

There peace and joy eternal reign,

And glittering robes for conq'rors wait.

4 There fhall I v. ear a ftarry crown,

And triumph in almighty grace
;

P 3
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While all the armies of the fkies

Join in my glorious Leader's praife.

HYMN XLVI.

Salvation.

i SALVATION! Oh, the joyful found ;

>3 'Tis pleasure to our ears
;

A fovYeign balm for every wound,
A cordial for our fears.

2 Bury'd in forrow, and in fin,

At hell's dark door we lay :

But we arife by grace olivine,

To fee a heav'nly day.

3 Salvation ! let the echo fly

The fpacious earth around,

While all the armies of the fky

Confpire to raife the found.

HYMN XLVII.
Look on him whom they pierced^ ard mcurn.

•

I INFINITE grief ! amazing woe !

I Behold my bleeding Lord !

Hell and the lews confpire his death,

And ufe the Roman fword.

2 Oh ! the fharp pangs of fmarting pain

My dear Redeemer bore,

When knotty whips, and ragged tliorns,

His facred body tore !

3 But knotty whips, and ragged thorns,

In vain do 1 accufe
;

In vain I blame the Roman bands,

And more infulting Jews :

4 'Twere you, my fins, my cruel fins,

His chief tormentors were ;

Each of my crimes became a nail

;

And unbelief—the fpear<
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5 'Twere you that pull'd the veng'ance down
Upon his guiltlcfs head

;

Break, break, my heart—Oh, burft mine c

And let my fenows bind !

6 Strike, mighty grace, my flinty foul,

Till melting waters flow;

-And deep repentance drown mine eyes

In undiflenibled woe !

II I M N XLVIII.

Tht Bzck of GaPs Decrees.

IT E T all the race of creatures lie

X J Abas'd before their God

:

Whate'erhis fovYeign voice has form'd

He governs with a nod.

2 Ten thoufand ages ere the fides

Were into motion brought;

All the leng years and worlds to come
Stood prefent to his thought.

3 If light attend the courfe I run,

''lis he provides the rays ;

And 'tis his hand which hides my f~n,

If d loijd my days.

4 Yet 1 would Dot too far enquire,

Nor vainly long to fee

In volumes of his deep decrees,

What lines are mark'd for me.

5 When he reveals the book of life,

Oh, may I read my name,
Among the chofen of his love,

The followers of the Lamb.

HYMN XLIX.
The Wotltt three chief Temptations

.

I \]iT U E lV
> m tkt light of faith divine,

V V We look on things below,

P4
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*

H Y M N L.

Honour, and gold, and fenfual joy,

How vain and dang'rous too.

2 Honour's a puff of noify breath
;

Yet men expofe their blood,

And venture everlafting death,

To gain that airy good.

3 Whilft others ftarve the nobler mind,
-And feed on mining dufl;

They rob the ferpent of his food,

T' indulge a fordid luft.

4 The pleafures which allure the fenfe,

Are dang'rous fnares to fouls
;

There's bat a drop of flattering fweet,

And dalh'd with bitter bowls.

5 God is mine all-fufricient good,

My portion, and my choice:

In him my vail: delires are fill'd,

And all my powers rejoice.

6 In vain the world accofts my ear,

And tempts my heart anew;

I .cannot buy your blifs fo dear,

Nor part with heaven for you.

HYMN L.

ChrifV/ Comntijion, John iii. 16, 17.

1 /"^lOME, happy fouls, approach your God,

\^j With new melodious longs
;

Come, tender to almighty grace

The tribute of your tongues.

2 So ftrange, fo boundlefs was die love

Which pity'd dying men,

The Father fent his equal Son

To give them life again.

3 Thy hands, my Saviour, were not arm'd

With a revenging rod;
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Nor had companion to perform

The veng'ancc of a God.

4 But all was mercy— all was love,

And wrath forfook the throne;

When Chrift defcended from above,

And brought falvation down.

HYMN LT.

Cod glorified in the G off-el.

1 r
| ^ H E Lord defcending from above,

JL Invites his children near ;

While power and truth, and boundlefs I

Difplay their glories here.

2 Here in the gofpel's wondrous frame,

Frefh wifdom we may view
;

A thoufand angels learn thy name,

Beyond whate'er they knew.

3 Thy name is writ in faireft lines,

Thy wonders here we trace :

Wifdom thro' all the myfVry mines,

It fhines in Jefus' (acl.

4 The law its belt obedience owes

To our incarnate God
;

And thy revenging juftice fhows

Its honours in his blood.

5 But ftiil the luftre of thy grace

Our warmer thoughts employs,

Gilds the whole fcene with brighter rays,

And more exalts our joys.

HYMN LIL

Circumcijion and Baftiff* *

(Written fnfyfor itofi nvho praftifc the /

xnii )

i /^V N C E did the fens of Abra'ffl p

X^J Beneath the bloody fed of grace ;
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The joung difciplcs bore the ybk<

'Till thrift the painful bondage br

2 By milder ways doth Jefiis prove

His Father's cov'nant, and his dove
;

He feals to faints his glorious grace,

And kindly owns their infant race.

3 Their feed is f^rinkled with his blood,

Their children fet apart for God;
His fpirit on their offspring's fhed,

Like water pour'd upon the head.

4 Let every faint, with cheerful voice,

Jn this large covenant rejoice;

Young children, in their early days,

Shall give the Gcd of Abra'm praife.

II Y M N LIII.

The Example of Chiilc.

1 Ik JTY dear Redeemer, and my Lord,

jLVJL 1 read my duty in thy word :

But in thy life thy law is belt

In living characters expreft.

2 Such was thy truth, and fuch thy zeal—
Such def'rence to thy Father's will

—

Such love and meeknefs, fo divine,

I would tranferibe, and make them mine,

3 Cold mountains, and the midnight air,

Witnefs'd the fervor of thy pray'r;

The defert thy temptations knew,

Thy conflict, and thy vict'ry too.

4 Be thou my pattern—make me bear

More of thy gracious image here:

Then God the Judge (hall own my name

Among the followers of the Lamb*
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H Y M N LIV.

The Decsitfulnefs of Sin,

i QJ I N lias a thoufand treacherous arts,

fcj To praclife on the mind
;

\\ ith fiatt'ring looks (lie tempts our hea

But leaves a fling behind.

2 With names of virtues ilie deceives

The aged and the young;

And, while the heedlefs wretch believe?,

She makes his fetters ftrong.

3 She pleads for all the joys me brings,

And gives a fair pretence;

But cheats the foul of heav'nly things,

And chains it down to fenfe.

4 So, on a tree divinely fair,

Grew the forbidden food ;

C-u-r mother took the poifon there,

And tainted all her bipod.

H Y M N LV.

Chrijlian Virtues.

i O TR A IT is the way, the door is itrait,

£3 Which leads to joys on high

;

'Tis but a few who find the g

tile crouds miilake, and die.

2 Beloved Je/fmuft be deny'd,

The mind and will reoew'd,

Paffiba fupprefs'd, and patience try'd,.

And vain deli res fubdu'd.

j The love of gold- be bani(h>l hence,

itry)
I

V 6
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4 The tongue, that moft unruly power,

Requires a ilrong reftraint:

We mail be watchful every hour,

And pray, but never faint.

5 Lord ! can a feeble helplefs worm
Fulfil a tafk fo hard ?

Thy grace muft all my work perform,

And give the free reward.

HYMN LVI.
Communion wiiih Chrift and 'with Saints.

I Cor. x. 16, 17.

l V E S U S invites his faints

J To meet around his board:

Here pardon'd rebels fit and hold

Communion with their Lord,

l For food he gives his flefh :

He bids us drink his blood :

Amazing favour ! matchlefs grace,

Of our defcending God !

3 This holy bread and wine

Maintain our fainting breath,

By union with our living Lord,

And intereft in his death.

4 Our heav'nly Father calls

Chrift and his members one ;

We the young children of his love,

And he the firft-born Son.

5 Let all our powers be join'd

His glorious name to raife :

Pleafure and love fill every mind,

And eveiy voice be praife.

H Y M N LVII.
The Memoriaidf ow ahfent Lcrd, John xvi. 16.

Luke xxii. 19. John xiv. 3.

I ' I ^ II R Lord afcends above the fkies,

JL Where our weak fenfes reach him not;
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carnal objects court our eyes,

To thru ft the saviour from our thought,

knows what wand 'ring hearts we have,

t lofc the mem'ry of his face;

And, to rcfrefli our mindf, he gave

Thefe kind memorials of his grace.

3 The Lord of life this table fpread

With his own flcfh and dying blood,

We on the rich provifion feed,

And tafte the wine, and blefs our God.

4 Let finful fweets be all forgot,

And earth grow lefs in our efteem
;

Chrift and his love fill ev'ry thought,

And faith and hope be fix d on him.

5 Whilft he is abfent frcm our fight,

'Tis to prepare our fouls a place;

That we may live in heav'nly light,

And dwell for ever near his face.

HYMN LVIII.

Chrift Crucify'd ; the Wifdo??i ar.d Paver of God*

i \TATU R E with open volume ftands,

X\| To fpread her Maker's praife abroad
;

And every labour of his hands

Difpiays the wifdom of a God :

2 But in the grace which refcu'd man,
His brighter! form of glory mines

;

Here, on the crofs, 'tis fail eft drawn
In precious blood, and crimfon lines.

; Here I behold his inmoft heart,

Where grace and veivV.ir.ee ftrangely join
;

Pi rcing hu Son « iih lharpeft fmart,

To make the purchaj'd pleasures mine.

!Ct wonders of that crofs,

Where God, the Saviour, lov'd acd dy'd !
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n )l»left life my fpirit draws

From his dear wounds, and bleeding fide.

5 I would for ever fpeak his name,

In founds to mortal ears unknown,

With angels join to praife the Lamb,
And worfhip at his Father's throne.

HYMN LIX.

The Gofpsl Feaft. Luke xiv. 16, &c.

i T T O W rich are thy provifions, Lord I

JLJl Thy tabic furnifVd from above !

The fruits of life o'erfpread the board,

The cup o'erflows with heav'nly love.

2 Thine antient family, the Jews,

Were firft invited to the feaft :

We humbly take what they refufe,

And Gentiles thy falvation tafte.

3 We are the poor, the blind, the lame;:

And help was far, and death was nigh !

But at the gofpel call we came,

And every want receiv'd fupply.

4 From the high way which leads to hell,

From paths of darknefs and defp^ir.

Lord, we are come with thee to dwell,

And feel thy gladfome prefence here.

c Our everlafting love mall ftaw,

To him who left his blefr. abode,

And fought thde darkfome realms below,

To bring us wandirers back to God.

HYMN LX.
Our Lord Jejus at bis oivn Table.

I
r

I ^ HE men-Try of our dying Lord

X Awakes a thankful tongue :

How rich he fpread his royal board,

And blefb d the food, and fung,
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2 Happy the men who eat this bread,

E ut doubly blefs'd was hte,

gently bow'd his lovinp head,

And lean'd it, Lord, on thee.

3 By faith the fame delights we tafte,

As that great fav'iite did,

And fit and lean on Jefus' breaft,

And take the facred bread.

4 Down from the palace of the /kies,

The King of grace defcends !

M Come my beloved, eat (he cries)

11 And drink falvation, friends.

5 Hofannah to his bounteous love,

For fnch a feaft below !

And yet he feeds his faints above

With nobler bleflings too.

6 Come the dear day, the glorious hour,

That brings our fouls to God,
Then we (hall need thefe types no more,

But tafte the heav'nly food.

HYMN LXI.

Grace and Glory by the Death of Chrift.

i T\/" H I L E fitting round our Father's board,
* * We raife our tuneful breath;

Our faith beholds, our dying Lord,

And dooms our (Ins to death.

e fee the blood of Jefus (lied,

?ce all our pardons rife
;

The fmner views th' atonement made,
And IbveB the

3 Thy cruel thorns, thy (hamfful crofs.

Jure us heav'nly crov

Ou. wounds*
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4 Nor all the race of mortals here,

Who dwell in feeble clay,

Fot thee can equal furf 'rings bear,

Or equal thanks repay.

H Y M N LXII.

Divine Glories and Gracci.

1 T TO W fair thy glories here difplayVi,

X X Great God, how bright they ftune;

While at thy word we break the bread,

And pour the flowing wine.

2 Here thy revenging juftice ilands,

And pleads its dreadful caufe ;

Here faving mercy fpreads her hand3,

Like Jefus on the crofs.

3 Thy faints attend with every grace

On this great facriflce;

And love appears with cheerful face.

And faith with lifted eyes.

4 Our cheerful hope that waiting fits,

To heav'n directs her fight
;

Here every warmer paflion meets,

And ftronger pow'rs unite.

5 Zeal and revenge perform their part,

And rifing fin deftroy ;

Repentance comes with aching heart,

Yet ne'er forbids the joy.

6 Dear Saviour, change our faith to fight,.

Let fin for ever die

;

Then fhall our fouls be all delight,

And every tear be dry.



H Y M N LXIV.

H Y M N LXIII.

Saviour prefint at his la

1 /"^O M E let 03 join the facred fong

V> To our afcended Lord;
Ye faints and angels round his throne,

And we around his board.

2 Tho' rais'd beyond the worlds of light,

P I is brighter glories fhine,

Where purer fouls enjoy the fi^ht

And prefence more divine.

3 Yet here, unften by mortal eyes,

The bound lefs God refides,

Renews trf stoning facriiice,

And o'er the feaft prefides.

4 Let every hind that (hares the food,

And every heart with fear,

Feel the full prefence of the God,
That fpreads his bounties here.

j But oh the love, the wondrous love,

The bleeding Lord difplays,

Shall eaith's united fongs improve,

And heav'n's eternal praife.

H Y M N LXIV.

Invitation to the Gofpel Feaji %

1 * ^ H E King of heav'n his table fpreads,

J_ And dainties crown the board

;

Not paradiie with all its jpya

Could fuch delight afford.

2 Lo, in the blood that Jeius (lied,

To raiie the foul to heavn,
Pardon and peace to dying men,
And cndlefs life is givn.
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^ Yl hungry poor, that Jong have ftray'd

In tin s dark mares, come
;

Come from the hedges and highways,

And grace mail find you room.

4 Millions of fouls, in glory now,
Were fed and Feafted heie,

And millions more, ftill on the way,
Around the board appear.

5 All things are ready, come away,
Nor weak excufes frame ;

AfTume your places at the fer.it,

And blefs the founder's name.

H Y M N LXV.

Innu??ierahh Mercies ftckn^wfedged.

1 TM glad amazement, Lord, I ftand,

X Amidfl the bounties of thy hand
;

How numberJefs thofe bounties are !

How rich, how various, and how fair !

2 But oh, what poor returns I bring !

What lifelefs fongs of praife I fing !

* Lord, I confefs, with humble fhame,

My ofF'rings fcarce defeive the name.

3 Tain would my Jab'ring heart devife

Some nobler gift and facrifice:

It finks beneath the mighty load

That I mould render to my God.

4 To him I confecrate my praife,

And vow the remnant of my days
;

Enlarge my ioul with grace divine,

And make it worthier tw be thine.

5 Give me at length an angel's tongue,

To found thro' heaven the grateful fong?

A theme fo great, my voice (hall raife,

And crown eternity with praife.
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H y :•: N lxyi.

F$r a vacant Ccngt

Go i of heav n, whofe gt 1

Illumes the worlds of light,

Thy wifdom rules the realms of day,

And leads the Iioil of Right.

2 Behold thy waiting fervants ftand,

And claim with feeble c

Some fkilful guide, with gentle hand/

To lead us to the u<

3 While abfent from thy temple, Lord,
Like wand' ring flocks we ft ray

;

We lofe the mern'ry of thy word,

And wafte the facred day.

4 And when within thefe walls of thine,

VVe find our wonted [k.ce;

How faint our feeble voices join,

To feek thy pard ning grace.

5 Almighty Saviour, hear our pray'r,

Some chofen fervant rai

For us the bread of life to mare,

And help our lips to praife.

6 Then in thy houfe, with joy unknown,
We'll raife a nobler To*

Till we mall meet around thy throne,

And join the heav'nly throng.

HYMN LXVII.

For a Ncnu-Tcar
%

s Da)\

1 T? TF.RNAL Sorrce of cvVy joy,

1 j Thy praife frull every voice employ,

While we within thy courts appear,

And fing the bounties of the
j

2 As worlds of glory round thee I

Thy hand fupports the fted/aft pole,
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Directs the fun what hour to rife,

And darkiufs when to veil the ikies.

The flow'ry Spring, at thv command,
Embalms the air, and paints the land

;

The blazing beams of Summer mine

To raife the corn and cheer the vine.

Thy hand in Autumn richly pours

The copious fruits along the fhores,

While wintry ftorms direct our eyes

With fear and wonder to the Ikies.

^c-afons, and months, and weeks, and days,

Demand returning fongs of praife
;

The op'ning light and ev'ning ihade

Shall fee the cheerful homage paid.

And oh, may our harmonious tongues

In worlds unknown purfue the fongs;

And in thofe brighter courts adore,

Where days and years revolve no more.

H Y M N LXVIIL
A Hymn for Marriage.

GREAT God, who form'd for focial joys

Our natures by thy pow'r and grace,

And join'd in bleft connubial ties,

The parents of our favour'd race.

Our Saviour, our afcended Lord,

In Cana once a heav'nly gueft,

Whofe bounty cheer'd the friendly board,

Whofe prefence grae'd the nuptial fealt,

Attend with fmiles of heav'nly love,

The pair thy facred laws combine;

Their union blefs, their vows approve,

And crown the rites with grace divine.

Let love aflift their mutual toils,

And ev'ry focial blifs beftow;
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Incrcafe each joy With fiiendlv ftl

And (hare and (often cv'ry woe.

5 While each a kindly aid imports,

To run fecure the heav'nly race;

And make their dwelling and their hearts,

Perpetual temples of thy praife.

> When death didblves thefe facred ties,

May each to happier realms remove*

There meet and range the peaceful ikies,

In bands of everlalting love.

HYMN LXIX.

Chrifrs Afctnfion.

x 1 r T A I L the day that fees him rife,

J i RavifhM from our wifhful eyes
;

Thrift, a while to mortals giv'n,

Re-afcends his native heav'n;

There the pompous triumph waits,

Lift your heads, eternal gates;

Wide unfold the radiant fcene,

Take the King of glory in.

2 Him tho' higheft heav'n receives,

Still he loves the earth he leaves
;

Tho' returning to his throne,

Still he calls mankind his own;
Still for us he intercedes,

Prevalent his death he pleads,

Next himfelf prepares a place,

Harbinger of human ra<

3 M after, may we ever fay,

Taken from our world a\.

S< e thy faithful fcrvants, fee,

Ever gazing up to thee ;

Grant, though parted from our fight,

High above yon azure height,

int our fouls may thit

Foil I the ikies.

4?
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4 Ever upward let us move,

\\ ?ti red on the wings of love;

Looking when our Lord (lull come,

Longing for a happier home;
There we (hall with thee remain,

Partners of thine endlefe reign;

There thy face unclouded fee,

Find d heav'n of heav'ns ia thee.

H Y M N LXX.

The Pihrims Svno.

1 T") ISE, my foul, and ilretch thy wing?,

J\ Thy better portion trace
;

Rife from tranfitory things,

Tow'rds heav'n thy native place :

Sun and moon, and ftars decay,

Time mall foon this earth remove;
Rife, my foul, and hafte away,

To feats prepaid above.

2 Rivers to the ocean run,

Nor flay in all their courfe,

Fires afcending feek the fun,

Both fpeed them to their fource;

> a foul, that's born of God,

Pants to view his glorious face;

Upward tends to his abode,

To reft in his embrace.

3 Fly me, riches; fly me, cares,

While I thht cpaft explore ;

Flatt'fing world, with all thy fna:

Solicit me no more :

Pilgrims fix not here their home,

Strangers tarry but a night,

When the laft dear morn is come,

They'll rife to joyful light.
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Ceafe, ns, ce ife to ra

Profs onward to the prize;

Soon th» Saviour will return,

Triumphant in the ikies :

Yet a feaion, and you know,

Happy enr:

All our forrows left below,

And earth exchang'd for bcai

END of the H V

: THEM. From Job VH.

Ire t;?t an appointed time to man upon earth ?

Are not his days alio as the days of an hireling r

Vm made to polfefs months of vanity, and wearifome

nights arc appointed to me. When I lie down, I fay,

When (hall I arife, and the night be gone? I'm full

of toffings to and fro, unto the dawning of the day.

fleft is cloth'd with worms, and clods of duit.
;

dny fkin is broken, and become loathfome; I loath //,

I would not live always: let me alone, for my days

are vanity
' T

days are fwifter than a weavjr's

fhuttle, and ai ithout hope. O remember
my life is wind ! niinc eye lhall no more fee

I. As t! - confumed, an .'. h a-

I t ho goeth down to the grave, (hall come
up no more : for now (hall I fl-jcp in the duit, and

thou me in the morning, but I jhail not be.

A
M. From Sundry Scriptures.

i, i~:>v t!iv Kght is come,

en upon t

! to thy light, and kings

iflg. -'ing, ung, O Ilea-
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vcn:<, and be joyful , earth, for behold, I brin^

you glad tidings of great joy, which (hall be to all

people. For unto you is bofn this day, in the city of

David* a Saviour, who is Chi ill the Lord. Glory be

to God on high, and on earth peace, good will to-

wards men. For unto us a child is born, unto us a

fon is given ; and his name (hall be called Wonder-
ful, Counfellor, the Mighty God, the everlalting

Father, the Prince of Peace. Amen. Hallelujah.

Amen.

ANTHEM. From Pfalm CXXIV.

IF the Lord himfelf had not been on our fide—now
may Ifrael fay ; if the Lord himfelf had not been

on our fide, when men rofe up againft us ; they had
fwallowed us up quick; yea, the waters had drov

us; and the flrearn had gone over our foul. But

praifed be the Lord, our foul is efcaped, even as a

bird out of the fn ire of the fowler; the fnare is bro-

ken, and we are delivered. Our help ftandeth in the

name of the Lord, who made heaven and earth.

A NT II EM. From Luke II.

BEHOLD I bring you glad tidings of joy, which

mail be to all people. For unto you is born this

day, in the city of David, a Saviour, who is Chrifl

the Lord, x^nd thfs fhall be a fign unto you. You
fhall iiad the Babe wrapt in fwaddling clothes, lying

in a manger. And fuddenly there Was with the angel

a multitude oj the hc^ :. praifing God and

faying ;
Glory to God in the higheft, imd on earth

peace, good will towards men. h !

THEE N D.
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Courage in death 16, 17,
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:.n and Providence
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and Refurreclion of
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Sufferings of Ghrifl 22,
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Refurrcc'tion 49, 71, 80,

Courage in it 16, 1
*,

the 3 in 90

J,
1 2 1. and

;tion in God 1 R, 6j\

Dt -In) ing Sinners \v a r ed

ht aud Safety in the-
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4c, from death 31, 1 1 <S,
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hood 56, from perfecu-

tion 53, 94, by prayer

34, 40, 15, 126, from
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1 7, 49. Deliverance from
- it 18, 130
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and Hope 42
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Dominion of Man over

Creatures 8

Doubts and Fears fuppref-
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Drunkard and Glutton 107

Duty to God and Man 15,
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Heaven Church, &c

: x.
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34, 78

Egypt** Plagues 105
of Righteous and

Wicked 1, 37.
Enemies overcome. 1 8.

pra\ed for 35, 109. d«-

iiroyed 1 2, 48, 76
Envy and Unbelief cured

37' 49
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Providence 9
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Evidences of Grace 26. of

Sincerity j 8, 19, 139
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Si
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Kingdom 2, 21, 22, 69,
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Holinefs 34
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,
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Power 62, 130
Faithfulmfs of God 89,

105, in, J 45, 146. of

Man 15, 141.
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12. and oppreffion 12,56.

Family Government 101.
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I N D
tfod t 19. 1 $\.hfart.

corn-

el of 1 2, 36. .

t

Frailty of Man 89, 90, r 44
r//;;y} difcauraged 37
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Saints 7, 34. his Creation
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vation 3, 33,6'], 115. E-
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made Man 8. 1
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Unchangeable 89, 111.
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. its glory ar

19, 49, 1 10, Joyful Sound
>8. WunhipandOr-
48.

. merit of Chrift 45
from God 75.

Self -
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covery 6, 3c, 31. Prayed
for 6, 38, 39.

Hear1 knov/n to God 139.

Hearing of prayer and Sal-
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Hope in darknefs 13, 77,
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and pardoned 106, 107.
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E X.

Midnight Thoughts

1:9, 11 9, jth and 6th

Partly

lets ordained 132.
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74, 80, 83.

Perjecution, Deliverance

from it 7, 53, 94. Cou-
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34-
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ners 1 1, 17, 37.
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ajid Hope of Victory 20.
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Praife for Deliverance 34
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Daily 121
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12 and Death 49
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Repentance, &c. IT9 3d
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37> 49> 73
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on 32. an d Faith in

the Blood of Chrill 51
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•
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Refignation 39, 123, 151

*:;;;;/ holy I 19 :5th
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cvVVj;: and De.it h of

Chriil 2, 16. of the Saints

16, 17, 49, 71. and
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compared with Grace
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pi. in God 61. and De-
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.1 in Heaven 15, 24.

punilhed and faveJ-78,

ic6. God's Care of them
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90, 92. ]\

'
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and Sinners d(

;

ed 94. die, but Chnit \iytt

:. punilhed and pajr
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Night 121
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and

Grace 36, 147. and Per-

fection of God 36. its

Myflery unfolded 73. re-

corded 77, 7S, 107. in

Air, Earth and Sea 35,

65, 89, 104, 107 147
P/W//; for Soldiers 18, 60.

for old Age 71. for Huf-
bandmen 65. foi a Fune-

ral 89, 90. for the Lord's

92. before Prayer

95. before Sermon*

for Magiftratcs 10 1. for

Hon (holders 101. for Ma-
riners 107. for Gluttons

and Drunkards 107
Public Praife for riivato

ies 116, 118. for

Deliverance 124. Wor-
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Prayer and Praife 65, 84.

t of Sinners 1,

n,37Q. r.s of a

Chriilian 15, 24
Grace 1 1 9,

16th

RAIN from Heaven

H> *35i 147

Rexqvdrj from Sieknefs 6,

1 16

Duties 15, 133
md Juflice [5. in

Words and Deed 37
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dueled to Heaven 106,

107. Afflictions mode-
rated 125. judging the

World 149.

tion of Saints 10. and
Triumph r8. and De-
fence in God 62. by
Chrift 69, Sc.

Sanclified Afflictions 119.

lajl part, 94.
Satan fubducd 3, 6, 13.

Scripture compared with

Nature 19,' 1 19, jih parts

Infhuclion from it 119,

4th part. Delight in it

119, 5th and 1 8th parts,

Hoiinefs and Comfort
from it 119, 6th part.

Variety and Excellency

119, 8th part.

Seajons of the Year 65 y

147.

Se-a?nan
y
s Song 107.

Secret Devotion 34, 119,
26. part.

Seeking God 65, 27.

Sick-Bed Devotion 6, 38,

39, 116.

Sicknefs healed 6, 30,

116.

Signs of (Thrift's Coming
12, 96, 1$c.

Self-Examination , or E-
vidences of Grace 26,

Separate Souls Heaven

Sin Of Nature T4. Origi-

nal and Actual, confeffed

and pardoned 51. Univer-

E X.

fal 14.

Sincerity 19, 26, 32, 139.
Proved and rewarded 18.

proicft 119. 3d part.

Sins of Tongue 12, 34,
50.

Slander, Deliverance from
it 3 1, 120.

Souls in Separate State 17,

146, 150.

Spirit given at Ch rift's

Afcenfion 68. HisTeach-
ing Defired 119. 9th

party 51.

Spiritual Enemies over-

come 3, 18, 144. Blef-

fings and Punifhment 81.

Spring of the Year 65. and

Summer 65, 104. and

Winter 147.

Storm and Thunder 29,

135, 148.

Strength^ Repentance and

Pardon prayed for 38. of

Grace 138.

SubmiJJion 125, 131. to

Chrift 2. to Sicknefs 39.

Sufferings and Death of

Chrift 22. and Kingdom
of Chrift 2, 22. 69, 1 10.

Support and Counfel from

God 16. for the Afflicted

and tempted 55. and

Comfort in God 94, 1 1 9.

1 4th pari.

TEmptations overcome

3, 18. in Sicknefs 6.

1 public for private

Mercies 116, 1 [ 8.

Threatening promifes 81.
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Thunder and Storm 29,

135, 136, 148.

Ttitncx evil u, 1 :.

I 34, 39.

Trujl in the Creatures vain

62, 146.

VANITY'of Man as

mortal 39, 89, 144.

of Life and Riches 40.

Vengeance

fion 68. agaioft the Ene-

mies of the Church 76,

249.

ard of God wafted

80.

Unbelief and Envy cured

37. puniflied 95.

UnchangeableGoA 89, 1 1 1

.

Pjqivj paid in the Church
116 of Holinefs 119.

I 5th part,

.\tTAR, Prayer in Time
* * of it 20. reappoint-

ments therein 60. Vic-

tory 18. Spiritual 18,

144.

Warnings of God to his

People 81.

Watchfulnefs 19, 141.

E X.

Over the Tongue 39.
.; 65, IQ7, 135,

147, 148.

V/ickedncfi of Man 14, 36,

Winter zn& Summer 147.

Wifdom and Equity of

Providence 9. of God in

his Works III.

Works of Creation and

Providence 104. 147*

148. and Grace 19, 33,
111, 135, 136. Good
profit Men, not God 16.

world's Hatred and-Saints

Patience 37.

Worjhip and Order of the

Goipel 48. Delight in it

84. with Reverence 89,

99. Daily 55, 134, 141.

in a Family 133. Public

63, 84, 122, 132. Ab-
fence from it 63.

Wrath and Mercy from

the Judgment-Seat 9.

E/1L and Prudencez 39-

Ziont its Citizens 15.

END of the I N D E X.
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