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ADVERTISEMENT 

TO   THE 

READERS 

ON  THE  FOLLOWING  HEADS, 

Of  the  different  Editions  of  this  Book. 

THE  larger  edition  is  prefaced  with  a  difcourfc 

on  the  right  way  of  fitting  the  Pfalms  of  Da- 
vid for  Chriftian  worfhip,  wherein  a  plain  account 

is  given  of  the  author's  general  conduct  in  this  imi- 
tation of  the  pfalms,  together  with  fome  evident  and 

convincing  arguments  id  fupport  it.  There  are  alio 
particular  notes  added  at  the#  end  of  a  great  number 
of  the  pfalms,  which  explain  their  evangelical  feilfe, 
and  fhew  the  reafon  why  they  are  either  paraphrased 
or  abridged  in  fuch  a  manner  here. 

At  the  requeit  of  many  friends,  the  author  has 

permitted  this  edition  in  a  'mailer  form,  to  render  it 
more  portable  and  convenient  for  public  worfhip : 
he  therefore  defires,  and  may  rcafonably  demand  this 
piece  of  juftice  of  all  his  readers,  that  they  will  not 

A  2 



rv  ADVERTISEMENT 

cenfure  and  condemn  any  part  of  this  work,  without 
a  diligent  perufal  of  the  larger  edition,  wherein  the 
preface  and  notes,  in  the  judgment  of  many  learned 
and  pious  men,  have  given  a  fufficient  vindication  of 
the  whole  performance. 

Of  the  Ufe  of  this  Pfatm  Book. 

The  chief  deilgn  of  this  work  was  to  improve 
pfalmody  or  religious  finging,  and  to  encourage  the 
frequent  practice  of  it  in  public  aiTembiies  and  private 
families  with  more  lonour  and  delight  j  yet  the  au- 

thor hoped  the  reading  of  it  may  alio  entertain  the 
parlour  and  the  clofet  with  devout  pleafure  and  holy 
meditations.  Therefore  he  would  requeft  his  read- 

ers, at  proper  feafons,  to  peruie  it  through  ;  and,  a- 
mong  340  lacred  hymns,  they  may  find  out  feveral 
that  fait  their  own  cafe  and  temper,  or  the  clrcum- 

ftarces  of  their  families  and  friends  *,  they  may  teach 
their  children  fuch  as  arc  proper  for  their  age;  and, 
by  treafuring  them  up  in  their  memory,  they  may 
be  furniihed  with  pious  retirement,  or  may  entertain 
their  friends  with  holy  melody. 

Ofchqo/vtg  or  finding  the  Pfalnu 

The  perufal  of  the  whole  book  will  -acquaint  every 
PCader  with  the  author's  method  ;  and  by  conlulting 
ilk  index  or  table  of  conteucs  at  the  end,  he  may 

find 



TO  THE  READERS.  v 

find  hymns  very  proper  for  many  occafions  of  the 
Chriftian  life  and  worihip  ;  though  no  copy  of  Da- 

vid's Pf  liter  can  provide  for  all,  as  I  have  ihewn  in 
the  preface. 

Or,  if  he  remembers  the  firfr  line  of  any  pfohn, 
the  table  of  the  firft  lines  will  direct  where  to  find 
it. 

Or  if  any  fhall  think  it  beft  to  fing  all  the  pfalms 
in  order  in  churches  or  families,  it  may  be  done  with 
profit,  provided  thofe  pfalms  be  omitted  that  refer 
to  fpecial  occurrences  of  nations,  churches,  or  fingle 
Chrifthns 

Of  naming  the  Pfalms  > 

Let  the  number  of  the  pfalm  be  named  diftinctly, 
together  with  the  particular  metre,  and  particular 
part  of  it:  As,  for  inftance,  Let  us  fing  the  33d 
pfalm,  2d  part,  common  metre  ;  or,  Let  us  ling  the 
91ft  pfalm,  1  ft  part,  beginning  at  the  paufe,  or  ending 
at  the  paufe;  or,  Let  us  fing  the  84th  pfalm  as  the 
148th  pfalm,  &c.  And  then  read  over  the  firft  ftanza, 
before  you  begin  to  ling,  that  the  people  may  find 

it'in  their  books,  whether  you  fing  with  or  without reading  line  by  line* »  • 

Of  dividing  the  Pfalm 

If  the  pfalm  be  too  long  for  the  time  x>r  cuftom  ol 
A3    .  finging, 



vi  ADVERTISEMENT 

6nging,  there  are  paufes  in  many  of  them,  at  which 
you  may  properly  reft :  Or  you  may  leave  out  thofe 
veries  which  are  included  in  crotchets  [  ]  without 

difturbing  the  fenfe  :  Or  in  fome  places  you  may  be- 
gin to  ling  at  a  paufe. 

Do  not  always  confine  yourfelves  to  fix  ftanzas, 
but  ring  feven  or  eight,  rather  than  confound  the 
kniey  and  abufe  the  pfalm  in  folemn  worfhip. 

The  manner  off>nging. 

It  were  to  be  wifhed  that  all  congregations  and 
private  families  would  fing  as  they  do  in  foreign  prc- 
teftant  countries,  without  reading  line  by  line. 
Though  the  author  has  done  what  he  could  to  make 

the  knfc  complete  in  every  line  or  two,  yet  many  jn- 
conveniencies  will  always  attend  this  unhappy  man- 

ner of  ringing  :  But  where  it  cannot  be  altered,  thefe 
two  things  may  give  fome  relief, 

Firflj  Let  as  many  as  can  do  it,  bring  pfalm-books 
with  them,  and  look  on  the  words  while  they  fing, 
fo  far  as  to  make  the  fenfe  complete. 

Secondly,  Let  the  clerk  read  the  whole  pfalm  ever 
aloud  before  he  begins  to  parcel  out  the  lines,  that 
the  people  may  have  fome  notion  of  what  they  fing, 
and  not  be  forced  to  draw  on  heavily  through  eight 
tedious  fyllables  without  any  meaning,  till  the  next 
lines  come  to  give  the  fenfe  of  them. 

It  were  to  be  wifhed  alio  that  we  might  not  dwell 

fo  long  upon  every  iingle  note,  and  produce  the  fyl- 
lables to  fuch  a  tirefome  extent  with  a  conftant  uni- 

formity of  time,  which  difgraces  the  mufic,  and  puts 
the  congregation  quite  cut  of  breath  in  ringing  five 
or  fix  ftanzas :  Whereas  if  the  method  of  ringing 

were  but  reformed  to  a  greater  fpeed  of  pronuncia- 
tion we  might  often  enjoy  the  pleafure  of  a  longer 

pfalm 
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pfalm  with  lefs  expence  of  time  and  breath;  and 
our  pialmody  would  be  more  agreeable  to  that  of  the 
ancient  churches,  more  intelligible  to  others,  and 
more  delightful  to  ourfelves. 

Dtcmler  ift,  I  , 



viii  A  DVERTISEMENT. 

The  various  mcafures  of  the  verfe  are  fitted  tc  the  tunes  of '. 
the  Old  Pfalm-book. 

To  the  common  tunes,  fing  all  intitled  Common 
Metre. 

To  the  tune  of  the  iooth  pfalm  fing  all  intitled  Long 
Metre. 

To  the  tune  of  the  25th  pfalm,  fing  Short  Me- 
tre. 

To  the  50th  pfalm,  fing  one  metre  of  the  50th  and 

93d. To  the  1 1 2th  or  127th 
 
pfalm,

  
fing  one  metre 

 
of  the 

104th  and  148th. 
To  the  113th  pfalm,  fing  one  metre  of  the  19th, 

33d,  58th,  89th,  laft  part  96th,  112th,  113th. 
To  the  i22d  pfalm,  fing  one  of  the  metres  of  the 

93d,  I22d,  and  133d. 
To  the   148th  pfalm,  fing  one  metre  of  the   84th, 

121ft,  136th,  and  148th. 
To  a  new  tune,  fing  one  metre  of  the   50th  ana 

115th. 



PSALMS 

OF 

DAVID, 

IMITATED   IN  THE    LANGUAGE  CF   T  f?  K 

NEW  TESTAMENT1, 

P  S  A  L  M     I.     Common  Metre, 

The  ,T"/v  a  n&  End  of  the  Righteous  and  the  Jri 

r    "l^EEST  is  the  man  who  lhuns  the  place 
j3   Where  tinners  love  to  meet  \ 
Who  fears  to  tread  their  wicked  m* 

And  hates  the  (coffer's  (eat  *, 

□  itiites  of  tlie  Lqrd 

Has  plac'd  his  chief  delight  -y 
By  day  he  reads  or  hears  the  word, 

And  meditat  -ht. 



io  P  S  A  L  M    I, 

3  [He  like  a  plant  of  generous  kind 
By  living  waters  fet, 

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

4  Green  as  the  leaf,  and  ever  fair 
Shall  his  profeffion  fhine  ; 

"While  fruits  of  holinefs  appear Like  clufters  on  the  vine. 

5  Not  fo  th*  impious  and  unjuft  j 
What  vain  defigns  they  form  ! 

Their  hopes  are  blown  away  like  duft, 
Or  chaff  before  the  ftorm. 

6  Sinners  in  judgment  fhall  not  ftand 
Amongft  the  fons  of  grace, 

When  Chrift  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. 

PSALM     I.     Short  Metre. 

The  Saint  happy>  the  Sinner  imferabk- 

i    ̂ TH  HE  man  is  ever  bleft 

JL     Who  fhuns  the  finner's  ways, 
Among  their  councils  never  ftand?, 

Nor  takes  the  fcorner's  pbce. 
^  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 : 



P  S  A  L  M     I.  II 

efh  as  the  leaf  his  name  fhall  live, 

His  works  are  heav'nly  fruit. 

4  Not  fo  th'  ungodly  race, 
They  no  fuch  bleffings  find  : 

heir  hopes  (hall  flie  like  empty  chafF 
Before  the  driving  wind. 

5  How  will  they  bear  to  ftand 
Before  that  judgment  feat, 

Fhere  all  the  faints  at  Chrift's  right  hand 
In  full  aflembly  meet : 

6  He  knows,  and  he  approves 
The  way  the  righteous  go  : 

ut  dinners  and  their  works  (hall  meet 
A  dreadful  overthrow. 

PSALM     I.     Long  Metre. 

"The  Difference  between  the  Righteous  and  the  Wicked* 

HAPPY  the  marr  whofe  cautious,  feet 

Shun  the  broad  way  that  finners  go ; 
Who  hates  the  place  where  Atheifts  meet, 
And  fears  to  talk  as  fcoffers  do. 

i  He  loves  t'  employ  his  morning  light 
Amongft  the  ftatutes  of  the  Lord  \ 
And  fpends  the  wakeful  hours  of  night 

With  pleafure  pondYing  o'er  th£  word. 

He,  like  a  plant  by  gentle  ftreams, 
Shall  ficurilh  in  immortal  green ; 

Ana  heav'n  will  fhine  with  kindeft  beam 

On  ev'ry  work  his  hands  begin. 

But  finners  find  their  counicls  croft  -, 
As  chaff  before  the  temped  flies, 
So  fhall  their  hopes  be  blown  and  loft, 
When  the  laft  trumpet  fliakes  the  Que* 



a  p  s  a  l  m   n. 

5  In  vain  the  rebel  feeks  to  ftand 
In  judgment  with  the  pious  race  ; 
The  dreadful  Judge  with  ftern  command 
Divides  him  to  a  different  place. 

-6  "  Straight  is  the  way  my  faints  have  trode, 
u  I  bleft  the  path  and  drew  it  plain  ; 
"  But  you  would  choofe  the  crooked  road  j 

"  And  down  it  leads  to  endlefs  pain." 

PSALM     II.     Short  Metre. 

Tranflated  according  to  the  divine  pattern,  Ads  iv 

24.  &c. 

Chrijl  dying,  fifing,  interceding,  and  reigning. 

1*1    Tl  yjTAKER  and  fov'reign  Lord 
X^X   Of  heav'n,  and  earth,  and  leas, 

Thy  providence  confirms  thy  word, 
And  anfwers  thy  decrees. 

2  The  things  fo  long  foretold 

By  David,  are  fulfilled 
When  Jews  and  Gentiles  rofe  to  flay 

Jefus,  thine  holy  child.*] 

3  "Why  did  the  Gentiles  rage, And  Jews  with  one  accord 

Bend  ̂ all  their  counfels  to  deftroy 
Th*  anointed  of  the  Lord  ? 

4  Rulers  and  kings  agree 

To  form  a  vain  defign  •, 

Againft  the  Lord  their  pow'rs  unite, 
Againft  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. 



PSALM     II.  *% 

Pause. 

n  ow  he's  afcended  high,     , 
And  aflcs  to  rule  the  earth  ; 

The  merit  of  his  blood  he  pleads, 

And  pleads  his  heav'nly  birth. 
7  He  afks,  and  God  beftows 

A  large  inheritance  ; 
Far  as  the  world's  remotest  ends 

His  kingdom  ihali  advance. 

8  The  nations  that  rebel 

Muft  feel  his  iron  rod  •, 
He'll  vindicate  thole  honours  well 

Which  he  rectiv'd  from  God. 

9  [Be  wife,  ye  rulers,  now, 
And  worlhip  at  his  thron  2 ; 

With  trembling  joy,  ye  people,  bow 
To  God^  exalted  .Son. 

io  If  once  his  wrath  arife, 

Ye  periffa  on  the*place;  .     , 
Then  blefled  is  the  foul  that  flies 

For  refuge  to  his  grace.] 

P  S  A  -L  M     II.    Common  Meti 

MY  did  the  nations  joi  i  *o  flay 

'  W" 
Why  did  (hey  call  h  s  '■  r  - 

And  tread  his  gofpel  down  ? 

The  Lord  ihat  fits  abovfe  the  ikies 

Derides  th-JSr  rage  oelow, 
He  (peaks  with 

And  itnkes  their  fpir  gh, 

"  I  call. him  my  eternal  Son, 
"  And  raife  him  from  the  dead  -, 

I) 



PSALM     II. 

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

vy  Aflc  me,  my  Son,  and  then  enjoy 
"  The  utmoft  heathen  lands  : 

cl  Thy  rod  of  iron  fhnll  deftroy 
"  The  rebel  that  withstands." 

3   Be  wife,  ye  rulers  of  the  earth, 

Obey  th>  anointed  Lord, 
Adore  the  King  of  heav'nly  birth, And  tremble  at  his  word. 

tf  With  humble  love  addrefs  his  throne  *, 
For  if  he  frown,  ye  die  ; 

Thofe  are  fecure,  and  thofe  alone, 

Who  on  his  grace  rely. 

PSALM     II.     Long  Metre. 

ChriJTs  Deaths  Refur  reel  ion  y  and  Afcenfion. 

I   "TTT  THY  did  the  Jews  proclaim  their  rage  ? 
\  y   The  Romans  why  their  fwords  employ  *, 

Againft  the  Lord  their  pow'rs  engage 
,  His  dear  anointed  to  deflroy  ? 

a  "  Come,  let  us  break  his  bands,  they  fay, 

€€  This  man  (hall  never  give  us  laws  tf9 
And  thus  they  caft  his  yoke  away, 

And  nail'd  the  monarch  to  the  crofs. 

3  But  God,  who  high  in  glory  reigns, 

Laughs  at  their  pride,  their  rage  controuls  •, 
He'll  vex  their  heart  with  inward  pains, 
And  fpeak  in  thunder  to  their  fouls. 

4  "  I  will  maintain  the  King  I  made 

€C  On  Zion's  everlafting  hill  *,   . 
*  My  hand  ihall  bring  him  from  >he  dead, 

"  And  he  fhall  ftand  your  fov'reign  ftill. 



9  S  A  L  M     III.  i  j 

:  I  is  Wond'rOUS  fifing  from  the  earth 
Makes  his  eternal  God-head  known  \ 
TTiC  Lord  declares  his  heavenly  binh 

<4  This  day  have  I  begot  n-y  Son. 

0  u  Aicend,  my  Son,  to  my  right  hand, 
"  There  thou  (halt  afk  and  I  beftow 
11  The  utmoft  bounds  of  Heathen  lands  \ 

"  To  thee  die  northern  ifles  fhall  bow."] 

7  But  nations  that  refill:  his  grace 
Shall  fell  beneath  his  iron  ftroke  ; 
His  rod  mall  crnfh  his  toes  with  eafe, 

As  potters  earthen  ware  is  broke. 

Pause. 

8  Now  ye  that  fit  on  earthly  thrones, 
Be  wife,  and  ferve  the  Lord,  the  Lamb^ 
Now  to  his  feet  fubmit  \onr  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, 
If  ye  provoke  his  jealoufy. 

10  His  ftormsihall  drive  you  o^iick  to  hell, 
He  is  a  God,  and  ye  but  dutt : 
Happy  the  fouls  that  know  him  well, 
And  make  his  grace  their  only  truft. 

P  S  A  L  M  '  III.     Common  Metre. 

Dctilts  a?id  Fears  fit pprcf:^  cr  God  our  Defence  from  Si 

i    TV  /T  Y  God,  how  many  are  my  fears  ! 
jLVJL    How  fait  my  foes  increafe  ! 

Loi'.ipaing  my  eternal  death, 
ey  break  my  prefent  peace. B  2 



I*  psalm  m 

2  The  lying  tempter  would  pcrfuade 

There's  ra  relief  in  heav'n, 
And  all  my  fweiling  fins  appear 

Too  big  to  be  forgiven. 

3  But  thou,  my  glory  and  my  ftrength, 
Shalt  oa  the  tempter  tread, 

Shalt    hence  all  my  threat'ning  guilt, 
Anc  *aafe  my  drooping  head. 

4  [I  cry'd,  and  from  his  holy  hill 
He  bow'd  a  lift'ning  ear ; 

I  cali'd  my  father,  and  my  God, 
And  he  fubdu'd  my  fear. 

j   He  ihed  foil  {lumbers  on  mine  eyes, 
In  fpjte  of  all  my  foes  ; 

I  'woke,  and  wonder'd  at  the  grace, 
That  guarded  my  repofe.] 

6  What  though  th  :  boft  cf  death  and  hell 

All  arm'ct  againft  me  flood, 
Terrors  no  more  ftiall  {hake  my  foul ; 

My  refuge  is  my  God. 

7  Arife,  O  Lord,  fulfil  thy  grace, 
While  I  thy  glory  {Ing  : 

My  God  has  broke  the  ierpent's  teeth. 
And  death  has  loft  his  fling. 

3  Salvation  to  the  Lord  belongs, 
His  arm  alone  can  fave  : 

Bleflings  attend  thy  people  here, 
And  reach  bevond  the  grave. 

PSALM     III.      i,  2,  3,  4,  5,  8.  Long  Metre. 

AMbrmtg  Pfalm. 

OL
of
l 

Int 
Lord,  how  many  are  my  foes 

weak  ftate  of  fleih  and  blood  ! 



P  S  A  L  M     IV.  i7 

My  peace  they  daily  difcom] 
But  my  defence  and  hope  is  God. 

3  Tir'd  with  the  hardens  of  the  day 
To  thee  I  rais'd  nn  ev'ning  cry  ; 
Thou  heard'ft  when  I  began  to  pray, 
And  thine  almighty  help  was  nigh, 

3  Supported  by  thine  heav'nly  aid 
I  laid  me  down  and  flept  fecure  *, 
Not  death  fhould  make  my  heart  afraid - 
Tho'  I  fhould  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  make  his  praife  my  morning  long. 

PSALM    IV.  i,  2,  3,  4,  5,  6,  7.  Long  Metre, 

Hearing  of  prayer,   or,   God  cur  Portion,  and  Chrifl  qur 
Hope* 

1    /^\   God  of  grace  and  righteoufhefs, 
V_>/   Hear  and  attend,  when  I  complain  ; 

Tabu  haft  enlarg'd  me  in  diftrefs, 
Bow  down  a. gracious  ear  again. 

2^Ye  foris  of  men,  in  vain  ye  try 
To  turn  my  glory  into  ihame!; 
Hdw  long  will  fedflfers  love  to  lie, 

And  dare  reproach  my  Saviour's  name  ' 
3   Know  that  the  Lord  divides  his  faints 

From  all  the  tribes  of  men  befide  : 

He  hears  the  cry  of  penitents 
For  the  dear  fake  of  Chrift  that  dy\!. 

f  When  our  obedient  hands  have  done  *? 
\  thoufand  works  of  righteoufhefs. 

133 
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We  put  our  truft  in  God  alone, 

And  glory  in  his  pard'ning  grace. 

5  Let  the  unthinking  many  fay, 

"  Who  will  beftow  fome  earthly  good  i" 
But,  Lord,  thy  light  and  love  we  pray  j 

Our  fouls  defire  this  heav'nly  food. 

6  Then  fhall  my  cheerful  pow'rs  rejoice 
At  grace  and  favours  fo  divine, 
Nor  will  I  change  my  happy  choice 
For  all  their  corn  and  all  their  wine. 

PSALM     IV.  3,  4,  5,  8.      Common  Metre. 

An  Evening  Pfalm. 

i    T     ORD,  thou  wilt  hear  me,  when  I  pray ; 

JLj    I  am  f°r  ever  thine  ; 
1  fear  before  thee  all  the  day, 

Nor  would  I  dare  to  fin. 

2  And  while  I  reft  my  weary  head 

From  cares  and  bus'nefs  fre~, 

'Tis  fwect  converfmg  on  my  bed 
With  my  own  heart  and  thee. 

3  I  pay  tHis  ev'ning  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  deep  \ 

Thy  hand  in  fafety  keeps  my  days, 
And  will  my  {lumbers  keep. 

PSALM    V. 

L 
For  the  Lord's-Day  Morning, 

ORD,  in  the  morning  thou  {halt  hear 
My  voice  afcending  high ; 
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\«  ill  I  direct  my  pra 
To  thee  lift  up  mine  i 

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

Prefcnting  at  his  Father's  throne 
Our  fongs  and  our  coa 

3  Thou  art  a  God,  before  whofe  fight 
The  wicked  fhall  not  fl 

Sinners  (hall  neYi  ;ht. 
Nor  dwell  at  thy  id. 

4  But  to  thy  houfe  will  I  refbrt, 
To  tafte  thy  mercies-  there  ; 

I  will  frequent  thine  holy  court; 
And  worfhip  in  thy  fear. 

j  O  may  the  Spirit  guide  my  feet 
In  ways  of  right eordnefs  ! 

Make  ev'ry  path  of  duty  ftraight* 
And  plain  before  my  face. 

¥Pau.ss. 

6  My  watchful  enemies  combine 
To  tempt  my  feet  aftray ; 

They  flitter  with  a  bale  del 
To  make  my  foul  their  prej . 

7  Lcrd  crufh  the  ferpent  in  the  dufr, 
And  all  his  plots  deftroy  ; 

While  thofe  that  in  thy  mer*cy  truft, 
Tor  ever  fhout  for  joy. 

he  men  that  love  and  fear  thy  name 
Shall  fee  their  hopes  fulfill^  \ 

I  be  mighty  God  will  compafs  them 
With  favour  as  a  fliiekL 
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P  S  A  L  M     VI.     Common  Metre, 

Complaint  in  Sichnefs  ;  ory  DifeafiS  hci 

1  TN  anger,  Lord,  rebuke  me  not, 
JL      Withdraw  the  dreadful  ftorm  : 
Nor  let  thy  fury  burn  {o  hot, 

Aaainft  a  feeble  worm. 

2  My  foul's  bow'd  down  with  heavy  cares3 
My  flefh  with  pain  oppreft  : 

My  couch  is  witnefs  to  my  tears, 
My  tears  forbid  my  reft. 

3  Sorrow  and  pain  wear  out  my  days  ̂ 
I  wafte  the  night  with  cries, 

Counting  the  minutes  as  they  pafs, 

'Till  the  flow  morning  rife. 

4  Shall  I  be  ftill  tormented  more  ? 

My  eyes  confum'd  with  grief ; 
How  long,  my  God,  how  long  before 

Thine  hand  afford  relief; 

5  He  hears  when  duft  and  afh.es  fpeak2 
He  pities  all  our  groans, 

He  faves  us  for  his  mercies  fake, 
And  heals  our  broken  bones. 

6  Trie  virtue  of  his  fov'reign  word 
Reftores  our  fainting  breath : 

For  filent  graves  praiie  not  the  Lord, 
Nor  is  he  known  in  death. 

PSALM     VI.     Long  Metre 

Temptations  in  Sicknefs  overcome. 

I    X     ORD,  I  can  fuffer  thy  rebukes, 
\   j   When  thou  witn  kindnefs  doit  chaftife  j 
But  thy  fierce  wrath  I  cannot  bear, 
O  let  it  not  againft  me  rile, 
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g  Pity  my  b  ite, 
id  eafc  the  borrows  that  I  feci  *, 

The  wounds  thine  heavy  hand  'ef 
O  let  thy  gentler  touches  heal ! 

FlOW  I  pais  my  wc.u-y  days 

In  lighs  and  groans  -,  and  when  'tis  night, 
IMy  bed  is  watered  with  my  tears  •, 

grief  con  fumes  and  dims  my  light. 

4  Li  ok  how  the  pow'rs  of  nature  mourn  ! 
How  long,   Ahmighty  God,  how  I     gi 

ien  (hall  thine  hour  of  grace  return  ? 
-:n  (hall  I  make  thy  grace  my  long  ? 

5  I  feel  my  flefh  fo  near  the  grave, 
f  thoughts  are  tempted  to  defpair  ; 

But  graves  can  never  praife  the  Lcrd> 
Fcr  all  is  dull  and  filence  there. 

6  Depart,  ye  tempters,  from  my  foul, 
And  all  defpairing  thoughts  depart  \ 
My  God  who  hears  my  humble  moan, 
Will  cafe  my  flefh,  and  cheer  my  heart. 

P  S  A  L  M     VII. 

Careof  I  .  and  Pumjktn&it  of  ZVjr 
i 

1   l\yT^  tru^  ls  m  m-v  keav'my  frien^j 
XVX     My  hope  in  thee*  i 

folence  an 

My  foul  in  pieces  tear, 
As  1.  ms  rend  the  prei 

V*h-      -  r*s  near 
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3  If  I  had  ee'r  provok'd  them  firft, 
Or  once  abus'd  my  foe, 

Then  let  him  tread  my  life  to  duft, 

And  l.'.y  mine  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, 

Their  pride  and  pow'r  controul  ; 
Awake  to  judgment,  and  command 

DehVrance  for  mv  foul. 

Pause. 

6  [Let  finners  and  their  wicked  rage 
Be  humbled  to  die  duft  ; 

Shall  not  the  God  of  truth  engage 
To  vindicate  the  juft  ? 

7  He  knows  the  heart,  he  tries  the  reins, 

He  will  defend  th*  upright ; 
His  fharpeft  arrows  he  ordains 

Againft  the  fons  of  fpite. 

8  For  me  their  malice  digg'd  a  pit, 
But  there  them  ft  Ives  are  cart ; 

My  God  makes  all  their  mifchief  light 
On  their  own  heads  at  laih] 

9  That  cruel  perfecuting  race 
Muft  feel  his  dreadful  fword : 

Awake,  my  foul,  and  praife  the  gr?.ce 
And  juftice  of  the  Lord. 
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P  S  A  L  M     VIII.     Short  Metre. 

Sovereignty  and  Goodntfs  ;  mid  Maris   Dominion 
over  the  Creatures, 

i    /^\  Lord,  our  heav'nly  king, 
\^       Thy  name  is  all  divine  > 

Thy  glories  round  the  earth  are  fpread, 

And  o'er  the  heav'ns  they  fliine. 

2  When  to  thy  works  on  high 

1  raife  my  wond'ringeyes, 
And  fee  the  moon  complete  in  light 

Adorn  the  darkfome  fkies: 

3  When  I  furvey  the  ftars 
And  all  their  mining  forms, 

Lord,  what  is  man,  that  worthlefs  thing, 
A-kin  to  duft  and  worms  ? 

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

Next  to  thine  nngels  is  he  plac'd, And  lord  of  all  below. 

5  Thine  :  onours  crown  his  head, 
While  beafts  hke  flaves  obey, 

Ariel  birds  that  cut  the  air  with  wings, 
And  fifh  that  cleave  the  fea. 

6  How  rich  thy  bounties  are^ 
And  wondVous  are  thy  ways  : 

Of  duft  and  worms  thy  pow'r  can  frame 
A  monument  of  praife. 

7  [Out  of  the  mouth  of  babes 

And  fucklhgs  thou  canft  draw 
iiurpiimg  honours  to  thy  name, 

And  ftrikc  the  world  with  awe. 
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8  O  Lord,  our  heav'nly  King, 
Thy  name  is  all  divine  : 

Thy  glories  round  the  earth  are  fpread, 

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

PSALM     VIII.     Common  Metre. 

'  Chrift's   Condefcenfioti)  and  Glorification  ;  cry   Gcd  mad: *  Man. 

i    f*\  Lord,  our  Lord,  how  wondVous  great 
\^y    Is  thine  exalted  name  : 

The  glories  of  thy  heav'nly  ftate 
Let  men  and  babes  proclaim. 

2  When  I  behold  thy  works  on  high, 
The  moon  that  rules  the  night, 

And  ftars.that  well  adorn  the  iky, 
Thofe  moving  worlds  of  light; 

3  Lord,  what  is  man,  or  all  his  race, 
Who  dwells  fo  far  below, 

That  thou  lhouUI'ft  vifit  him  with  grace, 
And  love  his  nature  fo  ; 

4  That  thine  eternal  Son  ihould  bear 
To  take  a  mortal  form, 

Made  lower  than  his  angels  are, 
Tc  fave  a  dying  worm. 

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

Th'  obedient  feas  and  rl flies  own 

His  Godhead  and  his  pow'r. 

6  T  e  waves  lay  fpread  beneath  his  feet, 
And  fifh  at  his  command, 

Bri'.^  their  large  fnoals  to  Peter's  net,   - 
Bring  tribute  to  his  hand. 
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7  Tl  glories  of  the  Son 
one  through  the  flefhly  cloud; 

•  behold  hirh  on  his  throne, 
And  men  COnfefs  him  God.] 

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

And  be  his  honours  founded  high, 
By  all  things  that  have  breath. 

9  Jcfus,  our  Lord,  how  wond'rous  great Is  thine  exalted  name  ! 

The  glories  of  thy  heay'nly  ftatc 
Let  the  whole  earth  proclaim. 

P  S  A  L  M    VIII.     Vcr.   i,  2.  Paraphrafed. 

Firf  Pari.     Long  Melre. 

1'he    Hcfanna    of  the    Children  :    or    Infants  prafng Gsd. 

i       A    LMIGHTY  Ruler  of  the  fides, 

ji\_  Thro*  the  wlue  earth  thy  rr.une  is  fp. ead, 
And  thi  e  eternal  glories  rife 

O'er  all  the  heav'ns  thy  hands  have  mad;. 

2  To  thee  the  voices  of  the  young 
A  monument  of  honour  raife  ;    - 

'And  babes  with  OC  :igue Declare  the  wonders  of  thy  •  raife 

3  Thy  pow'V  afiifts  their  M 
To  bring  proud  rebel 
To  ftill  the  bold  hlafph 
And  all  their  policies  cotlFaund, 

4  Children  amidft  thy  temple  throng 
To  fee  their  great  R  raCC  •    ' 
The  fori  of  1)  ivid  is  th 

And  young  hofanj 
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5  The  frowning  fcribes  and  angry  priefh 
In  vain  their  impious  cavils  bring  : 
Revenge  fits  filent  in  their  breafts, 
While  Jewifh  babes  proclaim  their  king. 

PSALM     VIII.   Ver.  3,  &c.   Paraphs 

Second  Part.     Long  Metre. 

Adam  and  Chrijl^  Lords  of  the  Old  and  New  Great L 

1  X     ORD,  what  was  man,  when  made  at  firft, 

JLjAdam,  the  offspring  of  the  duft, 
That  thou  fhouldft  fet  him  and  his  race 

But  juft  below  an  angel's  place  ! 
2  That  thou  fhouldft  raife  his  nature  fo, 

And  make  him  Lord  of  all  below  ; 

Make  ev'ry  beaft  and  bird  fubmit, 
And  lay  the  fifties  at  his  feet  ? 

^  But  O  what  brighter  glories  wait 

To  crown  the  fecond  Adam's  ftate  ? 
What  honours  fhall  thy  Son  adorn, 

Who  condefcended  te  be  born  •, 

4  See  him  below  his  angels  made  ! 
See  him  in  duft  among  the  dead, 

To  fave  a  ruin'd  world  from  fin  : 

But  he  fhall  reign  with  pow'r  divine. 

5  The  world  to  come,  redeem'd  from  all 
The  mis'ries  that  attend  the  fail3 
New  made,  and  glorious,  fhall  fubmit 
At  our  exalted  Saviour's  feet. 

PSALM     IX.      Firjlpart. 

Wrath  and  Aftrcyfr&m  the  Judgment- Seat. 

ITH  my  whole  heart  I'll  raife  my  fong, 
Thy  wonders  Til  proclaim, w 
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Pll  fing  thy  majefty  and  grace  5 

My  "God  prepares  his  throni 

To  judge  the  world  in  rig'Ucouincfs, And  mat  anoe  known. 

3  Then  {hall  the  Lord  a  refuge  prove 
For  all  that  are  oppreit  •, 

To  fave  the  people  of  his  love, 
And  give  the  weary  reft. 

4  The  men  that  know  thy.  name  will  I 
In  thy  abundant  grace  : 

Fcr  thou  hail:  ne'er  forfook  the  juft 
Who  humbly  feek  thy  face. 

5  Sing  praifes  to  the  righteous  Lord, 

Who  dwells  on  Zion's  hill, 

Who  executes  his  threat'ning  word, 
And  doth  his  grace  fulfil. 

PSALM     IX.   Ver.    12.      Second  Part. 

The  Wifdom  and  Equity  of  Pr evidence. 

1  1TTHEN  the  great  Judge  fupr^me  and  juft, 
\\     Shall  once  inquire  for  blood, 

The  humble  fouls  that  mourn  in  duft 
Shall  iind  a  faitliful  God. 

2  He  from  the  dreadful  gates  of  death 
Does  his  own  children  rai  . 

In  Zion's  gates  with  cheer  rul  breath 
•    eir  Father's  pr 

j    His  foes  ih all  fell  with  heedlefs  feet 
Imo  the  pit  they  mae< 

Ar.d  finncrs  p 
k  their  own  ha 

C  2 



at  P  S  A  L  M     X. 

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

When  men  of  mifchief  are  dcftroy'd, 
The  fnare  muft  be  their  own. 

Pause. 

5  The  wicked  fhall  link  down  to  hell  *, 
Thy  wrath  devour  the  lands 

That  dare  forget  thee,  or  i 
Againft  thy  known  commands. 

6  Tho'  faints  to  fore  diitrefs  are  brought, 
And  wait  and  long  complain, 

Their  cries  fhall  not  be  ftill  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  ktt$ 

And  man  prevail  no  more. 

8  Thy  thunder  fhall  affright  the  proud, 

d  put  the'  :o  pain, Make  them  confefs  that  th/ui  art  Gcd, 

And  they  but  feeble  nn 

P  S  A  L  IvI     X. 

Ftayer  heard,    and  Safafj  fotoed*    or,  Pride,  Atkrifm 
and  OppreffwA 

Tor  a  H  ii  Dajl 

\V    !    I 

2  Lor  \  (hail  the  wicked  f Thy 
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:c  their  heads  in  pride, 
And  ilill  thy  faints  devour  ? 

:\ey  put  thy  judgments  from  their  fight; 
And  then  infult  the  poor  ; 

They  boait  in  their  exaked  height, 
That  they  fhall  fall  no  more. 

4   Arife,  O  Lord,  lift  up  thine  hand, 
Attend  our  humble  cry  \ 

No  enemy  ihall  dare  to  ftand 
When  God  afeends  on  high 

Pause. 

Why  do  men  of  malice  rage, 
And  fay  with  foolifh  pride, 

"  The  God  of  heav'n  will  ne'er  engag" 
M  To  fight  on  Zion's  fide." 

9  But  thou  for  ever  art  our  Lord ; 

And  pow'rful  is  thine  hand, 
As  when  the  heathens  felt  thy  fword, 

And  periih'd  from  thy  land. 

7  Thou  wilt  prepare  our  hearts  to  prav? 
And  caufe  thine  ear  to  hear  ; 

He  hearkens  -what  his  children  fay, 
And  puts  the  world  in  feai\ 

8  Proud  tyrants  fliall  no  more  opparefs. 
No  more  defpife  the  juft  ; 

And  mighty  finncrs  ihall  corffefs 
They  are  but  earth  and  duft. 

PSALM     XL 

God  loves  the  Righteous  and  hates  the  H 

Y  refuge  is  the  God  of  love 
Why  do  mv  foes  infult 

C    5 
M 
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"  Fly  like  a  tmvrous  trembling  dene, 
u  To  diftant  woods  or  mountains  t> 

2  If  government  be  all  defiroy'd, 
(That  firm  foundation  of  our  peace,) 
And  violence  make  juftice  void, 

Wl;cre  fhall  the  righteous  feek  redrefs, 

3  The  Lord  in  heav  n  has  nVd  histhror 
His  eye  iurveys  the  world  below  ; 
To  him  all  mortal  things  are  known, 

His  eye-lids  fearch  our  fpirits  thro/ 

4  If  he  afflicts  his  faints  fo  far, 
To  prove  their  love,  and  try  their  grace, 

tat  may  the  bold  tranfgrcffbrs  fear  ? 
His  very  foul  abhors  their  ways. 

j  On. impious  wretches  he  fhall  rain 
Tempefts  of  brimftone,  fire,  and  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  fincere, 
And  with  a  gracious  eye  beholds 
The  men  that  his  own  image  bear. 

PSALM     XII.     Long  Metre. 

The  Saints  Safety  and  Hope  in  evil  Times  :  or,  Sins  of 

the  Tongue  complained  of,  viz.  Blafphemy>  Falfehood)  - 

1  X     ORD,  if  thou  doft  not  foon  appear, 
JLj   Virtue  and  truth  will  fly  away  ; 
A  faithful  man  amongft  us  here, 

"Will  fcarce  be  found,  if  thou  delay. 
2  The  whole  difcourfe  when  neighbours  meet, 

Is  filTd  with  trifles  loofe  and  vain  ; 
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Their  lips  are  rlatt'ry  and  deceit. 
And  their  proud  language  is  profane. 

3  But  lips  that  with  deceit  abound 
Sha  intain  their  triumph  long  ; 

God  of  vengeance  will  conf 

ittring  and  bfofpheming  ton;- 

4  M  Yet  ihall  our  words  be  free,  they  cry  : 

M  Our  tongue  (hall  be  controul'd  by  no  . 
u  Where  is  the  Lord  will  afk  us  tfhj  ? 

"  Or  fay  our  lips  are  not  our  own  r" 

5  The  Lord  who  fees  the  poor  opprefs'd 
And  hears  th'  opprcfibrs  haughty  ftrain, 
Will  rife  to  give  his  children  re 

-  Nor  ihall  they  truft  his  word  in  vain. 

i'hy  word,  O  Lord,  though  often  try  ( Void  of  deceit  (hail  full  appear? 

Not  filver  fevn  times  purify'd 
From  drofs  and  mixture  fhines  fo  clear. 

7  Thy  grace  (hall  in  the  darkeft  hour 

Defend  the  holy  foul  from  harm  7 ' 
Tho'  when  the  vileft  men  have  pow'r, 
On  ev'ry  fide  will  ilnners  fwarm. 

P  S  A  L  M     XK.     Common  Me- 

Complaint   of  a  general    Ccn  r  „•    or 
Promt/*  and   Signs  cf  ChriJTs  coning 

HELP  Lord,  for  men  of  virtue  fail, 

Religion  lofes  ground  -7 
I  >ns  of  violence  prevail, 

And  treacheries  abound. 
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2  Their  oaths  and  promifes  they  break, 

Yet  act  the  flatt'rer's  part ; 
With  fair  deceitful  lips  they  fpeak, 

And  with  a  double  h  art. 

3  If  we  reprove  fome  hateful  lye, 

How  is  their  fury  ftirr'd  ! 
"  Are  not  our  lips  our  own  they  cry, 

"  And  who  fhall  be  our  lord  ?" 

4  Scoffers  appear  on  ev'ry  fide, Where  a  vile  race  of  men 

Is  rais'd  to  feats  of  pow'r  and  p: And  bears  the  fword  in  vain. 

Pause. 

5  Lord,  when  iniquities  abound, 
And  blaiphemy  grows  bold, 

When  faith  is  hardly  to  be  found, 
And  love  is  waxing  cold ; 

6  Is  not  thy  chariot  hafVning  on  r 

Haft  thou  not  giv'n  the  lign  ? 
May  we  not  rruft  and  live  upon 

A  promife  fo  divine  ? 

7  "  Yes,  faith  the  Lord,  now  will  I  rife, 
u  And  make  oppreffors  flee  ? 

"  I  fhall  appear  to  their  furprife, 

"  And  fet  my  fervants  free." 

8  Thy  word  like  filver  feven  times  try'd, 
Tnro'  ages  fhall  endure m, 

The  men  that  in  thy  truth  confide 

Shall  find  the  promise  fm*e, 
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PSALM     XIII.     Long  INI- 

'  ig  with  God  *  in  Dark- 

j    J  TOW  long,  O  Lord,  fhall  I  complain, 

[*j[   Like  one  that  fecks  his  God  in  vain? Canft  thou  thy  face  for  ever  hide  ? 

And  I  full  pray,  and  be  deny'd  ? 
2  Shall  I  for  ever  be  forgot, 

one  whom  thou  reg^rdefl  net  ! 
I  (hail  my  foul  thine  abfrnce  mourn  r 

And  ftill  ddpair  of  thy  return  ? 

3  How  long  (hall  my.  poor  troubled  breaft 
Be  with  thole  anxious  thoughts  oppreft  r 
And  Satan,  my  malicious  foe, 
Rejoice  to  fee  me  funk  fo  low  ? 

4  Hear,  Lord,  and  grant  me  quick  relief, 
>r«  my  death  conclude  my  grief, 

If  thou  withhold  thy  heavenly  light, 
I  fleep  in  everlafling  night. 

5  How  will  the  pow'Vs  cf  darkuefe  boaft 
ne  praying  foul  be  loft  t 

But  I  have  t r lifted  in  thy  gj 
And  fhall  again  behold  thy  f; 

6  Wh^te'  ;dt, 
Thou  art  my  hope,  my  joy,  mv  reft  : 

P  S  A  L  M     XI 

ix 
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When  fhall  I  feel  thof:  rays 
That  chafe  my  feais  away  ; 

2  How  long  fhall  my  poor  labVing  foul 
Wreftle  and  toil  in  vain  ? 

Thy  word  can  all  my  foes  controul, 
And  eafe  my  raging  p 

3  See  how  the  prince  of  darknefs  tries 
All  his  malicious  arts, 

He  fpreads  a  mift  around  my  eyes, 

And  throws  his  fi'ry  darts. 

4  Be  thou  my  fun,  and  thou  my  fhield, 
My  foul  in  fafety  keep  ? 

Make  hafte,  before  mine  eyes  are  feal'd 
In  death's  eternal  fleep. 

5  How  would  the  tempter  boaft  aloud 
If  I  become  his  prey  ! 

Behold  the  fons  of  hell  grow  proud 
At  thy  fo  long  delay. 

6  But  they  fhall  fly  at  thy  rebuke, 
And  Satan  hide  his  head ; 

He  knows  the  terrors  of  thy  look, 
And  hears  thy  voice  with  dread. 

7  Thou  wilt  difplay  that  fov'reign  gra 
Where  all  my  hopes  have  hung ; 

I  fhall  employ  my  lips  in  praife, 

And  vict'ry  fhall  be  fung. 

PSALM     XIV.     Firfl  Part. 

By  Nature  all  Men  are  Zhmers. 

i   TT^OOLS,  in  their  hearts,  believe  and  fay 

Jj       "  That  all  religion's  vain, 
"  There  is  no  God  that  reigns  on  high, 

c:  Or  minds  th'  affairs  of  men/' 
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ts  fp  dr<  adful  and  prof... 
irfe  proceeds  j 

s  hands  are  found 
,ble  deeds. 

L<  rd,  from  his  celeftial  throne* 
LookM  down  on  things  below, 

nan  that  fought  his  grace, 
Or  did  his  juftice  know. 

By  nature  all  are  gone  aftray, 
Their  practice  all  the  fame  : 

There's  none  that  fears  his  Maker's*  hand ; 
There's  none  that  lev. 

Their  tongues  are  us'd  to  fpeak  deceitj never  ceafe  ; 

fwift  to  mifchief  are  their  feet  *, 
Nor  know  the  paths  of  peace. 

Such  feeds  of  fin  (that  bitter  root) 
In  rt  are  found  ; 

Nor  can  they  b  ar  diviner  fruit 
11  grace  refine  the  ground. 

PSALM     XIV.     SecvnJP 

The  Folk  of  jp<  i 

ARE  finners  now  fo  fenfelefs  grown, 

N  That  they  the  faints  devour  ? 
And  never  worfhip  at  thy  throrte, 

Nor  fear  thine  awful  pow'r  ? 

Great  Coc^  appear  to  their  furprife, 
Reveal  thy  dreadful  name  ; 

hem  no  more  thy  wrath  defpife. 
Nor  turn  our  hope  to  fhamc. 

Don:  thou  not  dwell  among  the  ]uii* 
I  vci  our  de  ? 
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That  we  fhouid  make  thy  name  our  truft, 
Great  God  confound  their  pride. 

4  O  that  the  joyful  day  were  come 
To  finifh  our  diftrefs  ! 

When  God  ihall  bring  his  children  home, 
Our  fongs  ihall  never  ceafe. 

PSALM     XV,     Common  Metre, 

Characters  of  a  Saint,  ory  a  Citizen  cf  Zion  :  or,  The 
Qualifications  of  a  Chrfian. 

i   "TTTHO  Ihall  inhabit  in  thv  hill, 
VV     °  God  or  Wiiwft  i . 
Whom  will  the  Lord  admit  to  dwell 

So  aear  his  throne  of  grace  ? 

2  The  man  that  walks  in  pious  ways, 
And  works  with  rightecus  hands, 

That  trufts  his  Maker's  promifes, 
And  follows  his  commands  j 

3  He  (peaks  the  meaning  of  his  heart, 
Nor  (landers  with  his  tongue  ; 

Will  icarce  believe  an  ill  report, 
Nor  do  his  neighbour  wrong. 

4  The  wealthy  finner  he  contemns, 

Loves  all  that  fear  the  Lord  •, 

And  tho'  to  his  own  hurt  he  fwears, 
Srill  he  performs  his  word. 

5  His  hands  difdain  a  golden  bribe, 

And  never  gripe  the  poor  •, 
This  man  (hall  dwell  with  God  on  earth, 

And  find  his  heav'n  fecure. 
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P  S  A  L  M     XV.     Long  Metre. 

Religion  and  Juf:lce,  Goodmfs  and  Trail  ;  or,    Duties  to 
:  and  Man,  cr,  the  £%ualt  f  a  Chrijliatu 

i  TTTHO  ftiall  afccnd  thv  heartily  place, 

\\     Great  Gou,  and  dwell  before  thy  face  ? 
The  man  that  minds  religion  now. 
And  humbly  walks  with  God  below. 

2.  Whole  hands  are  pure,  whole  heart  is  clean  ; 
Whole  lips  rtill  fpeak  the  thing  they  mean ; 
No  {landers  dwell  upon  his  tongue  : 
He  hates  to  do  his  neighbour  v.r 

j  [Scarce  will  he  truft  an  ill  report, 

Nor  vent  it  to  his  neighbour's  hurt  : 
Sinners  of  irate  ho  can  deipife, 

But  faints  arc  honour 'd  in  his  eyes.] 
i  [Firm  to  his  vrord  he  ever  flood, 
And  always  makes  his  promile  good  j 

dares  to  change  the  thing  he  Iwears, 
Whatever  pain  or  lofs  he  bears.] 

J   [He  never  deals  in  bribing  gold, 
And  mourns  that  juftice  JhouM  be  fold  ; 
While  others  gripe  and  grind  the  p o 
Sweet:  charity  attends  his  door.] 

j  He  loves  his  enemies,  and  praj's 
For  thofe  that  curie  him  to  his  face  ; 

doth  to  all  men  ilill  rhe  fame    ' 
That  he  would  hope  or  with  from  thl 

l  his  holieft  works  are  done, 
His  foul  depends  on  grace  aloti 
Tin.,  U  tl>e  man  thy  face  (hall  fee, 

dwell  for  ever,  Lord,  with  t] •      D 
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PSALM     XVI.     Firjlpart.     Long  Metre. 

Confeflton  of  cur  Poverty  ;  and,  Saints  the  bejl  Company 
OK}  Good  Works  profit  men,  not  God. 

1  T^Referve  me,  Lord,  in  time  of  need, 
J^      For  fuccour  to  thy  throne  I  flee, 
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  tjhe  good  we  do  ; 
Thefe  are  the  company  I  keep, 
Theie  are  the  choiceit  friends  I  know. 

4  Let  others  choofe  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     XVL     Second  Part.     Long  Metre, 

Chrifts  All-Sufficiency. 

'OW  faft  their  guilt  and  forrows  rife, 

H'
 Who  hafte  to  leek  fome  idol  god ; 

I  will  not  tafte  their  facrifice, 

Tkeir  off  rings  of  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  beft  beloved  fon. 

3  His  love  is  my  perpetual  feaft  •, 
By  day  his  counfels  guide  me  right : 
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And  be  his  name  for  ever  bleft 

Who  gives  me  fweet  advice  by  night. 

4  I  fet  him  ftill  before  mine  eyes  \ 

At  thy  right  hand  he  (lands  prepar'd 
To  keep  my  foul  from  all  furprife, 
And  be  my  evcrlafting  guard. 

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

Courage  in  Death,  and  Hope  of  the  RrfurreEliotu 

i  ̂ 11  THEN  God  is  nigh,  my  faith  is  itrong, 
YV     His  arm  is  my  al  might)  prop  j 

Be  glad  my  heart,  rejoice  my  tongue, 
My  dying  ileih  ihall  reft  in  hope. 

2  Th  'ugh  in  the  duft  I  lay  my  head, 
Yet,  gracious  God,  thou  wilt  not  leave 
Mj  ioul  for  ever  with  the  dead, 

Nor  lofe  thy  children  in  the  grave. 

3  My  flefli  ihall  thy  firtf  call  obey. 
Shake  off  the  duft,  and  rife  on  high  ; 
Then  fhalt  thou  lead  the  wond  rous  way 
Up  to  thy  throne  above  the  Iky. 

4  There  ftreams  of  endlefs  pleafare  flow  ; 

"And  hill  difcov'ries  of  thy  grace 
(Which  we  but  tailed  here  below) 

Spread  heav'nly  joys  thro'  all  the  place. 

PSALM    XVI.   r— 8.  Firjl  pert.  Com.  Metre. 

Support  and  Cmmfdfrom  God  without  Merit. 

i    O  AVE  me,  O  Lord,  from  eVry  foe  ; 
Vj  In  thee  my  truft  I  place, 
1  tough  all  the  good  that  I  can  do 

Can  ne'er  defenre  thy  gnv  i D   2 



4c  P  S  A  L  M     XVI. 

2  Yet  if  my  God  prolong  my  breath, 

The  faints  may  profit  by't ; 
The  faints  the  glory  of  the  earth, 

The  men  of  my  delight. 

3  Let  heathens  to  their  idols  hafte, 
And  worfhip  wopd  or  ftone  j 

But  my  delightful  lot  is  caft 
Where  the  true  God  is  known. 

s 

4  His  hand  provides  my  conftant  food, 
He  fills  my  daily  cup  ; 

Much  am  I  pleas'd  with  prefent  good, 
But  more  rejoice  in  hope. 

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 

i'O  his  aii-icrmg  eYe ; 
Not  death  nor  hell  my  hope  fhall  move 

"While  fuch  a  friend  is  nigh. 

PSALM  XVI.     Second  Part.     Common  Metre. 

The  Death  and  Refurnctlon  cf  Chrljl. 

1  "    T   Set  the  Lord  before  my  face, 
"  He  bears  my  courage  up  \ 

«  My  heart  and  tongue  their  joys  exprefs, 
"  My  flefH  fliall  reft  in  hope. 

2  "  My  fpiritj  Lord,  thou  wilt  not  k 
"  Vhere  fouls  departed  are: 

"  Nor  quit  my  body  to  the  grave, 
"  To  fee  corruption  there* 

3  «  Thou  wilt  reveal  the  path  of  life, 
«  Ai  pae  to  thy  throne. 
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"  Thy  courts  immortal  pleafure  g'.vc, 
ice  joys  unknown/1 

hus  in  the  name  of  Chrifr,  the  L 

The  holy  David  lung, 
And  providence  fulfils  the  word 

Of  his  prophetic  tongue. 

$  JefuS)  whom  e\Vy  faint  adores, 

Was  crucify'd  and  {lain  : 
Behold  the  tomb  its  prey  reftores, 

Behold  he  lives  again. 

6  When  Avail  my  feet  arife  and  ftand 

On  heav'n's  eternal  hills ; 
There  fits  the  Son  at  God's  ri^ht  hand, o 

And  there  the  Father  fmiles.] 

PSALM     XVII.  Ver.  13,  Sec.    Short  Metre. 

Portion  of  Saints   and  Sinners  :  or,  Hope  and  Defpai" 
in  Death. 

[1     A    RISE,  my  gracious  God,  ' 
J7X     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  ; 

Heife  in  tins  life  his  pleafure  lies, 

And  til  beyond  is  pain.-* 

3  Then  let  his  pride  advance. 
And  boaft  or  all  his  ftore  ; 

The  Lord  is  my  inheritance, 
My  foul  can  wifli  no  more. 

4  I  (hall  behold  the  face 

Of  my  forgiving  God; D; 
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And  uand  comply  in  righteoufnefs, 

WafiiM  in  my  Saviour's  blood. 

5  There's  a  new  heav'n  began 
When  I  awake  from  death, 

Dreft  in  the  likenefs  of  thy  Son, 
And  draw  immortal  breath. 

PSALM     XVIL     Long  Metre. 

The  Sinner's  Portion ,  and  Saint's  Hope  :  or,   The  h\> 
ven  offeparate  Sci:Isy  and  the  Refur reel ion, 

1  "        ORD,  I  am  thine  :  but  thou  wilt  prove 
1    j   My  faith,  my  patience,  and  my  love, 
When  men  of  fpite  again  ft  me  join, 
They  are  the  fword,  the  hand  is  thine. 

2  Their  hope  and  portion  lies  below  \ 

'lis  all  the  happinefs  they  know, 
Tis  all  they  feek  ;  they  take  their  fhares, 
And  leave  the  reft  among  their  heirs. 

3  What  finners  value,  I  refign  \ 

Lord,  'tis  enough  that  thou  art  mine ; 
I  mail  behold  thy  blisful  face, 
And  ftand  complete  in  righteoufnefs. 

4  This  life's  a  dream,  an  empty  (how  y 
But  the  bright  world  to  which  I  go 
Has  joys  fubflantial  and  fincere  ; 
When  fhall  I  wake  and  find  thee  there  . 

5  O  glorious  hour  !  O  bleft  abode  ! 
I  fhall  be  near,  and  like  my  God  ! 
And  flefh  and  fin  no  more  controul 

The  facred  pleafures  of  the  foul. 

6  My  flefh  fhall  flumber  in  the  ground, 

Till  the  laft  trumpet's  joyful  found  •, 
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i  burft  the  chains  with  (Weet  furj 

And  in  my  Saviour's  image  rife. 

PSALM     XVIII.     Fir/!  Fnrt.     Long   Mar- 
Ver.  i,   6,    15,   18. 

ranee  from   Defpatr ;  or,  Temptations  ovu\ 

1  r~p*HEE  will  I  love,  O  Lord,  my  ftrength, 
A     My  YOQk,  my  tow'r,  my  high  defence  j 
Phy  mighty  arm  flialJ  be  my  trull, 
For  I  have  found  ialvation  thence. 

2  Death,  and  the  terrors  of  the  grave 
Stood  round  me  with  their  difir. 

While  floods  of  high  temptations  r< 
And  made  my  finking  foul  afraid. 

3  I  faw  the  op'ning  gates  of  hell 
With  endlefs  pains  and  ibrrows  there, 
Which  none  but  they  that  feel  can  telh 
While  I  was  hurried  to  defpair, 

4  In  my  diftrefs  I  caii'd  my  God, 
When  I  could,  fcarce  believe  him  mine  ; 
He  bowM  his  ear  to  my  complaint : 
Then  did  his  .grace  appear  divine. 

5  [With  fpeed  he  flew  to  my  relief, 

As  on  a  cherub's  wing  he  rode  ; 
Awful  and  bright  as  lightning  ihon:- 
The  face  of  my  deliv'rer  Goer. 

6  Temptations  fled  at  his  rebuke, 

The  Waft  of  his  almighty  breath  *, 
lie  fent  falvation  from  on  high, 
And  drew  me  from  the  depths  of  death.] 

7  Great  were  my  fears,  my  foes  were  gre\at, 
Much  was  their  ftrength,  and  more  their  rag 
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But  Chrift,  my  Lord,  is  conquVor  ftili 
In  all  the  wars  that  devils  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  pov/V. 

P  S  A  L  M     XVIII. 

SocondPart.     Ver.  20 — 26.     Long  Metre. 

Sincerity  proved  and  rewarded, 

1  T     ORD,  thou  haft  feen  my  foul  fincere, 
£  j   Haft  made  thy  truth  and  love  appear  ; 
Before  mine  eyes  I  fet  thy  laws, 

And  thou  haft  own'd  my  righteous  caufe. 

2  Since  I  have  learn'd  thy  holy  ways, 
I've  walk'd  upright  before  thy  face  £ 
Or  if  my  feet  did  e'er  depart, 
'Twas  never  with  a  wicked  heart. 

3  What  fore  temptations  broke  my  reft  ! 
What  wars  and  ftrugglings  in  my  breaft  ? 

But  thro'  thy  grace  that  reigns  within, 
I  guard  againft  my  darling  iin. 

4  That  fin  that  clofe  befets  me  ftill, 
That  works  and  ftrives  againft  my  will  ; 

When  fhall  thy  Spirit's  fovereign  pow'r 
Deftroy  it,  that  it  rife  no  more  ? 

5  [With  an  impartial  hand,  the  Lord 
Deals  out  to  mortals  their  reward : 
The  kind  and  faithful  foul  mail  find 
A  God  as  faithful  and  as  kind. 

6  The  juft  and  pure  fhall  ever  fay, 
Thou  art  more  pure,  more  juft  than  they: 



PSALM     XVIII.  45 

J  men  that  love  revenge  ihall  k\,     i 
God  hath  an  arm  of  vengeance  too.] 

P  S   A   L  M  XVIIL     Third  Part.      Vcr.    3-,    31, 
34,  35,  46.  &c.     Long  Metre. 

Rejoicing  in  God ;    or,    Salvation    and  Triumph. 

1  J  UST  are  thy  ways;  and  true  thy  word, 
J     Great  rock  of  nry  fecure  abode  \ 
Who  is  a  God  befide  the  Lord  ? 

Or  where's  a  refuse  like  our  God  ? o 

2  'Tis  he  that  thirds  m«  with  his  micht. 
Gives  me  his  holy  fword  to  wield  ; 
And  while  with  iin  and  hell  I  right,, 
Spreads  his  falvation  for  my  lhield. 

3  lie  lives  (and  blefied  be  my  Rock) 
The  God  of  my  ialvation  lives, 
The  dark  ddigns  of  hell  are  broke  5 
Sweet  is  the  peace  my  father  gives, 

4  Before  the  fc offers  of  the  3 

I  wiU  exalt  my  Father's  name, 
Nor  tremble  at  :' 
But  meet  reproach*  and  be  ..me, 

6  To  David  ?>r.d  his  ed 

Thy  grace  for  e\.  xtend  ; 
Thy  love  to  faints  in  Chrift  their  head 

viws  ncu  a  limit  nor  an  encf. 

P  S  A  L  M    XVIII.  Ffrft  Part.    Common  Metre. 

ViStry   and  "Triumph 

V  V       Now  is  thine  arm  reveai'd  -, 
Thou  art  our  ftreogth,  cm  ,•  towV, 

Our  bul  Id 
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2  We  fly  to  our  eternal  Rock, 

And  find  a  fure  defence  ; 

His  holy  name  our  lips  invoke, 
And  draw  falvation  thence. 

J When  God  our  leader  ihines  in  arms, 
What  mortal  heart  can  bear 

The  thunder  of  his  loud  alarms  ? 

The  lightning  of  his  fpear. 

4  He  rides  upon  the  winged  wind, 
And  angels  in  array 

In  millions  wait  to  know  his  mind, 
And  fwift  as  flames  obey, 

5  He  fpeaks,  and  at  his  fierce  rebuke 

Whole  armies  are  djfmay'd  ; 
His  voice,  his  frown,  his  angry  look 

Strikes  all  their  courage  dead. 

6  He  forms  cur  gen'rals  for  the  field 
With  all  their  dreadful  fkill ; 

Gives  them  his  awful  (Word  to  wield, 
And  makes  them  hearts  of  fteel. 

7  [He  arms  our  captains  to  the  fight, 

(Though  there  1  is  name's  forgot  ; 
He  gir-jed  Cyrus  with  his  might, 

But  Cyrus  knew  him  not), 

8  Oft  has  the  Lord  whole  nations  Weft 
For  his  own  churches  lake  ; 

The  pow'rs  that  give  his  people  reft 
Shall  of  his  care  partake. 3 

PSALM  XVIII.  Second  Part.  Common  Metre 

The  Conqueror's  Song* 

i    rT~^0  thine  almighty  arm  we  owe 
A       The  triumphs  of  the  day  -y 
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Thy  terrors,  Lord,  confound  the  foe, 
And  melt  their  ftrength  away. 

Z.  'Tis  by  thine  aid  our  troops  prevail, 
And  break  united  pow'rs  ; 

Or  burn  their  boafted  ileets,  or  fcale 

The  proudeft  of  their  tow'rs. 

3  How  have  we  chas'd  them  thro'  the  field, 
And  trode  them  to  the  ground, 

While  thy  falvation  was  our  fhield, 

But  they  no  fhelter  found  * 

4  In  vain  to  idol  faints  they  cry, 
And  perifh  in  their  blood  ; 

Where  is  a  rock  fo  great,  fo  high^ 

So  pow'rful  as  our  God  ? 

5  The  Rock  of  Ifra'l  ever  lives, 
His  name  be  ever  bleft  ; 

'Tis  his  own  arm  the  vicYry  gives, 
And  gives  his  people  reft. 

6  On  kings  that  reign  as  David  did 
He  pours  his  blefting  down  ; 

Secures  their  honours  to  their  i^€dy 

And  well  fupports  their  crown. 

PSALM  XIX.      Firji  Part.     Short  Metre 

x        The  Book  of  Nature  and  Scripture* 

For  a  Lord's-day  Morning. 

i   TOEHOLD,  the  lofty  Iky 
|J  Declares  its  maker  God, 

And  all  his  ftarry  works  on  high 
Proclaim  his  power  abroad. 

2  The  darknefs  and  the  light 
Still  keep  their  courfe  the  fame ; 
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While  night  to  day,  and  day  to  night 
Divinely  teach  his  name. 

3  In  ev'ry  different  land 
Their  gen'ral  voice  is  known ; 

They  fhow  the  wonders  of  his  hand, 
And  orders  of  his  throne. 

4  Ye  Britifh  tands  rejoice, 
Here  he  reveals  his  word, 

We  are  not  left  to  nature's  voice, 
To  bid  us  know  the  Lord. 

j  His  ftatutes  and  commands 
Arc  fet  before  our  eyes, 

He  puts  his  gofpel  in  our  hands, 
Where  our  falvation  lies. 

6  His  la^rs  are  juft  and  pure, 
His  truth  without  deceit, 

His  promifes  for  ever  fure, 
And  his  rewards  are  great. 

7  Not  honey  to  the  tafte 
Affords  fo  much  delight ; 

Nor  gold  that  hath  the  furnace  pafs'd 
So  much  allures  the  light. 

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   Word  moji  excellent  ;  cr9  Sincerity  atid   Watck* 

fulnefs. 

For  a  Lord's-day  mornrng. 

-J.OLD  the  morning  fun 
Begins  bis  glorious  way ;     . 
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beams  thro'  all  the  nations  run. 
And  life  and  light  convey. 

2  But  where  the  gofpel  comes 
It  fpreads  diviner  light, 

I:  calls  dead  iinners  from  their  tombs- 

And  gives  the  blind  their  fight. 

3  How  perfect  is  thy  word  ! 
And  all  thy  judgements  juflT 

For  ever  fore  thy  promife,  Lord, 
And  men  fecurely  truft. 

4  My  gracious  God,  how  plain 

Are  thy  directions  giv'n  ! 
O  may  I  never  read  in  vain, 

}vat  find  the  path  to  heav'n  * 
Pause. 

5  I  hear  thy  word  with  love, 
And  I  would  fain  c-jcv  ; 

Send  thy  good  Spirit  from  above 
To  guide  me  left  I  ftraV. 

6  O  who  can  ever  find 

The  errors  of  his  ways  : 
Yet  with  a  bold  prefumpiuous  mirkd 

I  wouid  not  dare  traniV 

7  Warn  mc  of  evVy  fin, 

"Forgive  my  fecret  faults. 
And  cWnfe  this  guilty  foul  of'mine, 

Whofe  crimes  exceed  my  thoughts. 

8  While  with  my  heart  and  tongur 
I  fpread  thy  praife  abroad, 

Accept  the  worfhip  and  the  fong. 
My  Saviour  and  my  God 

'  B 
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P  S  A  L  M    XIX.     Long  Metre. 

The  Books  cf  Nature  and  of  Scripture  compared ; 
or,  The  Glory  and  .Succefs  of  the  GofpeL 

i   HT1  HE  heav'ns  declare' thy  glory,  Lord, 
JL        In  ev'ry  ftar  thy  wifdom  fhines  ; 

But  when  our  eyes  behold  thy  word, 
We  read  thy  name  in  fairer  lines. 

2  The  rolling  fun,  the  changing  light, 
And  nights  and  days  thy  power  confefs ; 
But  the  bieft  volume  thou  haft  writ 

Reveals  thy  juftice  and  thy  grace. 

3  Sun,  moon  and  ftars  convey  thy  praife 
Round  the  whole  earth,  and  never  ft  and  ; 

So  when  thy  truth  begun  its  race, 

It  touch'd,  and  glanc'd  on  ev'ry  land. 

4  Nor  (hall  thy  fpreading  gofpel  reft 

Till  thro*  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  worldHffith  heav'nly  light  \ 
Thy  gofpel  makes  the  fimple  wife, 
Thy  la\MB  are  pure,  thy  judgments  right. 

6  Thy  nobleft  wonders  here  we  view,  > 

In  fouls  renev/d,  and  fins  forgiv'n : 
Lord,  cleanfe  my  fins,  my  foul  renew, 

And  make  thy  word  my  guide  to  heav'm 
PSALM    XIX.     To  the  tune  of  the  1 1 3th  Pfalm. 

The  Book  of  Nature  and  Scripture. 

3    £~*\  RE  AT  God,  the  heav'n's  well-order'd  frame 
\g^  Declares  the  glories  of  thy  name  : 
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There  thy  rich  works  of  wonder  fhine, 
A  thoufand  ftarry  beauties  there, 
A  thoufand  radiant  marks  appear 

Of"  boundlcfs  powVj  and  lkiil  divine. 
1  From  night  to  day,  from  day  to  night, 

The  dawning  and  the  dying  light, 

Leclures  of  heav'nly  will! cm  read  ; 
With  iilent  eloquence  they  i 

Our  thoughts  to  our  Creator's  praife, 
And  neither  found  nor  language  need. 

3  Yet  their  divine  inftruelions  run 

Far  as  the  journies  of  the  fun  •, 

And  ev'ry  nation  knows  their  voice  : 
The  fun,  like  fome  young  bridegroom  drefl, 
Breaks  from  the  chambers  of  the  efcfr, 

Rolls  round,  and  makes  the  earth  rejoice 

4  Where'er  he  fpreads  his  beams  abroad, 
He  1  miles,  and  {peaks  his  maker  God  ; 

All  nature  joins  to  (hew  thy  praife  ; 

Thus  God  in  ev'ry  creature  ihines  •,  , 
Fair  are  the  book  of  nature's  lines ; 

But  fairer  i*  the  book  of  grace. 

Pause. 

5  I  love  the  volumes  of  thy  word  ; 
What  light  and  joy  thefe  leaves  afford 

To  fouls  benighted  and  difu 

Thy  precepts  guide  my  doubtful  way, 
Thy  fear  forbids  my  feet  to  dray, 

Thy  promife  k-zd±  my  heart  to  reft. 

6  Fn  m  the  discoveries  of  thy 
The  perfect  rules  of  life  I  draw  : 

mv  (tody  and  delight  ; 

£  2 
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Not  honey  fo  invites  the  tafte, 
Nor  gold  that  hath  the  furnace  paft, 

Appears  fo  pleafing  to  the  fignt. 

7  Thy  threatnings  wake  my  flumb'ring  eyes. 
And  warn  me  where  my  danger  lies  ; 

But  'tis  thy  blefled  gofpel,  Lord, 
That  makes  my  guilty  confcience  clean, 
Converts  my  foul,  fubdues  my  fin, 

And  gives  a  free,  but  l?.rge  reward. 

3  Who  knows  the  errors  of  his  thoughts  ? 
My  God  forgive  my  fecret  faults, 

And  from  prefumptuous  fins  reftrain : 
Accept  my  poor  attemots  of  praife, 
That  I  have  read  thy  book  of  grace 

And  book  of  nature  not  in  vain. 

P  S  A  L  M  XX, 

Prayer  and  Hope  of  ViElory. 

For  a  day  of  prayer  in  time  of  war. 

rOW  may  the  God  of  pow'r  and  grace- 
Attend  his  people's  humble  cry  ! 

jebovah  hears  when  Ifra'l  prays, 
And  brings  deliverance  from  on  high. 

2  The  name  of  Jacob's  God  defends 
Better  than  fhields  or  brazen  walls  ; 

Ke  from  his  fanctuary  fends 
Succour  and  ftrength  when  Zicn  calls. 

3  Weil  he  remembers  all  our  fighs, 
His  love  exceeds  our  belt  deferts : 

His  love  accepts  the  facrifke 
Of  humble  groans  and  broken  hearts. 

4  In  his  falvation  is  our  hope, 
fljid  in  the  name  cf  IfraTs  God, 
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Our  troops  mail  lift  their  banners  up, 
Our  navies  iprcad  their  flags  abroaj. 

y   Some  truft  in  horfes  trained  for  war, Ai  d  fome  of  chariots  make  their  be ta 

Our  fureft  expeclaticns  are 

From  thee  the  Lord  of  heav'nly  hods. 

S  [O  may  the  mem'ry  of  thy  name 
Infpire  our  armies  for  the  fight  ! 
Our  foes  fhall  fall  and  die  with  ihame, 

Or  quit  the  field  with  fhameful  fligh*.] 

7  Now  fave  us,  Lord,  from  ilavifh  fear, 
Now  let  our  hope  be  lirm  and  flrong, 
Tilt  thy  falvation  fhall  appear, 
And  joy  and  triumph  raife  the  fonrg, 

P  S  A  L  1\I  XXL     Common  Metre 

Our  King  is  the  Care  of  Heaven. 

I    fin  HE  King,  O  Lord,  with  fbngs  of  praifc 
ShaW  in  thy  ftrength  rejoice  ; 

And  bleft  with  thy  falvation  raife 

To  heav'n  his  cheerful  voice- 

a  Thy  fure  defence  thro'  nations  round 

Has  fpread'his  glorious  name  ; 
And  his  fuccefsful  actions  crown'd 

With  majefty  and  fame. 

3  Then  let  the  king  on  God  alone 

For  timely  aid  rely  •, 
His  mercy  fhall  fupport  the  throne. 

And  all  our  wants  fupply. 

4  But,  righteous  Lord,  his  ftubborn  foes 

Shall  feel  thy  dreadful  hand  :* 
Thy  vengeful  arm  fhall  rind  out  thofe 

it  hate  his  mild  command. 

E3 
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5  When  thou  againft  them  doft  engage. 
Thy  juft,  but  dreadful  doom 

Shall,  like  a  fiery  oven's  rage, 
Their  hopes  and  thetn  confume, 

6  Thus,  Lord,  thy  wond'rous  pow'r  declare. 
And  thus  exalt  thy  fame  ; 

Whilft  we  glad  fongs  of  praife  prepare 
For  thine  almighty  name. 

PSALM   XXI.     i   o.     Long  Metre. 

Ckriji  exalted  to  the  Kingdom. 

i    TPV  AVID  rejoie'd  in  God  his  ftrength, 
JL^  Rais'd  to  the  throne  by  fpecial  grace  ̂  
But  Chrift  the  Son  appears  at  length, 
Fulfils  the  triumph  and  the  praife. 

2  How  great  is  the  Meffiah's  joy 
In  the  falvation  of  thy  hand  ! 

Lord,  thou  haft  raised  his  kingdom  high, 
And  giv'n  the  world  to  his  command. 

3  Thy  goodnefs  grants  whate'er  he  will, 
Nor  doth  the  leaft  requeft  with-hold  \ 
Blefiings  of  love  prevent  him  frill, 
And  crowns  of  glory,  not  of  gold. 

4  Honour  and  majefty  divine 
Around  his  facred  temples  fhine, 
Bleft  with  the  favour  of  thy  face, 
And  length  of  everlafting  days. 

5  Thine  hand  (hall  find  out  all  his  foes  ; 
And  as  a  fiery  oven  glows 
With  raging  heat  and  living  coals, 
So  fhall  thy  wrath  devour  their  fouls 
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PSALM      XXIL       I   1 6.      FirJ}  Part. 
Common  Metre. 

T/:e  Sufferings  and  Death  of  Chr?jl. 

i   ̂ KXT^HY  has  my  God  my  foul  forfooL. 
\\       Nor  will  a  fmile  afford  ? 
(Thus  David  once  in  angulih  fpoke, 

And  thus  our  dying  Lord.) 

2  Though  'tis  my  chief  delight  to  dwell 
Among  thy  praifing  faints, 

Yet  thou  can  ft  hear  a  groan  as  well, 
And  pity  our  complaints. 

3  Our  fathers  trufted  in  thy  name, 

.    And  great  deliv'rance  found  ; 
But  Pm  a  worm  defpis'd  of  men, 

And  trodden  to  the  around. 

4  Shaking  the  head  they  pafs  me  by, 
And  laugh  my  foul  to  fcorn ; 

"  In  vain  he  trulls  in  God,  they  cry, 
"  lv  ejected  and  forlorn  " 

5  But  thou  art  he  who  form'd  my  Qefh 
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  fland  threat'ning  round. 
In  the  dark  hour  of  deep  diftrefs, 

And  not  an  helper  found  ? 

Pause. 

7  Behold  thy  darling  left  among 
The  cruel  and  the  proud, 

As  bulls  of  Bafhan  fierce  and  ftrong; 
As  lions  roaring  loud. 
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8  From  earth  and  hell  my  forrows  meet 
To  multiply  the  fmart ; 

They  nail  my  hands,  they  pierce  my  feet* 

And  try*  to  vex  my  heart. 

9  Yet  if  thy  fov'reign  hand  let  loofe 
The  rage  of  earth  and  hell, 

Why  will  my  heav'nly  Father  bruifc 
The  Son  he  loves  fo  well  ? 

io  My  God,  if  poffible  it  be, 
With-hold  this  bitter  cup : 

But  I  refign  my  will  to  thee3 
And  drink  the  ibrrows  up, 

1 1  My  heart  diflblvej  in  pangs  unknown, 
In  groans  I  wafte  my  breath  : 

Thy  heavy  hand  hath  brought  me  down 
Low  as  the  duft  of  death. 

1 2  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     XXII.  20,  2 1,..  2  7,— 3  f.  Second  Pan 
Common  Metre, 

Chri/Ts  Sufferings  and  Kingdom, 
**^ 

i  "  "XT OW  from  the  roaring  
lion's  

rage, «  X^l       
O  Lord,  

protect  
thy  Son, 

«  Nor  leave  thy  darling  
to  engage 

"  The  pow'rs  
of  hell  alone." 

2  Thus  did  our  fufFring  Saviour  pray 
With  mighty  cries  and  tears  ; 

God  heard  him  in  that  dreadful  day. 

And  cbas'd  awav  his  fears. 
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3  Great  was  the  vicYry  of  his  death, 
His  throne  exalted  high  : 

And  Ml  the  kindreds  of  the  earth 

Shall  worihip  or  ihall  die. 

4  A  num'rous  offspring  muft  arife 
From  his  expiring  groans  •, 

They  (hall  be  reckoii'd  in  his  eyes 
For  daughters  and  for  fons. 

5  The  meek  and  humble  fouls  fhall  fee 
ilis  table  richly  fpread  % 

And  all  that  feek  the  Lord  fhall  be 

With  joys  immortal  fed. 

6  The  ifles  mall  know  the  righteoufnefs 
Of  our  incarnate  God, 

And  nations  yet  unborn  profefs 
Salvation  in  his  blood. 

PSALM     XXII.     Long  Metre. 

Ckri/l's  Sufferings  and  Exaltation. 

i    "^TOW  let  our  mournful  fengs  record 
L  t]    The  -'Ying  iorrows  of  our  Lord, 

When  he  complain'd  in  tears  and  blood, As  cne  forfaken  of  hi:,  God. 

2  The  Jews  beheld  him  thus  forlorn, 

Ana1  (hake  their  heads,  and  laugh  in  fcorn  -, 
"  He  refcu'd  others  from  t';e  grave  *, 
"  Now  let  him  try  himhlf  :6  fave. 

3  "  This  is  the  man  did  one*  pretend 
"   God  was  his  father  and  hih  friend  ; 
w  If  God  the.  bleffed  \ox\i  him  fo, 

"  Why  doth  he  fail  10  help  him  no.v  ?M 

4  Barbarous  people  !   cruel  priefts  ! 
How  thev  flood  round  like  favage  beafts  ! 
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Like  lions  gaping  to  devour, 

"When  God  hn<l  left  him  in  their  powV. 
5  They  wound  his  head,  his  hands,  his  feet, 

Till  ft.  earns  of  blood  each  other  meet  : 

By  lot  his  garments  they  divide, 

And  mock  the  pangs  in  which  he  dy'd. 

€  But  God,  his  Father,  heard  his  cry  ; 

Rais'd  from  the  dead-  he  reigns  on  high  -, 
The  nations  learn  his  righteoufnefe, 
And  humble  finners  tafte  his  grace. 

PSALM    XXIII.    Long  Metre. 

1  "\>TY  Shepherd  is  the  living  Lord  ; 
JLV  JL   Now  (hall  my  wants  be  well  fupply'd ; 
His  providence  and  holy  word 

Bee  tine  my  fafety  and  my  guide. 

2  In  paftures  where  faivation  grows 
He  makes  me  feed,  he  makes  me  reft, 

There  living  water  gently  flows, 
And  all  the  food  divinely  bleft. 

3  My  wandVing  feet  his  ways  miilake, 
But  he  reftores  my  foul  to  peace, 

And  leads  me,  for  his  mercy's  fake, 
In  the  fair  paths  of  righteouihefs. 

4  Tho'  I  walk  through  the  gloomy  vale 
Where  death  and  all  its  terrors  are, 
My  heart  and  hope  fliall  never  fail, 

For  God  my  fliepherd's  with  me  there. 

j  Amidft  the  darknefs  and  the  deeps 
Thou  art  my  comfort,  thou  my  ftay ; 
Thy  ftaff  fupports  my  feeble  fteps, 
Thy  rod  directs  my  doubtful  way. 
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I       be  fons  of  earth  and  fons  of  hell 

Gaze  at  thj  goodnefs,  and  rtpine 
To  fee  my  tabic  (bread  fo  well 
With  living  bread  and  cheerful  wine. 

7  [How  I  rejoice  when  on  my  heaa 
Thy  Spirit  condefcends  to  reft  ! 

1  Ti^  a  d:\ine  anointing  fhed 
Like  oil  of  gladnefs  at  a  feaft. 

B  Surely  the  mercies  of  the  Lord 
Attend  his  houfhold  all  their  days  ; 
There  will  I  dwell  to  hear  his  word, 

To  fee  his  face,  and  and  fmg  his  praife."] 

PSALM     XXIII.     Common  Metre- 

MY
 

In  paltur 

Shepherd  will  fupply  my  need, 
Jehovah  is  his  name  ; 

In  paftures  frefh  he  makes  me  feed 
Bciide  the  li\ing  0ream. 

I  He  brings  my  wand'i  ing  fpirit  back    « 
When  l  forfake  his  ways  ; 

And  leads  me,  for  his  mercy's  fake, 
In  paths  of  truth  and  grace. 

)  When  I  walk  thro'  the  fhades  of  death 
Thy  prefence  is  my  ftay, 

A  wor^d  of  thy  fupporting  breath 
Drives  all  my  fears  away.        « 

Thy  hand,  in  fight  of  all  my  foes, 
Doth  ftill  my  table  fpread, 

My  cup  with  b;effings  overflows, 
Thine  oil  anoints  my  head. 

The  fure  provisions  of  my  G 
Attend  me  all  my  days ; 
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O  may  thy  houfe  be  mine  abode, 
And  all  my  work  be  praife ! 

6  There  would  I  find  a  fettled  reft, 
(While  others  go  and  come) 

No  more  a  ftranger  or  a  gueft, 
But  like  a  child  at  home. 

PSALM     XXIII.     Short  Metre. 

i   rT^  HE  Lord  my  fhepherd  is, 

JL     I  fhall  be  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, 

And  guides  me  in  his  own  right  way 
For  his  moft  holy  name. 

4  While  he  affords  his  aid 
I  cannot  yield  to  fear  ; 

Tho'  I  fhould  walk  thro'  death's  dark  fhade, 

My  fhepherd's  with  me  there. 

5  ̂n  fp'gk*  °f  a^  my  ̂oes 
Thou  doft  my  table  fpread, 

My  cup  with  bleffings  overflows, 
And  joys  exalts  my  head. 

6  The  bounties  of  thy  love 
Shall  crown  my  following  days  ; 

Nor  from  thy  houfe  will  I  remove, 

Nor  ceafe  to  fpeak  thy  praife-  # 
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P  S  A  L  M     XXft 

Dwelling  with  G 

i    rnpiHE  earth  for  ever  is  the  Lord's, 
u  Adam's  num'rous  race ; 

He  raised  r  tW  fio 
And  built  it 

2  But:  who  ol  men 

May  vifit 
He  that  ;  .an, 

Whofe  heart  is  right  With  God. 

the  man  may  : 

ofthofe  that 

The  Gc  >b's  face. 

4  Now  let  our  (bizls  immortal  pov    .  - 
To  i  Lord  prep j re, 

up  their  everlafting  doors. 

The  King  of  glory's  near. 

5  The  King  of  glor  an  tell-    l 
The  wonders  of  hi 

the  nation?  {  but  t 
his  delight. 

PSALM     XXIV-     Lonr 

Stwts  dwell  In   h 

THIS 
 fpaci And  men 

He  rais'd  tl  e 
e  it  for  tlie  dwelling-pl; 

re's  a  bri 

And 



psalm  xa 

3  He  that  abhors  and  fears  to  fin, 

"VThofe  heart  is  pure,  whofc  hands  3re  clean, Him  (hall  the  Lord  the  Saviour  blefs, 
And  clothe  his  foul  with  righteoufneft.  ♦ 

4  Thefe  are  the  men,  tb  iace, 

That  feek  the  God  of  Jacob's  face; 
Thefe  (hall  enjoy  the  biisful  fight, 
And  dwell  in  everhfting  light. 

PAUSE. 

s   Rejoice,  ye  fhining  worlds  on  high, 
Behold  the  King  of  glory  nigh; 
Who  can  this  King  of  glory  be  ? 

mighty  Lord,  the  Saviour's  he. 

6  Ye  heav'aly  gates,  your  leaves  difplay 
To  make  the  Lord  our  Saviour  way ; 
Laden  with  fpoils  from  earth  and  hell, 

The  Conqu'ror  comes  with  God  to 'dwell. 

;  Rais'd  from  the  dead,  he  goes  before, 
He  opens  heav'ns  eternal  door, 
To  give  his  faints  a  bleft  abode 
Near  their  Redeemer  and  their  God. 

PSALM     XXV.     i   ii.     FirJPart. 

Waiting  for  Pardon  and  Direction.    . 

i    "  F  LIFf  my  foul  to  God, 
JL  My  cruft  is  in  his  name  ; 

Let  not  my  foes  that  feek  my  blood 
Still  triumph  in  my  fhame. 

2  Sin,  and  the  pow'rs  of  hell, 
Perfuade  me  to  defpair  : 

Lord,  make  me  know  thy  cov'nant  well. 
That  I  mav  'fcaoe  the  fnare, 



fins  of  rir 
. :  youth. 

5  '1
 

k  fkall  learn  I 

le  pardons  (though  my  guilt  he  g. 

Thro'  my  Redeemer's  name. 

PSALM  IX.    12,  14,  io,  13.     Second  Pari. 

Divine  Injlruclijn. 

1  TTTHERE  flialj  the  man  be  found 

W     That  fears  t'  offend  his  God, 

["hat  loves  the  goipd's  joyful  found, And  trembles  at  the  rod  ? 

2  The  Lord  (hail  make  him  know 

The  fecrets  of  his  heart, 
fhe  wonders  of  his  c  how, 

1  d  all  Iiis  love  impart.        « 

3  The  dealings  of  his  hand 
truth  an 

frith  futfi  as  to  his  c 
And  loi  ill  ; 

[  4  Their •      Ce    y 

F  2 
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Th  tall  tafte  the  promifcs 
In  rheir  extenfive  grace. 

P  S   A  L  M      XXV.      15,-22/     VArdPart, 

Dijirefs  of  Soul ;    or,    Backjliding  and  Dtfertion. 

1.   "%  /TINE  eyes  and  my  tl_: 
XV JL    Arc  ever  to  ̂ e  Lord ; 

I  love  to  plead  his  promifes,     ' 
1  reft  upon  his  word. 

2  T  ■ 
Bring  thy  falvatlon  n<  ar  \ 

When  will  thy  hand  releafe  my  feet 
Out  of  the  deadly  fnare  ? 

3  When  fhall  the  fo.v'reign  grace 
Of  my  forgiving  God 

Reftore  me  from  thofe  dangerous  ways 

My  wand'ring  feet  have  trode  ! 

4  The  tumult  of  my  thought* 
Doth  but  enlarge  my  woe  ; 

My  fpirit  kngurfhes,  my  freart 
Is  defolate  and  1 

5  With  ev'ry  morning  light 
/  iorrow  new  begins  ; 

k  on  my  anguifh  and  my  pain, 
And  pardon  all  my  fir 

PAUSE, 

[  the  holts  of  he!!. 

How-  cruel  is  their  hate  ? 

aifift  my  life  they  rife,  and  ; 
Their  fury  with  deceit. 

>-  C  From  d-ath, 

ope  to  fliame-, 



P  S  A  L  M     XXVI. 

i    ...y  only  truft 
In  -  ne. 

&  With  bumble  faith  I  wait 

fee  thy  face  again  \ 

a\  it  (hall  ne'er  be  faid, 
He  fought  the  Lord  in 

J 

PSALM 

v  ;  or,   Eviilenns  % 

UDGE  me,  O  Lord,  and  prove  my 
And  try  my  reins,  and  try  my  heart  ; 

My  faith  upon  thy  promife  ftays, 
Nor  from  thy  law  my  feet  depart. 

2  I  hate  to  walk,  I  hate  to,  lit 
With  men  of  vanity  and  li 
The  i coffer  and  the  hypocrite 
Are  the  abhorrence  df'fnifi 

tnongft  th 

ith  hands  well  waiji'd  in  innocent 
when  I  Hand  before  die  bar,* 

The  blood  of-Chriit  is  my  dti\\. 

4  I  love  thy  habitation^  Lord, 
The  ten.  •  thine  honour 
There  fhali  I  hear  thy  holy  word, 
And  there  thy  works  of  wonders  t, 

j  Lc  foul  be  join'd  at  lad With  men  of  trea 

ace  I  my  cays  on  earth  h 
nong  the  Taints,  and  near  my  Gcd. 

P  S  AL  M    XXVII.     i   6: 

The  Church  is  cur,  1 

I   HPHE  Lord  of  glory  is  my  a 

A  '.vat ion  too  ; 
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h  :  nor  will  I  fear 

v      1  my  iocs  can  do. 

One  privilege  my  hsart  defires ; 
0  grant  me  an  abode 

Among  the  -churches  of  thy  faints, 
The  temples  of  my  G 

There  will  I  offer  my  requefts,, 
.  thy  beauty  ftill ; 

Shall  hear  thy  meffages  of  love, 
And  there  inquire  thy  will. 

When  troubles  rife,  and  ftorms  app; 
i  ay  his  children  hide  ; 

God" I: lis  a  ftrong  pavilion,  where 1  If  makes  my  foul  abide. 

v  {hall  nay  head  be  lifted  high 
Above  my  toes  around, 

fongs  of  joy  and  victory 
Within  thy  temple  fc  11 

SAL  M    XXVIII.    8,  9,   13,   14.   Second  Part, 

Prayer  and  Hope.. 

SOON  as  I  heard  my  Father  fay, 

"  Ye  children,  teek  my  grace,"    ̂  
heart  reply'd  without  delay, 

«  Til  fcek  my  Father's  facer 

Let  not  thy  face  be  hid  from  me, 

Nor  frown  my  foul  away  *, 
God  of  my  life,  I  fly  to  thee 

In  a  diftreflifig  day. 

.  .1  friends  arid  kindred  near  and  <. 
Leave  me  to  want  or  die, 

Mv  God  would  make  my  life  his  care, 

And  all  my-  need  fupply. 
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4  IVl 
foul  belid 

To  fee  thy  grace  provid 
Lope  decej 

Lord,  yc  trembling  fei 
And  keep  J 

He'll  raife  your  Ipirlt  when  it  fa And 

P  S  A  L  M     XXIX. 

Siorm  and  3 

i    ̂     1  IVE  to  the  ]  fens  of  fame, 

\jr  Give  te 
honours  to  Ids  name, 

And  his  eternal  : 

2  The  Lord  proclaims  his  powY  aloud 
Over  the  ocean  and  the  land  ; 

His  voice  divides  the»\vat'ry  cloud, 
And  light'nings  blaze  at  his  command. 

3  He  fpeaks,  and  tempeft,  hail  and  wind, 
Lay  the  wide  foreft  bare  around ; 

tearful  hart  and  frighted  hind    * 

•  teap  at  the  test 

4  To  Lebanon  he  turns  his  \ 
And  lo,  the 
The  mountains  tremble  at  the  n 

The  vailies  roar,  the  del  arts  qus 

5  r!  ne  Lord  fits  1 
Thund'rci 

t  makes  Ids  church  his  I 

race 



P  S  A  L  M    XXX. 

Amidft  the  raging  ftorm  his  word 
ks  peace  and  courage  to  our  hearts. 

PSAL  M     XXX.     Flrjl  P 

Sic  I:  \y  mid  Stir 

i    T  WILL  extol  thee,  Lord,  on  high, 
fl     At  thy  command  difeafes  fly  ; 
Who  but  a  God  can  fpeak  and  fave 
From  the  dark  borders  of  the  grave 

g  to  the  Lord,  ye  faints  of  I 
And  tell  how  large  his  goodnefs  is ; 
Let  all  your  powers  rejoice  and  blefs, 
While  you  record  his  holinefs. 

3  His  anger  but  a  moment  frays.; 
His  love  is  life  and  length  of  days ; 

Tho'  grief  and  tears  the  night  emp; 
The  morning  ftar  reftores  the  joy. 

PSALM     XXX.     Ver6.     fc: J  f, A  ■ 

Healthy  Sicknefsy  and  Hecm 

1  l/'IRM  was  my  health,  my  day  was  bright, 

r     And  I  prefum'd  t?  would  ne'er  be  night  : 
Fondly  I  faid  within  my  heart, 

"  Pleafure  and  peace  fhall  ne'er  depart." 

2  But  I  forgot  thine  arm  was  ftrong, 
.Which  made  my  mountain  ftand  fo  long  ; 
-Soon  as  thy  face  began  to  hide, 

My  health  was  gone,  my  comforts  dy'd. 

3  I  cry'd  aloud  to  thee,  my  God, 
"  What  canft  thou  profit  by  nay  blood  ? 
c<  Deep  in  the  duft  can  1  declare 
"  Thy  truth,  or  fing  thy  goodnefs  there  ? 

.;  "  Hear  me,  O  God  of  grace,  I  fa'd, 
u  And  bring  me  from  among  the  dead;/1 



A  L  M     .V 

I  »ve  rcmcn 

j  M  .    ,  and  tear 
■n'd  to  joy 

I  throw  my  fackdoth  on  the  groun u 

the  glory  of  my  frame, 
be  filcnt  of  thy  name  \ 

thro'  earth  2nd  he  1 

heal'dj  and  fins  forgiven. 

PSALM    XXXI.  frli7-l9>27.>2'l.FirJtpart. 

Deliverance  from  Dent.':. 
1    TNTO  thine  hand,  O  God  of  truth, 

J_      My  ipirit  I  commit  ; 
lou  halt  redeemed  my  ford  from  death, 
And  faved  me  from  the  pit. 

::cns  of  my  hone  and  fear 

Maintained  a  doufctful  ftrife  ; 
in,  and  fin  confpirM 

To  t         '  my  life. 

3  "   I  <arz  in  th  '    I  cry!d, 
«  Tho'  I  draw  t    tr  t] 

•  God  in  whom  I  ti 

4  0 U| 

For  I 

Pa: 

^  1  mil 
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"  I  a  in  cut  ofFbefon  es; 
£u  ,t  heard  r  • 

6  Thy  goodnefs  1 

To  thofe  tha 

C  s  ! 

7  O  love  the  Lord,  all  ye  his  r  ints, 
And  ling  his  praii 

He'd  bencl  his  ear  to  ;  Ms, 
And  reoompenfi 

PSALM    XXXI.  '7— : 

Deliver.  J:., 

Y  heart  rejoices  :n  thy  name, 
My  God,  my  he;p,  my  truft  j 

ieu  haft  prefers W  r*v  face  from  ihame 
Mine  honour  from  the  duft. 

2  Cl  My  life  is  fpent  with  grief,  I  rry'd, 
"  My  year-.  conlunVd  in  groans, 

"  My  ftrength  decays,  mine  eyes  are  dry'd, 
"  And  forrow  waftes  my  bones ." 

3  Among  mine  enemies  my  name 

"Was  a  mere  proverb  grewv 
While  to  my  neigh''    urs  I  . 

Forgotten  and  unknown. 

4  SLmder  and  fear  on  t 

Dfiz'd  and  beiet  me  round  ; 

I  to  the  throne  of  grace  aply'd, 
And  fpeedy  refcue  found. 

Pause. 

5  How  great  deliv'rance  thou  haft  wrought Before  the  fons  of  men  ! 
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And  made  their  tx  i  ain  ! 

childreirfrom  the  ftrife  of  tongncs 

thy  pavilion  hide, 
Guard  them  from  infamy  and  wroi 

And  crufh  the  ions  of  prid 

/Lord, v.  ,  11  ̂ 

No  f  >i"d  and  barred 
•  res  a  faint  fo  well. 

P  S  A  L  IM     XXXIL     Short  Metre. 

upon  Corifeflkm. 

i    f~\  BleiTed  fouls  are  they 

\_y  Whofe  fins  are  cover'd  o'er! Divin  owhom  ihe  I 

imputes  their  ̂ uilt  no  more. 

2  -Til  their  follies  pair, 
their  heart  with  care  : 

eit 

3  Wl  filt, 
I  fell  th<  fe  I, 

i  o  . 

I 

rn  it  the  \hx  i  • 

:p  diftrefs 
>un<l  jn  God  alone. 



P  S  A.'L  M    X 

PSALM     XXXII.     Common  Metre. 

(incere  Obedience  :  or 

6 

1  '  [TAPPY    •  .:   nv.i  to  wixom  his  Go  J 1    J    No  more  imputes  his  fin, 

But  wahVd  in  the  Redeemer's  blood, 
Hath  made  his  garments  clean ! 

2  Happy  beyond  expreffLon  he 

Whofe  debts  are  thus  difcharg'd  ; 
And  from  ftie  i^ui'ty  bondage  free 

He  feels  his  foul  enlarsM. 

3  His  fpirit  ha:es  deceit  and  lies  ; 
His  words  are  all  fincere  ; 

He  guards  his  heart,  he  guards  his  eyes, 
To  keep  his  confeience  clear. 

hlle  I  my  inward  guilt  fuppreit, 
l\o  quiet  could  I  find  ; 

Thy  wrath  lay  burning  in  my  breaft, 

And  rac'k  my  tortur'c  mi 

5  Then  I  confeft  my  troubled  thought, 

My  fecret  fins  reveal'd, 
Thv  nard'ninc  grace  forsave  my  faults,  ■ 

Thy  grace  my  pardon  ibal'd. 
6  This  (hall  invite  thy  faints  to  pray  ; 

When  like  a  raging  flood 
Tcis  ftr^ngth  and  ftay 

Is  a  forgiving  God. 



PSALM     XXXII. 

PSALM    XXXIL     Firft  Part.     Long  Metre. 

Repentance    and  free    Pardon  ;    or,    Jmjtijkatim    " 
SattBification. 

i   mr\  LEST  is  the  man,  for  ever  bleft, 
\j   Whole  fin  is  pardorfd  by  his  God, 

Whofe  fins  with  forrow  are  confefsM, 

And  cover'd  with  his  Saviour's  blood. 

I  Bieft  is  the  man  to  whom  the  Lord 

Imputes  not  his  iniquities, 
He  pleads  no  merit  of  reward, 
And  not  on  works  but  grace  relies. 

j  From  guile  his  heart  and  lips  are  free  \ 
His  humble  joy,  his  holy  fear, 
With  deep  repentance  will  agree, 
And  join  to  prove  his  faith  fincerc. 

\  How  glorious  is  that  righteoufnels 
That  hides  and  cancels  all  his  fins  ! 

While  a  bright  evidence  of  grace 

Thro'  his  whole  life  appears  and  fhineb. 

}SAL  M     XXXIL     Second  Pari.     Long  Metre. 

A  guilty  Confcw\cc  eafed  by  Cotifeffion  and  Pardon. 

'HILE  I  keep  filence  and  conceal w My  heavy  guilt  within  my  heart, 
WhatWments  doth  my  ccnfcience  fed  ! 
What  agonies  of  inward  fmart  f 

I  fpread  my  fins  before  the  Lord, 
And  all  my  fecret  faults  confefs  i 

Thy  gofpel  (peaks  a  pard'ning  won?. 
Thine  holy  fpirit  feals  the  grace. 

For  this  fhall  ev'r-  humble  foul 

Make  fwtft  addrcflcs  to'thv  feat ; 

G  
' 



74  PSALM     XXXIII 

When  floods  of  huge  temptations  roll, 
There  (hall  they  find  a  bleft  retreat. 

4  How  fafe  beneath  thy  wings  I  ly, 
When  days  grow  dark,  and  ftorrns  appear  ;  * 
And  when  I  wake,  thy  watchful  eye  H  fj 
Shall  guide  aae  fafe  from  ev'ry  fnare. 

PSALM     XXXIII.     Fir]}  Part.    Com.  Metre. 

Works  of  Creation  and  Providence. 

i   TJ  EJOICE,  ye  righteous,  in  the  Lord, 
XV,  This  work  belongs  to  you  : 
Sing  of  his  name,  his  ways,  his  word, 

How  holy,  juft  and  true  ! 

3  His  mercy  and  his  righteoufnefs 

Let  heav'n  and  earth  proclaim  ; 
His  works  of  nature  and  of  grace 

Reveal  his  wond'rous  name. 

3  His  wifdom  and  almighty  word 

The  heav'nly  arches  fpread  \ 
And  by  the  Spirit  of  the  Lord 

Their  (hining  hofts  were  made. 

4  He  bid  the  liquid  waters  flow 
To  their  appointed  deep  ; 

The  flowing  feas  their  limits  know, 
And  their  own  ftation  keep. 

5  Ye  tenants  of  the  fpacious  earth 
With  fear  before  him  (rand  ; 

He  fpake,  and  nature  took  its  birth, 
And  refts  on  his  command. 

6  He  fcorns  the  angry  nations  rage, 

And  breaks  their  vain  defigns ', 

His  counfel  ftands  thro*  ev'ry  age, 
And  in  full  glory  fhines. 



P  S  A  L  M     XXXIII.  fa 

A  L  M  XXXUI.  Seconi  Part.  Com.    Metre, 

Creatures  vain,  a  ud  God  all-fujjlaent. 

BLKST  is  the  nation  where  the  Lord 

Hath  riVd  his  gracious  throne  \ 
Where  he  reveals  his  heavenly  word, 

And  calls  their  tribes  his  own : 

His  eye  with  infinite  furvey 
Does  the  whole  world  behold  \ 

He  form'd  us  all  of  equal  clay, And  knows  our  feeble  mould. 

Kings  are  not  refcu'd  by  the  force 
Of  armies  from  the  grave  : 

Nor  fpeed  nor  courage  of  an  horie 
Can  the  bold  rider  fave. 

4  Vain  fa  the  ftrcngth  of  beafts  or  meny 
To  hope  for  iafety  thence  ; 

But  holy  fouls  from  God  obtain 
A  ilrong  and  fure  defence. 

Cod  is  their  fear,  and 'God  their  truft5 
When  plagues  or  famine  fpread  ; 

His  watchful  eye  fecures  the  jufl 
Among  ten  thoufand  dead. 

Lord,  let  our  hearts  in  thee  rejoice, 
Vinci  blefs  us  from  thy  throne  ; 

For  we  have  made  thy  word  our  choice, 
And  truft  thy  grace  alone.    « 

JSAL  M    XXXIII.    As  the  It-gtH  Pial.  Firjl  Pert 

Works  of  'Cre.it. 

YE  holy  fouls,  in  God  rejoice, 

¥i  ur  Maker's  praiffe  becomes  your  vo 
it  is  your  theme,  your  fbngs  be  new  ; 

♦Sing  of  his  name,  his  word,  his  v G  2 
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His  words  of  nature  and  of  grace, 
How  wife  and  holy,  jufr  and  true  ! 

2  Jufticc  and  truth  he  ever  loves  , 
And  the  whole  earth  his  goodnefs  proves  \ 

His  word  the  heav'nly  arches  spread  ; 
How  wide  they  fhine  from  north  to  fouth  ! 
And  by  the  fpirit  of  his  mouth 

Were  all  the  ftarry  armies  made. 

3  He  gathers  the  wide  flowing  feas, 

Thofe  wat'ry  treafures  know  their  place, 
In  the  vail:  ftore-houfe  of  the  deep  : 

He  fpake,  and  gave  all  nature  birth, 

And  fires,  and  feas,  and  heav'n,  and  earth. 
His  everlafting  orders  keep. 

4  Let  mortals  tremble  and  adore 

A  God  of  fuch  refiftlefs  pow'r, 
Nor  dare  indulge  their  feeble  rage  x 

Vain  are  your  thoughts,  and  weak  your  hands, 
But  his  eternal  counfel  fb.nds, 

And  rules  the  world  iron*  age  to  cee. 

PSALM  XXXIIl.   As  the  ii3diPfal.   Second  Part. 

Creatures  vain  and  Gal  all-fitjjlcicrA. 

1  f~\  HAPPY  nation  where  the  Lord \^J  Reveals  the  treafure  of  his  word, 
And  builds  his  church,  his  earthly  throne  ! 

His  eye  the  hearhen  world  furveys, 

Pie  form'd  their  hearts,  he  knows  their  wpyd, Eat  God  their  Maker  is  unknown. 

2  Let  kings  rely  upo.i  their  ho  ft, 
And  of  his  itrength  the  champion  brjaft  ; 

In  vain  they  bcaft,in  ̂ ?.\n  rely  ; 
In  vain  we  trufl  the  brutal  force, 

*  Or  fpeed,  or  courage  of  a  horfe. 
To  guard  his  rider  or  to  fly. 
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lc  eye  of  thy  companion,  Lord, 
Doth  more  fecure  defence  aiibni 

When  death  or  dangers  threat'ning  ftand 
Thy  watchful  eye  preferves  the  juft, 

Who  make  thy  name  their  fear  and  trull, 

When  wars'of  famine  wafte  the  land. 

4  In  ficknefs,  or  the  bloody  field. 
Thou  our  phyfician,  thou  our  fhield, 

Send  us  falvation  from  thy  throne  -7 
We  wait  to  fee  thy  goodnefs  fhine  ; 
LetvUS  rejoice  in  help  divine, 

For  all  our  hope  is  God  alone. 

PSALM    XXXIV.     Firjl  Part.     Long  Metre. 

■God's  Care  of  his  Saints  :  or,  Deliverance  by  Prayer. 

1  T     ORD,  I  will  blefs  thee  all  my  days, 

\^j   Thy  praife  fhall  dwell  upon  my  tongue 
My  foul  mall  glory  in  thy  grace, 
While  faints  rejoice  to  hear  the  fong. 

2  Come,  magnify  the  Lord  with  me,  . 
Come  let  us  all  exalt  his  name  ; 

I  fought  th'  eternal  God,  and  he 
Has  not  exposM  my  hope  to  fhame. 

3  I  told  him  all  my  fecret  grief; 

rMy  fee  ret  groaning  reach'd  his  ears  ; 
He  gave  my  inward  pains  relief, 

And  calm'd  the  tumult  of  my  fears. 

4  To  him  the  poor  life  up  their  eyes, 

Their  faces  feel  the  heav'nly  fhine ; 
A  beam  of  mercy  from  the  ikies 
Fills  them  with  light  and  joy  divine. 

5  His  holy  angels  pitch  their  tei 
Around  the  men  who  ferve  the  Lor- G  ̂  



P  S  A  L  M    XXXIV. 

O  fear  and  love  him,  all  his  faints, 

Tafte  of  his  grace,  and  truft  his  word. 

6  The  wild  young  lions,  pinch'd  with  pain 
And  hunger,  roar  thro'  all  the  wood  j 
But  none  fhall  feek  the  Lord  in  vain, 
Nor  want  fupplies  of  real  good. 

PSALM     XXXIV.    ii   22..   Second  Fart. 

Long  Metre. 

Religious  Education  ;    or  InJlruBions  of  Piety. 

i    ̂ ^iHILDREN  in  years  and  knowledge  young, \^j   Your  parents  hope,  your  parents  joy, 
Attend  the  counfels  of  my  tongue, 
Let  pious  thoughts  your  mind  employ. 

2  If  you  defire  a  length  of  days, 
And  peace  to  crown  your  mortal  fhte3 
Reftrain  your  feet  from  impious  ways^ 
Your  lips  from  fiander  and  deceit. 

3  The  eyes  of  God  regard  his  faints, 
His  ears  are  open  to  their  cries  ; 
He  fets  his  frowning  face  againft 
The  fons  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  lie. 

5  He  tells  their  tears,  he  counts  their  groans, 
His  Son  redeems  their  fouls  from  death  ; 

His  Spirit  heals  their  broken  bones, 
They  in  his  praife  employ  their  breath. 
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PSALM  XXXiV.    i_i.  .  Com.  Marc. 

Prayer  and  Praife  for  eminent  Deftvftx 

1  T'LL  blefs  the  Lord  from  day  to  clay  - 
How  good  are  all  his  ways  I 

Ye  humble  fouls  that  uie  to  pray. 
Come  help  my  lips  to  praife. 

2  Sing  to  the  honour  of  his  name, 
How  a  poor  fufferer  cry\l  5 

Nor  was  his  hope  expos'd  to  ihame, 
Nor  was  his  fuit  deny'd. 

3  When  threat'nir^  for  rows  round  me  ft  00  J, 
And  endlefs  fears  arofe, 

Like  the  loud  billows  of  a  flood, 

Redoubling  all  my  woes, 

4  I  told  the  Lord  my  fore  diftrefs 
With  heavy  groans  and  tears  ; 

He  gave  my  iharpeft  torments  eafc, 

And  iilenc'd  all  my  fears. 

Pause. 

5  [O  miners,  come  and  tafte  his  love, 
Come,  learn  his  pleafmt  way*, 

And  let  your  own  experience  prove 
The  fweetnefs  of  his  grace. 

6  He  bids  his  angels  pitch  theu;  tents 
Round  where  his  children  dwell ; 

What  ills  their  heyv'nly  care  prevents 
No  earthly  tongue  can  tell.] 

7  [O  love  the  Lord,  ye  faints  of  his  j 
His  eye  regards  the  juft  ! 

How  richly  biefsVi  their  portion  is 
Who  Bake  J&  Lord  their  trufi:  ! 
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$  Young  lions  pinch' d  with  hunger  roar, 
And  famifli  in  the  wood  ; 

But  God  fupplies  his  holy  poor 

With  ev'ry  needful  good.] 

PSALM     XXXIV.    n   >2i.  -Second  Part, 

Common  Metre. 

Exhortation  to-Peate  and  Holinefr. 

i    ̂ ^lOME,  children,  learn  to  fear  the  Lor.l ; 
\^4    And  that  your  days  be  long, 
Let  not  a  falfe  or  fpiteful  word 

Be  found  upon  your  tongue 

2  Depart  from  mifchief,  praclife  love, 

Purfue  the  works  of  peace  *, 
So  fhall  the  Lord  your  ways  approve, 

And  fet.  your -fouls  at  eafe. 

3  His  eyes  awake  to  guard  the  juft, 
His  ears  attend  their  cry  ! 

When  broken  fpirits  dwell  in  duft, 
The  God  of  grace  is  nigh. 

4  What  tho'  the  forrows  here  they  tafle. 
Are  fharp  and  tedious  too, 

The  Lord  who  faves  them  all  at  laft 

Is  their  fupporter  now. 

5  Evil  fhall  fmite  the  wicked  dead ; 
But  God  fccures  his  own, 

Prevents  the  mifchief  when  they  flid.^ 
Or  heals  the  broken  bone. 

6  When  defolation  like  a  flood 

O'er  the  proud  finner  rolls, 
Saints  find  a  refuge  in  their  God, 

For  he  redeem'd  their  fouls, 
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P  S  A  L  M     XXXV.     i   9.   Fh-jl  Part. 

Prayer  and  Faith  ofperfenrted  Saints  :  or,  Impr,  1 
mined  with  Charity. 

1  TWTOW  plead  mv  caufe,  Almighty  God, 
J^    With  all  the  ions  of  ftrife  i 
And  fight  againft  the  men  of  blood, 
Who  fight  againft  my  life. 

2  Draw  out  thy  fpear,  and  ftop  their  way, 
Lift  thine  avenging  rod  \ 

Eut  to  my  foul  in  mercy  fay, 

i(  I  am  thy  Saviour  God." 

3  They  plant  their  fhares  to  catch  my  feet, 
And  nets  of  mifchief  fpread  ; 

Plunge  the  deftroyers  in  the  pit 
That  their  own  hands  have  made. 

4  Let  fogs  and  dsrknefs  hide  their  way, 

And  flipp'ry  be  their  ground  ; 
Thy  wrath  lhall  make  their  lives  a  prey, 

And  all  their  rage  confound. 

5  They  fly  like  chaff  before  the  wind, 
Before  thine  angry  breath  ; 

•  angel  of  the  Lord  behind 
•    Purfocs  them  down  to  death. 

6  Tm?y  love  the  road  that  Lads  to  h 

Then  let  the  rebels  die,   •« 
Whofe  malice  is  impL 

Againft  the  Lord  on  fa 

7  But  if  x  few 
Amongft  that  impious  1 
ide  them  from  the  bloody  cr 

tjiy  funn-ifin^  grai 
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8  Then  will  I  raife  my  tuneful  voice 

To  make  thy  wonders  known  *, 

In  their  falvation  I'll  rejoice, 
And  blefs  thee  for  my  own. 

PSALM  XXXV.  Ver.  12,  13,    14.   Second  Pur/. 

Love  to  Enemies  :  or,     The  love  of  Chrift  to  Sinners  ty- 

pify\l  in  David. 

1 EHOLD  the  love,  the  generous  love 
That  holy  David  fhows  ; 

lark  how  his  founding  bowels  move 
To  his  afflicted  foes  ! 

2  When  they  are  fick,  his  foul  complains, 
And  feems  to  feel  the  fmart ; 

The  fpirit  of  the  gofjpel  reigns, 
And  melts  his  pious  heart, 

3  How  did  his  flowing  tears  condole 
As  for  a  brother  dead  ! 

And  fafting  mortify'd  his  foul, 
While  for  their  life  he  pray'd. 

4  They  groan'd  and  curs'd  him  on  their  bed, 
Yet  ftill  he  pleads  and  mourns  •, 

And  double  blefilngs  on  his  head 
The  righteous  God  returns. 

5  O  glorious  type  of  heavenly  grace  ! 
Thus  Chrifc  the  Lord  appears  ! 

While  finners  curfe,  the  Saviour  prays. 
And  pities  them  with  tears. 

5  He  the  true  David,  Ifrael's  King, 
Bleft  and  belov'd  of  Go  J, 

To  lave  us  rebels  dead  in  fin, 

Pav'cl  his  own  deareft  blooc. 
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PSAL  INI     XXXVI.  5   9.  Long  Metre. 

The   PerfeEtions  and  Providence  of  G:d ;   or,    General 
Provide/ire  and  Special  Grace, 

1  '      JTGH  in  the  heavens,  eternal  God, 
Thy  goodnefs  in  full  glory  fhines  ; 

Thy  trutli  fhall  break  through  ev'ry  cloud 
That  veils  and  darkens  thy  defigns. 

2  For  ever  firm  thy  juftlce  ftands, 

As  mountains  their  foundations  keep  •, 
Wife  are  the  wonders  of  thine  hands  ; 

Thy  judgments  are  a  mighty  deep.  » 

3  Thy  providence  is  kind  and  large, 
Both  man  and  beaft  thy  bounty  fhare  j 
The  whole  creation  is  thy  charge, 
But  faints  are  thy  peculiar  care. 

4  My  God  !  how  excellent  thy  grace, 
Whence  all  our  hope  and  comfort  fprings  ; 
The  fons  of  Adam  in  diftrefs 

Fly  to  the  fliadow  of  thy  wing?. 

5  From  the  provifions  of  thy  houfe 

We  fhall  be  fed  with  fweet  repaft  •, 
There  mercy  like  a  river  flows, 
And  brings  falvation  to  our  tafte. 

6  Life,  like  a  fountain  rich  and  free, 

Springs  from  the  prefence  of  my  Lord  $ 
And  in  thy  light  our  fouls  fl\all  fee 

The  glories  promis'd  in  thy  word. 

P  S  A  L  M    XXXVI.    1,  2,  5,  6,  7,  9.  Com.  Mctr.. 

P  radical  Atheifm  expefed :  or,  The  Being  and  Attributes 

of  God  afferted. 

1    ̂ \\ THILE  men  grow  bold  in  wicked  w, VV       And  7et  a  ̂°^  ̂ ntT  own, 
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My  heart  within  me  often  fays, 

"  Their  thoughts  believe  there's  none." 

2  Their  thoughts  and  ways  at  once  declare 

(Whate'er  their  lips  profefs), 
God  hath  no  wrath  for  them  to  fear, 

Nor  will  they  feek  his  grace. 

3  What  ftrange  felf  flatt'ry  blinds  their  eyes  ; 
But  there's  a  haft'ning  hour 

When  they  {hall  fee  with  fore  furprife 
The  terrors  of  thy  powY. 

4  Thy  juftice  fliall  maintain  its  throne, 

Tho'  mountains  melt  away ; 
Thy  judgments  are  a  world  unknown, 

A  deep  unfathom'd  fea. 

5  Above  thefe  heav'ns  created  rounds 
Thy  mercies,  Lord,  extend  ; 

Thy  truth  outlives  the  narrow  bounds 
Where  time  and  nature  end. 

Safety  to  man  thy  goodnefs  brings. 
Nor  overlooks  the  beafl ; 

Beneath  the  fhadow  of  thy  wings 
Thy  children  chufe  to  reft. 

;  [From  thee,  when  creature  ftreams  run  low. 
And  mortal  comforts  die, 

Perpetual  fprings  of  life  fhall  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. 
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P  S  A  L  M     \a\YL      i  —  7. 

The  W  1  At  thief s    , 

9  1    "Tit  THEN  man  grcv 
W     My  heart  within  me  cri< 

"  He  hath  no  faith  of  God  within, 

"  Nor  fear  before  his  eyes." 

2  [He  walks  a  while  conceal'd, 
In  a  felf- flatt'ring  dream, Till  his  dark  crimes  at  once  revc:. 

Expofe  his  hateful  naine. 

3  His  heart  is  falfe  and  foul, 
His  words  are  fmooth  and  f 

Wifdom  is  banihYd  from  his  foul, 

And  leaves  no  goodnefs  there. 

4  He  plots  upon  his  bed 
New  mifchiefs  to  fulfil : 

He  fets  his  heart,  and  band,  ami  ' 

Tq  practife  ail  that's  ill. 

5  But  there's  a  dreadful  G 
Tho'  men  renounce  his  fear  ; 

His  juftice  hid  behind  the  do 

„   Shall  one  great  day  appear. 

C)  His  truth  tranfi 

In  heav'n  his  mercies  dwell ; 
Deep  as  the  fea  his  judgments  1 

His  anger  burns  to  V 

7  How  excellent  his  low*, 
Whence  all.  our  fafety  (pfiiigs  : 

O  never  let  my  foul  rev. 
From  underneath  rs  ! o 

II 
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PSALM     XXXVII.     i_;5.     Fnj)  1  . 

Tile  Cure  of  Envy,    Frcifulnefs,  ami  Unbelief,   or,   The 
Rewards  cf  the  Righteous  and  the  IVicked  :   or,  The 

World's  Hatred  and  the  Saint's  Patience. 

1    \%JllX  fll0llld  I  vex  my  foul,  and  fret 
V V     To  fee  the  wicked  rile  ; 

Or  envy  fmners  waxing  great 
By  violence  and  lies  ? 

As  flow'ry  grafs  cut  down  at  noon, 
Before  the  ev'ning  fades, 

So  (hall  their  glories  vanifh  fbon 
In  everiafting  fhades. 

3  Then  let  me  make  the  Lord  my  trirft, 

And  praclife  all  that's  good  ; 
So  mall  I  dwell  amongft  the  juft, 

And  he'll  provide  me  food. 

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

Thy  hand,  which  guides  my  doubtful  feet. 
Shall  my  defires  fulfil. 

5  Mine  innocence  fhalt  thou  diiplay, 

And  make  thy  judgments  known, 

Fair  as  the  light  of  dawning  day, 
And  glorious  as  the  noon. «-» 

5  The  meek  at  laft  the  earth  poflefi* 

And  are  the  heirs  of  heav'n  ; 
True  riches,  with  abundant  peace, 

To  humble  fouls  are  glv'n. 

PAUSE. 

Pveft  in  the  Lord,  and  keep  his  way, 

Nor  let  your  anger  rife, 
Tho'  Providence  mould  long  it 

To  pwnifli  haughty  vice. 



i  a  i. 
 :■• 

And  plot,  aiu 

Th 

■  n  out  the  threat'ning  (word, 
/c  bent  tli  rotis  bow* 

To  flay  the  men  that  fear  the  Lord, 
And  bring  the  righteous  low. 

10  My  God  fhall  break  their  bowSj  and  burn 
cuting  darts, 

Shall  their  own  lword  a^ainfl:  thejfti  turn  ; 
o  * 

And  pain  furprize  their  hearts. 

PSALM   XXXVII.     1 6,  21,-31.    Second  Part. 

Poor,   or,   R'ligkfi  in  Words  and    ■ 

i   \]|THY  do  :  :'7  kicked  BoafU 
W     And  grow  profanely  bold  ?' 

The  meaneft  portion  of  the  Juft 
Excels  the  iinnerskgold. 

2  Tfi  borrows  of  his  friends. 

But  ne'er  deiigns  to  pay  ; .  ads, 

Nor  turns  th 

3  His  alms  with  lib'ral  b 
Among  the  lbn3  of  need  -, 

i'ry  to  lo  •  ,'..*^ And  bleffc 

raud ; 

Hi-  ;  ires  to  m 

(pel  of  the  Lord 
Deep  in  bis 

II   2 
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88  P  S  A  L  M     XXXVIL 

Led  by  the  fpirit  apd  the  word 
His  feet  fhali  never  flide. 

6  When  finners  fall,  the  righteous  ftand 

Preferv'd  from  ev'ry  fi 

They  fliall  poilefs  the  promised  land, And  dwell  for  ever  there. 

P  S   A  L  M     XXXVIL      23—37.    Third  Pari. 

TL  way  end  end  cf  the  Righteous  and  the  Wichd. 

Y  God,  the  fteps  of  pious  men 

Are  ordered  by  thy  will ; 

Tho'  they  ffcould  fall,  they  rife  again, 
Thy  hand  fupports  them  ftili. 

Th?  Lord  delights  tfi  fee  their  ways, 
Their  virtue  he  approves  ; 

He'll  ne'er  deprive  him  of  his  grace, Nor  leave  the  man  he  loves. 

2    The  beav'nly  heritage  is  their's, 
Their  portion  and  their  home  •, 

lie  feeds  them  now,  and  makes  them  h 
Cf  bieflings  long  to  come. 

^  Wait  on  the  Lord,  ye  Cons  of  men, 
Nor  fear  v  ben  tyrants  frov 

Ye  fliall  confefs  '.heir  'ride  was  tain 

When  juftice  caA^  them  down. 

PAUSE, 

5  The  haughty  firmer  have  I  it-en, 
Nor  fearing  man  nor  God, 

Like  a  tall  bay-tree  fair  and  green, 
Spreading  his  arms  abroad. 

6  And  lo,  he  vaiiifh'd  from  the  ground, 
Deftroy'd  by  kands  unfeen  ; 
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rich,  nor  leaf  was  found 
Where  til  tl  .. 

7  But  mark  the  man  of  rigl 
Lttend  j 

rrue  plealure  runs  thro'  all  his  ways, 
And  peaceful  is  his  end. 

P  S  A  L  M     XXXVIII. 

Guilt  of  C  Relief ;    or,    Repetiiu/ice    and 
'■irjjf!  and  Health. 

i       A    MIDST  thy  wrath  remember  love, 
^l\^  Reftore  thy  fervatft,  Lord, 

Nor  let  a  Father's  ehaft'ning  pro 
Like  an  avenger's  {word. 

2  Thin j  arrows  ft ick  within  my  heart, 
My  lleih  is  ibrely  preft  ; 

Between  the  forrow  and  the  (mart 

My  (pint  Ends  no  reft; 

3  My  fins  a  heavy  load  appear, 

And  o'-r  my  head  are  gone; 
Too  heavy  they  for  me  to  bear,  ' 

Too  hard  for  me  t'utone* 

4  My  thoughts  are  like  a  troubled  fea> 
My  hea<  ding  down  ; 

Jind  I  go  mourning  all  the  day 

ath  my  Father's  frown. 
5  Lord,  I  am  weak  and  brokeq  f! 

None  of  my  powr's  are  whole  \ 
The  inward  a  roar, 
Th<  uL 

e  are  known, 

And  ev  i)  fighi,  and  every  groan, 
{    notie'd  by  thine 
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hou  art  my  Go  J,  my  only  hope, 
My  God  will  hear  my  cry, 

My  God  will  bear  my  fpirit  up 
When  Satan  bids  me  die. 

8  [My  foot  is  ever  apt  to  Aide, 

My  foes  rejoice  to  fee't ; 
They  raife  their  pleafure  and  their  pride 

When  they  fupplant  my  feet ; 

9  But  I'll  confefs  my  guilt  to  thee, 
And  grieve  for  all  my  fin ; 

I'll  mourn,, how  weak  my  graces  be, And  beg  fupport  divine, 

■ :   My  God  forgive  my  follies  paft^ 
And  be  for  ever  nigh ; 

O  Lord  of  my  falvation  hafte, 
Before  thy  fervant  die.] 

PSALM    XXXIX.     r,  2,  3.  Flrft  Part. 

IV atchftdnefs  ever  the  Tongue  ;  or,  Prudence  and  Zeal. 

1  rTriHUS  I  refolv'd  before  the  Lord, 
JL      K  Nov/  will  I  watch  my  tongue, 

a  Left  I  let  flip  one  finful  word, 

"  Or  do  my  neighbour  wrong." 

2  And  if  I'm  e'er  conftrain'd  to  flay 
With  men  of  lives  profane, 

I'll  fet  a  double  guard  that  day, 
Nor  let  my  talk  be  vain. 

3  I'll  fcarce  allow  my  lips  to  fpeak 
The  pious  thoughts  I  feel, 

Left  feoffors  fhould  th'  occaiion  take 
To  mock  my  holy  zeal. 
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4  Yet  if 
I'll  i 

But  1;:  the  fcoffing  tinners  hear 
That  wc  can  foe-ak-for  God. 

S   A  L  M    XXXIX.     4,   r,  6t  7. 

The  Vanity  of  Man  is  m 

j    rp 
EACH  me  the  mcafure  of  my  days, 
Thou  Maker  of  ray  fr.v 

I  would  farvey  life's  narrow  fpace, And  learn  how  frail  I  am. 

A  lpan  is  all  that  we  can  boaft, 
An  inch  or  two  of  time  ; 

Man  is  but  vanity  and  duft 

In  all  his  ilow'r  and  prime. 
See  the  vain  race  of  mortals  move 

Like  ihadows  o  er  the  plain, 
They  rage  and  itrive,  defire  and  love, 

But  ail  the  noife  is  vain. 

4  Some  walk  injionour's  gaudy  fhow, 
Some  dig  for  golden  ore, 

They  toil  for  heirs  they  know  not  who, 
Auid  itraight  are  feen  no  more. 

5  What  fhould  I  wifh  or  wait  for  then 
From  creatures,  earth  and  duk, 

They  make  our  expectations  vain, 
And  diiappoint  our  truft. 

6  Now  I  forbid  my  carnal  hope, 
My  fond  defires  recal  ! 

I  give  my  mortal  intiereft  up, 
And  make  my  God  my  all. 
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P  S  A  L  M     XXXIX.     9—1.3.     Third  P* 

Sick-bed  Devotion  :  or,  Pleading  without  Repitiit, 

1  ̂ "1  OD  of  my  life,  look  gently  down, 
\Jf  Behold  the  pains  I  feci ; 
But  I  am  dumb  before  thy  throne, 

Nor  dare  difpute  thy  will. 

2  Difeafes  are  thy  fervants,  L« 
They  come  at  thy  command  ; 

Til  not  attempt  a  murmuring  word, 
Againft  thy  chaft'ning  hand. 

3  Yet  may  I  ptead  with  humble  cries, 
Remove  thy  fharp  rebukes  : 

My  ftrcngth  confumes,  my  fpirit  diss, 

Thro'  thy  repeated  ftrokes. 

4  Crufh'd  as  a  moth  beneath  thy  hand, 
We  moulder  to  the  duft ; 

Our  feeble  pow'rs  can  ne'er  withftand, 
And  all  our  beauty's  loft. 

5  [This  mortal  life  decays  apace, 

How  foon  the  bubble's  broke  ! 
Adam  and  all  his  numerous  race 

Are  vanity  and  fmoke.] 

6  I'm  but  a  fojourner  below, 
As  all  my  fathers  were  ; 

May  I  be  well  prepar'd  to  go, When  I  the  fummons  hear, 

7  But  if  my  life  be  fpar'd  a  while, 
Before  my  iaft  remove, 

Thy  praife  fhall  be  my  bufinefs  ftill, 

And  I'll  declare  thy  love. 
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P  S  A  L  M  XL.    I,  2,  3.  5,   17.   l/l  Part,  (     I 

A  Song  Djjlnfs. 

I  WAITED  patient  for  the  Lord, 
He  bovAl  to  hear  my  cry: 

He  favv  me  refting  on  his  word, 
And  brought  ialvation  nigh. 

2   II-  rais'd  me  from  a  horrid  pit, 
mourning  long  I  lay, 

from  my  bonds  released  my  feet, 
ep  bonds  of  miry  c 

Firm  on  a  rock  he  made  .me  ftanJ, 

And  taught  my  cheerful  to: 
To  praife  the  wonders  of  his  hand 

In  a  new  thankful  feng. 

4  I'll  fprcad  his  works  of  grace  abroad  ; 
The  faints  with  joy  mall  hear, 

And  finners  learn  to  make  my  God 
Their  only  hope  and  fear. 

How  many  are  thy  thoughts  of  love  ! 
[j  mercies,  Lord,  how  great  ! 

We  have  net  words,  nor  hours  enough 
Their  numbers  to  repeat. 

6  W^hen  I'm  affli&ed,  poor  and  low, 
*  And  light  and  peace  depart, 

My  Gcd  beholds  my  heavy  woe, 
And  bears  me  on  his  heart*, 

P  S  A  L  M     XI. .      ('■- 

The  I \ 

Tith  the  Lord,   «\  -in, 

"  (  r  burnt  of  'cr, 
and  buliock?  (Jain 

„  My  foul  delights  no  mere. 
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2  Then  (bake  the  Saviour,  (C  Lo  I'm  I 
«  My  God  to  do  thy  \ 

"  Whate'er  thy  facred  books  declare 
"  Thy  fervant  fhall  fulfil. 

3  "  Thy  law  is  ever  in  my  fight, 
"  I  keep  it  near  my  heart  ; 

"  Mine  ears  are  open'd  with  delight 
"  To  what  thy  lips  impart. 

4  And  fee  the  bleft  Redeemer  comes, 

Th'  eternal  Son  appears, 
And  at  th'  appointed  time  afiumes 

The  body  God  prepares. 

5  Much  he  reveal'd  his  Father's  grace,. 
And  much  his  truth  he  ihew'dj 

And  preach'd  the  way  of  right eoufnefs 
Where  great  aiiembltes  ftood. 

6  His  Father's  honour  tcuch'd  his  heart* 

He  pity'd  Tinners  cries, 
And  to  fulfil  a  Saviour's  part Was  made  a  facrifice. 

Pause. 

7  No  blood  of  beafis  on  altars  fhed' Could  wafh  the  conscience  clean, 
But  the  rich  facrifice  he  paid 

Atones  for  all  our  fm. 

8  Then  was  the  great  felvation  fpread, 

And  Satan's  kingdom  fhook  •, 

Thus  by  the  woman's  prom's'd  i 
The  ferpent's  head  was  broke. 
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P  S  A  L  M     XL.     5— 10.     ]  trc. 

Cbrijl  cur  Sacrifice. 

T^HE  wonders,  Lord,  thy  love  has  wrought, 
Exceed  our  prajfe,  furmount  our  thought  \ 

Should  I  attempt  the  long  detail, 
My  fpeech  would  faint,  my  numbers  fail. 

I  afts  on  altars  (piltj 
Can  cleanfe  the  fouls  of  men  from  guilt ; 
But  thou  haft  fet  before  our  eyes 
An  all-fufficient  facrifice. 

Lo  !   tliine  eternal  Son  appears, 
To.  thy  defigns  he  bows  his  ears  ; 

bmes  a  body  well  prepared, 
Aiid  well  performs  a  work  fo  hard. 

Behold  I  come,  (the  Saviour  cries, 
With  love  and  duty  in  his  eyes), 

*  I  come  to  bear  the  heavy  load 
i  Of  fins,  and  do  thy  will,  my  God.- 

(  'Tis  written  in  thy  great  decree, 
c  Tis  in  thy  book  foretold  of  me, 

(  I  muft  fulfil  the  Saviour's  part  \ 
c  And  lo  !  thy  law  is  in  my  heart. 

4  Pil  :hy  holy  h 
1  And  rebels  to 

1  When  on  my  crofs  Pm  lifted«high, 
'  Or  I 

1  The 

(  V. rKat  thou  '.  what  i  do  ; 

<  The  wond'ring  world  ihail  learn  thy  gra< 
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PSAL  M     XLI.     i.  2,  3. 

Charitj  to  the  Poor  ;  or,  Pity  to  the  Afflia 

1  TJ  LEST  is  the  man  whofe  bowels  move, 
j3   And  melt  with  pity  to  the  poor, 
Whole  foul  by  fympathizing  love 
Feels  what  his  fellow  faints  endure. 

2  His  heart  contrives  for  their  relief 

More  good  than  his  own  hands  can  do ; 

He  in  a  time  of  gen'ral  grief Shall  find  the  Lord  has  bowels  too. 

3  His  foul  (hall  live  fecure  on  earth, 
With  fecret  oleffings  on  his  head, 

Whei«  drought,  and  peftilence,  and  dearth, 
Around  him  multiply  their  dead, 

4  Or,  if  he  languifh  on  his  couch, 

God  will  pronounce  his  fins  forgiv'n, 
Will  faye  him  with  a  healing  touch, 

Or  take  his  willing  foul  to  heav'n. 

PSAL  M    XLIL     1 —5 .  Fir/}  pat  f. 

Defertionmid  Hope  :  or,  Complaint  of '  Abfence  from  Pi lie  Worfhip. 

i   "TTT7TTH  earneft  longings  of  the  mind, 
VV       My  Cod  to  thee  I  look ; 

So  pants  the  hunted  heart  to  find 
And  tafte  the  cooling  brook. 

2  When  fliall  I  fee  thy  courts  of  grace, 
And  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 ; 

1 
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The  toe  infults  without  controul, 

"  And  wliere's  your  God  at  Lift ; 

Tis  with  a  mournful  pleafure  noi 
I  think  on  ancient  days  ; 

Then  to  thy  houie  did  numb',  rs  go, 
And  all  our  work  was  praifc 

But  why,  my  foul,  funk  down  fo  f-n 
beneath  this  heavy  load  ; 

.y  do  my  thoughts  indulge  ■ 
And  fin  agahiit  my  God  ? 

!  Hope  in  the  Lord,  whofe  mighty  hattd 
Can  all  thy  woes  remove, 

For  I  lhall  yet  before  him  ft; 

And  fing  reftoring  love. 

PS  A  L  M     XLII.    6   ii.     timid  i\ 

Mtla  mights  rtpr:v\l  j  or,  llopi  in  AffiRion. 

MY  ipirit  finks  within  me,  Lord 
But  1  will  call  thy  name  to  raindj 

And  times  of  pad  diftrefs  record, 
When  1  have  found  my  God  was  kii 

I  Huge  troubl :  ultileus  n( 
S^ell  uke  a  I  :und  me 

Thy  wttCT-fpouts  drown  all  I 

tves  roll  o'er  my  head. 
Yet  will  the  Lord  comn. 

When  I  tl  .  lay, 
Nor  in  the  night  Ids  grace  remoi 
The- night  (hall  hear  me  fin 

|  HI  caf: 

■      •       I     God,  my  heu.  ;.<, 
thy  love  fo  long  foi \ 

*  The  fou  roans  beneath  tJ  *" 
I 
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;  I'll  chide  my  heart  that  finks  i'o  lo 

"Why  fhould  my  foul  indulge  her  grief  r Hope  in  the  Lord,  and  praife  him  loo  ; 
He  is  my  reft,  my  lure  relief. 

6  Thy  light  and  truth  fhall  guide  meftilh 
Thy  word  fhall  my  befi  thoughts  ei 
And  lead  me  to  thine  holy  hill, 

My  God,  my  meft  exceeding  joy. 

PSALM     XLIV.     r,  2,  3,  8,  15—ic 

The  Churrffs  Co??iplaint  in  Perficutiei:* 

iORD,  we  have  heard  ftiy  works  of  old, 
^   Thy  works  of  power  and  grace, 

When  to  our  ears  our  fathers  told 

The  wonders  of  their  days. 

■2  How  thou  didft  build  thy  churches  here. 
And  make  thy  gofpel  known ; 

Araongft  them  did  thine  arm  appear* 
Thy  light  and  glory  fhone. 

In  God  they  boafted  all  the  day, 
And  in  a  cheerful  throng 

Did  thcufands  meet  to  praife  and  pray, 
And  grace  was  all  their  fong. 

4  But  now  our  fouls  are  feiz'd  with  fhamef 
Confu'fion  fills  our  face. 

To  hear  the  enemy  blafpheme, 
And  fools  reproach  thy  grace, 

5  Yet  have  we  not  forgot  our  God, 

Nor  falfely  dealt  with  heav'n, 
Nor  have  our  fteps  declin'd  the  road 

Of  duty  thou  haft  giv'n. 

6  Tho'  dragons  all  around  us  roar 
With  their  destructive  breath, 
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And  thine  own  hand  1. 
H 

are  (  JiCj 

tyrs  for  thy  caufe  -, 
As  fheep  for  flaughter  bound  we  lie 

By  iharp  and  bloody  laws. 

8  Awake,  arife,  almighty  Lord, 
Why  fleeps  thy  wonted  grace  ? 

Why  ihoulcl  we  look  like  men  abhorr'd, 
Or  banifh'd  from  thy  nice  ? 

9  Wilt  ihoa  for  ever  cafr.  us  off, 
And  ltill  negleft  our  cries  ? 

For  ever  hide  thine  heavn'ly  love 
From  our  afHifted  eyes  ? 

io  Down  to  the  duft  our  foul  is  bow'd-. 
And  dies  upon  the  ground  j 

Rife  for  our  help,  rebuke  the  proud., 

And  all  their  pcw'rs  confound.     , 

fi   Redeem  us  from  perpetual  (hame. 
Our  Saviour  and  our  God  \ 

We  plead  the.  honours  of  thy  name, 
The  merits  of  thy  btood. 

HALM     XLV.     Short  Metre. 

The  Gbry  of  C  Succefs  cf  the  Gofp<  I 
Gc  -sh. 

i    Ik    fi  Y  Savibur  and  my  K 

lings  overi!ow\ 

Fow  make  thy  glorj 

I 
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And  rkle  in  majefty,  to  fpread 
The  conquefts  of  thy  word. 

3  Strike  thro'  thy  ftubborn  foes; 
Or  melt  their  hearts  t'  obey, 

While  juftice,  rneeknefs,  grace,  and  tr 
Attend  thy  glorious  way. 

4  Thy  laws,  O  God,  are  right  ; 

Thy  throne  {hall  ever  ftand  •, 
And  thy  victorious  gofpei  proves 

A  fceptre  in  thy  hand, 

5  [Thy  Father  and  thy  God, 
Hath,  without  meafure,  fhed 

His  Spirit  like  a  joyful  oil 

T'  anoint  thy  faci  ed  head. 
6  Behold,  at  thy  right  hand 

The  Gentile  church  is  fecn, 
Like  a  fair  bride  In  rich  attire, 

And  princes  guard  the  queen.] 

7  Fair  bride,  receive  hJs  love. 

Forget  thy  father's  houie  * 
ferihke  thy  gods,  thy  idcl  god?, 

And  pay  thy  Lord  thy  vows, 

7   O  let  thy  God  ancl  King 
Thy  fweeteft  thoughts  employ  ̂  

Thy  children  fhkfl  his  honours  fir.g 
In.  palaces  of  joy. 

?  S  A  L  M     XLV.     Common  Metre, 

The  per  fond  Gk)  ies  and  Gvoernmeft  ofChnil 

*LL  fpeak  the  honours  of  my  KirtJ 
His  form  divinely  fair  ; 

Ncr^e  of  the  fons  of  mbrtaj  race 

May  wit*  the  T.-/  ,  a*fc, 



i       •  I 

I  h )  ( »o  I  wil  I 
Hat]  ..j. i  J. 

rirtl  on  thy  fw< 
Ride  with  majeftic  fw 

;ror  (hall  ftrike  thro'  thy  foe 
And  make  the  to'pfl 

4  Thy  throne,  O  God,  fcr  ever  flan  ' 
'Thy  word  of  grace  fhafl  prove 

A  peaceful  fceptre  in  thy  hands, 
To  rule  thy  faints  by  lev?. 

5  Juftice  and  truth  attei  ftili, 
Bqt  mercy  is  thy  choice  ; 

And  God,  thy  God,  thy  foul  (frail 
With  eb  vs. 

P  S   A  L  M     XLV.     FiV??   Part.     Lcr 

¥he  Gkry  of  Cfoj/!}    and  Bower  cf  his 

i    TkTOW  be  my  heart  infpir'd  to 
^L^    The  glories  of  my  Saviour 

jefus  the  Lor  J,  how  heav'nly  Fair 
form  !  how  b\ 

2  O'er  all  the  fons  of  human  rac  . 
He  ihir.es  w  e  ; 

Lo-  ws, 
And  blei  cetepofe. 

]  Dr<  cnoft  rnigh 

In  majef 

With  truth  and  i  at  thy  Gd 

4  Thlm   anger,  like  a  pointed  dart, 

-   >  • 

I  - 
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Or  words  of  mercy  kind  and  fweet 
all  melt  the  rebels  at  thy  feet. 

5  Thy  throne,  O  God,  for  ever  (lands  •, 
Grace  is  the  fceptre  in  thy  hands  ; 
Thy  lar/s  and  works  are  juft  and  right, 
Juftiee  and  grace  are  thy  delight. 

6  God,  thine  own  God,  has  richely  flied 
His  oil  of  gladnefs  on  thy  head, 
And  with  his  facred  Spirit  bleft 
His  nrft-born  Son  above  the  reft. 

PS  A  L  M  XLV.     Second  Part.    Long  M 

Chrijt  and  his  Church  \    or,   The  Myjlkal  Marria?c\ 

i    r  |  ̂HE  King  of  faints,  how  fair  his  face, 

JL      Adorn'd  with  maj  efty  and  grace  ! 
He  comes  with  bleffings  from  above, 
And  wins  the  nations  to  h:s  love. 

2  At  his  right  hand,  our  eyes  behold 

The  queen  array 'd  in  pure  it  gold  \ 
The  world  admires  hfer  heav'rdy  drefs. 
Her  robe  of  joy  and  righteouinefs. 

3  He  forms  her  beauties  like  his  own, 
He  calls  and  feats  her  near  his  throne  % 

Eair  ftran^er,  let  thine  heart  forget 
The  idols  of  thy  native  ftate. 

4  So  fhall  the  King  the  more  rejoice 

In  thee  the  fav'rite  of  hi?  choice  ; 

Let  £dm  be  lov'd,  and  yet  ador'd, 
Fpr  he's  thy  Maker  and  thy  Lord. 

5  O  happy  hour,  when  thou  fiialt  rife 
To  his  fair  palace  in  the  ikies, 
And  all  thy  fons  (a  nurr/rous  train) 

Each  like  a  prince  in  glory  reigm 
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honours  crown  his  hea 

d  ; 

While  we  with  cheerful  fonga  approv< 
condefcenfions  of  his  love. 

PS  A  L  M     XLVI.     Firftfa 

The  Chi  ,  and  Trium 
latk 

■    g^\  OD  is  the  refoge  of  his  faints, 
\JT  When  ftorm 
Ere  we  can  offer  oui  £nts 

Behold  hiin  prefent  with  nip  aid. 

nountains  from  theiiv  feats  b 

Down  to  the  deep,   aad  bury'd  th 
Convuliions  Crake  the  folid  world,  . 
Our  faith  fhall  never  yield  to  fear. 

Loud  may  the  troubled  ocean  roa'.v 
red  peace  our  fouls  abide, 

While  ev'ry  nation,  ev'ry  fhore 
Trembles,  and  d reads  the  {welling  tie] 

.  n  is  a  ffiream,  whofe  gentle  tlow 
Supplies  the  city  of  our  God  : 

Life,   love,  and  joy,  ftill  gliding  thro', 
And  wat'ring  our  divine 

;  Tnat  facred  ftream,   thine  holy  w< 

Thai 'all  my  raging  fear  controuh  : 
Sweet  peace  thy  promifes  afford, 
And  rive  new  itrength  to  fainting  fouls. 

>  Sion  enjoys  her  monarch's  I 
Secure  againft  a  threatning  hour  ; 
Nor  can  her  firm  foundation?  move, 

>n  his  truth,  and  . 
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P 

Godjigh  C(:urch* 

i    T"     E  F  Zion  in  her  King  rejoice. 
&  j  The/  tyrants  rage,  and  kingdpnis  rift 
He  utters  his  alm^htv  voice, 

The  nations  melt,   the  tumult  -X\zz. 

2  The  Lord  of  old  for  Jacob  fought, 

And  Jacob's  God  is  ftill  our  aid  : 
Behold  the  works  his  hand  has  wrought, - 
What  delegations  he  has  made. 

3  From  lea  to  fen,   through  all  the  fhores, 
He  makes  the  noife  of  battle  ceafe ; 
When  from  en  high  his  thunder  roars, 
He  awes  the  trembling  world  to  peace. 

4  He  breaks  the  bow,   he  curs  the  fpear, 

Chariots  he  burns  with  heav'niy  flan 
Keej-  hience  ail  the  earth,  and  hear 
The  found  and  glory  of  his  name* 

j   4i  Be  ftill,   and  learn  that  I  am  God, 
"  I'll  be  exalted  o'er  the  lands, 

"  I  will  be  known  and  fear'd  'abroad, 
"  But  ftill  my  throne  in  Zion  fb'nds" 

6  O  Lord  cf  holts,   almighty  King, 
While  we  fo  near  thy  pre&nce  dweh: 
Our  faith  fhall  fit  fecure,    and  fmg 
Defiance  to  the  gates  of  hell. 

PSALM    XLVII. 

Chrift  afc ending  and  reign: ';. 
For  a  fhout  of  facred  joy 

To  God  the  fov'reign  King  ; 
Let  ev'ry  land  their  tongues  employ. 
And  hymns  cf  triumph  ling. 
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2  Jcfus  our  God  afcends  on  high , 

His  heav'nly  guards  around 
Attend  him  riling  through  the  iky, 

With  trumpets  joyful  found. 

j  While  angels  fhout  and  praife  their  King, 
Let  mortals  karn  their  {trains  ; 

Let  ail  the  earth  his  honours  ling  -y 

O'er  all  the  earth  he  reigns. 

Reh carle  his  praife  with  awe  profound, 
Let  knowledge  load  the  fong, 

Nor  mock  him  with  the  folemn  found 

UJbon  a  thoughtlefs  tongue. 

In  Ifra'l  ftood  his  ancient  throne, 
He  lov'd  that  chofen  race  ; 

But  now  he  calls  the  world  his  owrij 
And  Heathens  tafte  his  <?race. o 

6  The  Britifh  ifl.ands  are  the  Lord's, 
There  Abraham's  God  is  known  -, 

While  pow'rs  and  princes,  fhields  and  fword Submit  before  his  throne. 

PSALM    XLVIII.     i   8.    Firft  Part. 

The  Church  is  the  Ho?: our  and  Safety  cf'  a    Nath::. 

i  '  f^  REAT  is  the  Lord  our  Gccl, \jr   And  let  his  praife  be  great ; 
h  i  makes  his  churches  his  r.bode, 

His  moft  delightful  feat. 

triples  of  his  •- 
How  beautiful  they  fraud  I 

Fhe  honours  of  our  i 

And  bulwarks  of  our  land.  ' 
3   In  Zion  God  is  known 

A  rdfoge  in  diftrefs; 
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How  bright  has  his  fatvation  {hone 
Through  all  her  palaces. 

4  When  kkigs  again  ft  her  join'd, 
And  faw  the  Lord  was  tiiere, 

In  Itild  confufion  of  the  mind 

They  ilea  with  hafty  fear. 

5  When  navies  tall  and  proud 
Attempt  to  fpoil  our  peace, 

He  fends  his  tern  pert  roaring  loud, 
And  finks  them  in  the  feas. 

6  Oft  have  our  fathers  told, 

Our  eyes  have  often  feen, 
How  well  the  Lord  fecures  the  fold 

Where  his  own  fheep  have  been, 

7  In  ev'ry  new  diftrefs 
We'll  to  his  houfe  repair, 

We'll  think  upon  his  wbxd'rous  grace, 
And  feek  deliv'rance  there. 

PSALM     XLVIIL     ic   14.     Second  Part. 

The  Beauty  of  ike  Church  :   or,    Go/pel    WorJJoip    and 
Order. 

1   TpAR  as  thy  name  is  known 
JJ     The  world  declares  thy  praife  \ 

Thy  faints,  O  Lord,  before  thy  thro 
Their  fonss  of  honour  faife. o 

l  With  joy. let  Tudah  ftand 

On  Sion's  choien  hill, 
Proclaim  the  wonders  of  thy  hand, 

And  counfels  of  thy  will. 

3  Let  ftrangers  walk  around 
The  city  where  we  dwell, 
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Sompai  holy  grou 
And  mark  the  building  well ; 

s  of  thy  home, 

The  worfhip  of  thy  court, 

■lie  cheerful  longs,  the  folemn  vows. 
And  nnl:e  a  fair  report. 

How  decent  and  how  wife  ! 

How  glorious  to  behold  ! 

pomp  that  charms  the 

And  rites  adorn'd  with  gold. 
6  The  God  we  worfhip  now 

Will  guide  us  till  we  die  ; 
Vill  be  our  God  while  here  below, 

And  our:,  above  the  iky. 

SALM    XLIX.    6_i4.    iflPari.    Com.  Men, 

wide  and  Death  :   or,   "ike  vanity  of  Life  and  R 

WHY  doth  the  man  of  riches. grow 
To  ipiblence  and  pride, 

e  his  wealth  and  honours  how 

With  ev'ry  riling  ti 

£Why  doth  he  treat  the  poor  with  fcorm 
Made  of  the  felf-iame  clay, 

And  bpaft  as  tho'  his  flefh  was  born 
Of  better  dult  than  they  ?]     « 

Not  all  hfc  treafures  can  procure 
His  foul  a  ihort  reprieve, 

Redeem  from  death  one  guilty  hour, 
Or  make  his  brother  live. 

[Life  is  a  blafling  can't  be  iold, 
The  ranfom  is  too  high  *, 

Juftice  will  ne'er  be  brfb'd  with  gold. 
That  man  may  never  die.] 
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5  He  fees  the  brutifh  and  the  wife, 

The  tim'rous  and  the  brave, 
Quit  their  pofieffions,  clofe  their  eves, 

And  haften  to  the  grave. 

6  Yet  'tis  his  inward  thought  and  pride, 
"  My  houie  ihall  ever  ftand  \ 

€t  And  that  my  name  may  long  abide, 

11  Fll  give  it  to  my  land." 

7  Vain  are  his  thoughts,  his  hopes  are  loft. 

How  foon  his  mem'ry  dies  ! 
His  name  is  writen  in  the  duft 

•    Where  his  own  carcafe  lies. 

Pause. 

8  This  is  the  folly  of  their  way  ̂  
And  yet  their  fons  in  vain 

Approve  the  words  their  fathers  iav,. 
And  a£t  their  wor.ks  agair. 

9  Men  void  of  wifdom  and  of  grace, 
If  honour  raife  them  high, 

Live  like  the  beaft,  a  rhoughtlefs  life. 
And  like  the  beait  they  die. 

io  [Laid  in  the  grave  like  filly  fheep, 
Death  feeds  upon  them  there, 

Till  the  laft  trumpet  break  their  fleep 
In  terror  and  defpair.] 

-PSAL  M    XLIX.      14,    i5.     Second  Part. 
Common  Metre. 

Death  arJ  the  Refurretli^n. • 

I    X^E  fons  of  pride  that  hate  the  juft, 
j[     And  trample  on  the  poor, 

When  death  has  brought  you  dowr 
Your  pomp  fhall  rife  no  more, 
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I  The  left  great  day  Avail  chance 
When  will  that  hour  appear  ? 

When  (hall  the  Juft  revive,  and  reign 

O'er  all  that  icorn'd  them  her. 

3  God  will  my  naked  foul  receive, 

When  fep'rate  from  the  fleflb  ; 
And  break  the  prifon  of  the  grave 

To  rajfe  my  bones  afreih. 

4  Heav'n  is  my  evcrlafting  home, 
Til1  inheritance  is  fure  •, 

Let  men  of  pride  their  rage  refu 

But  I'll  repine  no  more. 

P  S  A  L  M     XLIX.     Long  Met 

The  rich  Sirjicrs  B.c.th,  ar.J  the  Sawfs  Refurrefiioi:. 

i   "^KTITHY  do  the  proud  infult  the  poor, 
YY     And  boaft  the  large  eftates  they  have  . 

liow  vain  are  riches  to  fee ure 

Their  owners  from  the  grave  ! 

I  They  can't  redeem  one  hour  from  death 
With  all  the  help  in  which  they  truft  i 
Nor  give  a  dying  brother  breath, 
When  God:  commands  him  down  to  dtift* 

3  'There  the  dark  earth  and  difmal  ili.de 
Shall  clafp  their  naked  bodies  round  •, 
That  fltfh  fo  delicately  fed  « 
LLs  cold,  and  moulders  in  the  ground* 

4  Like  thcughtlefs  (keep  the  Tinner  dies, 
Laid  in  the  grave  of  worms  they  eat : 
The  faints  fhall  in  the  morning  rlfej 
And  find  the  oppreffbr  at  their  feet. 

;   His  honour;  periih  in  the  duft, 
And  pomp  and  beaut},  birth,  and  blooj 

K 
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That  glorious  day  exalts  the  juft, 

To  full  dominion  o'er  the  proud. 
(v  My  Saviour  fhall  my  life  reftore, 

And  raife  me  from  my  dark  abode ; 
My  flefh  and  foul  ihall  part  no  more ;. 
But  dwell  for  ever  near  my  God. 

PSALM   L.      1—6.     Firji  Part.     Com.  Metre. 

The  lajl  Judgment  ;    or,    The  Saints  rewarded. 

1  *  1  ̂ HE  Lord,  the  Judge,  before  his  throne 
JL     Bids  the  whole  earth  draw  nigh, 

The  nations  near  the  riling  fun, 
And  near  the  Weftern  Iky. 

2  No  more  fhall  bold  blafphemers  fay, 

"  Judgment  will  ne'er  begin  •" 
No  more  abufe  his  long  delay 

To  impudence  and  fin. 

3  Thron'd  on  a  cloud  our  God  fhall  com: 
Bright  flames  prepare  his  way  ; 

Thunder  and  darknefs,  fire  and  ftorm, 
Lead  on  the  dreadful  da^. 

4  Heav?n  from  above  his  call  fhall  hear, 
Attending  angels  come, 

And  earth  and  hell  fhall  know,  and  fea*- 
His  juftice  and  their  doom. 

5  "  But  gather  all  my  faints  (he  cries) 
"  That  made  their  peace  with  God 

u  By  the  Redeemer's  facrifice, 
"  And  feal'd  it  with  his  blood. 

6  "  Their  faith  and  works  brought  forth  to  lijgfc 
"  Shall  make  the  world  confefs 

"  My  fentence  of  reward  is  right, 
M  And  heaven  adore  my  g* 
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>SALML.    Ver.  10,  II,  14,  15,  23.     Second  Part. 

Common  Metre. 

Obedience  is  better  than  Scltwfite. 

'HUS  faith  the  Lord,  «  The  fpacious  fields, 

TH
US
 

«  A 

And  flocks  and  hejrda  are  mine, 

11  O'er  all  the  cattle  of  the  hills 

"  I  claim  a  right  divine. 

2  "  I  afk  no  fheep  for  facrifice, 
"  Nor  bullocks  burnt  with  lire; 

u  To  hope  and  love,  to  pray  and  praile, 
w  Is  all  that  I  require. 

3  u  Call  upon  me  when  trouble's  near, 
"  My  hand  fliall  let  thee  free  ; 

11  Then  mall  thy  thankful  lips  declare 
u  The  honour  due  to  me. 

4  "  The  man  that  oilers  humble  praife, 
"  He  glori£es  me  be  ft : 

"  And  thofe  that  tread  my  holy  ways 
u  Shall  my  falvation  tafte." 

PSALM    L.      1,  5,  8,   16,    21,    22.     Third   Fc. 

Common  Metre. 

The  Judgment  of  Hyp ): rites. 

1  ̂ YTTIEN  Chrift  to  judgment  fha<i  deftj 
\\      And  faints  furround  their  Lord, 

lie  calls  the  nations  to  atumd, 
And  heur  his  awful  word. 

2  "  Not  for  the  want  of  bullocl 
"   Will  1  the  world  reprove  ; 

u  Altars  and  rite?,  an 
H  Without  the  lire  of  love. 

K  2 
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"  Ami  what  have  hypocrites  to  do,  i 
"  To  bring  their  iacrifice  ? 

"  They  call  my  ftatutes  juft  and  true, 
u  But  deal  in  theft  and  lies. 

"  Could  you  expect  to  Tcape  my  fight, "  And  fin  without  controul  ? 

"  But  I  fhall  bring  your  crimes  to  light 
"  Wich  anguiih  in  your  foul.'' 

Confider,  ye  that  flight  the  Lord, 
Before  his  wrath  appear  \ 

If  once  you  fall  beneath  his  fword, 
There's  no  deliv'rer  there. 

F  S  A  L  M    L.     Third  Part.     Long  Metre, 

Hypocrify  ezpofed. 

•HE  Lord,  the  judge,  his* churches  warns, 
Let  hypocrites  attend  and  fear, 

Who  place  their  hope  in  rites  and  forms, 
But  make  not  faith  their  love  and  care, 

l  Vile  wretches  dare  rehearfe  his  name 

With  lips  of  falfehood  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  reek  their  Maker's  face  ! 

They  take  his  cov'nant  on  their  tongue, 
But  break  his  laws,  abufe  his  grace. 

4  To  heaVn  they  life  their  hands  unclean  ? 

Defil'd  with  luft,  denTd  with  blood  •, 
By  night  thy  practife  evVy  fin, 
By  day  their  mouths  draw  near  to  Go  J. 

5  And  while  his  judgments  long  delay, 
They  grow  fecuve  and  fin  the  more  $ 
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They  think  hfe  fle£$£  &  well  as  they, 
And  put  far  off  the  dreadful  hour. 

6  O  dreadful  hour  !    when  God  draw?  near, 

d  fets  their  crimes  before  their  eyes  ! 
His  wrath  their  guilty  fouls  (hall  tear, 
And  no  deliverer  dare  to  rife. 

PSAL  M  L.     To  a  new  tune.    . 

The  la/1  Judgment, 

i    fTP*HE  Lord,  the  fov'reign,   feud:]  his  I 
\_  forth, 

Calls  the  fouth  nations,  and  awakes  the  north  \ 
From  eaft  to  weft  the  founding  orders  fprcad 

Thro'  diftant  worlds  and  regions  of  the  de  td  * 
No  more  (hall  Atheifts  mock  his  long  delay  ; 
His  vengeance  fleeps  no  more  :  Behold  the  day  v 

2  Behold  the  Judge  defcends  ;  his  guards  are  nigh; 
Ternpeft  and  fire  attend  him  down  :.he  iky  ; 

Ileav'n,  earth,  and  hell  draw  near;  let  all  things  coir/ 

To  hear  his  juftice^and*  the  tinner's  doom  \ 
But  gather  firft  my  faints,  (the  Judge  commands). 
Bring  them,  ye  angels,,  from  their  diftant  lands. 

3  Behold  my  covenant  ftands  for  ever  good, 
ScaFd  by  th'  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  diftinc~tion  here  \  come,  fpread  tl thrones, 

And  near  rnc  feat  my  fav'rites  and  my  fons. 
4  I  their  almighty  Saviour  and  their  God, 
I  am  their  Judge  :  Ye  heavns  proclaim  abfoad 
My  eternal  fenttnee,  and  declare 
fhofe  awful  truths  that  finners  dread  to  h    - 
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Sinners  in  Zion,  tremble  and  retire ; 

I  doom  the  painted  hypocrke  to  fire. 

5  Not  for  the  want  of  goats  or  bullocks  flam 
Do  I  condemn  thee  ;  bulls  and  goats  are  vain 
Without  the  flames  of  love  :  In  vain  the  ftore 

Of  brutal  ofFrings  that  were  mine  before  ; 
Mine  are  the  tamer  beafts  and  favage  breed, 
Flocks,  herds,  and  fields,  and  forefts  where  they  feed. 

6  If  I  were  hungry,  would  I  afk  thee  food  ? 
When  did  I  thirft>  or  drink  thy  bullocks  blood  ? 

Can  I  be  flatter' d  with  thy  cringing  bows, 
Thy  lblemn  ehatt'ring,  and  fantaftic  vows  ? 
Are  my  eyes  charm  d  thy  veftments  to  behold 

aVihg  in  gems,  and  gay  in  woven  gold  ? 

7  Unthinking  wretch !  how  could  ft  thou  hope  to  pleafe 
A  God,  a  Spirit,  with  fuch  toys  as  thefe  ! 
While,  with  my  grace  and  ftatutes  on  thy  tongue, 
Thou  !ovTt  deceit,  and  doft  thy  brother  wrong  ; 
In  vain  to  pious  forms  thy  zeal  pretends, 

Thieves  and  adulterers  are  thy  chofen  friends. 

3  Silent  I  waited  with  long  fuffering  love, 

But  didft  thou  hope  that  I  fhould  ne'er  reprove  i 
And  cheriih  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. 

0  Sinners  awake  betimes  ;  ye  fools,  be  wife  \ 
Awake  before  this  dreadful  morning  rife  ; 

Change  your  vain  thoughts,  your  crooked  works  a- 
mend  ; 

Fly  to  tfcte  Saviour,  make  (he  Judge  your  friend, 
Left  like  a  lion  his  laft  vengeance  tear 

Tour  trembling  fouls,  and  no  deliv'rer  near  : 
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P  S  A  L  M  L.  to  the  old  proper  tunc. 

The  bfi  Judgment* 

\    *nr^HE  God  of  glory  fends  his  fummons  forth, 
Calls  the  fouth  nations,  and  awakesthe  north; 

From  eaft  to  weft  the  fov'reign  orders  fpread, 
Thro'  diilant  worlds  and  regions  of  the  dead. 
The  trumpet  founds  ;  hell  trembles  ;  leaven  rejoices  y 
Lift  up  your  beads,  ye  faints,  with  cheerful  vox 

1  No  more  fhall  Athcifts  mock  his  long  delay  *, 
His  vengeance  ileeps  no  more  ;  behold  the  day  ; 

Behold  the  Judge  defcend  •,  his  guards  are  nigh  5 
Temp  efts  and  fire  attend  him  down  the  iky. 

When  God  appears ',  all  nature  flail  adcrc 
While  fmners  tremble,  faints  rejoice  before  him 

3  "  Heaven,  earth,  and  hell,  draw  near :  Let  all  things 
come 

"  To  hear  my  juftice,  and  the  finners  doom  ; 
u  But  gather  firft  my  faints  ;  (the  Judge  commands)  \ 

"  Bring  them,  ye  angels,  from  their  diftant  lands/' 
When  Chrifi  returns,  nuakc  every  cheerful  pajjion  : 
Andfhout,  ye  faints,  he  comes  for  your  fatvatioth 

4  «  Behold  my  cov'nant  ftands  for  ever  good. 
"  Seal'd  by  th'  eternal  facrifice  in  blood. 
*<  And  fign'd  with  all  their  names  -,  the  greek,  th. 
u  That  paid  the  ancient  worihip  or  the  new  \ 

There's  no  diflinclicn  here,  jcin  all  your  voice's. 
And  ratfe  your  heads,  v<  (pints,  for  heavn  re/. 

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

(<   And  near  me  feat  my  fav'rites  and  my  JOKSj 
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fc  Come,  my  redcem'd,  poffefs  the  joys  prep: 
"  Ere  time  began,  'tis  your  divine  reward. 

When  Chrifl  returns ;  ivake  every  cheerful  pajfiyi  ; 
And  ft.  be  comes  for  your  falvaiiy 

Pause  the  firfl 

6  <c  I  am  the  faviour,  I  th'  almighty  God, 
"  I  am  the  Judge :  Ye  heav'ns  proclaim  abroad 
"  My  jufi  eternal  fentence  and  declare, 
"  Thofe  awful  truths  that  flnners  dread  to  hear. 

When  God  appears,  all  nature  /hall  adore  him  : 
While Jtnners  tremble >  faints  rejoice  before  him. 

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

"  Now  feel  my  wrath,  nor  call  my  threat'nings  vain  \ 
"  Thou  hypocrite,  once  dreft  in  faints  attire, 
;;  I  doom  the  painted  hypocrite  to  fire. 

Judgment  proceeds  :  hell  trembles  ;  hereon  Rejoices  ] 
Lift  tip  your  heads,  ye  faints,  ivith  cheerful  voices. 

3  "  Not  for  the  want  of  goats  or  bullocks  flain 
"  Do  I  condemn  thee  ;  bulls  and  goats  are  vain 
(i  Without  the  flames  of  love :  in  vain  the  ft  ore 

"  Of  brutal  off'rings  that  were  mine  before. 

Earth  is  the  Lord's  :  all  nature  Jhall  adore  him  j 
While  flnners  tremble.  Saints  rejoice  befora  him. 

9  «  If  I  were  hungry,  would  I  afk  thee  food  ? 

u  When  did  I  third,  or  drink  thy  bullock's  blood: 
<c  Mine  are  the  tamer  beads,  and  favage  breed, 
"  Flocks,  herds,  and  fields,  and  forefts,  where  the;7 

feed. 

All  is  the  Lord's  ;  he  rides  the.  wide  creation  : 
Gives  finners  ven%e<xnce,  and  the  faints  farVat 
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10  u  Can  I  be  fiatter'd  with  thy  cringing  bows, 
u  Thy  foTemn  cnattrings  and  fantaftic  vows  ? 

11  Are  my  eyes  fcharm'd  thy  veftmerits  to  behold 
"  Glaring  in  gems,  and  gay  in  woven  gold  ? 

God  is  the  Judge  cf  hearts,  no  fair  difguifes 
Canfcreen  the  guilty  ivhen  bis  vengance  rifts. 

Pause  the  fecond. 

1 1  "  Unthinking  wretch  !  how  couldft  thou  hope  to 
pleafe ; 

u  A  God,  a  Spirit,  with  fuch  toys  as  thefe  ? 
"  While  with  my  grace  and  ftatutes  on  thy  tongue, 
"  Thou  lov'ft  deceit,  and  doft  thy  brother  wrong. 

Judgment  proceeds  :  hell  trembles  :  heavn  rejoices  : 
Lift  up  your  heads,  ye  faints,  with  cheerful  voices. 

12  "In  vain  to  pious  forms  thy  zeal  pretends  ; 

M  Thieves  and  adult'rers  are  thy  chofen  friends  : 
"  While  the  falfe  flatt'rer  at  my  altar  waits, 
"  His  harden'd  foul  divine  inftruclion  hates 

God  is  the  Judge  of  hearts  :  nc  fair  difguifes 
Canfcreen  the  guilty  when  his  ven'g  ar.ee  rifes. 

13  "  Silent  I  waited  with  long-fuff'ring  love  > 
"  But  didft  thou  hope  that  I  fhould  ne'er  repro 
"  And  chcrifh  fuch  an  impious  thought  within, 
"  That  the  All-Holy  would  indulge  thy  fin  ? 

Sec,  God  appears  •  all  nature  join  to  adore  him  1 
Judgment  proceeds,  andfinncrsfjll  /. 

14  w  Behold  my  terrors  now  jj  my  thunders  roll, 
M   And  thy  own  crimes  aflright  thy  guilty  foil  , 
"  Now,  like  a  lion,  fball  my  yeag'arjcfc  tc 
"    H  Dg  heart\  and  v.o  dcl;\,rcr  ;:■. 
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Judgment  concludes  ;  hell  trembles  ;  heav/i  r 

Lift  up  your  heads,  ye  faints,  with  cheerful  void  f» 

korteffia. 

Sinners,  awake  betimes ;  ye  fool?,  be  wife  ! 
Awake  before  this  dreadful  morning  rife  ; 
Change   your  vain   thoughts,  your  croocked  works 

amend. 

Fly  to  the  Saviour,  make  the  Judge  your  friend  : 

Then  join,  ye  faints  :  ivake  every  cheerful  paffion. 
When  Chrijl  returns,  he  comes  for  your  fa  hat  ion, 

PSALM     LI.     Fhfl  Part.     Long  Metre. 

A  Penitent  pleading  for  Pardon. 

i    QHEW  pity,  Lord;  O  Lord,  forgive, 
\^$  Let  a  repenting  rebel  live  ; 
Are  not  thy  mercies  large  and  free  ? 
May  not  a  {inner  truft  in  thee  ? 

2  My  crimes  are  great,  but  not  furpafs 
The  power  and  glory  of  thy  grace  : 
Great  God  thy  nature  hath  no  bound, 

So  let  thy  pard'ning  love  be  found. 

3  O  wafli  my  foul  from  every  nn, 
And  make  my  guilty  conference  clean  ; 
Here  on  my  heart  the  Burden  lies, 
And  paft  offences  pain  mine  eyes. 

4  My  lips  with  flume  my  fins  confef: 

Againft  thy  law,  agaiftft  thy  grace  ; 
Lord,  fhould  thy  judgment  grow  fevere, 

I  am  condemn'd,  but  thou  art  clear. 

5  Should  fudden  veng'ance  feize  my  breath, 
J  muft  pronounce  thee  juft  iri  death : 
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re  font  to  li 

Thj  improves  it  well. 

Yet  fave  a  trembling  finner,  Lord, 

iope  ftill  hov'ring  round  thy  word, 
Would  light  on  fomc  fweet  promife  there, 
Sjme  Hire  iupport  again  ft  defpalr. 

PSALM     LI.      Second  Part.     Lor. 

Original  and  aBiml  Si/) 

LORD,  I  am  vile,  conceivM  in  fin. 

And  born  unholy  and  unc' 
Sprung  from  the  man  whofe  guilty  fail 
Corrupts  the  race,  and  taints  us  a 

Soon  as  we  draw  our  infant 

The  feeds  of  fin  grow  up  for  death  ; 

Thy  law  demands  a  perfect  heart  •, 

But  we're  denTd  in  every  part. 

[Great  God,  create  my  heart  a- 
And  form  my  fpirit  pure  and  true  : 
()  make  me  wife  betimes  to  I 

My  danger  and  my  remedy.] 

)ld,  I  fall  before  thy  fee 

My  only  refuge  is  thy  grace  : 
No  outward  forms  can 

The  leprofj 

No  bleeding  bird,  nor  bleeding  b\ 

Nor  hyiTop- branch,  nor  fprinkling  pri 
running  brook,  nor  flood,  nor  \\ 

Can  waili  the  difma)  (lain  aw 

•  my  God,  thy  bloo  I 
Hath  poyfr  fuirkient  to  atone  ; >W  ; 

s  could  clcanfe  me  fo. 
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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  bones  rejoice. 

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

The  Bachjlider  rejlored  ;  or,  Repentance  and  Faith  in  tf& 
Blood  of  Chrift. 

i    i^\Thou  that  hear'ft  when  finners  cry, 
\_f   Tho'  all  my  crimes  before  thee  lie, 
Behold  them  not  with  angry  look, 

But  blot  their  mem'ry  from  thy  book. 

2  Create  my  nature  pure  within, 
And  form  my  foul  averfe  to  fin  ; 

Let  thy  good  Spirit  ne'er  depart. 
Nor  hide  thy  prefence  from  my  heart. 

3  I  cannot  live  without  thy  liglit, 

Caft  out  and  banifh'd  from  thy  fight  , 
Thine  holy  joys,  my  God,  reftore, 
And  guard  me  that  I  fall  no  more* 

4  Tho'  I  have  griev'd  thy  Spirit,  Lord, 
His  help  and  comfort  ftill  afford  : 
And  let  a  wretch  come  near  thy  throne 
To  plead  the  merits  of  thy  Son. 

$   A  broken  heart,  my  God,  my  King, 

Is  all  the  facrifice  I  bring  *, 

The  God  of  grace  will  ne'er  defpife A  broken  heart  for  facrifice. 

6  My  foul  lies  humbled  in  the  duft, 
And  owns  thy  dreadful  fentence  juft  \ 
Look  down,  O  Lord,  with  pitying  eye. 

And  fave  the  foul  condemn'd  to  die, 
i 



PSAL  M     J-&  r:i 

;  Then  will  I  teach  the  world  thy  frays :, 

Sinners  fhali  learn  thy  fov'Ycign  grafce  ; 
Til  lead  them  to  my  Saviour's  blood. 
And  they  (hall  praife  a  pard'ning  God, 

3  O  may  thy  love  infpire  my  tongue  ! 
Salvation  lhall  be  all  my  fong  ; 

And  all  my  pow'rs  (hall  join  to  blefs- 
Tlic  Lord,  my  ftrength  and  righteoufn.' 

PSALM  LL      r— fj,     Firjl  Part.      Com.  Metre 

Original  and  aclual  Sin  confejfed  and  pardoned. 

1  '        ORD,  I  would  fpread  my  fore  diftreft 
\  _a   And  guilt  before  thine  eyes  f 
Againft  thy  laws,  againft  thy  grace, 

How  bright  my  crimes  arife ! 

2  Shouldft  thou  condemn  my  foul  to  hell, 
And  crufh  my  flefh  to  duft, 

Heav'n  would  approve  thy  vengeance  well. 
And  earth  mult  own  it  juft. 

3  I  from  the  (lock  of  Adam  came, 
Unholy  and  unclean ; 

All  my  original  is  (hame, 
And  all  my  nature  fin. 

^  Born  in  a  world  of  guilt,  I  drew 
Contagion  with  my  breath  ; 

And  as  my  days  advane'd,  I  grew 
A  jufter  prey  for  death. 

5  Clcanfc  me,  O  Lord,  and  cheer  my 
With  thy  forgiving  love  ; 

O  make  my  broken  fpirit  whole, 
And  bid  my  pains  remove. 

C  Let  not  thy  Spirit  quite  depart, 
Nof  drive  me  from  thy  Jbkt  ; 

L 
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Create  anew  my  vicious  heart, 
And  fill  it  with  thy  grace. 

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

Backfliders  (hall  addrefs  thy  throne, 
And  turn  to  God  again, jjj 

PS  ALM  LI.     1 4 —  1 7 .     Second  Part.     Com.  Metre. 

Repentance  and  Faith  in  the  Blood  of  Chrijl* 

i   /^\  God  of  mercy,  hear  my  call, 
\^J  My  load  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  o£  goats,  nor  heifer  flain, 

For  fin  could  e'er  atone ; 
The  death  of  Chrift  fhall  ft  ill  remain 

Sufficient  and  alone. 

4  A  foul  oppreft  with  fin's  defer t, 
My  God  will  ne'er  defpife  : 

A  humble  groan,  a  broken  heart, 
Is  cur  beft  facrifice. 

PSALM    LIIL    4   6. 

Viclcry  and  Deliverance  from  Perfecut. 

i       A    RE  all  the  foes  of  Sion  fools, 

jfc\   #Who  thus  devour  his  faints  ? 

Do  they  not  know  her  Saviour  rules, 
And  pities  her  complaints  ? 

2  They  (hali  be  feiz'd  with  fad  furprhv  ; 

For  God's  revenging  arm 
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Scatters  the  bones  cf  them  that  rife 
To  do  his  children  harm. 

3  In  vain  the  fons  of  Satan  boaft 
Of  armies  in  array  j 

When  God  has  firft  defpis'd  their  hoft, 
They  fall  an  eafy  prey. 

4  O  for  a  word  from  Sion's  King> 
Her  captives  to  reftore  I 

Jacob  with  all  the  tribes  ihall  fing, 
And  Judah  weep  no  more. 

PSALM  LV.     i—8,  i63  17,  18,  22.     Com.  Met. 

Support  for  the  cjjl'ifted  and  tempted  Soul, 

1    i^\  God,  my  refuge,  hear  my  cries, 
\^y   Behold  my  flowing  tears, 

\    For  earth  and  hell  my  hurt  devife. 
And  triumph  in  my  fears. 

a  Their  rage  is  levelled  at  my  life, 
My  foul  with  guilt  they  Ioad^ 

And  nil  my  thoughts  with  inward  ftrife, 
To  fhake  my  hope  in  God. 

3  With  inward  pain  my  heart-firings  found, 
I  groan  with  evVy  breath  •, 

*  Horror  and  fear  befet  me  round 
-  Amongft  the  fliades  of  death. 

4  O  were  I  like  a  feather'd  <lovcy 
And  innocence  h-ad  wings  ; 

Fd  fly,  and  make  a  long  remove 
From  all  thefe  reftleis  tilings. 

5  Let  me  to  fome  wild  defart  go, 
And  find  a  peaceful  home, 

Where  ftorms  of  malice  never  blow, 
Temptations  never  come. La 
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6  Vain  Lopes^  and  vain  intentions  all, 
To  Tcape  the  rage  of  hell ! 

The  mighty  God  on  whom  I  call, 
fave  me  here  as  well. 

Pause. 

7  By  morning-light  Til  feek  his  face, 
At  noon  repeat  my  cry, 

The  night  fhall  hear  me  afk  his  grace, 
Nor  will  he  long  deny. 

8  God  fhall  prefervc  my  foul  from  fear. 
Or  fhieid  me  when  afraid  ; 

Ten  thoufand  angels  muft  appear 
If  he  command  their  aid. 

g  I  caft  my  burdens  on  the  Lord, 
The  Lord  fuftains  them  all ; 

My  courage  refts  upon  his  word, 
That  faints  fhall  never  falL 

io  My  higheft  hopes  fhall  not  be  vain, 
My  lips  fhall  fpread  his  praife  ̂  

While  cruel  and  deceitful  men 

Scarce  live  out  half  their  day?. 

PSALM  LV.   15,   16,  17,   19,  22.    Com.  Metre. 

Dangerous  P  r  of  peril y  ;  or,  Daily  Devotions  encouraged. 

1  T     ET  finners  take  their  ccurfe, 

JLi    And  choofe  the  road  to  death  \ 
But  in  the  worihip  of  my  God 

I'll  fpend  my  daily  breath. 

2  My  thoughts  addrefe  his  throne 
When  morning  brings  the  light 

T  feek  his  bleiiing  ev'ry  noon, 
And  pay  my  vows  at  ni 
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3  Thou  wilt  regard  my  cries, 
O  my  eternal  God, 

While  finners  perifh  in  furprife 
Beneath  thine  angry  rod. 

4  Becaufe  they  dwell  at  eafe, 
And  no  fad  changes  feel, 

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  caft  my  burdens  on  his  arm, 
And  reft  upon  his  word. 

6  His  arm  fhall  well  fuftain 

The  children  of  his  love  *, 
The  ground  on  which  their  fafety  ftands 

No  earthly  power  can  move. 

PSALM    LVI. 

Deliverance  from    Opprejfion  and  Falfehcod ;   or,   God's 
Care  of  his  People,  in  anfiver  to  Faith  and  Prayer. 

1  £~\  Thou,  whofe  juftice  reigns  on  high, \^J  And  makes  the  opprerfbr  ceafe, 
Behold  how  envious  finners  try 

To  vex  and  break  my  peace. 

2  The  fons  of  violence  and  lies 

Join  to  devour  me,  Lord  ; 

Eut  as  my  hourly  dangers- rife, 
2yly  refuge  is  thy  word. 

3  In  God  moft  holy,  juft,  and  true, 

I  have  repos'd  my  truft  ; 
Nor  will  f  fear  what  flefh  can  do, 

The  offspring  of  the  duft. 

L3 
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4  They  wreft  my  words  to  mifchtef  Ail', 
Charge  me  with  unknown  faults  ; 

Mifchief  doth  ail  their  counfels  fill, 
And  malice  all  their  thoughts. 

:   Shall  they  efcape  without  thy  frown  ? 
Muft  their  devices  ftand  ? 

O  caft  the  haughty  finner  down, 
And  kt  him  know  thy  hand. 

Pause. 

6  God  counts  the  forrows  of  his  faints. 

Their  groans  affect  his  ears  •, 
Thou  haft  a  book  for  my  complaints, 

A  bottle  for  my  tea^s. 

7  When  to  thy  throne  I  raife  my  cry, 
The  wicked  fear  and  flee  ; 

So  fwift  is  prayer  to  reach  the  fey. 
So  near  is  God  to  me. 

8  In  thee,  moll  holy,  juft  and  true, 

I  have  repos'd  my  truft  ; 
Nor  will  1  fear  what  man  can  do, 

The  offspring  of  the  duft. 

9  Thy  folemn  vows  are  on  mc,  Lord, 
Thou  fhalt  receive  my  praife  j 

I'll  fmg,  "  How  faithful  is  thy  word} 
u  Kow  righteous  all  thy  ways." 

io  Thou  haft  fecur'd  my  foul  from  death^ 
O  fet  a  pris'ner  free  ! 

That  heart  and  hand,  and  life  and  breath, 

May  be  employed  for  thee, 
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Praifefor  ProUBiony  Grsce  arid  Triah. 

1  1^  JWX  God,  in  whom. are  all  the  fprings 
Jl\J_    Oi  bcundlcis  love,  and  grace  unknown, 
1  tide  me  beneath  thy  Spreading  wings 
Till  the  dark  cloud  is  overblown. 

2  Up  to  the  heav'ns  I  fend  my  cry, 
The  Lord  will  my  defires  perforin  ; 
He  fends  his  angels  from  the  iky, 

And  laves  me  from  the  threat'ning  ftorm. 

3  Be  thou  exalted  O  my  God, 

Above  the  heav'ns  where  angels  dwell ; 
Thy  powV  on  earth  be  known  abroad, 
And  land  to  land  thy  wonders  tell. 

4  My  heart  is  fix'd  ;  my  fong  mall  raife 
Immortal  honours  to  thy  name  j 

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  utmofl  Iky  j 
His  truth  to  endlefs  years  remains, 
When  lower  worlds  diflblve  and  die. 

6  Be  thou  exalted,  O  my  God, 

9  Above  the  heavens  where  angels  dwell  \ 
Thy  pow'r  on  earth  be  known  abroad, 
And  land  to  land  thy  wonders  tell. 

PSALM     LVIII.     As  the  n3thPfalm, 

Warning  to  MagiJiratiS. 

i     |"Udges,  who  rule  the  world  by  laws, J     Will  ye  defpife  the  righteous  caufe, 

When  th'  injur'd  poor  before  you  ftands  ? 
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Dare  ye  condemn  the  righteous  poor, 
And  let  rich  finners  Ycape  fecirre, 

While  gold  and  grcatnefs  bribe  your  hands  ? 

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

High  in  the  heav'ns  his  juftice  reigns  ; 
Yet  you  in.vade  the  rights  of  God, 
And  fend  your  bold  decrees  abroad, 

To  bind  the  confcience  in  your  chains. 

3  A  poifon'd  arrow  is  your  tongue, 
The  arrow  fharp,  the  poifon  ftrong, 

And  death  attends  where'er  it  wounds  : 
You  hear  no  counfels,  cries  nor  tears  ; 
So  the  deaf  adder  flops  her  ears 

Againft  the  power  of  charming  founds. 

4  Break  out  their  teeth,  eternal  God, 

Thofe  teeth  of  lions  dy'd  in  blood  ; 
And  crufh  the  ferpents  in  the  duTt  ; 

As  empty  chaff,  when  whirlwinds  rife, 
Before  the  (weeping  tempeft  flies, 

So  let  their  hopes  and  names  be  loft. 

r  Th'  Almighty  thunders  from  the  fky, 
Their  grandeur  melts,  their  titles  die, 

As  hills  of  fnow  diflblve  and  run, 

Or  fnails  that  perifli  in  their  flime, 
Or  births  that  come  before  their  tiiue, 

Vain  births,  that  never  fee  the  fun. 

6  Thus  {hall  the  vengeance  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, 
€*  A  God  that  hears  his  children  cry, 

"  And  will  their  fuff'rings  well  repays 
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PSALM    LX.     1—5.  ic— 12. 

On  a  Day  of  Humiliation  Jcr  Difappointments  in  War, 

L ORD,  haft  thou  cait  the  nation  off  ? Muft  we  for  ever  mourn  ? 

Wilt  tbou  indulge  immortal  wrath  ? 

Shall  mercy  ne'er  return  ? 
2  The  terror  of  one  frown  of  thine 

Melts  all  our  ftrength  away ; 
Like  men  that  totter  drunk  with  wine, 

We  tremble  in  difmay. 

3  Great  Britain  (hakes  beneath  thy  ftroke, 
And  dreads  thy  threatening  hand  j 

0  heal  the  ifland  thou  haft  broke. 

Confirm  the  wavering  land. 

4  lift  up  a  banner  in  the  field, 
For  thofe  that  fear  thy  name  ; 

Save  thy  beloved  with  thy  fliidd, 
And  put  our  foes  to  fhame. 

5  Go  with  our  armies  to  the  fight, 

Like  a  confed'rate  God  j 

In  vain  confed'rate  pow'rs  unite 
Againft  thy  lifted  rod. 

6  Our  troops  fliall  gain  a  wide  renown 

-  By  thine  aflifting  hand  ; 
Tis  God  that  treads  the  mighty  down, 

And  makes  the  feeble  ftand. 

P  S  A  L  M     LX1.     i_6.     Safety  in  GrJ 

1  "Tit  7***^  °,erw'ic^m'^  with  gri \\     My  heart  within  mc  d  , 
Helplefs,  and  far  frum  all  relief 

To  hea\'n  I  lift  mine  cvc< 
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2  O  lead  me  to  the  Rock 

That's  high  above  my  head, 
And  make  the  covert  of  thy  wings 

My  llielter  and  my  fhade. 

3  Within  thy  prefence,  Lord, 

For  ever  I'll  abide  5 
Thou  art  the  tow'r  of  n  y  defence, 

The  refuge  where  I  hide. 

4  Thou  giveft  me  the  lot 
Of  thofe  that  fear  thy  name ; 

If  endkfs  Hie  be  their  reward, 
i  IhalJ  poflef*  the  lame. 

PSALM    LXIL    5—1*. 

No  trufl  in  the  Creatures  :  or,  Faith  in  divine  Grace 
and  Power* 

3    Ti  IW  Y  fpirit  looks  to  God  alone ; 

iSx.  ̂ y  rock  an(*  -refuge  is  his  throne  > 
In  all  my  fears,  in  all  my  ftraits, 
My  foul  on  his  falvation  waits. 

2  Truft  him,  ye  faints,  in  all  your  ways, 
Pour  out  your  hearts  before  his  face  j 
When  helpers  fail,  and  foes  invade, 
God  is  our  all-fufficient  aid. 

3  Falfe  are  the  men  of  high  degree, 
The  bafer  fort  are  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  glittVing  duft ; 
Y?hy  will  you  grafp  the  fleeting  fmokc, 
And  not  believe  what  God  has  fpokc  ? 

5  Once  has  his  awful  voice  declar'd, 
Once  and  again  my  ears  have  heard. 
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u  All  pow'r  is  his  eternal  due  ; 
"  He  muft  be  fear'd  and  Crafted  too." 

6  For  fovVcign  pow'r  reigns  not  alone, 
Grace  is  a  partner  of  the  throne  ; 
Thy  grace  and  juftice,  mighty  Lord, 
Shall  well  divide  our  hit  reward. 

PSALM  LX1II.     r,  2,  $,  3,  4.     Ftrjifai 

Common.  Metre. 

The  Morning  of  a  Lord's  Day. 

rp  ARLY,  my  God,  without  delay, 
fj   I  hafte  to  feek  thy  face ; 
My  thirfty  fpirit  faints  away 

Without  fhy  cheering  grace. 

So  prlgrims,  on  the  fcorching  fand, 
Beneath  a  burning  iky, 

Long  for  a  cooling  ftream  at  hand, 
And  they  muit  drink  or  die.*       < 

3  I've  {^cn  thy  glory,  and  thy  pow'r 
Thro'  all  tny  temple  (Line  ; 

My  God,  repeat  that  heav'nly  hour* That  vifion  fo  divine, 

4  Not  all  the  blefllngs  of  a  feaft 
Can  pleafe  my  foul  fo  well, 

As  when  thy  richer  grace  I  taYte, 
And  in  thy  prefence  dwell. 

Not  life  itfelf,  with  all  her  joys, 
Can  my  bell  paffions  move, 

Or  raife  fo  high  my  cheerful  voice; 
As  thy  forgiving  love. 

Thus  till  my  bft  expiring  day, 

I'll  blefs  my  god  and  King 
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Thus  will  I  lift  my  hands  to  pray, 
And  tune  my  lips  to  fing. 

PSALM  LXIIL     6   10.     Second  part. 

Common  Metre 

Midnight  Thoughts  recolleEled. 

1  *r  ■  i\VAS  in  the  watches  of  the  night 
1      I  thought  upon  thy  powV, 

I  kept  thy  lovely  face  in  fight 
Amidft  the  darkeft  hour. 

2  My  flefh  lay  r.efting  on  my  bed, 
My  foul  arofe  on  high ; 

«*  My  God,  my  life,  my  hope,  I  faid, 

"  Bring  thy  falvation  nigh." 

3  My  fpirit  labours  up  thine  hill, 
And  climbs  the  heavenly  road  ; 

But  thy  right  hand  upholds  me  ftill, 
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 
(hall  fret  and  rage  in  vain ; 

The  tempter  fhall  for  ever  ceafe, 
And  all  my  fins  be  flain. 

6  Thy  fword  fhall  give  thy  foes  to  deatrr 
And  fend  them  down  to  dwell 

In  the  dark  caverns  of  the  earth , 

Or  to  the  deeps  of  hell. 
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PSALM  LXIIL     LongMd 

Longing    after    God:     or,     The   Love    of  God    betUt 
than  Life, 

i    f~^\  REAT  God  indulge  my  humble  claim. 
\JT  Thou  art  my  hope,  my  joy,  my  r> 
The  glories  that  compofe  thy  name 

Stand  all  engaged  to  make  me  I 

2  Thou  great  and  good,  thou  juft  and  wife 
Thou  art  my  Father  and  my  God  : 
And  I  am  thine  by  facred  tics  ; 
Thy  fon,  thy  fervant,  bought  with  b> 

j  With  heart  and  eyes,  and  lifted  handsr 
For  thee  I  long,  to  thee  I  look, 
As  travellers  in  thirfly  lands 
Pant  for  the  cooling  water  brook. 

4  With  early  feet  I  love  t'. appear 
Among  thy  faints,  and  feck  thy  Face; 
Oft  have  I  feen  thy  glory  there, 

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

5  Nor  fruits,  nor  wines  that  tempt  our  U 
Nor  all  the  joys  our  ferifes  know, 

Could  make  poe  fo  divinely  bleft,  * 
Or  raifc  my  cheerful  paflion  fo. 

6  TVIy  life  itfelf,  without  thy  love 
No  tafte  of  pleafurc  could  afford  ; 

'T  would  but  a  tirefome  burden  prove, 
If  I  were  baniuYd  from  the  Lord. 

7  Amidft  thi  il  hour*  of  night, 
When  bufy  cares  afflict  my  head, 

new  delight  ; 
V 

M 
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.  8  I'll  lift  my  hands,  Til  raife  my  voice, 
While  I  have  breath  to  pray  or  praife , 
This  work  fhall  make  my  heart  rejoice, 
And  fpend  the  remnant  of  my  days. 

P  S  A  L  M    LXIII.     Short  Metre 

Seeking  God. 

i   Tk   IWY  God,  permit  my  tongue 

"~And  let  my  early  cries  prevail 
To  tafte  thy  love  divine, 

2  My  thirfty  fainting  foul 
Thy  mercy  does  implore  : 

Not  travellers  in  defart  lands 

Can  pant  for  water  more. 

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

Thy  pow'r  and  glory  to  behold, 
And  feel  thy  quick'ning  grace. 

4  For  life  without  thy  love 
No  relifh  can  afford ; 

No  joy  can  be  compared  with  this, 
To  ferve  and  pleafe  the  Lord. 

5  To  thee  Til  lift  my  hands, 
And  praife  thee  while  I  live  £ 

No?  the  rkh  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, 



PSALM    LXY 

And  on  thy  watchful  providence 
My  cheerful  hope  relics. 

8  The  Jhadow  of  thy  w 
My  ibui  in  fafety  keeps : 

1  follow  where  my  Father  leads, 
And  he  fupports  my  fteps. 

PSALM  LXV.   i —j.     Fir/}  Part.     Long  Metre, 

Public  Prayr  mid  Praife. 

i  rTH  HE  praife  of  Sion  waits  for  thee, 
X     My  God  -j  and  praife  becomes  thy  houfe  ; 

There  ihall  thy  faints  thy  glory  fee. 
And  there  perform  their  vows. 

2  O  thou,  vs'hofe  mercy  bends  the  fkics 
To  fave,  when  humble  finners  pray  ; 
All  lands  to  thee  fhall  lift  their  eyes, 
And  iflands  cf  the  Northern  fea. 

3  Againft  my  will  my  fins  prevail, 
But  grace  ihall  purge  away  their  ftain  ; 
The  blood  of  Chrift  will  never  fail 

To  wafh  my  garments  white  again. 

3  Bleft  is  the  man  whom  thou  (halt  choofe, 
And  give  him  kind  accefs  to  thee  : 
Give  him  a  place  within  thy  houfe, 
Ta  tafte  thy  love  divinely  free. 

Pause* 
5  -Let  Babel  fear  when  Sion  prays  ; 

•     Babels  prepare  for  long  dirtn  . 
Wh  's  God  himielf  array 
In  terror  and  in  rightcouihefs. 

6  With  dreadful  glow  God  ruU 
ffliclcd  fa; M    : 
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And  with  almighty  wrath  reveals 
His  love,  to  give  his  churches  reft. 

7  Tli en  fhall  the  Socking  nations  ru-i 

To  Sion's  hill,  and  own  their  I. 
Thd  rifmg  and  the  letting  fun 

Shall  fee  the  Saviour's  name  adcr'd. 

P  S  A  L  M  LXV.  5—13.  Second  Pari.  Long  Metre. 

Divine  Providence  in-  Air,  Earthy  and  Sea  j    or,    Tie 
God  of  Nature  and  Grace. 

I    ̂ THHE  God  of  our  falvation  hears 

|      The  groans  of  Sion  mix'd  with  tears  ; 
Yet  when  he  comes  with  kind  deiigns,. 

Thro'  4II  the  way  his  terror  fhines. 

I  On  him  the  race  of  man  depends, 

Far  as  the  earth's  remoteft  ends, 
Where  the  Creators  name  is  known, 

Ey  nature's  feeble  lisht  ak-r:c. 

3  Sailors,  that  travel  o'er  tlie  food, 
Addrefs  their  frighted  fouls  to  God, 
When  tempefts  rage,  and  billows  rpi 
At  dreadful  diftance  from  the  ihcre, 

/   He  bids  the  noify  tempefts  ceafe  ; 

He  cairns  the- raging  croud  to  peace, 
When  a  tumultous  nation  raves, 
Wild  as  the  winds,  and  loud  as  waves. 

;   Whole  kingdom?,   fhaken  by  the  ftcnr 
He  fettles  in  a  peacetul  form  ; 

Mountains  efiabufh'd  by  thine  hand, 
Firm  on  their  old  foundations  ftand. 

6  Behold  his  enfigns  fvveep  the  fky, 

New  comets  blaze,  and  light'nings  flv 
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I  he  heathen  land?,  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, 

lie  guides  the  fun's  declining  wheels 
Over  the  tops  of  Weftern  h 

3  Seafons  and  times  obey  his  voice  ! 

The  ev'ning  and  the  morn  rejoice, 
To  fee  the  earth  made  foft  with  lho\ver5v 
Laden  with  fruit  and  ore  ft  in  flowers. 

9  'Tis  from  his  wat'ry  ftores  on  high 
He  gives  the  thirfty  ground  fupply ; 
He  walks  upon  the  clouds,  and  thence 
Doth  his  enriching  drops  diipenfe. 

!  o  The  delart  grows  a  fruitful  field. 

Abundant  food  the  vallies  yield  *, 
The  vallies  lhout  wi:h  cheerful  voice, 

And  neighbouring  hills  repeat  their  joy.-. 

I  i  The  paftures  (mile  in  green  array, 

There  lambs  and  larger  cattle  play  -. 
The  larger  cattle,  and  the  lamb, 
Each  in  his  language  fpeaks  thy  name. 

\  2  Thy  works  pronounce  thy  pow'r  divirio. 
O'er  ev'ry- field  thy  glories  mine  ;    • 

/Hiro'  ev'ry  month  thy  gifts  appear  ; 
Great  God  !  thy  goodnefs  crowns  the  ft 

P  SALM     LXV.     Firjl  PZrL     Common  Metre 

A  prayer  hearing  GjJ,  and  the  Gentiles  called. 

l    T^RAISE  waits  in  Sion,  Lord,  for  tb 
1       There  fhall  our  vows  be  paid  ; 
Fhou  haft  an  ear  when  llnners  prays  . 

All  flcflx  Hull  fcek  thine  aid. 

M  - 
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2  Lord,  our  iniquities  prevail, 

But  pard'ning  grace  is  thine, 
And  thou  wilt  grant  us  power  and  it  ill 

To  conquer  ev'ry  fin. 

3  Blefs'd  are  the  men  whom  thou  wilt  choofe 
To  bring  them  near  thy  face, 

Give  them  a  dwelling  in  thine  houfe, 
To  feaft  upon  thy  grace. 

4  In  anfw'ring  what  thy  church  requefts* 
Thy  truth  and  terror  fhine, 

And  works  of  dreadful  righteoufnefs 
Fulfil  thy  kind  defign. 

5  Then  fhall  the  wondVing  nations  fee 
The  Lord  is  good  and  juft  \ 

And  diftant  iflands  fly  to  thee, 
And  make  thy  name  their  truft. 

6  They  dread. thy  glittVing  tokens,  Lord* 

When  iigns  in  heav'n  appear  ; 
But  they  fhall  learn  thy  holy  word, 

And  love  as  well  as  fear. 

PSALM     LXV.     Second  Part.     Com.  Metre. 

The  Providence  of  God  in  Airy  Earthy  and  Sea  :  or,  The 

BleJJtng  of  Rain. 

i  5rTMs  by  thy  fhrength  the  mountains  ftand, 
A      God  of  eternal  powV  •, 

The  fca  grows  calm  at  thy  command, 
Aiad  tempefts  ceaie  to  roar. 

2  Thy  morning  light,  and  ev'ning  fhade, 
Suceffive  comforts  bring : 

Thy  plenteous  fruits  make  harveft  glad, 
Thy  flowers  adorn  the  fprmg. 
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2  Seafons  and  tim  crwqna  and  ho 
Heav  n,  earth,  and  air  arc  thi;: 

When  clouds  diitil  in  fruitful  fhowers, 
The  author  is  divine. 

4  Thofe  wand'ring  citterns  in  tins  iky, 
Borne  by  the  winds  around, 

With  wat'ry  treafures  well  amply 
The  furrows  of  the  gro 

5  The  thirtty  ridges  drink  ri. .-ir  fill, 
And  ranks  of  corn  rfppor  > 

Thy  ways  abound  with  bleflings  ftill, 
Thy  goodneis  crowns  the  year. 

PSALM     LXV.     Third  Part.    Comni 

The  Blcfjings  of  the  Spring  ;  -Or,  Gcd  gives  Ru;/u 

A  pfalm  for  the  hufbandman. 

i    f~^i  OOD  is  the  Ldn^  the  heavivly  King, 
\JT   Who  makes  the  eartli  his  care ; 

Viiits  the  pattures  e\7ry  fpring* 
And  bids  the  grafs  appear. 

2  The  clouds,  like  rivers  rais'd  on  high., 
Pour  out  at  thy  command, 

^Their  wat'ry  bleflings  from  the  fky: 
To  cheer  the  thinly  land. 

•3  The  foften'd  ridges  of  the  fLeJd 
Permit  the  corn  to  fpring  ; 

The  vallics  rich  provilion  yield, 

And  the  poor  laborers  fing. 

4  The  little  hills  on  ev'ry  fide 
Rejoice  at  falling  fhow'rs : 

The  meadows  drelVd  in  all  their  pride^ 
Perfume  the  air  with  fiow'rs. 
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j  The  barren  clods,  refrefti'd  with  r_a 
Promife  a  joyful  crop  ; 

The  parching  grounds  look  green  againr 
And  raiie  the  reapers  hope. 

6  The  various. months  thy  goodaefs  crown* 
How  bounteous  are  thy  ways  ! 

The  bleating  flocks  fpread  o'er  the  downs, 
And  fhepherds  fhout  thy  praife. 

PSALM     LXVI.      Firjl  Part, 

Governing  Power  and  Goodnefs  ;  or,  Our  Grace  tried  b\ 

Afflictions. 

i    O  ING,  all  ye  nations,  to  the  Lord, 
l^  Sing  with  a  joyful  noife  , 
With  melody  of  found  record 

His  honours  and  your  joys* 

2  Say  to  the  Pow'r  that  fhakes  the  £ky~ 
*}  How  terrible  art  thou  ! 

"  Sinners  before  thy  prefence  fly. 

Or  at  thy  feet  they  bow." 

3  [Come,  fee  the  wonders  of  our  Gc 
How  glorions  are  his  ways  ? 

In  Mofes'  hand  he  put  his  rod, 
And  cleaves  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  refiftlefs  might  -9 
Will  rebel  mortals  dare 

Provoke  th'  Eternal  to  the  fight, 
And  tempt  that  dreadful  war  ? 
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our  God,  and  never  ex 

Ye  faints,  fulfil  his  praife  ; 
He  keeps  our  life,  maintains  or. : 

And  guides  our  doubtful  ways. 

7  Lord,  thou  hair  prov'd  our  fuff'ring  fouls, 
To  make  our  graces  ihine  \ 

So  filvcr  bears  the  burning  coals, 
The  metal  to  refine. 

3  Through  wat'ry  deeps,  and  fiery  ways, 
We  march  at  thy  command, 

Led  to  pofTefs  the  promis'd  place 
By  thine  unerring  hand. 

PSALM  LXVL     13   20.  Second  Part. 

Praife  to  God  for  hearing  Prayer. 

1  T^TOW  fhall  my  folemn  vovts  be  paid 

JJ^j    To  that  almighty  Pow'r, 
That  heard  the  long  requefts  1  made 

In  my  diftrefsfui  hour. 

2  My  lips  and  cheerful  heart  prepare 
To  make  his  mercies  known  ; 

Come  ye  that  fear  my  God,  Eh 

wonders  he  hath  <: 

3  AVhea  on  my  head  h 
^  I  fought  his  heavenly  aid  \ 

my  finking  foul  from  hell, 

I  death's  eternal  il,. 

4  If  fin  lay  eover'd 
While  prayV  GXXU>] 

The  Lord  had  fhewn  me  no  regard, 
Nor  I  his  praifes  fung. 

at  God  (his  name  be  ever  bl 
Has  left  ; 
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Nor  turn'd  from  him  my  poor  requeft, 
Nor  turn'd  his  heart  from  me. 

PSALM  LXV1I 

The  Nation's  Prcfperity,  and  tlft  Church's  Incr- 

1  O  H1NE,  mighty  God,  on  Britain  fhine 

1^3   With  beams  of  heavenly  grace  •, 
Reveal  thy  pow'r  thro'  all  our  coafts. 

And  fhew  thy  fmiling  face. 

2  [Amidft  our  hie,  exalted  high, 
Do  thou  our  glory  ftand, 

And  like  a  wall  of  guardian  fire 

Surround  the  fav'rite  land.] 

3  When  fhall  thy  name  from  fhore  to  fhore 
Sound  all  the  earth  abroad, 

And  diftant  nations  know  and  love 
Their  faviour  and  their  God  ? 

4  Sing  to  the  Lord,  ye  diftant  lands, 
Sing  loud  with  folemn  voice  ; 

While  Britifh  tongues  exalt  his  praife, 
And  Britifh  hearts  rejoice. 

5  He  the  great  Lord,  the  fov'reign  Judge5 
That  iits  enthron'd  above, 

Wifely  commands  the  worlds  he  made. 
In  juftice  and  in  love. 

6  Earth  fhall  ©bey  her  maker's  will, 
And  yield  a  full  Tncreafe  j 

Our  God  will  crown  his  chofen  ifle 

With  fruitfulnefs  and  peace. 

7  God  the  Redeemer  fcatters  round 
His  choiceft  favours  here, 

While  the  creation's  utmoft  bound 
Shall  fee,  adore,  and  fear. 
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PSALM  LXVIII.     i—6,  32,— 35-     $#  ?«"- 

The   Vengeance  and  Compafl&n  cf  God. 

\    T"     ET  God  arife  in  all  his  might, 
j    And  put  the  troops  of  hell  to  flight ; 

As  iinoke  that  fought  to  cloud  the  ikies 
Before  the  riling  tempeft  Hies. 

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.] 

5  He  rides  and  thunders  through  the  iky  ; 
His  name  Jehovah  founds  on  high  : 
Sing  to  his  name,  ye  fons  of  grace ; 
Ye  faints,  rejoice  before  his  face. 

The  widow  and  the  fatherlefs 

Fly  to  his  aid  in  fharp  diftrefs  ! 

In  him  the  pod'r  and  helplefs  find 
A  Judge  that's  juft,  a.  Father  kind.    , 

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  darknefs  ftill. 

Pause. 

[6  Kingdoms  and  thrones  to  Gocf  belong  \ 
Crown  him,  ye  nations,  in  your  fong  : 

His  wond'rous  names  and  powers  rehearfe ; 
His  honours  (hall  enrich  your  verfe. 

He  makes  the  heav'ns  with  loud  alarms  \ How  terrible  is  God  in  arms  ! 

In  Ifra'l  are  his  mercies  known, 
Ifra'l  is  his  peculiar  throne. 
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3  Proclaim  him  King,  pronounce  him  bleft ; 

He's  your  defence,  your  joy,  your  reft  ; 
When  terrors  i  nations  faint, 

God  is  the  ftrength  of  ev'ry  faint. 

PSALM  LXVIIL      17,   18.     Second  Part. 

Chrifls  Jfcenfion,  and  the  Gift  cf  the  Spirit, 

1    "T     ORD,  when  thou  didft  afcend  on  high, 
I   j  Ten  thoufand  angels  fill'd  the  iky ; 
Thofe  heav'nly  guards  around  thee  wait, 
Like  chariots  that  attend  thy  ftate. 

3  Not  Sinai's  mountain  could  appear 
More  glorious  when  the  Lord  was  there  ; 

While  he  pronounc'd  his  dreadful  law, And  ftruck  the  chofen  tribes  with  awe. 

3  How  bright  the  triumph  none  can  tell, 

When  the  rebellious  powers  of  hell, 
That  thoufand  fouls  had  captive  made, 
Were  all  in  chains  like  captives  led. 

4  Rais'd  by  his  Father  to  the  throne, 
He  fent  the  promis'd  Spirit  down, 
With  gifts  and  grace  for  rebel  men, 
That  God  might  dwell  on  earth  again. 

PSALM  LXVIIL    19,  9,  20,  21,  22.    Third  Part. 

Praife  for    Temporal   BU flings ;    or,     Common    and 

[pedal  Mercies. 

1  TTTE  blefs  the  Lord,  the  juft,  the  good, 

Wf     Who  fills  our  hearts  with  joy  and  food  ; 
Who  pours  his  bleffings  from  the  ikies, 
And  loads  our  days  with  rich  fupplies. 

2  He  fendb  the  fun  his  circuit  round, 

To  cheer  the  fruits,  to  warm  the  ground  ; 
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He  bids  the  clouds,  with  plenteous  rain, 

Refrefh  the  weary  earth  again  -y 

3  'TIs  to  his  care  we  owe  our  breath, 
And  all  our  new  efcapes  from  death  : 

Safety  and  health  to  God  bel 

He  heals  the  weak,  and  guards  the  fh'onp 
4  He  makes  the  faint  and  finner 

The  common  blefTmgs  of  his  love  ; 

But  the  wide  diff'rence  that  remains 
Is  endlefs  joy  or  endlefs  pains. 

5  The  Lord  that  bruis'd  the  ferpent's  he  i 
On  all  the  ferpent's  feed  fliall  tread, 
The  ftubborn  Tinners  hope  confound, 
And  fmite  him  with  a  fafttng  wound. 

6  But  his  right  hand  his  fajnts  On  H  raife 
From  the  deep  earth,  or  deeper  leas  : 
And  brings  them  to  his  courts  above, 
There  fhafi  they  tafte  his  fpecial  love. 

PSALM  LXIK.   i  — 14.  Fl-d  Bvrii    Com.  Mei 

Ike  Siffirings  of  Chnjl  for  cur  Sahittion, 

1    «    Q  AVE  mr  O  God,  the  fwdling  ftfa>& 
^3   !  Breafc  in  iipcm  my  foul  :; 

r    "  I  fink  j  and  forrows  o'er  my  head 
"  Lfl  ateri  roll. 

I  i:  I  cry  till  all  my  voice  be  eone, "  In  tears  I  r 

"  My  God.  behold  my  lbnginp 
"  And  J  >lay. 

3  {<  They  hate  my  fo^I  a  caufe, 
And  ftij]  their  rmmber  grows, •:  More  than  I 

"  And  mighty  are  mv  J 
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4  «  Twas  then  I  paid  that  dreadful  debt 
"  That  men  could  never  pay, 

"   And  gave  thofe  honours  to  thy  law 
"  Which  finners  took  away." 

5  Thus,  in  the  great  Mefliah's  name, 
The  royal  prophet  mourns  ; 

Thus  he  awakes  our  hearts  to  grief, 
And  gives  us  joy  by  turns. 

6  "  Now  fhall  the  faints  rejoice,  and  find 
u  Salvation  in  my  name, 

c<  For  I  have  borne  their  heavy  load 
"  Of  forrow,  pain  and  fhame. 

7  "  Grief,  like  a  garment,  cloath'd  me  round, 
"  And  fackcloth  was  my  drefs, 

cc  While  I  procur'd  for  naked  fouls 
"  A  robe  of  righteoufnefs. 

8  "  Among'ft  my  brethren  and  the  Je#ws 
a  I  like  a  ftranger  ftood, 

"  And  bore  their  vile  reproach,  to  bring 
<c  The  Gentiles  near  to  God. 

p  "  I  came  in  finful  mortals  ftead 

ff  To  do  my  Father's  will, 
"  Yet  when  I  cleans'd  my  Father's  houfe, 

"  They  fcandaliz'd  my  zeal. 

jo  "  My  fafting,  and  my  holy  groans 

"  Were  made  the  drunkard's  fong  \ 
"  But  God  from  his  celeftial  throne 

«  Heard  my  complaining  tongue. 

;  i   "  He  fav'd  me  from  the  dreadful  deep, 

«  Nor  let  my  foul  be  drown'd  ; 
"  He  rais'd  and  fix'd  my  finking  feet 

«  On  well  eftablifh'd  ground. 
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12  "  'Twas  in  a  moft  accepted  hour 

"  Mv  pray'r  arofe  on  high, 
"  And  for  my  fake  my  God  fhall  hear 

"  The  dying  finners  cry." 

PSALM    LXIX.    15—21,26,29,32.   Second  Pat  t 

Common  Metre. 

The  PaJJicn  and  Exaltation  of  Chrtft. 

\  "IVT^^  ̂ et  our  ̂ps  w't'1  k°ty  ̂ear JL^|    And  mournful  pleafure  ling 
The  fufT  rings  of  our  great  High  PrienV, 

The  forrows  of  our  King. 

2  He  finks  in  floods  of  deep  diftrefs  ; 
How  high  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  j 

cc  Why  mould  thy  fav'rite  look  like  one 
H  Forfakcn  of  thy  grace  ? 

4  "  With  rage  ftey  perfecute  the  man, 
9  "  That  groans  beneath  thy  wound, 
"^While  f°r  a  faarifice  I  pour 

"  My  life  upon  the  ground. 

5  "  They  tread  my  honour  to  the  dud, 
"  And  laugh  when  I  complain  j 

"  Their  iharp  infulting  (lapders 
"  Frefli  anguifh  to  my  pain. 

AH  my  reproacli  is  known  to  thee, 

Cl  The  fcandai  and  the  fhame  •, 

"  broke  my  bleeding  heart. 
u     And  lies  defii'd  mv  nnme. N  2 
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2   "  I  look'd  for  pity,  but  in  vain  ; 
"  My  kindred  are  my  grief3 

"  I  afk  my  friends  for  comfort  roun 
"  But  meet  with  no  relief. 

8  "  With  vinegar  they  mock  my  thirft, 
"  They  give  me  gall  for  food  ; 

<c  Apid  fporting  with  my  dying  groans, 
"  They  triumph  in  my  blood. 

9  "  Shine  into  my  diftrefTed  foul, 
"  Let  thy  companions  fave  •, 

"  And  tho'  my  flefh  fink  down  to  death, 
"  Redeem  it  from  the  grave. 

10  "  I  ihall  arife  to  praife  thy  name, 
"  Shall  reign  in  worlds  unknowrn, 

"  And  thy  falvation,  O  my  God, 

"  Shall,  feat  me  x)n  thy  throne." 

PSALM     LXIX.     TtirdParL    Common  Metre 

Chrifts  Obedience  and  Death  :  or,  God  glorified,  and 
SitWert  faved, 

i   TT^ATHER,  I  fing  thy  wond'rous  grace. 

Jj     I  blefs  my  Saviour '^  v^-t ; 
He  bought  falvation  for  the  poor, 

And  bore  the  Tinners  fhame. 

2  His  deep  diftreis  has  rais'd  us  high, 
His  duty  and  his  zeal 

FuinTd  the  law  which  mortals  broke, 

And  fmifh'd  all  rhy  will. 

3  His  dying  gro?ns,  bis  living  fongs 
Shall  better  pleafe  my  Qpd, 

Than  harp  or  trumpet's  folemn  fou: 
Than  goats  or  bullocks  blood , 
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is  (hall  his  humble  foiled 
And  fet  their  hearts  at.  rcfl 

They  by  his  death  draw  near  to  the 
And  live  for  ever  bleft. 

t;  Let  hca>'n  and  all  that  dwell  on  hi 
To  God  their  voices  raife,  0 

While  land?  and  feas  affift  th*  fl 

And  join  :'  advance  thy  prai 
o^Zion  is  thine,  moll  holy  God  ; 

Thy  Son  fhall  blefs  her  gates  : 

And  glory  purchas'd  by  his  blood 
For  thy  own  Iira'l  waits. 

PSALM     LXIX.     Firft  Part.     Long  Metre.  ■ 

ChrjJTs  Pajfion  and  Sinners  Salvation. 

DEEP  in  our  hearts  let  us  record 

The  deeper  forrows  of  our  Lord  ; 
liehold  the  riling  billows  roll, 
To  overwhelm  his  holy  foul. 

2  In  long  complaints  he  fpends  his  breath, 
While  hods  of  hell  and  powYs  of  death, 
And  all  the  ions  of  malice  join 
To  execute  their  curil  deiign. 

3  Yet,  gracious  God,  thy  pow'r  and  love 
Has  made  the  curfe  a  blefllng  prove  ; 
Thofe  dreadful  furFrings  of  thy  Son 

Aton'd  for  fins  which  we  had  done.  • 

|  The  pangs  of  our  expiring  Lord 

The  honours  of  thy  law  reftor'd  : 
His  forrows  made  thy  jufticc  known 
And  paid  for  follies  not  his  own. 

5  O  for  his  fake  our  guilt  forgive, 
And  let  the  mourning  (inner  li 

N  3 
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The  Lord  will  hear  us  in  his  name, 
Nor  fliail  our  hope  be  turn'd  to  fhame. 

P  S  A  L  M  LXIX.   7,  &c.  Second  Part.  Long  Meti 

o  ChrijTs  Sufferings  and  Zeal. 

1  'nr^As  for  thy  f'ike' cternai  g°l]> 
JL      Thy  Son  fuftain'd  that  heavy  load 

Of  bale  reproach  and  fore  difgrace/ 
And  fhame  defil'd  his  iacred  foce. 

2  The  Jews,  his  brethren  and  his  kin, 
Abus'd  the  man  that  checked  their  fin    ; 
While  he  fulfill'd  thy  holy  laws, 
They  hate  him,  but  without  a  caufe. 

3  ["  My  Father's  houie,  fiid  he,  was  made 
"  .A  place  for  worfhip,  not  for  trade  •* 
Then  featuring  all  their  gold  and  brafs, 

He  fcourg'd  the  merchants  from  the  place.] 
4  [Zeal  for  the  temple  of  our  God 

Confum'd  his  life,  expos'd  his  blood*, 
Reproaches  at  thy  glory  thrown 

He  felt,  and  mourn' d  them  as  his  own.] 

5  [His  friends  forfook,  his  followers  fled, 
While  foes  and  arms  furround  his  head  ; 

They  curfe  him  with  a  fla<nd'rous  tongue, 
And  the  falfe  judge  maintains  the  wrong.] 

6  His  life  they  load  with  hateful  lies, 
And  charge  his  lips  with  blafphemies  ; 
They  nail  him  to  the  fhameful  tree ; 

There  hung  the  man  that  dy'd  for  me. 

7  [Wretches,  with  hearts  as  hard  as  ftones^ 
Infult  his  piety  and  groans  ; 
Gall  was  the  food  they  gave  him  there, 

And  mock'd  his  thirft  with  vinegar.] 
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.;  God  beheld  ;  wul  from  his  thr< 
irks  out  the  men  that  h 

The  hand  that  rais'd  him  from  tl 

.11  pour  the  ven-'ance  on  their  h 
PSALM     LXXL     5— >     Firj 

The  aged  Saint's  R 

MY  Cou,  my  everlaflting  hope, 
I  live  upon  thy  truth  ; 

Thine  hands  have  held  my  child': 
And  ftreilgthfeiiM  all  my  y- 

l  My  flefh  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. 

i   Still  lias  my  life  new  wonders  fecn 

Repeated  every  year  *, 
Behold  my  days  that  yet  remain, 

I  truft  them  to  thy  care. 

4  Caft  me  not  off  when  ftrength  dec- 
When  hoary  hairs  arife  ; 

And  round  me  let  thy  glory  ihine, 

Whene'er  thy  iervant  dies. 

5  Then  in  the  hift'ry  of  my  age, 
When  men  review  my  days, 

They'll  read  thy  love  in  ev'ry  pa 
In  evVy  line  thy  praif .. 

PSALM  LXXL   15,14,16,2^,22,24. 

Chrijl  our  Strength  and  RighteouJ 

MY  Saviour,  my  almighty  friend, 
When  I  begin  thy  praife, 

Where   will  the  growing  numbers  end. 
numbers  of  ti. 
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2  Thou  art  my  everlafting  trufr, 
Thy  goodnefs  I  adore  ! 

And  fince  I  knew  thy  graces  firft, 
I  fpake  thy  glories  more. 

3  My  feet  fhall  travel  all  the  length 
Of  the  celeftial  road  ; 

And  march  with  courage  in  thy  ftrength 
To  fee  my  Father  God. 

4  When  I  am  fih'd  with  fore  diftrefs 
Eor  fome  furprifing  fin, 

I'll  plead  thy  perfect  righteoufnefs, And  mention  none  but  thine. 

r  How  will  my  lips  rejoice  to  tell 
The  vicYries  of  my  king  ! 

My  foul  redeem'd  from  fin  and  hell, 
Shall  thy  falvation  ling. 

6  [My  tongue  fhall  all  the  day  proclaim 
My  Saviour  and  my  God, 

His  death  has  brought  my  foes  to  fhame3 

And  drown'd  them  in  his  blood. 

7  Awake,  awake,  my  tuneful  powers, 
With  this  delightful  fong 

I'll  entertain  the  darkeft  hours, 
Nor  think  the  feafon  long.] 

PSALM    LXXL     if   21.    Third  Part. 

The  aged  Chriftiatts  Prayer  and  Song:  or,  old  Age >  Deaths 
and  the  Refurrefiion, 

1    fl  OD  of  my  childhood,  and  my  youth, 
\JJfT  The  guide  of  all  my  days, 

1  have  declar'd  my  heav'nly  truth, 
And  told  thy  wondrous  ways. 
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i  Wilt  thou  forfake  my  boar 
And  leave  my  fainting  heart  ? 

Who  (hall  fufbin  my  finking  years, 
If  God  my  ftrength  depart  ? 

3  Let  me  thy  pow'r  and  truth  proclaim 
To  the  furvivirig  age, 

And  leave  a  favour  of  thy  name 
When  I  fhall  quit  the  ftage. 

4  The  land  of  filence  and  of  death 

Attends  my  next  remove  j 
O  may_thefe  poor  remains  oi  breath 

Teach  the  wide  world  thy  love  ! 

Pause. 

5  Thy  righteoufnefs  is  deep  and  high, 
Unfearchable  thy  deeds  : 

Thy  glory  fpreads  beyond  the  iky. 
And  ail  my  praife  exceeds. 

6  Oft  have  I  heard  thy  threat'nings  roar, 
And  oft  endued  the  grief: 

But  when  thy  hand  has  preit  me  fore, 
Thy  grace  was  my  relief. 

7  By  long  experience  have  I  known 

Thy  fov'reign  power  to  rave  ; 
thy  command  I  venture  down 

Securely  to  the  grave. 

8  When  I  lie  bury'd  deep  in  ch. 
flefh  fhall  be  thy  care; 

I  • 

m  irr
onp

  

and
  

fair
. 
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PSALM     LXXII.  Firji  Part. 

The  Kingdom  of  Chriji. 

r   ̂ ""1  REAT  God,  whofe  univerfal  fway \JJT  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  juitice  fhall  avenge  the  poor, 
And  pride  and  rnge  prevail  no  more. 

3  With  pow'r  he  vindicates  the  juft, 
And  treads  th'  oopreffor  in  the  duft ; 
His  worfhip  and  his  fear  fhall  laft, 
Till  hours,  and  years,  and  time  be  pift. 

4  As  rain  on  meadows  newly  mown,. 
So  fhall  he  fend  his  influence  down  : 

His  grace  on  fainting  fouls  diftils 

Like  heav'nly  dew  on  thirfty  hills. 

5  The  heathen  lands  that  lie  beneath 
The  fhades  of  overfpreading  death, 
Revive  «t  his  fir f?  d^rtfi^  Kg&tj 
And  defarts  blcfibm  at  the  fight. 

6  The  faints  {hall  flourifh  invhis  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  Pan 

ChrijTs  Kingdom  among  the  Gem. 

JESUS  fhall  reign  where'er  the  fun
 

Does  his  fucceffive  journeys- run  s 
His  kingdom  ftretch  from  (here  to  ihorc. 
Till  moons  fliall  wax  and  wane  no  more. 
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2  [Behold  the  iflands,  with  their  king?, 
And  Europe  her  belt  tribute  brings  ; 
From  North  to  South  the  princes  m< 
To  pay  their  homage  at  his  feet. 

There  Perfia,  glorious  to  behold, 
There  India  iliines  in  Eaftern  gold  j 
And  barbarous  nations  at  his  woi^l 

Submit,  and  bow,  and  own  their  Lord. 

For  him  (hall  endlefs  pray'r  be  made, 
And  praifes  throng  to  crown  his  head  ; 
His  name  like  fweet  perfume  fhall  rife 

With  ev'ry  morning  facrifice. 

People  and  realms  of  every  tongue 
Dwell  on  his  love  with  fweeteft  long ; 
And  infant  voices  fhall  proclaim 
Their  early  bleffings  on  his  name. 

Bleffings  abound  where'er  he  reigns, 
The  prifoner  leaps  to  lofe  his  chains 
The  weary  find  eternal  reft, 
And  all  the  ions  of  want  are  bled.     . 

7  [Where  he  difplays  his  healing  power, 
Death  and  the  curie  are  known  no  more  : 
In  him  the  tribes  of  Adam  boaft 

More  bkflings  than  their  father  loft. 

J   Let  evVy  creature  rife  and  bring 
Peculiar  honours  to  their  King  : 
Angels  defcend  with  fongs  again. 
And  earth  rjpeat  the  long  Anient] 

P6ALM  LXXIII.    Firjl  Part,     Cp^mon  Met;  t 

rojperous  Sinners 

'  N°t 
OW  inte'd   the  Lord  is  ! 
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Yet  once  my  foolifh  thoughts  repin'd, 
And  border'd  on  defpair. 

2  I  griev'd  to  fee  the  wicked  thrive, 
And  fpoke  with  angry  breath, 

"  How  pleafant  and  profane  they  live  ! 
M  How  peaceful  is  their  death  ! 

3  "  With  well  fed  fiem  and  haughty  eyes 
"  They  lay  their  fears  to  fleep  ; 

•    "  Againft  the  heav'ns  their  flanders  rife, 
"  While  faints  in  filence  weep. 

4  "  In  vain  I  lift  my  hands  to  pray, 
u  And  cleanfe  my  heart  in  vain, 

"  For  I  am  chaften'd  all  the  day, 
"  The  night  renews  my  pain." 

5  Yet  while  my  tongue  indulg'd  complaints, 
I  felt  my  heart  reprove  ; 

"  Sure  I  mail  thus  offend  thy  faints, 
"  And  grieve  the  men  I  love." 

6  But  ftill  I  found  my  dout*s  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  finner's  feet 

High  mounted  on  a  flipp'ry  place, 
Befide  a  fiery  pit. 

8  I  heard  the  wretch  profanely  boafc^ 

'Till  at  thy  frown  he  fell ; 
His  honours  in  a  dream  were  1: 

And  he  awakes  in  hell. 

6  Lord,  what  an  envious  fool  I  was 

How  like  a  thoughtlefs  beaft ! 
? 
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Thus  to  fufpedt  thy  promis'd  grace, And  think  the  wicked  blcft. 

10  Yet  I  was  kept  from  full  defpair, 
Upheld  by  power  unknown  : 

That  blcflcd  hand  that  broke  the  fnare, 

Shall  guide  me  to  thy  throne. 

PSALM     LXXILI.  23  —  27.     Second  P.; 

Common  Metre. 

God  cur  Portion  here  and  here&fter. 

GOD,  my  fupporter,  and  mv  hope. 
My  help  for  ever  near  : 

Thine  arm  of  mercy  held  rne  up 
When  finking  in  defpair. 

2  Thy  counfels,  Lord,  fiiall  guide  my  fie 
Thro'  this  dark  wiklernefs  : 

Thine  hand  conduct  me  near  thy  fk\ 
To  dwell  before  thy  face. 

3  Were  I  in  heaven  without  my  Cod, 

T  would  be  no  joy  to  in*  ; 
And  whilft  this  earth  is  my  ab  dc? 

I  long  for  none  but  thee. 

4,  What  if  tlic  fprings  o. 
Aiid  ilefh  and  heart  flioukl 

"God  is  my  foul's  eternal  rock, 
The  itrcnrjth  of  ev'ry  fdJfit. 

5   Behold,  the  fmners  that  rem- 
Far  from  thy  pre  fence  die  ; 

Not  all  the  idol  gods  th 

Can  lave  them  when  they  cry. 

Iltt  to  draw  near  to  ihetej  my  Ge 
I  be  my  fweet  emplov  ̂  

O 
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My  tongue  fhall  found  thy  works  abroad, 
And  tell  the  world  my  joy. 

PSALM  LXXIII.  22,  3,  6,  17—22.  Long 'Metre* 
The  Profperity  of  Sinners  curfed. 

1  "'.       ORD,  what  a  thoughtlefs  wretch  was  I, 
1  j   To  mourn,  and  murmur  and  repine, 

To  fee  the  wicked  plac'd  on  high, 
In  pride  and  robes  of  honour  fliine  ! 

2  But,  O  their  end,  their  dreadful  end  ! 

Thy  fancluary  taught  me  fo  : 

On  flipp'ry  rocks  I  fee  them  ftand, 
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  faft  they  flee  ! 
Juft  like  a  dream  when  men  awakes  ! 
Their  fongs  of  fofteft  harmony 
Are  but  a  preface  to  their  plagues. 

5  Now  I  efteem  their  mirth  and  wine 
Too  dear  to  purchafe  with  my  blood  j 

Lord'  'tis  enough  that  thou  art  mine, 
My  life,  my  portion,  and  my  God, 

PSALM     LXXIII.     Short  Metre, 

The  Myjlery  of  providence  unfolded. 

1    O  \JRE  there's  a  righteous  God, 
|^  Nor  is  religion  vain  •, 

Tho*  men  of  vice  may  boaft  aloud, 
And  men  of  grace  complain. 

I  faw  the  wicked  rife, 

And  felt  my  heart  repine. 
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While  haughty  foob,  with  fcornful  eyes 
In  robes  of  honour  fhine. 

3  [Pamper'd  with  wanton  eaie, 
Their  fleili  looks  full  and  fair, 

Their  wc:.J.tli  rolls  in  like  flowing  feas, 
And  grows  without  their  care. 

4  Free  from  the  plagues  and  pain: 
That  pious  fouls  endure, 

Thro'  all  their  life  opreflion  reigns, 
And  racks  the  humble  poor. 

5  Their  impious  tongues  blafpheme 
The  everlafting  God  : 

Their  malice  bhfts  the  good  man's  name? 
And  fpreads  their  lies  abroad. 

6  But  I  with  flowing  tears 

Indulg'd  my  doubts  to  rife  ; 
:<  Is  there  a  God  that  fees  or  hears 

"  The  things  below  the  Ikies  ?"] 
7  The  tumults  of  my  thought 

Held  me  in  hard  iiifpenie, 
Till  to  thy  houfe  my  feet  were  brought 

To  learn  thy  juftice  thence. 

3  Thy  word  wTith  light  and  pow'r* 
„     Did  my  miftakes  amend  ; 

v  d  the  iiihicrs  lives  before, 
But  here  I  leanvd  their  end. 

i)  On  what  a  flipp'ry  fteep 
The  thou  /retches  go  ; 

And  O  that  dreadful  fiery  d( 
That  waits  their  fall  below  I 

!Q  Lord,  at  thy  feet  I  benrtr, 
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I  caH  my  God  my  portion  now, 

And  all  my  pow'rs  are  thine. 

PSALM    LXXIV. 

The  Church  pleading  ivith  God  under  fore  Pcrft. 

i  ~tfl£TlLL  God  for  ever  caft  us  off? 
YV     -^s  wrath  for  ever  fmoke 

Againit.  the  people  of  his  lo>e, 
His  little  chofen  flock  ? 

2  Think  of  the  tribes  fo  dearly  bought 

With  their  Redeemer's  blood  \ 
Nor  let  thy  Zion  be  forgot, 

Where  once  thy  glory  ftood. 

3  Lift  up  thy  feet,  and  march  in  hafle, 

Aloud  our  ruin  calls  •, 
See  what  a  wide  and  fearful  wafte 

Is  made  within  thy  walls. 

4  Where  once  thy  churches  pray'd  and  fang, 
Thy  foes  profanely  roar  : 

Over  thy  gates  their  enfigns  hang, 
Sad  tokens  of  their  powV. 

r   Kow  are  the  feats  of  worfhip  broke  ! 

They  tear  thy  buildings  down, 
And  he  that  deals  the  heavieft  itroke, 

Procures  the  chief  renown. 

6  With  flames  they  threaten  to  deftroy 

Thy  children  in  their  ndl  *> 
"  Come,  let  us  buna  at  once,  they  cry,  ' 

"  The  temple  and  the  prieft. 

7  And  flill  to  heighten  our  diflrefs, 
Thy  prefence  is  withdrawn  ; 
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Thy  wonted  figns  of  pow'r  and  grace, 
Thy  pow'r  and  grace  are  gone. 

8  No  prophet  fpeaks  to  calm  our  woes, 
But  all  the  leers  mourn  \ 

There's  not  a  foul  amongft  us  know.^ 
The  time  of  thy  return. 

Pause. 

0  How  lone*,  eternal  God,  how  lonr* 
Shall  men  of  pride  blafpheme  ! 

Shall  faints  be  made  their  eudleis  foil:,- 
And  bear  immortal  fhame  ? 

10  Canft  thou  for  ever  fit  and  hear 

Thine  holy  name  profan'  d? 
And  ftill  thy  jealoufy  forbear, 

And  ftill  with-hold  thine  hand  ? 

ii  What  ftrange  deiivVance  haft  thou  fhi 
In  age*  long  before  ? 

And  now  no  other  £od  we  own, 
No  other  God  adore. 

»2  Thou  didft  divide  the  raging  lea 
By  thy  refiftlefs  might, 

To  make  thy  tribes  a  wondrous  way  • 
And  then  fecure  their  flight. 

13  Is  not  the  world  of  nature  thine, 
The  darknefs  and  the  day  ? 

Didft  not  thou  bid  the  morning  ihine, 
And  mark  the  fun  his  way  i 

1  4  Hath  not  thy  pow'r  form'd  cv'ry  coaft, 
And  fet  the  earth  its  bounds, 

ith  filmmer's  heat,  and  winter's  froftj 
In  their  perpetual  rounds  D 

o  3 
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And  ihall  the  ions  of  earth  and  dufi 

Thy  facred  povv'r  bbfphcrne  ! 
Will  not  thy  Innd  that  form'd  them  I 

Avenge  thine  injured  name. 

1 6  Think  on  the  covenant  thou  haft  made. 
And  all  thy  words  of  love  ; 

Nor  let  the  birds  of  prey  invade 
And  vex  thy  mourning  dove. 

1 7  Our  foes  would  triumph  in  cur  blood. 
i^nd  make  our  hope  their  jell  ; 

Plead  thy  own  caufe,  almighty  God, 
And  give  thy  children  reft. 

PSALM    LXXV. 

Power  and  Government  from  Gcd  ahns. 

Applied  to  the  glorious  Revolution  by  King  William, 
or  the  h2ppy  acceffion  cf  King  George  to  the  throne 

i    rX10  thee,  nioft  Holy  arid  rrjoft  High, 
JL     To  thee  we  bring  our  thankful  praife  5 

Thy  works  declare  thy  name  is  nigb^ 
Thy  works  of  wonder  and  of  grace. 

2  Britain  was  doom'd  to  be  a  flave, 

Her  frame  diiTolv'd  ;  her  fears  were  great  y 
When  God  a  new  fupporter  gave 
To  bear  the  pillars  of  the  ftate. 

3  He  from  thy  hand  receiv'd  his  crown > 
And  fware  to  rule  by  wholefome  laws  $ 

His  foot  fhall  tread  th'  oppreffor  down5 
His  arm  defend  the  righteous  caufe. 

4  Let  haughty  iinners  fink  their  pride  5 
Nor  lift  fo  high  their  fcornful  head  5 
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But  . 
And  own  tlie  lade. 

;   Such  honours  never  come 

Nor  do  the  winds  promotion  blow; 

4Tis  God  the  Judge  doth  i  nee, 
*Tis  God  that  lays  another  lew. 

5  No  vain  pretence  to  royal  I 

Shall  fix  a  tyrant  on  the  t; 
God,  the  great  fovYeign    i  j!j; 
Will  rife,  and  make  bh  known. - 

I  lis  hand  holds  out  the  dreadful  cup 

Ctf  veng'ance,  mix'd  with  various  pla  ue  , 
To  make  the  wicked  drink  them  up, 
Wring  out,  and  taile  the  bitter  dreg  . 

w  fhall  the  Lord  exalt  the  jufu, 
And   while  he  tramples  on  the  proud, 
And  lays  their  glory  in  the  duft, 

f  lips  ihall  ling  hi 3  praife  aloud.] 

P  S  A  L  M     LXXVL 

•'  urjtdy  and  the  Ajftrian  defiroyed  :  or,  Geo 
geance  againjl  his  Enemies  proceeds  from  his  Church. 

1  TN  Judah  God  of  old  was  know 

I     His  name  in  Ifra'i  gr 
In  Salem  ilood  hi:s  holy  throne, 

And  Sion  was  his  feat 

2  Among  the  praifes  of  his  fail 
His  dwelling  there  he  civ/ 

There  he  received  their  juit  compla! 
Againft  their  hauil 
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5   From  is  dreadful  word, 

And  broke  the  threarning  fpear  -, 
The  bow,  the  arrows,  and  the  fword, 

And  crufh'd  th'  Ailvrian  war. 

4  What  are  the  earth's  wide  kingdoms  elie, 
But  mighty  hills  of  prey  r 

The  hill  on  which  Jehovah  dwells 
Is  glorious  more  thap  they. 

5  'Twas  Zion's  King  that  ftopp'd  the  breath 
Of  captains  and  their  bands  \ 

The  men  of  might  flept  faft  in  death, 
And  never  found  their  hands. 

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

Who  knows  the  terror  of  thy  rod  ! 

Thy  veng'ance  who  can  tell  ? 

7  What  pow'r  can  ftand  before  thy  fight 
When  once  thy  wrath  appears  ? 

When  heav'n  ihines  round  with  dreadful  light The  earth  lies  ftill  and  fears. 

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

The  wrath  of  man  fhall  work  his  praife, 

And  he'll  reftrain  the  reft. 

9  [Vow  to  the  Lord,  and  tribute  bring  ; 
Ye  princes,  fear  his  frown  : 

His  terror  fhakes  the  proudeft  king, 
And  cuts  an  army  down. 

I  o  The  thunder  of  his  fharp  rebuke 
Our  haughty  foes  fhell  feel  : 

For  Jacob's  God  hath  not  forfock, 
But  dwells  in  Zion  ftill.] 
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P  S  A  L  M     LXXVII.     /  « 

Melatwholy  affavltmg)  cjJ  thpe  p\ 

1  ̂ "jnO  Cod  I  cry'd  with  mournful  voice, 
I  fought  his  3  ear, 

In  the  fad  cay  when  trouble  rofe, 

And  iiil'd  the  night  with  fear. 
2  Sad  were  .my  days,  and  dark  my  nights, 

My  foul  refused  relief; 
I  thought  on  God  the  juft  and  wife, 

But  thoughts  increab'd  my  griff. 

3  Still  I  complain'd,  and  ftiil  opprefr, 
.  My  heart  began  to  break  : 

My  Cod,  thy  wrath  forbid  my  reft, 
And  kept  my  eyes  awake. 

4  My  overwhelming  forrows  grew, 

'Till  I  could  fpeak  no  more  ; 
Then  I  within  myfelf  withdrew, 

And  cail'd  thy  judgments  o'er. 

5  I  cail'd  back  years  and  ancient  time' 
When  I  beheld  thy.  face  ; 

My  fpil  £t  crimes 
it  might  vri 

to  my  mind 

re  ? 

8  But  I  forbid  this 
frame, 
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Remembring  what  thy  hand  hath  wrovght  ; 
Thy  hand  is  flill  the  fame. 

9  I'll  think  again  of  all  thy  ways, 
And  talk  thy  wonders  o'er, 

Thy  wonders  of  recovering  grace, 
When  flefh  could  hope  no  more. 

:  o  Grace  dwells  with  juftice  on  the  throne  j 
And  men  that  love  thy  word 

Have  in  thy  fan&uary  known 
The  counfels  of  the  Lord. 

PSALM     LXXVII.     Second  Part. 

Comfort  derived  from  ancient  Providences  ;  or,  Ifrael  de^' 
liver ed from  Egypt  >  and  brought  to  Canaan. 

I   "  irjOW  awful  is  thy  chaft'ning  rod  ? 
^~\   "  (May  thy  own  children  fay) 

(i  The  great,  the  wife,  the  dreadful  God  ! 

u  How  holy  is  his  way  !" 

2-  I'll  meditate  his'works  of  old  y 
The  King  that  reigns  above  •, 

I'll  hear  his  ancient  wonders  told, 
And  learn  to  trull  his  love. 

j  Long  did  the  houfe  of  JoTeph  lie 

With  Egypt's  yoke  oppreft  •, 
Long  he  delay'd  to  hear  their  cry. 

Nor  gave  his  people-  reft. 

4  The  ions  of  good  old  Jacob  feem'cl 
Abandon'd  to  their  foes  •, 

But  his  almighty  arm  redeem'd The  nation  that  he  chofe, 

5  Ifra'l,  his  people  and  his  fheep, 
Muft  follow  where  he  calls  •, 
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He  bids  them  venture  through  the  deep, 
And  made  the  waves  their  walls. 

5  The  waters  law  thee,  mighty  God, 
The  waters  raw  thee  come  ; 

Backward  they  tied,   and  frigtited  ftood, 
To  make  thine  armies  room. 

Strange  was  thy  journey  through  the  I 
Thy  foot  Reps,  Lord,  unknown  ; 

Terrors  attend  the  wondrous  way 
That  brings  thy  mercies  down. • 

5  [Thy  voice,  Avkh  terror  in  the  found, 
Through  clouds  and  darknefs  broke ; 

All  heav'n  in  light'ning  (hone  around, And  earth  with  thunder  ihook. 

;  Thine  arrows  through  the  iky  were  hurl'd, 
And  fafe  by  Mofes'  hand 

Surprife  and  trembling  feiz'd  the  world, 
And  his  own  famts  ador'd. 

o  He  gave  them  water  from  the  rock, 

And  fafe  by  Mofes'  hand 
Through  a  dry  defart  led  his  flock 

Home  to  the  promif'd  land.] 

PSALM    LXXVlrf.  Fuji  P 

^rovidtnccs  of  God  rewarded  -;  or,  Pious  Education  and 
Injlruction  of  Children. 

LET  children  hear  the  mighty  deeds 

Which  God  perform'd  of  old  \ 
Which  in  our  youn  er  years  we  law, 

And  which  our  fathers  told. 

He  bids  us  make  his  glories  known  ; 

His  works  of  pow'r  and  grace  y z 
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And  we'll  convey  his  wonders  down 
Through  ev'ry  rifing  race. 

3  Our  lips  fliall  tell  them  to  our  fons, 
And  they  again  to  theirs, 

That  generations  yet  unborn 
May  teach  them  to  their  heirs. 

4  Thus  {hall  they  learn,  in  God  alone 
Their  hope  fecurely  ftands, 

That  they  may  ne'er  forget  his  works, 
But  practife  his  commands. 

PSALM      LXXVIII.      Second  Part. 

lfraeTs  Rebellion  and  Punijhment  ;    or,     The  Sins  a 

Chajlifements  of  God's  People. 

1  /^XWhat  a  ftiff  rebellious  houfe 

\^$  Was  Jacob's  ancient  race  ! Falfe  to  their  own  moft  foiemn  vows, 

And  to  their  Maker's  grace. 

2  They  broke  the  cov'rcmt  of  his  love, 
And  did  his  laws  defpife, 

Forgot  the  works  he  wrought  to  prove 

His  pow'r  before  their  eyes. 

3  They  faw  the  plagues  on  Egypt  light 
From  his  revenging  hand, 

"What  dreadful  tokens  of  his  minht 
Spread  o'er  the  ftubborn  land  ! 

4  They  faw  him  cleave  the  mighty  fea, 

And  march'd  with  fafefy  through, 
With  wat'rv  walls  to  i<uard  their  w 

Till  they  had  'fcap'd  the  foe. 

5  A  wond'rous  pillar   nark'd  the  road, 
Compos'd  of  (hade  and  light  ̂   . 
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By  day  it  pro\'d  a  iheltring  cloud, 
A  leading  fire  by  night. 

6  He  from  the  rock  their  thirft  fappl) 

The  guihing  waters  fell, 
And  ran  in  rivers  by  their  fl 

A  conftant  miracle. 

7  Yet  they  provok'd  the  Lord  moft  b And  dard  diftruft  his  hand  : 

"  Can  ye  with  bread  our  holt  fupplr 
"  Amidfl:  this  defart  land  ? 

8  The  Lord  with  indignation  heard, 
And  causM  his  u  rath  to  fiame; 

His  terrors  ever  ftand  prepar'd 
To  vindicate  his  name. 

PSALM   LXXVIII.     Third  P.. 

TZif  Ptmtfbment  of  Luxury  and  Intemperance  : 
Chajlifement  and  Salvation. 

1  "\T5THEN  Ifra'ls  fins  the  Lord  reproves, 
\\     And  fills  their  hearts  with  dr 

Yet  he  forgives  the  men  he  loves, 

And  fends  them  heav'nly  bread, 
2  Ijie  fed  the:.  iibVul  hand, 

And  made  his  treafures  known  ; 

He  gave  the  midnight  clouds  tc 

To  pour  provifion  down.    * 

3  The  manna,  like  a  morning  fhowY, 
Lay  thick  around  their  .<.a  ; 

The  corn  of  heaven,  fo  light,  fa  part) 
As  tho'  \ 

4  But  they  in  G  Id, 
<%  Mam  r  feaft ; r 
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«  We  loath  this  li^ht,  this  airy  bread  ; 
«  We  mult  have  ileih  to  taile. 

j  "  Ye  fhall  have  fiefh  to  p^eafe  your  luft/ 
The  Lord  in  wrath  rcpiy'd  ; 

And  fent  tnern  quaiLi  like  land  or  duft, 

Heap'd  up  from  fide  to  tide. 
6  He  gave  them  all  their  own  deiire 

And  greedy  as  they  fed, 

His  veng'ance  bur  "it  with  iecret  fire,, And  fmote  tlie  rebels  dead. 

7  When  fome  were  flain,  the  reft  returned, 
And  fought  the  Lord  with  tears  j 

Under  the  rod  they  fear'd  and  mourn'd, 
But  foon  forgot  their  fears. 

8  Ort  he  chaftis'd,  and  ftill  forgave, 
'Till  by  his  gracious  hand, 

The  nation  he  refolv'd  to  fave, 
PofTeis'd  the  promis'd  land. 

PSALM    LXXVIII.     32,  &c     Fourth  Part. 

Backjliding^  and  Forgivenefs  ;    or,  Sin  pumJJjed  and 
Saints  Javed. 

z    S^t  RE  AT  God,  how  oft  did  Ifra'l  prove 
VJJT   By  turns  thine  anger  and  thy  love? 
There  in  a  glafs  our  hearts  may  fee 
How  fickle  and  how  falfe  they  be. 

2  F*  f  foon  the  faithlefs  Jews  fcrgot 
The  dreadful  wonders  God  had  wrought 
Then  they  provoke  him  to  hi.^  face, 
Nor   fear  his  powV,  nor  truft  his  grace. 

3  The  Lord  confunVd  their  years  in  pain, 
And  made  their  travels  long  and  vai»  5 
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A  tedious  march,  thro'  unknown  ways, 
Wore  out  their  ureng  h,  and  fpent  their  days. 

>  Oft  when  they  faw  their  brethren  flain, 

They  m  -uniM   .  id  fdught  the  Lord  again  : 
Call'd  him  the  Rock  of  their  abode, 
Their  high  Redeemer  and  their  God. 

J  Their  pray'rs  and  vows  before  him  rill; 
As  ilatt'ring  words  or  folemn  lies, 
While  their  rebellious  tempers  prove 
Faife  to  his  covenant  and  h 

6  Yet  did  his  fov'reign  grace  forgive 
The  men  who  not  deierv'd  to  live  ; 
His  anger  oft  away  he  turn'd, 
Or  elfe  with  gentle  flame  it  burn'd. 

7  He  faw  their  ileih  was  weak  and  frail, 
He  law  temptations  ftili  prevail  : 

Th-  God  or  Abraham  lov'd  them  ftili, 
And  ied  them  to  his  holy  hil!, 

P  S  A  L  M    LXXX. 

The  Church's  Prayer  under  SfjhFlvm  ;   or,   The  Vine - 
y  >rd  cf'Gcd  IVnJled. 

I    S^t  REAT  Shepherd  of  thine  Ifraei, 
\Jf  Who  dkiit  between  tin-  \  dwell,  • 
And  lead  the  tribes,  thy  choien  fheep, 
Safe  through  id  ihe  dc 

y  church 
le  from  on  high  a; 

Turn  us  to  thee,  re, 
We  fliail  be  iVd,  and 

3   Great  God,  whom  hea>.\jly  Kofti  o 
How  long  ihail  \\< P2 
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And  wait  in  vain  thy  kind  return  ? 
How  long  fhall  thy  fierce  anger  burn  i 

4  Inftead  of  wine  and  cheerful  bread 

Thy  faints  with  their  own  tears  are  fed  : 

Turn  us  to  thee,  thy  love  reftore, 

We  fhall  be  fav'd,  and  figh  no  more. 

Pause  L 

5  Haft  thou  not  planted  with  thy  hands 
A  lovely  vine  in  Heathen  lands  ? 

Did  not  thy  pow'r  defend  it  round, 

And  heav'nly  dews  enrich  the  ground ! 
6  How  did  the  fpreading  branches  fhoot, 

And  blefs  the  nations  with  the  fruit  ? 

But  now,  dear  Lord,  look  down  and  fee 

Thy  mourning  vine,  that  lovely  tree. 

7  Why  is  its  beauty  thus  defae'd  i 
Why  haft  thou  laid  her  fences  wafte  ? 
Strangers  and  foes  againft  her  join. 

And  ev'ry  beaft  devours  the  vine. 

8  Return,  almighty  God,  return  ; 
Nor  let  thy  bleeding  vineyard  mourn  : 
Turn  us  to  thee,  thy  love  reftore, 

We  fhall  be  fav'd,  and  figh  no  more. 

Pause.  II. 

9  Lord,  when  this  vine  in  Canaan  gr< 
Thou  waft  its  flrength  and  glory  too  ! 

Attack'd  in  vain  by  all  its  foes, 
the  fair  Branch  of  promife  rofe. 

i  o  Fair  Branch,  ordain'd  of  old  to  fhoot 
From  David's  ftock,  from  Jacob's  root  \ 
Himfeif  a  noble  Vine,  and  we 
The  lefler  branches  of  the  Tre 



PS  A  L  M     LXXXI.  vjy 

1 1  Tts  thy  own  Son  ;  and  he  fhall  {land 
Girt  with  tliy  ftrenp,th,  :t  thy  rigtit  hand  ; 

Thy  firft-born  Son,  adorn'd  and  tyeft 
With  pow'r  and  grace  above  the  reft* 

12  O  !  for  his  fake^  attend  our  err. 
Shine  on  thy  churches,  left  they  die  ; 
Turn  ns  to  thee,  thy  love  reftore, 

;  thall  be  fav'd,  and  figh  r.c  i 

PSALM    LXXXI.     i.    8— ig 

; Taming  of  God  to  his  Fccpte  ;  or,    Spiri- 
Biffin gs  and  Pwitfhfpqitf* 

i    O  ING  to  the  Lord  aloud,  .' 
1^3   ̂n<^  m^ke  a  joyful  noife  ; 

God  is  our  Strength,  our  Saviour  God  ; 
Let  lfra'l  hear  his  voice, 

2  "  From  vile  idolatry 
"  Preierve  my  worfhip  clean; 

"  I  am  the  Lord  who  fet  thee  free 

"  From  flav'ry  and  from  fin. 

3  "  Stretch  thy  defires  abroad, 
"  And  I'll  f  ipply  them  well  ; 

14  But  if  ye  will  refufe  your  God, 
M  If  Ifrael  will  rebel  ; 

4  u  I'll  leave  them,  faith  theJLord, 
"  To  their  own  lufts  a  prey, 

**  And  let  them  run  the  dnng'rous  ro 
"  'Tis  their  own  chofcn  way. 

5  "  Yet  O  !  that  all  my  faints 
"   Would  hearken  to  my  voice  ! 

*r  Soon  I  would  eafe  tivir  fore  complaints 
4  And  bid  their  hears  rejoice^ 
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6  "  While  I  deftipy  their  foes, 
"  Td  richly  feed  my  flock, 

"  And  they  mould  tfcftc  tiie  ftreain  that  flows 
"  From  their  eternal  Rock. 

PSALM    LXXXII. 

God  thejupreme  Governor  •,   or,  Magiftr  cites  learned. 

i       A    MONG  th'  aiTemblies  of  the  great, 
/I  A  greater  Ruler  takes  his  feat •, 

The  God  of  heav'n,  as  judge,  furveys 
Thofe  gods  on  earth,  and  all  their  ways. 

2  Why  will  ye  then  frame  wicked  laws  ? 

Or  why  fupport  th'  unrighteous  caufe  ? 
When  will  ye  once  defend  the  poor, 
That  finners  vex  the  faints  no  more  ? 

3  They  know  net,  Lord,  nor  will  they  know, 

Dark  are  the  ways  in  which  they  go  •, 
Their  name  of  earthly  gods  is  vain, 
For  they  mall  fall  and  die  like  men. 

3  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. 

PSALM    LXXXIII. 

A  Complaint  agovjl  Perfecutors. 

i       AND  will  the  God  of  grace 

^/j^  Perpetual  iilence  keep  ? 
The  God  of  juftice  hold  his  peace, 

And  let  his  veng'ance  fleep  ? 
2  Behold  what  curfed  fnares 

The  men  of  mifchief  fpread 
The  men  that  hate  thy  faints,  and  thee, 

Lift  up  their  threat'ning  head. 
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3  Againit  thy  hidden  ones 
Their  counfels  they  employ, 

And  malice,  with  her  watchful  eye, 
Purfues  them  to  deftroy. 

4  The  noble  and  the  bafc 
Into  thy  pafrurcs  leap ; 

The  lion  and  the  ftupid  afs 
Coiifpire  to  vex  thy  fheep. 

5  "  Come,  let  us  join,  they  cry. 
"  To  root  them  from  the  grour. 

"  Till  not  the  name  of  faints  remain, 

"  Nor  mem'ry  mall  .be  found." 

•   6  Awake,  almighty  God, 
And  call  thy  wrath  to  mind  ; 

Give  them  like  foreits  to  the  lire, 
Or  ftubble  to  the  wind. 

7  Convince  their  madnefs,  Lord, 
And  make  them  feek  thy  name  : 

Or  elfe  thy  ftubborn  rage  confound, 
That  they  may  die  in  fhame. 

8  Then  fhall  the  nations  know 

That  glorious  dreadful  word 
Jehovah  is  thy  name  alone,   . 

And  thou  the  fov'reign  LorcV 

PSALM  LXXXIV.  Ftrft  Pari.  Long  Metre 

The  pleajure  of  Public  WorjLp . 

i    T  TOW  pleafentj  how  divinely  fair, 
§    1    O  Lord  of  hofts,  thy  dwellings  are  ? 
With  long  deiire  my  fpirit  faints 

To  meet  th'  afiemblics  of  thy  faints. 

2  My  flefli  would  reft  in  thine  abode, 

My  panting  heart  cries  out  for  (5 
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My  God,  my  king,  why  (hould  I  be  . 
So  far  from  all  my  joys  and  thee  j 

3  The  fparrow  choofes  where  to  reft, 
And  for  her  young  provides  jjer  neft ; 
But  will  my  God  to  fparrows  grant 
That  pleafure  which  his  children  want  I 

4  Bleft  are  the  faints  who  .fit  on  high 

Around  thy  throne  of  majefty  *, 
Thy  brighter!:  glories  fhine  above, 
And  all  their  work  is  praife  and  love. 

5  Bleft  are  the  fouls  that  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  Zion'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  fhall  meet  in  heav'n  at  length, 
'Till  all  before  *hy  face  appear, And  join  in  nobler  worihip  there. 

PSALM  LXXXIV.  Second  Part  Long  Metre, 

God  and  his  Church  :  or,  Grace  and  Glory. 

GREAT  God,  attend  while  Zion  lings 
The  joy  that  from  thy  prefence  firings : 

To  fpend  one  day  w'th  thee  on  earth 
Exceeds  a  thcufand  days  of  mirth. 

2  Might  I  enjoy  the  meaneft  place 
Within  thy  houfe>  O  God  of  grace, 
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Nor  tents  of  eafe,  nor  thrones  of  pow'r 
Should  tempt  my  feet  to  leave  thy  d 

i   God  is  our  fun,  he  makes  our  d.y  : 
God  is  our  fhield  he  guards  our  way. 
From  all  th  allaults  of  hell  and  fin, 
From  foes  without  and  foes  within. 

4  All  needful  grace  farftl  God  beftow, 
1  crown  tnat  grace  with  glory  to<. 

He  gives  us  all  things,  and  with-holds 
)  real  good  from  upright  fouls. 

5  O  God,  our  king*  whofe  fev'reign  fwsvy 
The  glorious  hofrs  of  heav'n  obey, 
And  devils  at  thy  prefence  flee, 
Bleft  is  the  man  that  trafts  in  thee. 

PSALM  LXXXIV.  i,  4,  2,  3,  i». 

Paraphrafed  in  Common  Metre. 

t  in  Ordinances  of  Worjhtp  ;  or,  God  p v 

"Y  foul,  how  lovely  is  tl 
which  thy  Gad  re  for  is  ! 
tb  fee  his  fmiling  face, 

-Though  in  his  earthly  courts. 

U\s  lieav?n 

2  There 
His 

With  kil 
love 

Dc  , 

W'i And
  

(h 
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4  There,  mighty  God,  thy  words  dec 
The  fecrets  of  thy  will  ; 

And  itiil  we  feek  tliy  mercy  tlu 
And  ling  thy  praiies  ftill. 

Pause. 

5  My  heart  and  flefli  cry  out,  for  thee, 
While  far  from  thine  abode  ; 

When  frVall  I  tre?d  thy  courts,  znd  fte 
My  faviour  and  my  God  ? 

6  The  fparrow  builds  herf.  If  a  neft, 
And  furrlrs  no  remove  ; 

O  make  me  1  ke  the  fparrWs  Weft, 
To  dwell  but  where  I  love. 

7  To  fit  one  day  beneath  thine  eye, 
And  hear  thy  gracious  voice, 

Exceeds  a  whole  eternity 
Employed  in  carnal  joys, 

3  Lord,  at  thy  threshold  I  would  wait 
While  Jcfus  is  within, 

Raher  than  ml  a  throne  of  ft  ate. 
Or  live  in  tents  of  liru 

Could  I  command  the  fitecious  fend, 
And  the  more  b>nndiefs  fea, 

For  one  blefl  hour  at  thy  right  hand 

I'd  give  them  both  away. 

PSALM  LXXXlV.  As  the  r48th  Pikim. 

Longitigfir  the  Houft  :f  Gcd* 

i   T*     ORD  of  the  worlds  above, 
g^j  How  pleafant  and  how  < ; 
The  dwellings  of  thy  love, 
Thy  earthly  temples  are  ! 
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To  thine  abode 

My  ire*, 
With  warm  deiiresj 
To  fee  my  God. 

The  fparrow  for  her  young 

A\  ji  ̂   plrafurc  feeks  a  mfr, 

And  wand'ring  fwallows  long To  find  their  wonted  reit ! 

My  ;Hr;t  faints, 
W  th  equal  z  al, 
To  rife  ar.d  dwell, 

Among  thy  faints. 

O  happy  fouls  that  prar,' 
Where  God  appoints  to  hear 
O  happy  rmn  that  pay 
Their  conftant  fervice  there  ! 

if   thee  ftill  m9 
And  happy  they 

Tha*  love  the  way 
To  Zion's  hill. 

4  They  go  from  ftrength  to  ftrength.*  . 

Thro'  this  dark  vale  of  tears, 
'Till  each  arrives  at  length, 
"Till  each  in  heav'n  appears-; 

O  glorious  feat, 
9  When  God  our  King 
Shall  thither  bring 
Our  willing  feet  ! 

Pal 

5  To  fpend  one  facred   lay 
Where  God  and  faints  abide, 

Affords  diviner  joy 
Than  thcufand  Jays  befcuf  ; 
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Where  God  reforts, 
I  love  it  more 

To  keep  the  door 
Than  (nine  in  courts. 

6  God  is  our  fun  and  fhield, 

Our  light  and  our  defence  $ 

With  gifts  his  hands  are  fill'd, 
We  draw  our  bkffings  thence* 

He  fhall  beftow 

On  Jacob's  race 
Peculiar  grace 
And  glory  too. 

7  The  Lord  his  people  loves : 
His  hand  no  good  with-holds 
From  thofe  his  heart  approves. 
From  pure  and  pious  fouls  ; 

Thrice  happy  he, 
O  God  of  hofts, 

Whofe  fpirit  trufts 
Alone  in  thee. 

P  S  A  L  M    LXXXV^  i_8.  Firjl  Part. 

Waiting  for  an  Anfwer  to  prayer :  cr,  Deliver ancts 
begun  and  completed. 

1    T     ORD,  thou  haft  call'd  thy  grace  to  mind, 
j^j   Thou  haft  revers'd  our  he^vy  doom  ; 
So  God  forgave  when  Ifra'1  finn'd, 
And  brought  his  wan'dring  captives  home. 

3  Thou  haft  begun  to  ftt  us  free, 
And  made  thy  fierceft  wrath  abate  : 

Now  let  our  hearts  be  turn'd  to  thee, 
And  thy  falvation  be  complete. 

3  Revive  our  dying  graces,  Lord, 
And  let  thy  faints  in  thee  rejoice  \ 
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ke  known  thy  truth,  fulfil  ti.y  Word  ; 
We  wait  for  praife  to  tune  our  v 

4  We  wait  to  hear  what  God  will  fay  ; 

He"il  fpeak,  and  give  his  people  peace  : But  let  them  run  no  mfcre  afrr 

Left  his  returning  wrath  incrjaie. 

PSALM     LXXXV.  Ver.  pt  S*c  *ectnd  Fart. 

Salvation  by  Ckrifl. 

i    O  Alvation  is  for  ever  nigh 
j^To  fouls  that  fear  and  truft  the  Lord : 
And  grace  defcending  from  on  high, 
Fred)  hopes  cf  glory  ihall  afford. 

2  Mercy  and  truth  on  earth  are  met, 
Since  Chrift  the  Lord  came  down  from  bttfl 

By  his  obedience  Co  complete 

Tuftice  is  pleaPd,  and  peace  is  giv'n. 
3  Now  truth  and  honour  mall  abound, 

Religion  dwell  on  ear.th  again, 

And  liea v  ;ily  influence  blefs  the  grc'i:nd> 
■In  our  Redeemer's  gentle  reign. 

4  His  righteoufnefs  is  .  ;v. 
To  give  us-  free  acccis  to  God  : 
Our  woudring  feet  (Kali  nray  nO'fco 
But  mark  his  fteps  and  keep  the  road. 

P  S  A  L  M     LXXXVL     Vcr.S_i  j 

A  general  Sq> 

i       A    Mon  earthly  rods 

j£Y^  There's  none  hath  powV  divine  *, 
Nor  is  their  nature,  mighty  Lend* 

Nor  are  their  works  ] 

nations  thou  haft  made,  Ihall  h. 

icir  ofPrihgs  round  thv  throne ; 
Q 
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For  thou  alone  doft  wond'rous  things, For  thou  art  God  alone. 

3  Lord,  I  would  walk  with  holy  feet ; 

Teach  me  thine  heav'nly  ways, 

And  my  poor  fcatter'd  thoughts  unite 
In  God  my  Father's  praife. 

4  Great  is  thy  mercy,  and  my  tongue 
Shall  thofe  fweet  wonders  tell, 

How  by  thy  grace  my  linking  foul 
Rofe  from  the  deeps  of  hell. 

PSALM    LXXXVII. 

The  Church  the  Birth-place  of  the  Saints  :  or,  Jews  am 
Gentiles  united  in  the  Chrijlian  Church. 

i   £^\  OD  in  his  earthly  temple  lays 
\JT  Foundations  for  his  heav'nly  praife : 
He  likes  the  tents  of  Jacob  well, 
But  ftill  in  Zion  loves  to  dwell. 

2  His  mercy  vifits  ev'ry  houfe 
That  pay  their  night  and  morning  vows; 
But  makes  a  more  delightful  ftay 
Where  churches  meet  to  praife  and  pray 

3  What  glories  were  defcrib'd  of  old  ? What  wonders  are  of  Zion  told  ? 

Thou  city  of  our  God  below, 
Thy  fame  fhall  Tyre  and  Egypt  know. 

4  Egypt  and  Tyre,  and  Greek  and  Jew, 
Shall  there  begin  their  lives  anew  : 
Angels  and  men  fhall  join  to  fing 
The  hill  where  living  waters  fpring. 

5  When  God  makes  up  his  laft  account 
Of  natives  in  his  holy  mount, 
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TwiD  be  an  honour  to  appear 
As  one  new  born  or  nourihYd  there  ! 

P  S  A  L  M     LXXXIX.     Fir/}  Part. 

The  Covenant  nude  wkb  Chrijl  ;   or,    "The  true  David* 

1  TpOR  ever  fhall  my  fong  record 
Jj     The  truth  and  mercy  of  the  Lord, 
Mercy  and  truth  for  ever  fland 
Like  heav  n  eftabliuYd  by  his  hand. 

2  Thufs  to  his  Son  he  fware,  and  faid, 

w  With  thee  my  cov'nant  firit  is  made ; 
H  In  thee  mail  dying  iinners  live, 

"  Glory  and  grace  are  thine  to  give. 

3  "  Be  thou  my  Prophet,  thou  my  Priefi: ; 
"  Thy  chiUlren  (hall  be  ever  bleft  ; 
u  Thou  art  my  chofen  King  *,  thy  throne 
"  Shall  {land  eternal  like  my  own. 

4  "  There's  none  of  all  my  fens  above 
"  So  much  my  image  or  my  love  ;  . 
<c  Celeftial  powVs  thy  iubjects  are, 
u  Then  what  can  earth  to  thee  compare  ? 

5  "  David,-  my  fervant,  whom  I  chcie, 
i<  To  guard  my  flock,  to  crulh  my  foes, 
"  Ard  rais'd  him  to  the  jewifh  throne^ 
"  Was  bat  a  iivadow  of  my  Son." 

6  Now  let  tie  church  rejoice  and  fing? 

Jefus  her  Saviour  and  her  King  -y 
Angels  his  heav'nly  wonders  mow, 
And  faints  declare  his  work;  feeloW, 

Q  2 
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PSALM  LXXXIX.     Firjl  Part.  Common  I 

The  faithfulnefs  cf  God. 

i    TV   /TY  never-ceahng  fongs  mall  (bow 
JlvX    ̂ ie  merc^es  of  the  Lord  ; 
And  make  fuceeding  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  fare. 

3  How  long  the  race  of  David  held 

The  promif'd  Jewifh  throne  ! 
But  there's  a  nobler  cov'nant  feal'd 

To  David's  greater  Son. 
4  His  feed  for  ever  fhall  poiTefs 

A  throne  above  the  ikies  \ 

The  meaneft  fubjecl  of  his  grace 
Shall  to  that  glory  rife. 

5  Lord  God  of  hofts,  thy  wondrous  ways 
Are  fung  by  faints  above  \ 

And  faints  on  earth  their  honours   raife 

To  thy  unchanging  love. 

PSAL  M  LXXXIX.      7,    kc.     Second  part. 

The  power  and  Majejly  cfGod  ;  or,  Referential  Worjhip. 

1  "TlIT-^^  rev'rence  let  the  faints  appear, 
W        And  bow  before  the  Lord, 

His  high  commands  with  reverence  hear. And  tremble  at  his  word. 

2  How  terrible  thy  glories  be  ! 
How  bright  thine  armies  fhine 
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Where  is  the  pow'r  that  vies  with  thee  ? 
Or  truth  compar'd  with  thine  ? 

3  The  Northern  pole  and  Southern  reft 
On  thy  fiipporting  bar     . 

Darknefs  and  day  frog)  tail  to  Weft 
Move  round  at  thy  command. 

4  Thy  word  the  raging  winds  controul, 

And  rule  the  boiit'rous  deep  : 
Thou  mak'ft  the  fleeping  billows  roll, 

The  rolling  'jillows  Seep. 

Heav'n,  earth,  and  air,  and  fea  are  thine. . 
And  the  dark  world  of  hell  ; 

How  did  thine  arm  in  veng'ance  fhine3 
When  Egypt  durfl  rebel  ! 

6  Juftice  and  judgment  are  thy  throne. 

Yet  wond'rous  is  thy  grace  : 
While  truth  and  mercy  join'd  in  one,  . 

Invite  us  near  thy  face.  . 

P  S  A  L  M  LXXXIX.  .    15,     &c.     Third  Part. 

A  blejfed  Go/pel. 

1  TQLEST  are  the  fouls  that  hear  and  know 

Xw  The  gofpcl's  joyful  found  ; 
Peace  mall  attend  the  path  they  go, 

*  And  light  their  ileps  furround. 

2  Their  joy  fhali  bear  their  fpirits  up 

Through  their  Redeemer's  name  ; 
His  righteoufnefs  exalts  their  hope, 

Nor  Satan  dares  condemn. 

3  The  Lord,  our  glory  and  defence, 
Strength  and  lalvation  rives  ! 

Ural,  thy  King  for  ever  reig 
Thy  God  for  ever  liv 

Q  3 
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P  S  A  L  M     LXXXIX.      19.  &c.     Fourth  Part. 

ChriJTs   Mediatorial  Kingdom  ■    or,    His  divine  and  hu 
man  Nahnw 

1  TTTEAR  what  the  Lord  in  vifion  ftid, 

JL  JL.   And  made  his  mercy  known  : 

"  Sinners,  behold,  your  help  is  laid 

"  On  my  almighty  Son." 

2  Behold  the  man  my  wifdom  chofe 
Among  your  moi  tal  race  ; 

His  head  my  holy  oil  overflows, 
The  fpirit  of  my  grace. 

3  High  fhall  he  reign  on  David's  throne. 
My  people's  better  King  ; 

#   My  arm  fhall  beat  his  rivals  down, 
And  ftili  new  fabjects  bring. 

4  My  truth  mail  guard  him  in  his  way, 
With  mercy  by  his  fide, 

"While  iii  my  name  through  earth  and  fea 
He  fhall  in  triumph  ride.  * 

q  Me  for  his  father  and  his  God 
He  fhall  for  ever  own, 

Call  me  his  rock,  his  high  abode, 
And  ril  fupport  my  Son. 

6  My  firft-born  Son  array 'd  in  grace 
At  my  right-hand  {hall  lit  \ 

Beneath  him  angels  know  their  place^ 
And  monarchs  at  his  feet. 

7  My  covenant  ftands  for  ever  fair, 
My  promifes  are  ftrong  ; 

Firm  as  the  heav'ns  his  throne  ihall  laft, 
His  feed  endure  as  long. 
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P  S  A  L  M     LXXX1X.     30,  &c.     Fifth  part- 

Tl\  t  of  Grace  unchangeable  ;  or,  AJfiiaion 
9  vithotmRejecl 

1  "V^LT  (faith  the  Lord)  if  David's  race, 
J^     The  children  of  my  Sod, 

Should  break  my  Laws}  abufe  my  grace. 
And  tempt  mine  anger  down  5 

2  Their  fins  I'll  vifit  with  the  red, 
And  make  their  folly  (mart  ; 

But  I'll  not  ceaic  to  be  their  God, 
Nor  trom  my  truth  depart. 

3-  My  cov'nant  I  will  ne'er  revoke.. 
But  keep  my  grace  in  mind  \ 

And  what  eternal  love  hath  (poke* 
Eternal  truth  ihall  bind. 

4  Once  have  I  fworn  (I  need  no  more) 

And  pledg'd  my  holinefs, _ 
To  feal  the  iacred  promiie  lure 

To  David  and  his  race. 

5  The  {m\  fhall  fee  his  offspring  rife 
And  (bread  from  fca  to  fea, 

Long  as  he  travels  round  the  ikies* 
To  give  the  nations  day. 

6  Sure  as  the  moon  that  rules  the  night 
His  kingdom  ihall  endure, 

Till  the  fix'd  laws  of  (hade  and  light 11  be  obicrvM  no  more. 
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P  S  A  L  M    LXXXIX.     47l  &c.     Sixth-  Part. 
Long  Metre. 

Mortality  and  Hope* . 

A  Funeral  Pfalm. . 

1  T)  EM£MBER,.Lord,  our  mortal  ftatse, 
£\.   Plow  frai)  our  life,  how  fliort  the  date  j 
W  here  is  the  man  that  draws  his  breath 

Safe  from  difeafe,  fecure  from  death  ? 

2  Lord,  while  we  fee  whole  nations  die, 
Our  Gefli  and  fenfe  repine  and  cry, 

"  Muft  death  for  ever  rage  and  reign  ? 
"■  Or  haft  thou  made  mankind  in  vain  ?. 

3  "  Where  is  thy  promife  to  the  juft  ? 
"  Are  not  thy  fervants  turn'd  to  duft  ?"■ 
But  faith  forbids  thefe  mournful  fighs5 
And  fees  the  fleeping  duft  arife. 

4  That  glorious  hour*  that  dreadful  dayy 
Wipes  the  reproach  of  faints  away, 
And  clears  the  honour  of, thy. word ; 
Awake  our  fouls,  and  blefs  the  Lord* 

PSAL  M    LXXXIX.  47,   &c.     Lajl  Part.     As 
the  1 13th  Pfalm. •  » 

L ifey  Death>  and  the  RefurreBlon. 

*.   riTlHINK,  mighty  God,  on  feeble  man ; 
How  few  his  hours,  how  fhprt  his  (pan, 

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  ! 
2  Lord,  mail  it  be  for  ever  faid, 

"  The  race  of  man  was  only  made 
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-    For  ficknef§,  forrow,  and  the  duft  V* 
Arc  m  I  I  tits  day  by 

nd  turn'd  to  clay  : 
Lor  J,  where  dnefs  to  the  ji 

4  Haft  thon  not  promis'd  to  tHy  Son 
Aim  \'nly  crovn  ? 

fe  indulge  defpair  ; 
Fur  ever  blefled  be  the  Lor  J, 

That  faith  can  read  his  holy  word, 
i  a  reiiirre^tion  there. 

4  Fo>*  erer  bit  fled  be  the  Lord, 
is  faints  a  lonr  reward, 

For  all  their  toil,  reproach,  and  pah. 
Let  ail  b  lew,  snd  all  above, 
loin  to  nrociaini  thv  wondVous  love, 

And  each  repeat  "their  loud  Amai. 

P  SVs.  L  M    XC.     Long  Metre. 

Man  Mortal,  and  God  Etsniai. 

A  mcurnfu1  Song  at  a  Funeral. 

1    r~|-^KR.G'  evVy  age,  eternal  Go', JL     Thou  art  Qi 
Hi.  .'  throne  e'er  I 

« 
tegaiij 

Or 

ip.of  guilt 
I  hy  dreadfu 
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4  [A  thoufand  of  our  years  amount 
Scarce  to  a  day  in  thine  account  j 

Like  yefterday's  departed  light, 
Or  t?.e  Iaft  watch  of  ending  night.  J 

Pause. 

5  Death,  like  an  overflowing  ftream, 

Sweeps  us  away  ;  our  life's  a  dream  \ 
An  empty  tale ;  a  morning  flowV 
Cut  down  and  withered  in  an  hour. 

6  [Our  age  to  feventy  years  is  fet ; 
How  fhort  the  term  !  how  frail  the  flate  ! 

And  if  to  eighty  we  arrive, 
We  rather  figh  and  groan,  than  live* 

7  But  O  how  oft  thy  wrath  appears, 
And  cuts  off  our  expected  years  ! 
Thy  wrath  awakes  our  humble  dread ; 

We  fear  that  pow'r  that  ftrikes  us  dead. J 

8  Teach  us,  O  Lord,  how  frail  is  man  j 

And  kindly  lengthen  out  our  fpan, 
Till  a  wife  care  of  piety 
Fit  us  to  die,  and  dwell  with  thee* 

PSALM'  XC.    1—5-  Firfr  Part.  Common  Metre* 

Man  Frail  and  God  Eternal. 

1  /*~"\UR  God,  our  help  in  ages  pafr. . 
\_Jr     Our  hope  for  years  to  come* 
Our  inciter  from  the  fiormy  blaft, 

And  onr  eternal  home. 

2  Under  the  fhadow  of  thy  throne 
Thy  faints  have  dwelt  fecure  \ 

Sufficient  is  thine  arm  alone, 
And  our  defence  is  fure* 
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3  Before  the  hills  in  order  flood, 

Or  earth  receiv'd  her  frame, 
From  everlafting  thou  art  God, 

To  endlefs  years  the  fame. 

4  Thy  word  commands  our  ftefh  to  duii^ 

"  Return,  ye  ions  of  men  :" 
All  nations  rofe  from  earth  at  firft, 

And  turn  to  earth  again. 

5  A  thoufand  ages  in  thy  fight 

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

Before  the  rifmg  fun. 

6  [The  bufy  tribes  of  flefh  and  blood, 
With  all  their  lives  and  cares, 

jj^re  carried  downwards  by  the  flood, 
And  loft  in  following  years. 

7  Time,  like  an  ever-rolling  ftream, 
Bears  all  its  fons  away  ; 

They  fly  forgotten,  as  a  dream 

Dies  at  the  op'jiing  day. 

8  Like  flow'ry  fields  the  nations  ftand 
Pleas'd  with  the  morning  light ; 

The  flow'rs  beneath  the  mower's  hand 

Ly  withering  ere  'tis  night.]     ■ 

9  Our  God,  our  help  in  ages  paft, 
Our  hope  for  years  to  come, 

Be  thou  our  guard  while  troubles  laft. 
And  our  eternal  home. 
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P  S  A  L  M    XC.     8,    II,   9,    io,    12.      Second  Part. 
Common  Metre. 

Infirmities  and  Mortality  the  Effecl  of  Sin  ;  or,    Life, 

and  Age,  and  1 'reparation  for  Death* 'L ORD,  if  thine  eyes  furvey  cur  faults, 
And  juftice  grows  feverc, 

Thy  dreadful  wrath  exceeds  our  thoughts, 
And  burns  bevond  our  fear. 

2  Thine  anger  turns  our  frame  to  dud  ; 
By  one  offence  to  thee, 

Adam,  with  all  his.  fons,  have  !oft 
Their  immortality. 

3  Life,  like  a  vain  amufement,  fl 
A  fable  or  a  fong ; 

By  fwift  degrees  our  nature  dies, 
Nor  can  our  joys  be  long. 

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

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

5  [Our  vitals  with  laborious  ftrife 
Bear  up  the  crazy  load, 

And  drag  thofe  poor  remains  of  life 
Along  the  tirefome  road.] 

6  Almighty  God,  reveal  thy  love, 

And  not  thy  wrath  alone  •, 
O  let  our  fweet  experience  prove 

The  mercies  of  thy  throne. 

7  Our  fouls  would  learn  the  heav'nly  art 

T'  improve  the  hour's  we  have, 
That  we  may  aft  the  wife,  part, 

And  live  beyond  the  grave. 
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PS  A  L  M  XC.    13,  J&.   Third  Par;.    Com.  Metre 

Breathing  after  Heaven. 

1  TJ  ETURN,  O  God  of  love,  return ; 
j£\,   Earth  is  a  tirefome  place  : 
How  long  ihall  we  thy  children  mourn 

Our  abfence  from  thy  face  ? 

2  Let  heav'n  fucceed  our  painful  years, 
Let  fin  and  forrow  ceafe  ; 

And  in  proportion  to  our  tears 
So  make  our  joys  increafe. 

4  Thy  wonders  to  thy  fervants  fhow, 
Make  thy  own  work  complete, 

Then  fhall  our  fouls  thy  glory  know: 
And  own  thy  love  was  great. 

4  Then  ihall  we  fhinc  before  thy  throne 

In  all  thy  beauty,  'Lord  ; 
And  the  poor  fervice  we  have  done 

Meet  a  divine  reward. 

PSALM      XC.       5,  10,  1  i.   :   Short  iV 

The  Frailty  and  Short nefs  of  Life- 

1  "T     ORD,  what  a  feeble  piece 
jLj   Is  this  our  mortal  frame  ? 

Our  lire  how  poor  a  trifle  'tis, 
-That  fcarce  deferves  the  name  ' 

2  Alas,  the  brittle  clay 
ilt  our  body  urft  ! 

And  ev\y  month  and  ev'ry 
IVing  back  to  dttfl 

3        0\  K\CCy 

utes  Ray  ! 

Jufl  "i-  hafty  d \*    'V. 

U 
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4  Well,  if  our  days  muft  fly, 

We'll  keep  their  e 
We'll  fpend  them  all  \r  wtfdnm's  w 

And  let  them  (peed  their  iliglit, 

5   They'll  waft  us  (boner  o'er 
This  life's  teinpeftuous  fea ; 

^con  we  (hall  reach  the  peaceful  ihore 
Of  bleft  ere:  i 

P  S  A  L  M     XCL   i—7-     FirJlP 

Safety  in  public  Difeafes  and  Dangers* 

'E  that  hath  made  his  refuge  God, 
Shall  find  a  moft  fecure  abode  \ 

Shall  walk  all  day  beneath  his  fhade, 
And  there  at  night  (hall  reft  his  head* 

X  Then  will  I  fay,  "My  God,  thy  pow'r 
a  Shall  be  my  fortrefs  and  my  tow'r  : 
ci  I  that  am  form'd  of  feeble  diift 
Ci  Make  thine  almighty  arm  my  truiV 

3  Thrice  happy  man  !   thy  Maker's  care 
Shall  keep  thee  from  the  fowler's  (hare, 
Satan  the  fowler,  who  betrays 

Unguarded  fouls  a  thoufand  ways. 

4  Juft  as  a  hen  protects  her  brood 
From  birds  of  prey  that  ieek  their  blood. 
Under  her  feathers,  fo  the  Lord 

Makes  his  own  arm  his  people's  guard 

C  If  burning  beams  q£  noon  confpire 
To  dart  a  peftilentiai  fire, 
God  is  their  life,  his  wings  are  fpre 
To  flueld  them  with  an  healthful  made. 

5  If  vapours  with  malignant  breath 
Rife  thick,  and  fcatter  midnight  do 

J 
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IfiVl  is  fafe  :  Tli  I  air 

Grows  pure,  if  IfraTs  God  h 
SE. 

j  \V  -'       thy  fide, 
At  thy  right-hand  ten  thoufand  dy'd, 
Tliy  God  his  chofen  peopl< 
Lmongrt  the  dead,  a 

8  So  when  he  lent  his  angel  down 
To  make  his  wrath  in  Egypt  known, 
An  J  (lew  their  fons,  Lis  carefiil  ej  - 
Pad  all  die  doors  of  Jacob  by. 

ire,  or  plague,  or  (word; 
-  Receive  commiffion  from  the  Lord, 
To  its  among  the  i 
Their  very  pains  and  ire  bleft. 

10  The  (word,  the  pefrilence,  or  fire, 
Shall  but  fulfil  their  beft  defire  j 
From  fms  and  forrows  fet  them  free, 

And  bring  thy  children,  Lord,  to  thee. 

PSALM     XCI.     9— 1 6.     Second  pari. 

ProUllton  from  Death,  Guard  of  Angels ,  Vi£tar\ 
Deliverance. 

n    "XT^  f°ns  of  men,  a  feeble  race, 
A     Expos'd  to  ev'rv  (hare, 

Come,  make  the  Lord  your  dwelling-place, 
And  try,  and  truit  his  cV.rc. 

I  No  ill  (hall  eiv.er  -ell  \ 
Or  if  the  plague  come 

And  f\ 
Twill  raife  i 

J  H  his  angels  char 
STour  feet  in  ; 

R   2 
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To  watch  your  pillow  while  you  fleep, 
And  guard  your  happy  days. 

4  Their  hands  {hall  bear  you,  left  you  fall 
And  dafh  againft  the  ftones  ; 

Are  they  not  fervants  at  his  call, 

And  fent  t'  attend  his  fons  ? 

5  Adders  and  lions  ye  ihall  tread  ; 

The  tempter's  wiles  defeat ; 
HL  that  hath  broke  the  ferpent's  head 

Purs  them  beneath  your  feet. 

6  "  Becaufe  on  me  they  fet  their  love, 

"  I'll  fave  them,  (faith  the  Lord  J, 
u  Fll  bear  their  joyful  fouls  above 

"  Deftru£tion,  and  the  -fword. 

7  "  My  grace  fhall  anfwer  when  they  call  j 
M  In  trouble  I'll  be  nigh ; 

w  My  pow'r  (hall  help  them  when  they  fall, 
"  And  raife  them  when  they  die. 

3  K  Thofe  that  on  earth  my  name  have  known-* 

"  Pll  honour  them  in  heav'n  ; 
"  There  my  falvation  fhall  be  fhown, 

"  And  endlefs  life  be  giv'n." 

PSALM     XCIL         Firjl  Part. 

A  Pfalmfir  the  Lord's  Day. 

SWEET  is  the  work,  my  God,  my  King, 

To  praife  thy  name,  give  thanks  and  fing; 
To  (how  thy  love  by  morning  light, 
And  talk  of  all  thy  truth  at  night. 

I  Sweet  is  the  day  of  (acred  reft, 

No  mortal  carts  ihall  fefeze  my  breaft  -, 
O  ...ay  my  heart  in  t'me  be  found 
Uke  David's  harp  of  folemn  found  I 
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u     (lull  triumph  in  n  y  Lord) 
G  his  work  ■    i  J  j 

Thy  works  of  gra  y  fliine  J -  '  ! 

4  Fc  their  thoughts  (6  high  ', 
Li]  .  brutes  they  die  j 

:e  grafs  th<  fh,  'till  thy  breath 

:  a  glorious  part, 

h  well  refin'  ui 
And  freih  fiippljes  of  joy  are  died 
Like  holy  oil  :o  chear 

•  (my  worft  enemy  before) 
Shall  vex  m.y  eyes  and  ears  no  more; 
My  foes  mall  all  be  (lain, 

■N  or  Satan  break  my  peace  again 

p  Then  {Kail  I  fee,  and  hear,  and  know, 
All  I  defir'd  or  wifti'd  below  ! 

ry  power  fed  fweet  employ 
In  that  etenial  world  of  joy. 

PSALM  XCII   12,  &c.  Second  Par 

Church  is  the  Garde*  -/God. 

h,  T     ORD,  'tis  .  ftand 
&  j   In  gardens  planted  by  thine  hand  ; 

Let  me  within  thy  courts  be  fc 

■     :i* d  green. 

th)  faints  in  faith  \ 

ft  with  th'u  ■  :nce  from  above  : No  L  b 

iich  a  comely  light  as  t] 

■>  The  plants  cf  grace  ihall nuiftthrtve^ 

*3 
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Time,  that  doth  all  things  clfe  impair, 
Still  makes  them  flourish  flrong  and  fair. 

4  Laden  with  fruifs  of  age  they  fhew 
The  Lord  is  holy  juft  and  true  ; 
None  that  attend  his  rate  fhall  find o 
A  God  unfaithful  or  unkind. 

PSALM  XCIIL  i ft  Metre.  As  the  100th  Pfalm. 

The  Eternal  and  Sovereign  God. 

i     TEhovah  reigns  :  He  dwells  in  light, 
J    Girded  with  majefty  and  might  : 
The  world  created  by  hir  hands 
Stiil  on  its  firft  foundation  ftaruis. 

i   But  e'er  this  fpacious  world  was  made, 
Or  had  its  firft  foundations  laid, 
Thy  throne  eternal  ages  flood, 

Thyfelf  the  ever-living  God. 

3  L;ke  floods  the  angry  nations  rife, 
And  aim  their  rage  agrdnft  the  ikies  y  ■ 
Vain  floods,  that  aim  their  rage  fo  high  i 
At  thy  rebuke  the  billows  die. 

4  For  ever  fhall  thy  throne  endure  \ 
Thy  promife  flands  for  ever  fure  ; 
And  everlafting  holinefs 
Becomes  the  dwellings  of  thy  grace. 

PSALM  XCIIL  2d.  Metre.  As  the  old  50th  Pfalm, 

1    rTH  HE  Lord  of  glory  reigns  :  he  reigns  on  high; 
A     His  robes  of  ftate  are  ftrength  and  majefty ; 

This  wide  creation  rofe  at  his  command, 

Built  by  his  word  and  'ftablifhed  by  his  hand  : 
Long  ftood  his  throne  e'er  he  began  creation, 
And  his  own  godhead  i?  the  firm  foundation. 
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j  God  is  th1  eternal  King  \  thy  foes  in  vain 
Raife  their  rebellions  to  confound  thy  reign : 
In  vain  the  ftorms  j  in  vain  the  floods  arife, 
And  roar,  and  tofs  their  wai  ttfl  the  (kieS  ; 

Foaming  it  heav'n  they  rage  with  wild  commot 
But  heav'ns  high  arches  (corn  the  fuelling  ocean. 
3   Ye  tempefts  rage  no  more  ;  ye  floods  be  frill, 
And  the  mad  world  fubmiffive  to  h\>  v.  j  1  : 

Built  on  his  truth,  his  chureh  muit  ever  ftaud  -y 
Finn  are  his  prorpifes,  and  frrong  liis  hand  : 
Sec  his  own  (ons,  when  they  appear  before  him, 
Bow  at  his  footftool,  and  with  fear  adore  him. 

(PSALM  XCIIL  3d  Metre.  As  the  old  1 2  2d  Pfalm. 

1  HPHE  Lord  Jehovah  reigns, 
Jl     And  royal  ftate  mlintains, 

His  head  with  awful  glories  trown'd  ̂  
Array'd  in  robe>  of  light, 
Begirt  with  fbv'reign  might 

And  rays  of  uiajefiy  around. 

2  Upheld  by  thy  commands 
The  world  fecurely  itands ; 

And  iki:s  a:  A  It  an-.  0  ,y  thy  word  * 

Thy  throne  was  iix'd  on  high 
Before  the  fbrry  ik    \ 

thy  kingdpiP,  Lord. 

3  In  vain  the  noify  croud, 
Like  billows  fierce  and  loud, 

Again  it  thine  (  ge  and  roar  , 
In  vain  with  <mgry  fpite 
The  furly  nations  fight, 

Mi.a  dafli  like  waves  againft  the  (hot 
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4  Let  hoods  and  nations  rage. 

And  all  their  pow'rs  engage, 
Let  fwelling  tides  a  {fault  the  Iky, 

The  terrors  of  thy  frown 
:  teat  their  in  a  n  .; 
throne  fc  I 

5  Thy  promifes  are  true. 
Thy  grarce  is  ev£r  new  ; 

There  hxkl  thy  church  will  ne'er  remove ; 
Thy  faints  with  holy  fear 
Shall  in  thy  courts  appear, 

And  fing  thine  everiafting  love. 
Re  per  I  hjiar.za  to  com 

PSALM  XCIV.    i,  2,  7—1.4.  Firfi  Part. 

Saints  chq/lifed}  and  Sinners  deflroyed  $  or.  In/fa 

AffliBions. 

God,  to  whom  revenge  belongs, 
Proclaim  thy  wrath  aloud  ; 

Let  fcv'raigh  pow'r  redrefs  our  wrongs, 
Let  juftice  finite  the  proud. 

They  fay,  Ci  Tnfc  Lord  nor  fees  nor  hears ; 
When  will  the  fools  be  wife  ? 

Can  he  be  deaf,  who  fora'd  their  ears  ; 
Or  blind,  who  made  their  eyes  ? 

He  knows  their  impious  thoughts  are  yaifjj 

And  they  {hall  feel  his  pow'r  ; 
His  wrath  fhall  pierce  their  fouls  with  y  . 

In  fome  furprifing  hour 

But  if  thy  faints  defer  ve  rebuke, 
Thou  ha  ]er  rod  } 

Thy  providence^  and  thy  book 
Shall  make  them  U 
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j  Rleft  is  the  man  th)  hands  chaflife, 
And  to  his  duty  draw  ; 

Thy  (courges  make  th)  children  wife, 
.p.  they  forget  thy 

5  But  God  will  ne'er  caft  off  his  faints, 
Nor  ins  own  proxnife  break  •, 

He  pardons  bib  inheritance 

For  their  Redeemer's  fake. 

rSAL  M     XCIV.      16—23.       Second  Part. 

God  our  Support  and  Comfort  ;  or,  Delivcrar.ee  from 

'1  tinptation  and  tcrjeLiitiau 

1  *\~\  THO  wiH  arife  and  plead  my  right 

\  V      Againlt  my  num'rous  foes, \\  hue  earth  and  hell  their  force  unite, 

And  all  my  hope  oppofe  ? 

X  Had  not  the  Lord,  my  rock,  my  help, 

Sultain'd  my  fainting  head, 
RTy  life  had  now  in  filence  dweltj 

Rly  foul  amongft  the  dead. 

3  M  Alas  i  my  flicfmg  feet  !"  I  cry'd, 
Thy  promife  was  my  prop  j 

Thy  grace  ftood  conn  an:  by  n  y  f:de, 
Th)  Spirit  bore  me  up. 

4  When  of  a  ournfu^  thoughts 
Within  my  bofom  rollj 

.    Thy  boundlefs  love  forgives  v.  J  f. 
Thy  comforts  cheer  mj  loul. 

5  Pow'rs  cf  iniquity  may  rif., A:  cious  lavs  : 

But  God,  my  refuge,  rules  the  ikies, 
will  defend  mi  caufe. 
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6  Let  malice  veat  aloud, 
Let  bold  I  rs  fcvS>  \ 

Lord  our  God  voud, 
And  cut  the 

PSAL.  V,     Common  Metre, 

yi  Pfolm  before  Prayer. 

i    C*  ING  to  the  Lord  Jehovah's  iiai 
^3    :^n^  ***  his  ftrength  rejoice  ; 
•When  his  falvsftiqn  Is  our  theme, 

Exalted  be  our  voice. 

2  "With  thanks  approach  his  awful,  right, And  pfo.lms  of  lion  our  fine  ; 

The  Lord's  a  God  of  botradlefs  might, 
The  whole  creation's  kSngt 

3  Let  princes  hear,  let  angels  know, 
How  mean  their  natures  feeth, 

Thcfe  gods  on  high,        I  below, 
When  once  compart!  with  him. 

4  Earth,  with  its  caverns  dark  and  deep, 
Lies  in  his  fpactous  hand ; 

He  fix'd  the  feas  what  bounds  to  keep> 
And  where  the  hills  muft  ftand. 

5  Come,  and  with  humble  fouls  adore, 
Come,  kneel  bef  ice  ; 

O  may  the  creatures  of  his  pow'r 
Be  children  of  his"  grace  ! 

6  New  is  the  tine  ;  he  bends  his  ear, 
And  waits  for  your  requeft ; 
ae,  left  he  route  his  jrrath,  and  ( 

"  Ye  fhall  not  fee  my  reft," 
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Ar  j  /Y  Sermon.   ■ 

lOME,  found  his  praife  abroad, 
And  hymns  of  glory  fing  : 

Jehovah  is  the  fov'rqigh  GoSj 
The  universal  King. 

2  Ho  form'd  the  deeps  unknown  ; 
their  bound  , 

Fhe  wat'ry  worlds  are  all  his  own, 
And  all  the  folid  ground. 

3  Come,  worfhip  at  his  throne, 
Come,  bow  before  the  Lord  : 

and  not  our  c 

fie  for'mM  us  by  his  word. 
4  To  day  attend  his  voice, 

Nor  dare  provoke  his  rod  ; 
Come,  like  the  people  of  his  choice, 

ir  gracious  God.     » 

5  But  if  your  ears  refufe 
of  his  grace- 

And  hearts,  grow  hard,  like  fhibborn  Jews 
That  unbelieving  ra 

ord  in  yeng'ance  dreft 
ill  lift  his  handj  and  iV 

at  defpife  my  prom  is  d  n  fl 

"  Shall  have  no  portion  there." 

PS  A  J,  M     XCV.     i,  2,  3,  6-^xu   I  Qg 

■  /I  through  Ur,b:hcf\  or,  A  Warning  U ■ 

i   #^fOME,  lei  n  to  raife 
\_^    A  bng  of  fo] 
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God  is  a  JovVeipn  king  :  rehearfe 
His  honours  in  exalted  verfe. 

2  Come,  let  our  fouls  aJJrefs  the  Lord, 
Who  framM  our  natures  with  his  word  i 

He  is  our  'hepherd,  vr?  the  fh~ep 
His  mercy  cliofe  his  paftures  keep. 

3  Come,  let  us  hear  his  voice  to-day, 
Thf  co  1  ifels  o^  h;s  love  ob^y  ; 
Nr  let  oMr  harden' J  hearts  renew 
The  fins  and  plagues  that  Ifrael  knew. 

4  Ural,  that  faw  has  works  of  grace, 

Yet  tempt  the1**  Maker  to  his  face; 
A  faithleft  unbelieving  br  )o  I, 

Thit  fir'd  the  patience  of  their  God. 

5  Tins  faith  the  Lord,  "  How  falfe  they  prove  1 

w  Forget  my  pow'r  ;  abufc  my  love, 
u  Since  they  defpiie  mv  re't-,  I  fwear, 
u  Their  feet  (liali  never  enter  there/' 

6  [tiook  back,  my  foul,  with  holy  dread^. 
And  view  thofe  ancient  rebels  dead  ; 

.  ttend  the  oSfer'd  grace  to-day, 
Nor  lofe  the  bluffing  by  delay, 

7  Se'zc  the  kind  promife  while  it  wiits# 
And  march  to  Zion'e  heav'niy  gates; 
Believe,  and  take  the  promifd  reft : 
Obey,  and  be  for  ever  bleft.} 

P  S  A  L  M     XCVI.    r,  io,&c.    Common  Metre. 

CbriJFs  firfl  andfecond  Coming. 

i    Q  INO  to  ifte  Ldrd,  ye  diftant  lands, 

I  j   Ye  tribes  of  *vVy  to  ague  ; ' 
His  new  difeover'd  grace  demands 

A  new  and  nobler  fang. 
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2  Say  to  the  nations,  Jefus  reigns, 

God's  own  almighty  Son  ; 
His  pow'r  the  linking  world  fu  (tains, 

And  grace  furrounds  his  throne. 

3  Let  heav'n  proclaim  the  joyful  day, 
Joy  thro'  the  earth  be  feen  i 

Let  cities  {hine  in  bright  array, 
And  fields  in  cheerful  green. 

4  Let  unufual  joy  furprife 
The  iilands  of  the  fea  : 

Ye  mountains  fink,  ye  rallies  rife, 
Prepare  the  Lord  his  way. 

j  Behold  he  comes,  he  comes  to  blefe 
The  nations  as  their  God  ; 

To  (hew  i  » _•  world  his  righteoufneis. 
And  fend  his  truth  abroad. 

6  But  when  his  voice  fhall  raife  the  dead, 
And  bid  the  world  draw  near, 

How  will  the  guilty  nations  dread. 
To  fee  their  judge  appear  ? 

P  S  A  L  M     XCVI.     As  the  1 1 3th  Pfalm- 

-     The  God  of  the  Gentiles.     ' 
I    T     ET  all  the  earth  their  voices  raife, 

1-  j  To  fing  the  choiceft  pfalm  of  praife, 
To  fing  and  blefs  Jehovahji  name: 
Hu  atbens  know, 
His  wonders  to  the  nations  fhov\ 

And  ail  his  faviug  works  proclaim. 

■  Heather  ,  Lord ; 
The  wo  1  thy  word, 

In  Britain  is  Jehovah  knows  ; s 
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Our  worfhip  fhall  no  more  be  paid 

To  God's  which  mortal  hands  have  made; 
Our  maker  is  our  God  alone. 

3  He  fram'd  the  globe,  he  built  the  fky, 
He  made  the  fhining  worlds  on  high, 

And  reigns  complete  in  glory  there  : 
His  beams  are  majefty  and  light ; 
His  beauties  how  divinely  bright  ! 

His  temple  how  divinely  fair  ! 

4  Come,  the  great  day,  the  glorious  hour, 

When  earth  fhall  feel  his  faving  pow'r, 
And  barbrous  nations  fear  his  name  j 

Then  fhall  the  race  of  man  confefs 

The  beauty  of  his  holinefs, 
And  in  his  courts  his  grace  proclaim. 

PS^LM     XCVII.      1—5.     FirJiPari. 

.Chrijl  reigning  in  Heaven^  and  coining  to  judg- 
ment. 

j    T  TE  reigns ;  the  Lord,  the  Saviour  reigns  ; 

[jj    Praife  him  in  evangelic  Arams  : 
Let  the  whole  earth  in  longs  rejoice, 
And  diftant  iflands  join  their  voice. 

2  Deep  are  his  cotmfels,  and  unknown  ; 

But  grace  and  truth  fupport  the  tin  one  : 

Tho'  gloomy  clouds  his  way  furround, 
Juftice  is  their  eternal  ground. 

3  In  robes  of  judgment,  lo  !  he  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  fhira  the  day ; 
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Then  lift  you  heads,  ye  faints,  on  high, 

And  fing,  for  your  redemption's  nigh. 
PSALM     XCVII.  6—9.  Second  Port. 

Chrifls  Incarnation, 

1  ̂ THHE  Lord  is  come ;  the  heav'ns  proclaim 
A     His  birth :  the  nations  learn  his  name  : 

An  unknown  ftar  directs  the  road 

Of  Eaftern  fages  to  their  God. 

2  All  ye  bright  armies  of  the  ikies, 

Go,  worihip,*  where  the  Saviour  lies  : 
Anggls  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  Judah  fhout,  but  Zion  fing, 
And  earth  confefs  her  fovVeign  King. 

PSALM     XCVII.     Third  Part. 

Grace  and  Glory. 

V  rTHH>  Almighty  reigns  exalted  high, 
X     O'er  all  the  earth,  o'er  all  the  iky  ; 

Though  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  ihame : 
He  guards  the  fouls  of  all  his  friends, 
And  from  the  fnares  of  hell  defends. 

3  Immortal  light,  and  joys  unknown, 
Are  for  the  faints  in  darknefs  fown  $ 

Thole  glorious  feeds  fhall  fpring  and  rife, 
And  the  bright  harvelt  bleis  our  eyes. 

4  Rejoice,  ye  righteous,  and  record 
The  facred  honours  of  the  Lor  J. 

S  2 
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Then  lift  your  heads,  ye  faints,  on  high. 

And  ting,  for  your  redemption's  nigh. 

PSALM     XCVIL      6—9.      Second  Part. 

ChriJFs  Incarnation  and  the  La/}  Judgment. 

1  "\7"E  iflands  of  the   northern  fea 
Rejoice,  the  Saviour  reigns  : 

His  word,  like  fire,  prepares  his  way, 
And  mountains  melt  to  plains. 

2  His  prefence  finks  the  proudeft  hills, 
And  makes  the  valleys  rife  ; 

The  humble  foul  enjoys  his  fmiles, 
The  haughty  {inner  dies. 

3  The  heav'ns  his  rightful  pow'r  proclaim  j 
The  idol  gods  around 

Fill  their  own  worfhippers  with  fhame, 
And  totter  to  the  ground. 

4  Adoring  angels  at  his  birth 
Make  the  Redeemer  known  ; 

Thus  fhall  he  come  to  judge  the  earth, 
And  angels  guard  his  throne. 

5  His  foes  (hall  tremble  at  his  fight, 
And  hills  and  feas  retire. : 

His  children  take  their  unknown  flight, 
And  leave  the  world  in  fire. 

6  The  feeds  of  joy  and  glory  fown 
For  faints  in  darknefs  here, 

Shall  rife  and  foring  in  worlds  unknown. 
And  a  rich  harveft  bear. 

P  S  A  L  M     XCVIII.     Ftrfi  Part. 

Praife  for  the  GofpeL 

I    rT^O  our  almighty  Maker,  God, 
JL     New  honours  be  addreft  •, 



P  S  A  L  M     XCYill. 

His  great  falvation  mines  abroad, 
And  makes  the  nations  bler  . 

He  fpake  the  word  to  Abrah'm  firftj 
His  truth  fulfils  the  grace  : 

The  Gentiles  make  his  name  their  trim 

And  learn  his  righteoufnefs. 

Let  the  whole  earth  his  love  proclaim 

With  all  her  difPrent  tongues  -> 
And  fpread  the  honun  of  his  name 

In  melody  and  longs. 

PSALM  XCVIII.  Second  Par; 

The  Me/fiatt s  coming  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  ling. 

2  Joy  to  the  earth ;  the  Saviour  reigns  •, 
Let  men  their  fangs  employ  :~ 

While  fields  and  rloods,  rocks,  lulls,  ,and  plain  * 
Repeat  the  founding  joy. 

3  No  more  let  fins  and  forrows  grow, 
Nor  thorns  infeft  the  ground  ; 

He  comes  to  make  his  bleflirigs  rlovr 
'Far  as  the  curfe  is  found. 

4  HeTules  the  world  with  truth  and  gracv 
And  makes  the  nations  prote 

The  glories  of  his  righteoufnefs, 
And  wonders  of  his  love. 

T 

PS  A  L  M     XCIX.     Fir/l  Pah 

Qhri/fs  Kingdom  and  Mauj 

HE.  God,  Jehovah,  reigns. 
Let  all  the  nations  fear  ; 

s  - 



iio  PSALM    XCIX 

Let  finners  tremble  at  his  throne, 
And  faints  be  humble  there. 

2  Jefus  the  Saviour  reigns, 
Let  earth  adore  its  Lord  ; 

Bright  cherubs  his  attendants  (land, 
Swift  to  fulfil  his  word. 

3  In  Zion  is  hi?  throne, 
His  honours  are  divine  ; 

His  church  ihall  make  his*  wonders  known, 
For  there  his  glories  fhine. 

4  How  holy  is  his  name  ! 
How  terrible  his  praife  ! 

Tuftice  and  truth,  and  judgment  join 
In  all  his  works  of  grace. 

PSALM  XCIX.      Second  part. 

A  holy  God  nvorjhipped  ivith  Reverence. 

i   TT1  XALT  the  Lord  our  God, 
JLLj   And  worftiip  at  his  feet : 

His  nature  is  all  holineis, 
And  mercy  is  his  feat. 

2  When  Ifrael  was  his  church, 
When  Aaron  was  his  priefl, 

When  Mofes  cry'd,  when  Samuel  pray'd, 
He  gave  his  people  reft. 

2  Oft  he  forgave  their  fins, 
Nor  would  deftroy  their  race  ; 

And  oft  he  made  his  veng'ance  known 
When  they  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, 
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P  S  A  L  M  C.      Firft  Metre.      -^/jm  STJ 

Fraife  to  our  Creator. 

i   "X/'E  nations  round  the  earth,  rejoice 
Before  the  Lord  your  fov'reign  King  : 

Serve  him  with  cheerful  heart  and  voice, 

With  all  your  tongues  his  glory  fmg, 

2  The  Lord  is  God  ;  rti  lie  < 
Doth  life  and  breath,  ig  give  \^ 
Wc  are  his  work,  and  not  our  own  \ 

The  fheep  that  on  his  paftures  live. 

3  Enter  his  gates  with  fongs  of  joy, 
With  praifes  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  ra.:e  of  man  ihail  find 

His  truth  from  age  to  age  endure., 

P  S  A  L  M     C.     Second  Metre.     A  Paraph 

1  O  ING  tc  the  Lord  with  joyful  voice  \ 
„  1^3   ̂ er  ̂ vYy  land  his  name  adore  ; 
The  Britifh  iiles  ihall  lend  the  noife 
Acrofs  the  ocean  to  the  ihore. 

2  Nations  attend  before  his  throne 

With  (blemn  fear,  with  (acred  joy  . 
Know  that  the  Lord  is  God  alone  ; 
He  can  create,  and  he  defrroy. 

3  His  fov'reign  pow'r,  without  our  aid, 
Made  us  of  clay,  and  form'd  us  men; 

•    And  when  like  wand  nng  iheep  we  ftray'dj 
He  brought  us  to  his  fold  again- 
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4  We  are  his  people,  we  his  care, 
Our  fouls  and  all  our  mortal  frame  : 

What  lafting  honours  fhall  we  rear, 
Almighty  Maker,  to  thy  name  ? 

5  We'll  crowd  thy  gates  with  thankful  fongs, 
High  as  the  heav'ns  our  voices  raife  : 
And  Earth  with  her  ten  thoufand  tongues 
Shall  fill  thy  courts  with  founding  praife. 

6  Wide  as  the  world  is  thy  command, 
Vaft  as  eternity  thy  love  ; 

Firm  as  a  reck  thy  truth  muft  ft  and-,- 
When  rolling  years  fhall  ceafe  to  move* 

PSALM     CI.     Long  Metre. 

The  Magijlrates  Pfalm. 

i    "|k   ATErcy  and  judgment  are  my  fong  ; J^A   And  iince  they  both  to  thee  belong, 

My  gracious-  God,  my  righteous  king, 
To  thee  my  fongs  and  vows  I  bring. 

2  If  I  am  raif  'd  to  bear  the  fword, 
M  take  my  counfels  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  fhall  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  : 
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The  men  that  work  thy  holy  will 

Shall  be  my  friends  and  fav'rites  ii  ill.  j 
<5  In  vain  ihall  Tinners  hope  to  rife 

By  rlatt'ring  or  malicious  lies  ; 
And  while  the  innocent  I  guard, 

The  bold  offender  ihan't  be  fpar'd. 

7  The  impious  crew  (that  factious  band) 
Shall  hide  their  heads,  or  quit  ftie  land  ; 
And  all  that  break  the  public  reft, 

Where  I  have  pow'r  ihall  be  fuppreft. 1 

PSALM     CI.     Common  Metre 

A  Pf aim  for  a  Majler  of  a  Family. 

1   f^\^  juftice  and  of  grace  I  fing, 
\^J     And  pay  my  God  my  vows  ; 

Thy  grace  and  juftice,  heav'nly  King 
Teach  me  to  rule  my  houfe. 

Now,  to  my  tent'  O  God,  repair, 
And  make  thy  fervant  wife ; 

I'll  iuffer  nothing  near  me  there 
That  ihall  offend  thine  eyes. 

The  man  that  doth  his  neighbour  wrong, 
•By  falfhood  or  by  force, 

The  fcornful  eye,  the  lland'rous  tongue, 
I'll  thraft  them  from  my  doors. 

I'll  feek  the  faithful  and  the  juft, And  will  their  help  enjoy  \ 
ire  the  friends  that  I  ihall  tn 

The  krvants  Til  employ. 

The  wretcli  that  deals  in  fly  deceit^ 
Til  not  endure  a  night  ; 

The  liar's  tongue  I  ever  hate, 
And  banifh  from  my  i 
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6  Pll  purge  my  family  around, 
And  make  the  wicked  flee ; 

So  ihall  my  houfe  be  ever  found 
A  dwelling  fit  for  thee. 

PSALM  GIL   x   .13,  20,  21.  Firjlpart. 

A  prayer  of  the  Affiled. 
e 

1  T  TEAR  me,  O  God,  nor  hide  thy  face, 
X  JL     But  anfwer,  left  I  die : 

Haft  thou  not  built  a  throne  of  grace 
To  hear  when  finners  cry  ? 

2  My  days  are  wafted  like  the  fmoke 
Diflblving  in  the  air  $ 

My  ftrength  is  dry'd,  my  heart  is  broke, 
And  finking  in  defpair. 

3  My  fpirit6  flag,  like  withering  grafs 
Burnt  with  exceffive  heat : 

In  fecret  groans  my  minutes  pafs, 
And  I  forget  to  eat. 

4  As  on  fome  lonely  building's  top; 
The  fparrow  tells  her  moan, 

Far  from  the  tents  of  joy  and  hope 
I  fit  and  grieve  alone.  . 

5  My  foul  is  like  a  wildernefs, 
Where  beafts  of  midnight  howl  ; 

There  the  fad  raven  finds  her  place, 
And  there  the  fcreaming  owl. 

6  Dark  difmal  thoughts  and  boding  fears 

Dwell  id  my  troubled  breaft  •, 
While  (harp  reproacbes  wound  my  ears* 

Nor  give  my  fpirit  reft. 

7  My  cup  is  mingled  with  my  woes,. 
And  tears  are  my  repaft  5 
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My  daily  bread  like  afhes  grows 
Unpleafant  to  my  tafte. 

.3  Senfe  can  afford  no  real  joy 
To  fouls  that  feel  thy  frown  ; 

Lord,  'twas  thy  hand  advanc'd  me  high5 
Thy  hand  hath  caft  me  down. 

y  My  looks  like  wither'd  leaves  appear, 
And  life's  declining  light 

Grows  faint,  as  ev'ning  fhadows  are, 
That  vanifh  into  night. 

3  0  But  thou  for  ever  art  the  fame, 
O  my  eternal  God ; 

Ages  to  come  (hall  know  thy  name. 
And  fpread  thy  works  abroad. 

1 1  Thou  wilt  arife,  and  fnew  thy  face, 
Nor  will  my  Lord  delay 

Beyond  th'  appointed  hour  of  grace, 
That  long  expected  day. 

1 2  He  hears  his  faints,  he  knows  their  cry, 
And  by  myfterious  ways 

Redeems  the  pris'ners  doom'd  to  die,  ̂ 
And  fills  their  tongues  with  praife. 

P  S  A  L  M    CII.       13   21.     Second  Part. 

Prayer  heard \  and  Zion  rejhred, 

j    "¥"     ET  Zion  and  her  fons4rejoice, 
^  j    Behold  the  promifd  hour  : 
Her  God  hath  heard  her  mourning  voicf, 

And  comes  t'  exalt  hispow'r. 
2  Her  duft  and  ruins  that  remain 

tre  precious  in  our  eyes  •, 

Thofe  ruins  fh  \W    1    built  <iga'n, And  all  that  duft  (hall  rife. 



n6  PSALM    CII. 

3  The  Lord  will  raife  Jerufalem, 
A  nd  ftand  in  glory  there  ; 

Nations  fhall  bow  before  his  name, 

And  kings  attend  with  fear. 

4  He  fits  a  fov'reign  on  his  throne, 
With  pity  in  his  eyes ; 

He  hears  the  dying  pris'ners  groan, 
And  fees  their  iighs  arife. 

5  He  frees  the  fouls  condemned  to  death, 
And  when  his  faints  complain, 

It  fhan't  be  faid,  "That  praying  breath 
u  Was  ever  fpent  in  vain." 

6  This  fhall  be  known  when  we  are  dead, 
And  left  on  long  record, 

That  ages  yet  unborn  -may  read, 
And  truft,  and  praife  the  Lord, 

PSALM  CII.  23—28.  Third  Part. 

Math  Mortality  y  and  Chri/Pr  Eternity  ;   or,   Saints  dicy 
but  Chrijl  and  the  Church  live. 

1  XT  is  the  Lord  our  Saviour's  hand 
Weakens  our  ftrength  amidft  the  race  ; 

Difeafe  and  death  at  his    command  ^ 
.Arreft  us,  and  cut  fhort  our  days. 

2  Spare  us,  O  Lord,  aloud  we  pray, 
Nor  let  our  fun  go  down  at  noon  5 
Thy  years  are  one  eternal  day, 
M\&  muft  thy  children  die  fo  fcon  ? 

5  Yet  in  the  midft  of  death  and  grief, 
This  thought  our  forrow  fhall  affuage ; 
"  Our  Father  and  our  Saviour  live  •, 

"  Chrift  is  the  lame  through  e\'ry  age. a 
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was  be  this  earth's  foundations  laid  j 
Heavn  is  the  building  of  his  hand  ; 

This  earth  grow,-,  old,  thefe  heav'ns  iliall  f 
And  all  be  chang'd  at  his  comm 

5  The  ftarry  curtains  of  the  flcy 

Like  garments  ihall  be  laid  atide  -, 
But  ft  ill  thy  tlirone  ftands  firm  and  high,  j 
Tiiy  church  for  ever  muft  abide. 

6  Before  thy  face  thy  church  fchall  live, 
And  on  thy  throne  thy  children  reign  ; 
This  dying  world  (hall  they  furvive, 

And  the  dead  faints  be  rais'd  again. 

PSALM  CIII.  1—7.  Firji  Part.  Long  Meti 

BU fling  God  for  his  Go:>dnefs  to  Soul  and  Body. 

i   T^  LESS,  O  my  foul,  the  living  God  ; 
|3  Call  home  thy  thoughts  that  rove  abroad, 

Let  all  the  pow'rs  within  me  join 
In  work  and  worfhip  fo  divine. 

2  BAefs,  O  my  foul,  the  God  of  grace, 
J  J     favours  claim  the  higheft  praife  : 
Why  fhould  the  wonders  he  hath  wrought 
Be  loft  in  iilcncc,  and  forgo:  ? 

3  vCTis  he,  my  foul,  that  fent  his  Son 
To  die  for  Cri  nes  which  thou  hair  doi 

He  owns  the  rartfom,  and  forgi 
The  hourly  follies  of  our  lives. 

4  The  vices  of  the  mind  he  heals, 
i  ures  the  pains  that  nature  ft 

Red  { 11,  and  fa 

Our  wafting  life  fi  ave 

5;  0\v  yQuth  decay'd  his  powY  rep;. II: 
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He  fatisfies  our  mouth  with  good, 

And  fills  our  hopes  with  hcav'nly  food. 

6  He  fees  th'  oppreflbr  and  th'  oppreft, 
And  often  gives  th.  iv.ii  \ c rs  reft! 
Eut  will  his  jntice  more  difplay 
In  the  great  laft  rewarding  day. 

7  [His  pow'r  he  fliew'd  by  Mofes'  hands, 
And  gave  to  Ifra'l  his  commands  ; 
But  fent  his  truth  and  mercy  down 
To  all  the  nations  by  his  Sen. 

8  Let  the  whole  earth  his  pow'r  confefs, 
Let  the  whole  earth  adore  his  grace  ; 
The  Gentile  wiih  the  Jew  fhail  join 
In  work  and  worfhip  io  divine.] 

PSALM  CHI.   8,—i  8.     Second  Pert. 

Long  Metre. 

God's  gentle  Chajlifement  ;  or,  His  tender  Mercy  to  lis 
People. 

i    ̂ T^HE  Lord,  how  wondVous  rre  his  ways  ! 
A      How  firm  h:s  truth  !  how  large  his  grace  I 

lie  takes  his  mercy  for  his  throne, 
And  thence  he  makes  his  glories  known. 

2  -Not  half  fo  high  his  pow'r  hath  fpread 
rlr:.e  ferry  heav'n  a^o^e  our  head, 
As  his  rich  love  exceeds  our  praife, 

Exceeds  the  higheft  hopes  we  raife. 

3  Not  half  fo  far  hath  nature  piae'd The  rifing  rror  ing  from  the  Weft, 

-'  As  his  forgiving  grace  removes 
The  daily  guik  of  thofe  he  loves. 

4  How  flowly  doth  his  wrath  arife  ! 

On  fwifter  wings  Salvation  flies ; 
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if  he  lets  ill:   a  ij£er  b 
[is  ! 

Amidft  his  wrath  cbmpaffio  i  fliii 
His  ftro^CS  are  ITghtcr  than  our  tins  : 
And  while  his  rod  corrects  his  i; 

His  ear  indulges  their  complaints. 

6  So  fathers  their  young  fun:  ch&ftife, 
With  gentle  hands  and  melting  eyes! 
The  children  weep  beneath  the  Tuart, 
And  move  the  pity  ol  their  hea 

Pause. 

7  The  mighty  God,  the  wife  and  jufr, 
Knows  that  our  frame  is  feeble  duft, 
And  will  no  heavy  loads  impofe 
Beyond  the  ftrengVh  that  he  bjftows. 

8  He  knows  how  foon  our  nature  dies, 
ikd  that  flies  j 

Like  grafs  we  fpringj  and  die  as  foon, 
Or  flowers  that  fade  at  no.rn. 

9  But  his  eternal  love  is  fure 
[Hall  endure  ; 

From  a  truth  (h  til  reigij, 
Nor  childrens  children  hope  in  vain, 

P  S  A  L  M     CHI.  1—7.     Firfipart.    Snort  Metre 

PraifefarfpirihiHl  arid  temporal  Mercies. 

x    t~^\  Bids  the  Lord,  my  foul  \ \^J   Let  all.  wi  l4 
And  ai  i  my  tongue  tb  :\c, 

;ne. 

2  O  blcfs  doe  Lord,  my  foul  ; 
Nor  let  i 

T  2 
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Forgotten  in  unthanki 
.And  without  pr 

j     lis  he  forgives  thy 

'Tis  he  relieves  thy  pain, 
Tis  he  that  heals  thy  ficknefTes, 

And  makes  thee  young  agaii* 

4  He  crowns  thy  life  with  love, 

When  ranfom'd  from  the  grave  > 
He  that  redeem'd  my  foul  from  hell 

Hath  fov'reign  pow'r  to  iave. 
5  He  fills  the  poor  with  good, 

He  gives  the  fufFrers  reft  j 
The  Lord  hath  judgments  for  the  proud. 

*        And  juftice  for  th'  oppreft. 

6  His  wond'rous  works  and  ways 
He  made  by  Moles  known ; 

But  fent  the  world  his  truth  and  grace 
By  his  beloved  Son. 

P  S  A  L  M     CI II.     8—  f 3 .     Second  Part. 
Short  Me 

Abounding  Compafjhn  of  Gcd  ;  or,  Mercy  in  the  ntidft 

Judgment. 

'M- Y  foul,  repeat  his  praife Whofe  mercies  are  fo  great ; 
Whole  anger  is  io  flow  to  rife, 

So  ready  to  abate. 

2   God  will  not  always  chide  ; 
And  when  his  ftrokes  are  felt, 
ftrokes  are  fewer  than  our  < 

And  lighter  than  our  guilt. 

g   High  as  the  heav'ris  are  rais'd 
Above  the  ground  we  tre     s 
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Or  higheft  thoughts 

4  His  pow'r  fubdues  our  iins, 
his  forgiving  love 

S  the  Bail  is  fro  n  the  Weft 

Doth  all  oar  guilt  remove, 

5  The  pity  of  the  Lord 
To  thole  that  fear  his  tiam 

Is  fiich  as  tend  :1: 
He  knows  o.;r  feeble  frame* 

6  He  knows  w:  are  but  duft, 

Scatter'd  with  ev'ry  b 
His  anger,  like  a  riling  wind, 

Can  lend  us  fwifi  to  death* 

7  Our  days  are  as  the  grafs, 
Or  like  the  morning  rlowV : 

If  one  iliarp  blaft  fweep  o'er  the  field. It  winners  in  an  hour. 

8  But  thy  companions,  Lcra 
To  endleis  years  endure  ;  ; 

And  childrens  children  ever  . 

Thy  words  of  promife  lure. 

'PSALM  CM.   io— 2-.  Third  Part.  Short  Metre 

9  God's  umverfal  Dominion  ;  or,  Angels  praiA Lzrd. 

1  r  I  ̂ HE  Lord,  the  fov'rdgn  Kii 
A      Hath  nVd  his  throne  on  high; 

O'er  all  the  hoav'niy  world  he  rules, 
And  all  beneath  the  iky. 

2  \  jht, 
And  fwift  to  do  his  w 

Blefs  ye  the  Lord,  whofe  voice  ft  hea 
Whofe  pleafure  ye  fulfil. 

V  3 
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3  Let  the  bright  hods  who  wait 
The  orders  of  their  King, 

And  guard  his  churches  when  they  pray? 
Join  in  the  praife  they  fing. 

4  While  alj  his  wond'rous  works 
Thro'  his  vail:  kingdom  (hew 

Their  Maker's  glory,  thou,  my  foul, 
Shalt  ling  his  graces  too. 

PSALM     CIV. 

The  Glory  of  God  in  Creation  and  Providence, 

1  Tk  /TY  foul,  thy  great  Creator  praife; 

xVJLWhen  doth'd  in  his  celeftial  rays 
He  in  full  maje/ty  appears. 
And,  iike  a  rob^,  his  glory  wears. 

Notje,    This    Pfalm  max  be  fung  to  the  tune  of  the  old 

1 1  ith  or\2"fth  Pfalnty  by  adding  thefe  two  lines  to  every 
Jlanza,  (viz.) 

Great  is  the  Lord  ;  what  tongue  can  frame 
An  equal  honour  to  his  name  ? 

Qtfcerivife  it  muji  be  ftng  as  the  looth  Pfalm. 

2  The  heav'ns  are  for  his  curtains  fpread, 
Tlv  tinfathoih'd  deep  he  makes  his  bed  : 
Clouds  are  his  cbarkn,  when  he  flies 

On  winged  ftorms  acrofs  the  ikies. 

3  Angels  whom  his  own  breatii  mipires, 
His  minifters  are  flaming  fires  ; 
And  fwift  as  thought  their  armies  move 

To  bear  nis  veng'ance  or  his  love. 

4  The  world's  founda  ions  by  his  harid 
Are  pois'd,  and  0,\d  for  ever  ftand, 
I  e  binds  the  ocean  in  his  chain, 

Left  it  Ihould  drown  the  earth  again. 
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5  When  earth  r'd  wirh  the  fl< 
Which  high  above  the  mountains  Pood, 

He  thundcr'd,  and  the  ocean  fled, 
ConfinM  to  its  appointed  bed. 

6  The  fweiling  billows  know  their  bound, 
And  in  their  channels  walk  their  round  ; 

Yet  thence  convey'd  by  fecrel  veins, 
They  fpring  on  hills,  and  drench  the  plains 

7  He  bids  the  cryftal  fountain  flow, 
And  cheer  the  valleys  as  th  y  go  ; 
Tame  heifers  there  their  rhirft  allay, 
And  for  the  ltream  wild  a.es  bray. 

3  From  pleafant  trees  which  ma  lc  the  brink. 
The  lark  and  linnet  light  to  driok  ; 
Their  fongs  the  lark  and  linnet  raife, 

And  chi-de  our  iilence  in  his  praife. 

Pause 

9  God,  from  his  cloudy  ciftern  pours 
On  parched  earth  enriching  ihov/rrs: 
The  grove,  the  garden,  a  id  the  held, 
A  thouland  joyful  bieflings  yield. 

10  He  makes  the  graiTy  food  arife, 
And  gives  the  cattle  large  lupplies  ; 
With  herbs  for  man,  of  various  powV* 
To  nourilh  nature,  or  to  cure. 

11  What  noble  fruit  the  vines  produce  ! 
The  oli\e  yields  a  I  honing  juice  ; 

Our  hear  with  gen'roiis  wine,, 
With  inward  joy  our  -ie. 

12  O  bjefs  his  name,  y .  13rivons,  fed 
With  nature  nd; 

i 

\ 
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While  breaJ  your  vital  ftrength  impa 
Serve  him  with  vigour  in  your  luatts* 

Pause.  II. 

13  Behold  the  ftatdy  cedar  fhr.d 

Ra  s'd  in  the  f  rcits  by  his  hands  5 
Bittis  to  the  boughs  for  shelter  fly, 
And  buiid  their  nefta  fecure  on  high. 

14  To  craggy  hills  afcends  the  goat; 

And  at  the  airy  mountain's  foot 
The  feebler  creatures  make  their  cell ; 
He  gives  them  wifilom  where  to  dwelL 

15  He  fets  the  fun  his  circling  race, 
Appoints  the  moo  a  to  change  her  face  ; 
And  when  thick  darknefs  veils  the  day, 
Calls  out  wild  beafts  to  hunt  their  prey, 

16  Fierce  lions  lead  their  young  abroad, 
And  roming  afk  their  meat  from  God  \ 

But  when,  the  morning-beams  aiiie, 
The  lavage  beaft  to  covert  flics. 

1 7  Then  man  to  daily  labour  goes  ; 
The  night  was  made  for  his  repofe  : 
Sleep  is  the  gift,  that  fweet  relief 
From  tirefome  toil  and  waiting  grief. 

x8  How  ftrange  thy  works  !  how  great  thy  ikill 

And  ev'ry  land  thy  riches  fill : 
Thy  wifdom  round  the  world  we  fee, 
This  fpacieus  earth  is  full  of  thee. 

19  Nor  lefs  thy  glories  in  the  deep, 
Where  fifti  in  millions  fwim  and  creep, 

With  wond'rous  motions,  fwift  or  flow., 

Still  wand'ring  in  the  paths  below. 
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zo  There  mips  divide  their  wat'f 
And  flocks  of  fcaiy  monft 
There  dwells  the  huge  leviathan, 
And  foams  ?.v-l  fports  in  fpUe  of  m 

Pause  III. 

2  i  Vaft  arc  thy  works,  almighty  Lord, 
AH  nature  refts  upon  thy  word, 
And  the  whole  race  of  creatures  ftai 

V        ng  their  portion  from  thj 

2t  While  lirFrent  food, 
r  cheerful  looks  pronounce  it  good  j 

[les  and  bears,  and  whales  and  VKornas 
Rejoice  and  praife  in  aftrYeht  forms. 

2*{  But  when  thy  face  is  hid,  they  mourn, 

w  And  dying  to  their  dud  return  •, Both  man  and  beau;  their  fouls  refign : 
Life,  breath  and  fpirit,  all  is  thine. 

24  Yet  thou  canft  breathe  en  duft  again, 
And  fill  the  world  with  beafts  and  men ; 

A  word  of  thy  creating  br^ 
Repairs  the  waftes  of  time  and  death. 

the  wonders  of  his  might, 

Are  honour'd.  with  his  own  delight  : How  awful  a 

3  dreadful  in  his  praife. 

26  The  earth  (lands  trembling  at  thy  ftrfl 
And  at  thy  touch  the  n 

humble  fouls  potj  y  lee  thy  f. 
id  tell  their  wants  to  fy\  ice. 

1 
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Thy  praifes  fliall  my  breath  employ, 
Till  it  expire  in  en 

28  While  haughty  finners  die  acturft, 

Their  glory  bury'd  with  the  duft, 
I  to  my  God,  my  heav'nly  King, 
Immortal  hallelujahs  ling. 

PSALM    CV.     Abridged, 

God's  Conducl  of  Ifrael,  mid  the  Plagues  of  Egypt. 

1  /^  IVE  thanks  to  God,  invoke  his  name, 

\JT  And  tell  the  world  his  grace  J 
Sound  thro  agh  the  earth  his  deeds  of  fame. 

That  all  may  flek  his  face. 

2  His  covenant,  which  he  kept  in  mind 

For  num'rous  ages  pail:, 
To  num'rous  ages  yet  behind 

In  equal  force  fliall  laft. 

3  He  fware  to  Ahra'm  and  his  feed, 
And  made  the  bleffing  fure : 

Gentiles  the  ancient  prcmiie  read, 
And  find  bis  truth  endure. 

4  «  Thy  feed  fhall  make  all  nations  bleft," 
(Said  the  Almighty  voice) 

"  Aad  Canaan's  Ian*,  ihall  be  their  reft, 

"  The  type  of  heav'nly  jays.* 

5  How  large  the  grant !   how  rich  the  grace  ! 

To  give  them  Canaan's  land, 
When  they  w:re  ftangers  in  the  place, 

A  little  feeble  band  { 

6  Like  pilgrims  through  the  countries  round 

Securely  they  remov'd  ; 

And  haughty  kings  that  on  them  frowh'd 
Severely  he  reprov'd. 
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7  "  Touch  mine  Anointed,  and  my  arm 
"  Shall  Toon  revenue  the  wrong; 

K  The  mr.ii  that  dues  my  prophets  harm 

"  Shall  know  their  God  is  itrong." 

8  27y//  let  the  world  forbear  its  ragey 
N,r  put  the  church  u,  ft\ir  : 

Ifral  muft  live  through  evry  age% 

And  be  th%  Almtgtyfs  e  ■ 

Pause.  I. 

9  When  Pharaoh  dar'd  to  vex  the  Paints, 
And  thu;  provokYl  their  God, 

Mofes  was  lent  at  their  complaints, 
Arm'd  with  his  dreadful  rod. 

10  He  call'd  for  darknefs,  darknefs  came 

Like  an  o'erwhclmiAg  flood; 
He  turn'd  each  lake  and  ev'ry  jftream To  lakes  and  dreams  of  blood. 

ii   He  gave  the  fign,  rnd  ftoifom  flies 

Thro*  the  whole  country  spread  ; 
I  frog?,  in  croaking  armies,  rile 

About  the  monarch's  bed. 

12  Through  fi.  Ids,  and  towns,  and  palaces, 
The  tenfold  veiu^ance  ilew  ; 

Locufts  in  fwarriis  devoured  their  tr< 
And  hail  the!  cw% 

13  Then  by  an  angel' 
The  flower  of  Egypt  uy'd; 

The  itrength  of  e* 
ir  glory  and  their  pride. 

14.  Now  let  r/' 
if*  fear : 
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Ifral  mtift  live  through  ev*ry  age,  # 
And  be  ttf  Almighty  s  care. 

Pause  II. 

1 5  Thus  were  the  tribes  from  bondage  brought, 

And  left  the  hated  ground  •, 
Each  fome  Egyptian  fpoils  had  got, 

And  not  one  feeble  found. 

1 6  The  Lord  himfelf  chofe  out  their  way, 

And  mark'd  their  journies  right, 
Gave  them  a  leading  cloud  by  day, 

A  fiery  guide  by  night. ~ 
17  They  thirft;  and  waters  from  the  rock 

In  rich  abundance  flow, 

And  following  ftill  the  courfe  they  took, 
Ran  all  the  defart  through. 

1 8  O  wondrous  ftream  !  O  blefled  type 
Of  ever-flo  ving  grace  ! 

So  Chrift  cur  rock  maintains  our  life 

Through  all  this  wildernefs. 

#9  Thus  guarded  by  th'  Almighty  hand, 
The  chofen  tribes  pofieft 

Canaan  the  rich,  the  prom  s'd  land, 
And  there  enjoy'd  their  reft. 

20   Then  let  the  world  forbear  its  rage, 
The  church  renounce  her  fear  ; 

-     Ifral  mujl live  through  evry  age. 
And  be  tti  Almighty  s  care. 

PSALM  CVI.     i—5.   Firjl  Pari. 

Praife  to  God :  Ci~,   Com:nunion  with  Saints. 

O  God  the  great,  the  ever  bleft, 

T°i 
*t  fongs  of  honour  be  addreft. 
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His  mercy  £rm  for  ever  ftands.  *, 
Give  him  the  tharifes  h  inds. 

2  Who  knows  the  won 

,     Who  fhall  fulfil  thy  fc 
Bled  arc  the  till, 

And  pay  their  duty  to 

3  Remember  what  thy  mercy  d 

For  Jacob's  rjee,  thy  chpfen  feed  ; And  with  th  aivation  blefs 

The  meaneft  fupplian:  of  thy  grace. 

4  O  may  I  fee  thy  tribes  rejoice, 
And  aid  their  triumphs  With  my  voice  i 
This  is  my  glory,  Lord,  to  be 
JoinM  to  thy  faints,  and  near  to  thee, 

PSALM  CVI.  Sectmd.fyrt,  7,  S,  12—14,43—48 

Ifraelpuni/bedaA  d ':  or %G<xPs  tinchdn± 

1    f^l  OD  of  eternal  love, 
\JT   How  fickle  arc  our  ways  ? 

And  yet  how  1  rove 

Thy  cenftancy  of  grace  ! 

They  law  thy  wonder;,  wrought,  * And  theii  thy  praife  th( 

Bat-foon  thy  works  of  ; 

And  murmur' d  «v  -        gue. 
3  Now  they  belies  ;rd, 
Wh  ,,v  ; 

Now  with  their  lufts  pro\   '-•     the  Lord; low. n  , 

IJ 
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Brought  his  own  cov'nant  to  his  thoughts, And  cali'd  them  ftill  his  fons. 

5  Their  names  were  in  his  book, 
He  fav'd  them  from  their  foes  : 

Oft  he  chaftis'd,  but  ne'er  forfook 
The  people  that  lie  chofe. 

6  Let  Ifra?l  blefs  the  Lord, 
Who  lov'd  their  ancient  race ; 

And  Chriftiausjoin  the  folemn  word 
Amen  to  all  the  praife. 

PSALM    CVII.     Fir/}  Part. 

Ifrael  led  to  Canaany  and  Chrijlians  to  Heaven. 

1  ̂ ~Y  FVE  thanks  to  God  ;  he  reigns  above, 
\J"  Kind  are  his  thoughts,  his  name  is  love ; 
His  mercy  ages  paft  have  known, 
And  ages  leug  to  come,  fhall  own. 

2  Let  the  redeemed  of  the  Lord 

The  wonders  of  his  grace  record  ; 

Ifra'l  the  nation  whom  he  chofe, 

.  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  defart,  warid'ring  round 
A  wild  and  folitary  ground. 

4  There  they  could  find  no  leading  road, 

Nor  city  for  a  fix'd  abode ; 
Nor  food  nor  fountain  to  afluage 

Their  burning  thirit,  or  hunger's  rage.] 

5  In  their  diftrefs  to  God  they  cryd, 
God  was  their  Saviour,  and  their   guide  ̂  

He  led  their  march  far  wand'nng  round, 

Tw^s  the  right  path  to  Canaan's  ground. 
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6  Thus  when  our  firft  releafc  we  gain 

From  iin's  old  yoke,  and  Satan's  chain, 
We  have  this  defcrt  world  to  pais, 

A  dang'rous  and  a  tirefome  place. 
7  He  feeds  and  clothes  us  all  the  way, 

He  guides  our  footfteps  left  we  ffray, 

He  guards  us  with  a  pow'rful  hand, 
And  brings  us  to  the  heaVuly  land. 

3  O  let  the  faints  with  joy  record 
The  truth  and  goodnefs  of  the  Lord  ! 

How  great  his  works  !   how  kind  his  way*  * 
Let  ev'ry  tongue  pronoun :e  hia  praife. 

PSALM     CVII.     Second  Part. 

Correction  jcr  S//?,  and  Rehaji  by  Prayer. 

1  IT1  ROM  age  to  age  exalt  his  name, 
f     God  and  his  grace  wz  ftill  the  fame  y 
He  fills  the  hungry  foul  with  food, 

And  feeJs  the  poor  with  ev'ry  good. 
2  But  if  their  hearts  rebel  and  rife 

Againft  the  God  that  rules  the  ikies, 

If  they  reject  his  heavenly  word, 
And  flight  the  counfels  of  the  Lord, 

3  He'll  bring  their  fpirk.s  to  the  ground, 
And  no  deliv'rer  ihall  be  found  ; 
Laden  with  grief  they  walls  their  breath 
In  darkneft  and  the  (hades  of  death. 

4  Then  to  the  Lord  they  raife  their  cries> 
He  makes  the  dawning  light  arife, 
And  fcatters  all  that  difrhtl  (hade. 
That  hung  fG  heavy  round  their  head. 

<  lie  cun  the  bars  of  brr.ft  in  two, 

And  lets  the  fouling  pris'ner  through  ; 
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Takes  off  the  load  of  guilt  and  grief, 

And  gives  the  lab'ring  foul  relief. 

€  O  may  the  fons  of  men  record 

The  wOnd'rous  goodnefs  of  the  Lord  : 
How  great  his  works!  how  kind  his  wa] 

Let  ev'ry  tongue  pronounce  his  praife. 

PSALM     CVII.      Third  Part. 

Xthetnperance  purified  and  pardoned ;  or,  A'Pfilfn.fm the  Glutton  and  the  Drunkard. 

1  "T  TAIN  man,  on  foolilh  pleafures  bent, 
\     Prepares  for  his  own  puniihment : 

"What  pains,  what  loavhfome  maladies 
From  luxury  arid  lull  rife  ! 

2  The  drunkard  feels  his  vitals  wafle, 

Yet  drowns  his  health  to  pleafe  his  tafte  ;  ■ 

Till  all  his  a&ivc  pow'rs  are  loft, 
And  fainting  life  draws  near  the  duft. 

3  The  plutton  groans  and  Ioaths  to  eat, 
His  foul  abhors  delicious  m 

Nature  with  heavy  loads  i 

Would  yield  to  death  to  be  releas'd. 

4  Then  how  the  fright'ned  finners  fly 
To -God  for  help  with  earncft  cry  ! 
He  hears  their  grpansj;  prolongs  their  bre 
And  faves  them  from  approaching  death. 

5  No  med'cines  could  effect  the  cure 
So  quick,  {o  eafy,  or  fo  fure  : 
The  deadly  fentence  God  repeals, 

He  fends  liis  fov'reign  word  and  heals. 

6  O  may  the  fons  of  men  record 

The  wond'reus  goodnefc  of  the  Lord  ! 
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And  let  their  thankful  offerings  prove 

How  they  adore  their  Maker's  love. 

PSAL  M    CVIL     Fourth  Part.     Long  Metre. 

Diiivcrance  from  Storms  and  Shipwreck  y   or,   Tfo 

Seaman* s  Song. 

i  *\X  TOULD  you  behold  the  works  of  God, 
yp  Y     His  wonders  in  the  world  abroad 

Go  with  the  mariners,  and  trace 
The  unknown  regions  of  the  feas. 

2  They  leave  their  native  mores  behind, 

And  feize  the  favour  of  the  wind  •, 
Till  God  command,  and  tempeft  rife, 
Tkat  heave  the  ocean  to  the  ikies* 

3  Now  to  the  heavens  they  mount  amain, 
Now  fink  to  dreadful  deeps  again  ; 
Whnrftrange  affrights  young  iailors  feel, 
And  like  a  daggering  drunkard  reel  ! 

4  When  land  is  far,  and  death  is  nigh, 
Loft  to  all  hope,  to  God  they  cry : 

His  mercy  hears  their  loud  addrefs, ' 
^And  fends  falvation  in  diitrefs. 

5  He  bids  the  winds  their  wrath  affuage, 
The  furious  waves  forget  their  rage  ̂  

rf  is  calm  •,  and  failors  fmile  to  fee 
The  haven  where  they  wihYd  to  be. 

6  O  may  the  fons  of  men  record 
The  wondVous  goodnefs  of  the  Lord  ! 

Let  them  their  private  off'ring?  bih: 
And  in  the  church  his  glory  ling. 

u3 
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PSALM   CVII.     F^th  Part.     Com.    Metre. 

The  Mariner's  Pf 

i    rTnHY  works  of  glory,  mighty  Lord, 
j       Thy  wonders  in  the  deeps, 

The  fons  of  courage  {hall  record, 
Who  trade  in  floating  fhips. 

2  At  thy  command  the  winds  arife, 

And  fwell  the  tow'ring  waves ; 
The  men  aftonifh'd  mount  the  ikies, 

And  fink  in  gaping  graves. 

3  [Again  they  climb  the  wat'ry  hills, 
And  plunge  in  deeps  again  ; 

Each  like  a  tott'ring  drunkard  reels, 
And  finds  his  courage  vain. 

4  Frighted  to  hear  the  tempeft  roar, 

They  pant  with  rlutt'ring  breath, 
And  hopelefs  of  the  diftant  fhore, 

Expecl:  immediate  death.] 

5  Then  to  the  Lord  they  raife  their  cries, 
He  hears  the  loud  requeft, 

And  orders  filence  thro'  the  ikies, 
And  lays  the  Soods  to  reft. 

6  Sailors  rejoice  to  lofe  their  fears, 
And  fee  the  ftorm  allayM ; 

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 

That  waves  are  under  his  command, 
And  ̂ 11  tke  winds  that  blow. 

8  O  that  the  fons  of  men  would  praife 
The  goodnefs  of  the  Lord  ! 
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And  thofe  that  fee  thy  wond'ro 

Thy  wond'rous  love  record. 

P  S  A  L  M    CVll     Laft  Pas 

Colonics  planted  ;  or,  Nations  bleji  and pumjhed. 

A  Pfalm  for  New  England. 

i   TTTHEN  God,  provok'd  with  daring  crimes, 
W     Scourges  the  madnefs  of  the  times, 

lie  turns  their  fields  to  barren  land, 
And  dries  the  rivers  from  the  land. 

2  His  word  can  raife  the  fprings  again, 

And  make  the  wither'd  mountains  green, 
Send  ihow'ry  bleffings  from  the  ikies, And  harvefts  in  the  deiart  rife. 

3  [Where  nothing  dwelt  but  beafts  of  prey, 
Or  men  as  fierce  and  wild  as  they  ; 

He  bids  th'  oppreft  and  poor  repair, And  builds  them  towns  and  cities  there. 

4  They  fow  the  fields,  and  trees  they  plant, 
Whofe  yearly  fruit  fupplies  their  want : 
Their  race  grows  up  from  fruitful  itock:^ 
Their  wealth  increafes  with  their  flocks. 

5  Thus  they  are  bleft  j  but  if  they  fm, 
He  lets  the  heathen  nations  in, 

A  lavage  crew  invades  their  lands, 
Their  princes  die  by  barbVous  hands, 

6  Xheir  captive  fons  expos'd  to  fcorn, 
Wander  unpity'd  and  forlorn  : 
The  country  lies  unfene'd,  untill'd, 
And  defolation  fpreads  the  field. 

7  Yet  if  the  humbled  nation  mourno: 

Again  his  dreadful  band  he  turns  j 
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Again  he  makes  their  cities  thrive, 
And  bids  the  dying  churches  live.] 

8  The  righteous,  with  a  joyful  fenfe, 
Admire  the  works  of  providence  ; 
And  tongues  of  Atheifts  ihali  no  more 
Blafpheme  the  God  that  faints  adore, 

9  How  few  with  pious  care  record 

Thefe  wond'rous  dealings  of  the  Lord  > 
But  wife  obfervers  frill  mall  find 

The  Lord  is  holy,  juft  and  kind. 

P  S  A  L  H   CIX.    Ver.  i,_5,  j£ 

Love  tv  Enemies  from  the  Example  of  Chrijh 

1  f^\  OD  of  my  mercy  and  my  praife, 
\JT  rrhy  glory  is  my  fong; 
Tho'  finners  fpeak  againft  thy  grace 

With  a  blafpheming  tongue. 

2  When  in  the  form  of  mortal  man 

Thy  Son  on  earth  was  found, 
With  cruel  flanders  falfe  and  vain, 

They  compafs'd  him  around. 

3  Their  mis'ries  his  compaffion  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  caaife, 
Yet  with  his  dying  breath, 

He  pray'd  for-  murd'rers  on  his  crofs, 
And  blefl:  his  foes  in  death. 

5  Lord,  fhall  thy  bright  example  fhine 
In  vain  before  my  eyes  ? 

Give  me  a  foul  a  kin  to  thine; 
To  love  mine  enemks, 
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i  The  Lord  ilrall  on  my  fid 
And  in  my  Savk  1 

I  (hall  dcic  1  their  prjde    rid  rage 
Who  b  tnn. 

P  S   A  L  M      CX.   Firjl  Pari.  Lev, 

Chrlji  exalted^  and  Multitudes  converted  ;  or,  T/;e  S 

i    rTni-IUS  the  eternal  1  ike 
J[     To  Chrift  the  .Son  -,  "  Ailend  and  fit 

"  At  my  right  hand,  till  1  flaall  make 
"  Thy  fees  fubxniffiv^  at  thy  feet. 

Z  "  From  Zion  (hall  thy  word  proceed, 
"  Thy  word,  the  iceptre  in  thy  hand, 
"  Shall  make  the  hearts  of  rebels  bleed, 

"  And  bow  their  wills  to  thy  command. 

3  "  That  day  {hall  {hew  thy  pow'r  is  great, 
"  When  faints  ihaT  ilock  with  wilihrg  minds, 
"  And  finners  croud  thy  temple-gate 
"  Where  holineis  in  beauty  fiiineS." 

4  O  blefled  pow'r  !  O  glorious  day  ! 
What  a  large  (hall  ehfixe  ! 

id  converts  who  Eli]  '^y, 

Exceed  the  drops  6i  m'orrHrjg  d 

P  S  A  L  M  CX.     Secqfd  fori.     Lcng  Metre. 

Tit 

1  nr^HUS  1  Lbtd  cf 

JL    Sp 
11  Eternal  fliall  thy  pr 
u   And/  en  hand  to  liana  no  more 

2  "  Aaron  and 

"   ]  J  life  b  thi 
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rt  To  favc  for  ever  thofe  that  fly 
cf  For  refuge  from  that  wrath  divine. 

2  "  By  me  Melchifedek  was  made 
M  On  earth  a  king  and  prieft  at  once ; 

"  And  thou,  my  heav'nly  Prieft,  fhalt  plead, 
"  And  thou,  my  King,  fhalt  rule  my  ions." 

4  Jefus  the  prieil:  aicends  his  throne, 
While,  counfels  of  eternal  peace, 

Between  the  Father  and  the  Son,    x 
Proceed  with  honour  and  fuccefs. 

5  Through  the  whole  earth  his  reign  fhail  fpread, 

And  crufh  the  pow'rs  that  dnre  rebel  •, 
Then  fhaTl  he  judge  the  rifing  dead, 
And  fend  the  guilty  world  to  helh 

4  Though  while  he  treads  his  glorious  way,. 
He  drinks  the  cup  of  tear*  and  blood, 
The  ftifPrings  of  that  dreadful  day 
Shall  but  advance  him  near  to  God* 

PSALiMCX,     Common  Metre. 

Chrijfs  Kingdom  and  Priejihccd* 

J    TTESUS,  our  Lord,  afcend  thy  throne, 
^J     And  near  thy  Father  fit : 

In  Zion  ihall  thy  pow'r  be  known. 
And  make  thy  foes  fubmit. 

a  What  wonders  fnall  thy  gofpel  do  ! 
Thy  converts  fhail  furpafs 

The  mmVrous  drops  of  morning  dew 

And  own  thy  fov'reign  grace. 

q   God  hath  pronoimc'd  a  firm  decree,' 
Nor  changes  jvhst  he  fwore  ; 

"  Eternal  fhail  thy  priefthood  be, 
K  When  Aaron  is  no  more^ 
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4  u  Melchifedek  that  wond'rous  prieft, 
That  king  of  high  degree, 

«  That  holy  mai    who  A  >raham  bleft 

«  Was  but  a  type  of  thee." 

5  Jefus  our  prieft  for  ever  lives, 
To  plead  for  us  above : 

Jefus  our  kirtg  for  ever  gives 
The  bleffings  of  his  love. 

6  God  ihall  exalt  his  glorious  head, 
And  his  high  throne  maintain, 

Shall  ftrike  the  pow'rs  and  princes  dead 
Who  dare  oppofe  his  reign. 

PSALM  CXI.  Firjl  Part. 

The  Wifdom  $f  God  in  his   W^rh 

i    O  ONGS  of  immortal  praife  belong 
|^  To  my  almighty  God  ; 
He  lias  my  heart,  and  he  my  tongue, 

To  (pread  his  name  abroad. 

2  How  great  the  works  his  hand  has  wrought 
How  glorious  in  our  fight  ! 

And  men  in  evVy  age  have  fought 
His  wonders  with  delight. 

3  How  mod  exaft  is  nature's  frame "! 
How  wife  th'  Eternal  mind  ! 

His  counfels  never  change  th&ichem; 

That  his  firft  thoughts  dellgn'd. 

a  When  he  redeemed  his  chofen  ion?^ 
He  fix'd  his  cov'nant  iiire  : 

The  orders  that  his  lips  pronounce 
To  endlefs  years  endure. 

J  Nature  and  time,  and  earth  and  £V- 

Thy  heuv'nly  fkill  proclaim  : 
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What  fhail  we  do  to  mike  us  wife, 
But  learn  to  read  thy  name  ? 

6  To  fear  thy  pow'r,  to  trnit  thy  grace, Is  our  divineft  fitill ; 

And  he's  the  wifeft  of  our  race 
That  beft  obeys  thy  will. 

P  S  A  L  M     CXI.      Second  Part. 

The  Perfections  of  God. 

1  dT*\  RE  AT  is  the  Lord,  his  works  of  might 
\Jf  Demand  our  nobleft  fongs  ♦, 
Let  his  aflernbied  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,  the  great  Redeemer,  came 
rro  feal  his  cov'nant  fure  : 

Holy  and  revVend  is  his  name, 
Hie  ways  are  juft  and  pure. 

$  They  that  wroulJ  grow  divinely  wife, 
M  lft  with  his  fear  begin  ; 

Our  faireft  proof  of  knowledge  lies 
In  hating  evYy  fin: 

P  S  A  L  M    CXU.     As  the  njth  Pfalm. 

J  he   Blefinps  of  the  lioral  Alan. 

I    r^T^  H  VT  ir)ah  \}  freft  who  (lands  in  awe 
X      Of  God,  arid  :0  es  'lis  facred  law: 

His  fee. I  on  earth  ihaf!  be  renown'd  : 
His  houfe  flic  feal   *f  health,  fhail  be 
An  inexhaufted  treafnry, 

And  with  fucceffive  honours  crown'd. 
3 
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2  His  libVal  favours  he  extends, 

To  fame  he  gives,  to  others  len 

A  gen'rous  pity  fills  his  mind  ; 
Yet  what  his  charity  irapaii 

He  faves  by  prudence  in  affairs, 

And  urns  he's  j uft  to  all  mankind. 

j   His  hands,  while  they  his  alms  beftow'd. 
His  glory's  future  harveft  fow'd  : 
The  nembrance  ok  the  juft, 

a  green  root,  revives  and  bears 
A  train  of  bleffings  for  his  heirs, 
When  dying  nature  (Jeeps  in  duft. 

fet  with  rhreat'nin  .  round, 
Unmov'd  fhall  he  maintain  his  • 

His  conference  holds  W  up: 

The  foul  that's  till VI  w  ight 
Shines  brighteit  in  affliction's  night  , 

And  fees  in  darknefs  beams  of  (3 

Pa: 

5  [111  tidings  never  can  furprife 

His  heart,  that  fix'd  on  God  relies, 
Tho'  waves  and  t  par  around  : 

J3af 
The  fn:  pwreck  of  his  r 

"  And  all  I  pe  and  gle  *d 
6  The  v\     - 

And  gnafh  the  ;r)ny> 
lo  find  their  expe4  1  rofr, 

They  and  their  envy,  pride  and  fpight, 
1  ifttng  night, 

ad  all  thee  in  darknefs  tofi  ) 
X 
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PSALM     CXII.     Long  Metre. 

The  Blejfingf  of  the  Pious  and  Charitable. 

j   HT^HRICE  happy  man  who  fears  the  Lord, 
A     Loves  his  commands,  and  trails  his  word  j 

Honour  and  peace  his  days  attend, 
And  bleffings  to  his  feed  defcend. 

2  Compaffion  dwells  upon  his  mind, 

To  works  of  mercy  ftill  inclined  : 
He  lends  the  poor  fome  prefent  aid, 
Or  gives  them  not  to  be  repaid. 

3  When  times  grow  dark,  and  tidings  fpread 
That  fill  his  neighbourhood  with  dread, 

His  heart  is  arm'd  againft  the  fear, 
For  God  with  all  his  pow'r  is  there. 

4  His  foul  well  fix'd  upon  the  Lord, 
Draws  heav'nly  courage  from  his  word  c. 
Amid  ft  the  darknefs  light  fhall  rife, 
To  cheer  his  heart,  and  blefs  his  eyes. 

5  He  hath  difpers'd  his  alms  abroad, His  works  are  ftill  before  his  God  ; 

His  name  on  earth  fhall  long  remain, 
While  envious  finners  fret  in  vain. 

PSALM     CXIL    Common  Metre. 

Liberality  rewarded. 

*  U  AEPY  is  ne  that  fears  tne  Lord> 
jLX    Ariel  follows  his  commands, 
Who  lend?  the  poor  without  reward, 

Or  gives  with  lib'ral  hands. 

a  As  pity  dwells  within  his  breaft 
To  all  the  fons  of  need ; 

So  God  fhall  anfwer  his  requeft 

With  bleffings  on  his  feed. 
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3  No  evil  tidings  mall  furprife 
His  well  eltabhih'd  mind  ; 

His  foul  to  God  his  refuge  flies, 
And  leaves  his  fears  behind. 

4  In  times  of  general-  diltrefs 
Some  beams  of  light  ihall  fliine, 

To  Oiew  the  world  his  righteoufnefs> 

And  give  him  peace  divine. 

5  His  works  of  piety  and  love 
Remain  before  the  Lord  : 

Honour  on  earth,  and  joys  above, 
Shall  be  his  fure  reward. 

P  S  A  L  I>f     CXIIL     Proper  tune, 

The  Majejly  and  Condejcenfion  ef  God* 

1  "V7*E  that  delight  to  krxt  the  Lord, 
The  honours  of  his  name  record, 

His  facred  name  tor  ever  blefs  : 

Where'er  the  circling  fun  difplays 
His  rhing  beams,  or  fetting  rays, 

Let  lands  and  feas  his  pow'r  confefs. 

2  Not  time,  nor  nature's  narrow  rounds, 
Can  give  his  vaft  dominion  bounds  \ 

-  are  far  below  his  heig 
Let  no  created  greatnefs  dare 

l  our  eternal  God  compare, 

Arm'd  with  his  uncreated  might. 
\  He  bows  his  glorious  head  to  view 

it  the  bright  holts  of  angels  do, 
And  bends  his  care  to  mortal  things; 

id  exalts  the  poof, 
He  takes  the  needy  from  the  door, ■  kings. 

X  2 
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4  When  childlefs  families  defpair, 
He  fends  the  bleflings  of  an  heir 

To  refcue  their  expiring  name  > 
The  mother,  with  a  thankful  voice, 
Proclaims  his  praifes  and  her  joys  : 

Let  ev'ry  age  advance  his  fame. 

PSALM     Xail.     Long  Metre. 

God  Sov  reign  and  Gracious. 

X   "X^E  fervants  of  th'  almighty  King. 
In  ev'ry  age  his  praifes  fing  j 

Where-e'er  the  fun  (hall  rife  or  let, 

The  nations  lhall  his  pra'fe  repeat. 
a  Above  the  earth,  beyond  the  fky, 

Stands  his  high  throne  of  majefty  5 

Nor  time  rior  place  his  pow'r  reftrain. 
Nor  bound  his  unlverfal  reign. 

3  Which  of  the  fens  of  Adam  dare, 
Or  angels  with  their  God  compare  ? 
His  glories  how  divinely  bright, 
Who  dwells  in  uncreated  light ! 

hold  his  love,  he  (loops  to  *  I 

What  faints  above  and  angels  da  •, 
And  condefcends  yet  more  to  know 
Th>  mean  affairs  of  men  beTcw. 

5  From  duft  and  cottages  ebfeure 

His  grace  exalts  the  humble  poor  -, 
Gives  them  the  honour  of  his  Ions, 

And  fits  them  lor  their  heavViy  thr 

6  [A  word  of  his  creating  voice 
Can  make  the  barren  houfe  rejoice  : 

Tho'  Sarah's  ninety  years  were  paft, 

The  prevmis'd  feed  is  born  at  I  a 
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7  With  joy  the  mother  \  ion, 
And  tells  the  wonders  God  has  done  : 

Faith  may  grow  itrong  when  fenfc  d 
If  nature  fails,  the  promife  bears.] 

P  S  A  L  M     CXIV. 

Miracles  attending  IfraeVs  Jour;. 

i   TTT^EN  DfcN,  frecd  from  Pharaoh's  hand. 
\\     Left  the  proud  tyrant  and  his  land, 

The  tribes  with  cheerful  homage  own 

Their  King,  and  Judah  was  his  throne. 

2  Acrofs  the  deep  their  journey  lay  ; 

The  deep  divides  to  make  them  way  ;  - 
Jordan  beheld  their  march  and  iled, 
With  backward  current  to  his  head. 

3  The  mountains  (hook  like  frighted  (bet 
Like  lambs  the  little  hillocks  leap  ; 
Not  Sinai  on  her  bafe  could  ftand. 

Confcious  of  fov'reign  powV  at  hand.1 

What  pow'r  could  make  the  deep  divide  ! 
Make  Jordan  backward  roll  his  tide  ? 
Why  did  ye  leap  ye  little  hills  ? 
^nd  whence  the  fright  that  Sinai  feels  : 

LeJ:  e-v'ry  mountain,  ev'ry  flood, 
Retire,  and  know  tht'  approaching  God, 
The  King  of  Ifra'l  :  him  fee  Mere  : Tremble  thou  i  and  fear. 

6  He  thunders,  and«a!l  nature  tnouri 

'The  rock  to  (landing  pools  he  tu 
Flints  fpring  with  fountains  at  his  wc; 
And  fires  and  leas  corifefs  the  Lord, 
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PSAL  M     CXV.     Firft  Metre. 

The  true  God  our  Refige  :  or,  Iil&latry  reproved. 

i  *  l\TOT  to  ourfelves,  who  are  but  duft, 
_.L^I    ̂ ot  t0  ourfelves  is  glory  due, 
Eternal  God,  thou  only  jufty 
Thou  only  gracious,  wife  and  true, 

2  Shine  forth  in  aU  thy  dreadful  name  \ 

Why  fhould  a  heathen's  haughty  tongue 
Infult  us  and  to  raife  our  mame, 

Kay.  "  Where's  the  God  you've  ferv'd  fo  long  !* 
3  The  God  we  ferve  maintains  his  throne 

Above  the  clouds,  beyond  the  ikies, 

Thro'  all  the  earth  his  will  is  done, 
He  knows  our  groans,  he  hears  our  cries, 

4  But  the<vain  idols  they  adore 
Are  fen fele is  fhapes  of  ftone  and  wood  ; 

At  beft  a  mafs  of  glitt'ring  ore, 
A  fiiver  faint,  or  golden  God. 

5  [With  eyes  and  ears  they  carve  their  head; 
Deaf  are  their  ears,  their  eyes  are  blind  : 

In  vain  are  coftly  offerings  made, 
And  vows  are  fcatter'd  in  the  wind. 

6  Their  feet  were  never  made  to  move, 
Ndr  hands  to  fave  when  mortals  pray  : 
Mortals  that  pay  them  fear  or  love, 
Seem  to  be  blind  and  deaf  as  they.] 

7  O  Ifra'l,  make  the  Lord  thy  hope, 
Thy  help,  tny  refuge,  and  thy  reft  ; 

The  Lord  "(hall  build  thy  ruins  up, 
And  blefs  the  people  and  the  prieft. 

8  The  dead  no  more  can  fpeak  thy  praife, 
They  dwell  in  filence  and  the  grave  $ 
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But  we  (hall  live  to  ling  thy  grace, 

And  tell  the  world  thy  pow'r  to  fi •  • 

P  S  A  L  M  CXV.    Second  Metre.  A  tunc 

of  the  50th  Pfalm. 

Popijh  Idolatry  reprove  J. 

A  Pfalm  for  the  5th  of  Noven, 

1  TWTOT  to  our  names,  tl  ou  onlyjuft  and  true: 
J^^     Not  to  our  Wv  1  .mes  is  glory  due 

Thy  pow'r  and  grace,  thy  truth  and  jultice  claim 
Immortal  honours  to  thy  iov'reign  n<i 
Shine  thro'  the  earth  from  heay'n  thy  bleft  abode, 
Nor  let  the  Heathens  fay,  And  w 

2  Hea\'n  is  thine  higher  court:  There  ftands  thy throne, 

And  thro'  the  lower  worlds  thy  will  is  done  : 
Our  God  franVd  all  this  earth,  thefe  heav 'ns  he  f\ 
But  fools  adore  the  gods  their  hands  have  m- 
The  kneeling  crowd,  with  looks  devout,  behold 
Their  filver  faviours,  aud  their  faints  of  gold. 

3  [Vain  are  thofe  artful  fhapes  of  eyes  and  ears, 
The  molten  image  neither  fees  nor  hears  j 
Their  hands  are  helplefs,  nor  their  fea  can  move, 

They  have  no  fpeech,  ncr  thought,  nor  pow'r  j love  ! 

Yet  fottifh  mortals  make  their  long  comp! 
To  their  deaf  idols,  and  their  moveiefs  faints. 

4  The  rich  have  ftatues  well  adorn'd  with  gc: 
The  poor  content  with  gods  of  coarier  mould, 
With  tools  of  iron  carve  the  fenfelefs  ftook 

Lopt  from  a  tree,  or  broken  from  a  rock  : 
People  and  priefl  drive  on  the  folemn  tr.> .. 

And  truft  the  gods  that  faws  and  hammers  made.'] 
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5  Be  heav'-n  and  earth  amaz'd  !  Tis  hard  to  fay 
Which  is  more  ftupid,  or  their  gods,  or  they. 

O  Ifra'l,  truft  the  Lord  :  he  hears  and  fees, 
He  knows  thy  forrows,  and  reftores  thy  peace; 
His  worfhip  does  a  thoufand  comforts  yield, 

He  is  thy  help,  and  he  thine  heav'nly  ihield. 

6  O  Britain,  truft  the  Lord :  Thy  foes  in  vain 

Attempt  thy  ruin,  and  oppefe  his  reign  •, 

Had  they  prevail'd,  darknefs  had  clos'd  our  days, 
And  death  and  filence  had  forbid  his  praife : 

But  we  are  fav'd,  and  live :  let  fongs  arife, And  Britain  blefs  the  God  that  built  the  Ikies. 

PSALM    CXVI.     Fir/}  Pari. 

Recovery  from  Sicknefs. 

i    T  Love  the  Lord  :  he  heard  my  cries, 

JL   And  pity'd  ev'ry  groan  : 
Long  as  I  live,  when  troubles  rife, 

I'll  haften  to  his  throne. 

2  I  love  the  Lord  ;  he  bow'd  his  ear, 
And  chas'd  my  griefs  away  : 

O  let  my  heart  nc  more  defpair, , 
While  I  have  breath-  to  pray  ! 

3  My  flefh  declin'd,  my  fpirits  fell. 
And  I  drew  near  the  dead, 

While  inward  pangs,  and  fears  of -hell, 

Perplex'd  my  wakeful  head. 

4  «  My  God,  I  cryM,  thy  fervaht  fave, 

"  Thou  ever  good  and  juft  •, 
"  Thy  pow'r  can  refcue  from  the  grave> 

"  Thy  pow'r  is  all  my  truft." 

5  The  Lord  beheld  me  fore  diftreft* 

He  bids  my  pains  remove  -5 
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tarn,  my  foul,  to  God  thy  reft, 
For  thou  halt  known  his  love. 

God  hath  fav'd  my  foul  from  dt 
I  dry?d  my  felling  tears : 

Now  to  liis  l  I  my  breath, 
And  my  remaining  years. 

P  S  A  L  M.     CXVI.    1  2,  Sec.      Second  Part. 

Vows  made  in  Trouble  paid  in  the  or,  Pub- 
lic Thanks  for  private  Dtliverance. 

WHAT  {hall  I  render  to  my  God 
For  ah  his  kindnefs  ihowii  ! 

My  feet  Avail  vifit  thine  abode, 

I\Iy  ibngs  addrefs  thy  throne. 

2  Among  the  faints  that  fill  thine  houfe 
My  orPrings  ihall  be  paid  > 

Their  ihall  my  zed  perform  the  vows 
INIy  foul  in  anguiik  made. 

3  How  much  is  mercy  thy  delight, 
011  ever  bleiTed  Go  J  ! 

in  thy  light  ! 
Flow  precious  is  tlieir  blbod  ! 

*e  !  . 

*Ho  
hy  grace  to  rwe  ! 

Lord,  I  devote  to  th< 

tall  my  pui  .  e  ; 

my  bonus  of  : 
And  bound  me  with  thy  lo\e. 

6  Here  in' thy  courts  1  leave  nyyvow, 
thy  rich  grace  reci 



2jG  P  S  A  L  M    CXV1I. 

Witnels,  ye  faints,  who  hear  me  now, 
If  I  forfake  the  Lord. 

PSALM     CXVII.     Common  Metre. 

Praife  to  God  from  all  nations. 

i    /~\  ALL  ye  nations,  praife  the  Lord3 
\_J  Each  with  a  different  tongue  •, 
la  ev'ry  language  learn  his  word, 

And  let  his  name  be  lung. 

2  His  mercy  reigns  thro'  ev'ry  land , 
Proclaim  his  grace  abroad ; 

For  ever  firm  his  truth  ihall  ftand  j 
Praife  ye  the  faithful  Gcd. 

PSALM     CXVII.     Long  Metre, 

1  T^ROM  all  that  dwell  below  the  fides- 
r    Let  the  Creator's  praife  arife  : 
Let  the  Redeemer's  name  be  fung 
Thro'  ev'ry  land,  by  ev'ry  tongue. 

2  Eternal  are  thy  mercies,  Lord  ; 
Eternal  truth  attends  thy  word  : 
Thy  praife  fhail  found  from  more  to  fhore^ 
Till  funs  mall  rife  and  fet  no  more. 

P  S  c\  L  M    CXVII.     Short  Metre. 

1  r  |  "VHY  name,  almighty  Lord, 
Shall  found  thro'  diftant  lands  \ 

Great  is  thy  grace,  and  lure  thy  word  •, 
Thy  truth  for  ever  (lands. 

2  Far  be  thine  honour  fpread, 

\nd  long  thy  praife  endure, 

Till  morning  light  and  ev'ning  fhade 
Shall  be  exchangU  no  more. 
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P  S  A  L  M     CXVIII.  Flrft  Part.  <5_  1  c. 

Deliverance  fnm  a  Tumult. 

HE  Lord  appears  my  helper  now. T 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  my  friend, 

Than  truft  in  men  of  high  degr 
And  on  their  truth  depend. 

Like  bees  my  foes  befet  me  round, 
A  large  and  angry  fwarm  ; 

But  I  fhall  all  their  rage  confound 
By  thine  almighty  arm. 

4  'Tis  thro'  the  Lord  my  heart  is  ftrong, 
In  him  my  lips  rejoice  , 

While  his  faivation  is  my  fong, 
How  cheerful  is  my  voice  ! 

5  Like  angry  bees  they  girt  me  round  ; 
When  God  appears  they  fly  : 

So  burning  thorns  with  crackling  found. 
Make  a  fierce  blaze  and  die. 

6  Joy  to  the  faints,  and  peace  belongs  ; 
The  Lord  protects  their  days  : 

Let  Ifra'i  tune  immortal  fongs 
To  his  almighty  grace. 

PSALM     CXVIII.      Second  Part. 

Public  Praife  for  deliverance  from  Death. 

1    T     ORD,  thou  haft  heard  thy  fervant  cry, 

\  j    And  rcfcu'd  from  the  grave  ; 
Now  fhall  he  live  :  (and  none  can  die, 

If  God  refolye  to  fave.) 
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2  Thy  praife  more  conftant  than  before, 

Shall  till  his  daily  breath  ; 

Thy  hand,  that  hath  chaftis'd  him  fore, Defends  him  ftill  from  death. 

3  Open  the  gates  of  Zion  now, 
For  we  fhall  wcrfhip  there, 

The  houfe  where  all  the  righteous  go, 
Thy  mercy  to  declare. 

4  Among  th'  aflemblies  of  thy  faints 
Our  thankful  voice  we  raife  ; 

There  we  have  told  thee  our  complaints, 
And  there  we  fpeak  thy  praife. 

P  S  A  L  M     CXVIII.      Third  Part.     22,   23. 

Ohfift  the  Foundation  of  his  Churct\ 

j    TTJ  EHOLD  the  fure  Foundation-ftone 
JJ3  WWch  God  in  Zion  lays, 

To  build  our  heav'nly  hopes  upon, 
And  his  eternal  praife. 

2  Chofen  of  God,  to  finners  dear, 
And  faints  adore  thy  name, 

They  truft  their  whole  falvation  here, 
Nor  fhall  they  fuffer  ihame. 

3  The  fooliih  builders,  fcribe  and  prieft, 
Reject  it  with  difdain ; 

Yet  on  this  rock  the  church  fhall  reft, 
And  envy  rage  in  vain. 

4  What  tho'  the  gates  of  hell  withftbod, 
Yet  muft  this  building  rife; 

*Tis  thy  own  work,  almighty  G<5d, 
And  wond'rous  in  our  eves. 
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P  S    A   L   M   CXVIII.    Fourth  Part.    24,  2$,  26. 

Ho/anna  to  the  Lord's  Day  ;   or,  Chr'yTs  Rtfur;  i and  our  Salvation. 

1  'T^HIS  is  the  day  the  Lord  hath  madi\ 
X      He  calls  the  hours  his  own  j 

Ltt  heav'n  rejoice,  let  earth  be  gladj 
And  praiie  furround  the  throne. 

2  To-day  he  rofe  and  left  the  dead, 

And  Satan's  empire  fell  ; 
To-day  the  faints  his  triumphs  fpread, 

And  all  his  wonders  tell. 

3  Hofanna  to  th'  anointed  King, 
To  Dfcvid's  holy  Son  ; 

Help  us,  O  Lord,  dcfcend  and  bring 
Salvation  from  the  throne. 

4  Bleft  be  the  Lord,  who  comes  to  men 
With  meflages  of  gmce  ; 

Who  comes  in  God  hi^  Father's  name 
To  fave  our  fmful  r.ice. 

5  I  [ofai  na  in  the  highcPc  fti 
The  church  on  earth  can  raife  ;  . 

»The  higheft  heav'ns,  in  which  he  reigr 
Shall  give  him  hobli 

PSALM     CXVIII.  Short  Metre. 

An  Hofanna  for  the  Lord  or,   A  new  fi 

1    C 

i^   1 1  I  rcfu 
fct  God  Lath  built  his  church  therein. 

In  (pile  of  ̂ j  ivs. 
Y 
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2  The  fcribc  and  angry  pried 

Reject  thine  only  Son  •, 
Yet  on  this  Rock  fliall  Sion  re' 

As  the  chief  corner  ftone. 

3  The  work,  O  Lord,  is  thine, 

*   And  wondrous  in  our  eyes  ; 
This  day  declares  it  ail  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  Hofanna  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  of  piaife. 

PSALlM  CXVIII.  22—27.     Long  Metre. 

An  Hofanna  for  the  Lord's  day :   or,  A  mw  Song  of 
Solvation  by  Chrlfl. 

1  1"     O  !  what  a  glorious  Corner-ftone 
_j  The  Jewifh  builders  did  refufe  : 

But  God  hath  built  his  church  thereon 

In  fpite  of  envy  and  the  Jew?. 

2  Great  God,  the  work  is  all  divine, 

The  joy  and  wonder  of  our  eyes ; 
This  iithe  day  that  proves  it  thine, 

The  day  that  faw  our  Saviour  rife- 
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3  Sinners  rejoice,  ai  be  glad  ; 
Hdfanna,  let  his  name  b^  bJ 
A  thoufand  honours  on  his  head, 

With  peace  and  light,  and  glory  reft ! 

4  In  God's  own  name  he  comes  to  br 
Salvation  to  our  dying  race  ; 
Let  the  whole  church  addrel;,  their  K 

With  hearts  of  joy,  and  fongs  of  piaiie 

PSALM     CX 

I  have  collected  and  diipofed  the  moft  lifeful 
fes  of  this  Pi  aim  under  eighteen  different  heads,  and 
formed  a  divine  Cong  upon  each  of   them.     But  tiie 
veries  are  much  trantpoied,  to  attain  fome  degree 
of  connection. 

In  fome  places,  among  the  words,  /aw,  commands % 
\ judgment sy  tejhmonicsy  1  have  uied  go/pel y  word,  grace% 
truth y  promtftSy  &c.  as  much  agreeable  to  the  New 
Teftament,  and  the  common  language  of  ChrhV 

and  it  equally  a:ifwersk  the  detign  of  the  Pfalmift, 
Which  was  to  recommend  the  holy  lcripturc. 

P  S  A  L  M      CXIX.      Firjl  Part. 

Shi  i  Mtfer  y  if  Sin 
Ver.  i,   2,  3. 

i    TTJ  LES  r  are  the  undeiifd  in  heart, 

J£j   Whofe  Ways  ;an; 
Who  never  I  law  depart, 

But  fly  from  evVy  fin. 

2  Bkit  are  th<  .,:t  keep  thy  word, 

With  I 
ids. 
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Vei\  165. 

3  Gieat  is  their  peace  who  love  thy  law  ; 
How  firm  their  fouls  abide  ! 

Nor  can  a  bold  temptation  draV 
Their  fteady  feet  *Tide. '  Ver.  6. 

4  Then  fhall  my  heart  have  inward  joy, 
And  keep  my  face  from  ihame, 

When  all  thy  ftatutes  I  obey, 
And  honour  all  thy  name. 

Ver.  2r,  1 1 8. 

5  But  haughty  finncrs  God  will  hate, 
The  proud  fhall  die  accurft  ; 

The  Coas  of  falfnood  and  deceit 
Are  trodden  to  the  duft. 

Ver.  i  rp.  1 15. 
0  Vile  as  the  drofs  the  wicked  are : 

And  thofe  that  leave  thy  ways 
Shak  fee  ialvation  from  afar, 

But  never  tafte  thy  grace. 

P  S  A  L  M    CXIX.     Second  Part. 

7/  'Devotion  mid  fpiritual-mindednefs  ;   or,    Con/fant 
Converfe  with  God. 
Ver.  147,  55. 

TO  thee,  before  the  dawning  light- 
My  gracious  God,  i  pr 

I  meditate  thy  name  by  night, 
And  keep  thv  law  by  day. 

Ver.  81. 

2   My  fpirit  faints  to  fee  thy  grace, 
Thy  promife  bears  me  up  ; 

And  while  Ialvation  long  delays,  4 
Thy  word  fupports  my  hope. 

Ver.  164. 

Seven  times  a  day  I  lift  my  han<$$ 
An  i  pay  my  thanks  t 
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Thy  jrighteou  nds 
Repeated  praife  fia 

Ver.  62. 

4  When  midnight  darknifs  veils  the  Ikies, 
I  call  thy  works  to  mind  ; 

My  thoughts  in  warm  devotion  rife, 
And  fweet  acceptance  find. 

P  S  A  L  M      CXIX.      T/Mrd  Part. 

ProfeJJions  of  Sincerity  Rtpenlancc  and  Qbedieme, 

Ver  57,  6c. 
j    riTs  HOU  art  my  portion,  O  my  God. 

X     Soon  as  I  know  thy  way, 
My  heart  makes  hafte  €  obey  thy  word, 

And  fufters  no  delay. 
Ver.  30,   14. 

2  I  choofe  the  path  of  heav'nly  truth, 
And  glory  in  my  choice  : 

Not  all  the  riches  of  the  earth 

Could  make  me  fo  rejoice. 

$  The  teftimonies  of  thy  grace, 
I  fee  before  mine  eyes  ; 

Thence  I  derive  my  daily  itrength, 
And  there  my  comfort  lies. 

Ver.  59. 

4,  If  once  I  wander  from  thy  path, 
I  think  upon  my  ways, 

Then  turn  my  feet  to  thy  command 

And  tiult  thy  pard'ning  grace. 
Ver.  94,    i  14. 

5  Now  I  am  thine,  for  ever  thine, 
O  fave  thy  fervant,  Lord, 

Thou  art  my  ihield,  my  hiding- pi;. 

My  hope  is  in  thy  word-. 
Ver.  112. 

6  Thou  haft  inclmd  this  heart  of  nunc 

Thy  flatutes  to  fulfil  : 
Y  3 
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And  thus  till  mortal  life  ihall  end 

-  Would  I  perform  thy  will. 

PSALM    CXIX.     Fourth  Part. 

Injtrutlion  from  Scripture. 
Ver.  9 

i    T  TOW  fhalt  the  young  fecure  their  hearts^ 
JL  JL    And  guard  their  lives  from  fin  : 
Thy  word  the  choiceft  rules  imparts 

To  keep  the  confeience  clean. 
Ver.  130. 

2  When  once  it  enters  to  the  mind, 
It  tpreads  fuch  light  abroad, 

The  meaneft  fouls  inftruction  find, 

And  faife  their  thoughts  to  Gcd. 
Ver.  105. 

3  'Tis  like  the  fun,  a  heav'nly  light 
Th^t  guides  us  all  the  day  ; 

And  thro'  the  dangers  of  the  night, 
A  lamp  to  lead  our  way. 

Ver   99,    100. 
4  The  men  that  kerp  thy  law  with  c 

And  meditate  thy  word, 
Grow  wiftr  than  their  teachers  are, 

And- better  know  the  Lord. 
Ver.  104,    113. 

5  Thy  precepts  make  me  truly  wife  ; 

I  hate  the  Tinner's  road  ; 
I  h^.te  my  own  vain  thoughts  that  rife, 

But  love  thy  law,  my  God. 
Ver.  89,  90,  91. 

6  [Ti^e  ftarry  heav'ns  thy  rule  obey, 
Th?  earth  maintain-  her  place  ; 

And  th  fe  thy  fervants  night  and  day 

Thy  fkiii  and  pow'r  exprefs. 
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7  But  ftill  thy  law  1  1,  Lord, 
Have  leflbns  moi\. 

No   earth  Hands  tinner  than  tl. 

Nor  itars  <o  nobly  (hi 
Ver.  160,  140,  9,  116. 

8  Thy  word  is  everlafting  truth; 

How  pure  is  ev'ry  page  ! 
That  holy  book  fhail  guide  our  youth, 

And  well  fupport  our  age. 

PSALM  CXiX.     Fifth  Part. 

Delight  in  Scripture  :  or,  The  Wcrd  of  God  dwelling  in 
us. 

Ver.  07- 

1  /^\  How  I  love  thy  holy  hw\  ! 

\^J  '  Tis  daily 'my  delight  : And  thence  my  meditations  draw 
Divine  advice  by  night. 

Ver.    148. 

2  My  waking  eyes  the  day 
To  meditate  thy  word  ! 

My  foul  with  longing  melts  away 
To  hear  thy  go: pel,  Lord. 

Ver.   .,  13,  54. 

3  How  doth  thy  word  my  heart  engage  ? 
How  well  employ  my  tongue  ? 

And  in  my  lirefbme  pilgrimage 
Yield  me  a  lieiv  nly  long.  « 

Ver.  19,  103. 

4  Am  I  a  ftranger,  or  at  home, 

Tfa  my  perpetual  feaft  *, 
Not  honey  dropping  from  the  comb 

So  much  delights  my  tafte. 

j  I  27. 
5  No  tr  afures  fo  enrich  the  nun 

Nor  fhah  thy  wool  be  ibid. 
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For  loads  of  fi 

Nor  heapi  or  choiceft  gold. 
Ver.  28,  49,  17$. 

i  When  nature  links,  and  fpirits  droop,. 
Thy  promifes  of  grace 

Are  pillars  to  fiippprt  my  hope, 
And  there  I  write  thy  praiie. 

PSALM     CXIX.     Sixth  Par: 

Holinefs  and  Comfort  from  the  Word. 
Ver.  128. 

1  T     ORD,  I  efteem  thy  judgments  righ 
\^l   And  all  thy  ftatutes  jutt ; 
Thence  I  maintain  a  conftant  fight 

With  ev'ry  flattring  tuft, Ver.  97,  9. 

2  Thy  precepts  often  I  furvey  : 
I  keep  thy  law  in  fight, 

Through  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  ;" 
My  thoughts  in  holy  wonder  rife, 

And  bring  their  thanks  to  thee* 
Ver.  162. 

4  And  when  my  fpirit  drinks  her  fill* 
At  fome  good  word  of  thine, 

Not  mighty  men  that  fhare  the  fpoil 

Have  joys  compar'd  to  mine. 
PSALM     CXIX.     Seventh  Part. 

Imperfeclion  of  Nature,  and  Perfection  of  Scripture* 

.    Ver,  q5.  paraphrafed. 
1    T     ET  all  the  Heathen  writers  join 

JLj  To  form  one  perfect  book, 

Great  God  !  if  once  compar'd  with  thine. 
How  mean  their  writings  look  ! 
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\ot  the  moft  perfeft  nfl(    I  ive 
nild  Ihew  one  iri  f< 

:  lead  a  itep  be;  tve  ; 
Byt  thine  condu.L  n. 

j  1\  .1  end  of  what  we  cull 
i  here  bjlow  •, 

How  Ihort  the  powVs  of  nature  fall, 
:i  no  further  go. 

4  Yet  men  would  fain  bejiifl:  with  God, 

By  works  their  hanJ  it  *, 
But  thy  co  mm  audi,  excc_  ad, 

Extend  to  ev'ry  thought.      * 

5  In  vain  we  feefc  perfe&ici;  here, 
While  fin  defiles  onr  frame, 

And  finks  our  virtues  down  fo  far 

They  fcarce  deierve  the  name. 

6  Our  faith  and  love,  and  ev'ry  grace, 
Fall  far  below  rd  -9 

But  perfect  truth  and  righteoumefi 
jil  only  with  the  Lord. 

PSALM  CXIX.     Eighth  Part. 

TJje  W oid, of 'God  is  the  S 

Ver.  ill.  paraphrased. 
ORD,  I  have  made  thy  word  my  chc. 

j  Mj  lading  heritage  j 
There  ihall  my  nobleft  powVs  rejoice, 

. 

I 
With  ever  fr 
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3  'Tis  a  broad  land  of  wealth  unknown,* 
Where  fprings  of  life  arife, 

Seeds  of  immortal  bills  are  fown, 
And  hidden  glory  lies. 

4  The  beft  relief  that  mourners  have, 
It  makes  our  forrows  bleft  ; 

Our  faireft  hope  beyond  the  grave, 
And  our  eternal  reft. 

PSALM     CXIX.     Ninth  Part. 

Deftre  of  Knowledge,  :  or,  The  Teaching  of  the  Spirit 
with  the  Word, 

Ver.  64,  63,  18. 

1  rTnHY  mercies  fill  the  earth,  O  Lord, 
JL     How  good  thy  works  appear  ! 

Open  mine  eyes  to  read  thy  word, 
And  fee  thy  wonders  there. 

Ver.  73,  125. 

2  My  heart  was  fafhion'd  by  thy  hand, 
My  fervice  is  thy  due, 

O  make  thy  fervant  underftand 
The  duties  he  niuft  do. 

Ver.  19. 

3  Since  Pm  a  ftranger  here  below, 
Let  not  thy  path  be  hid  j 

But  mark  the  road  my  feet  mould  go, 
And  be  my  conjtant  guide. 

Ver.  26. 

4  When  I  confefs'd  my  wand'ring  ways, 
Thou  heard'ft  my  foul  complain  ; 

Grant  me  the  teaching  of  thy  grace* 
Or  1  fhall  dray  again. 

Vcn  33,  34. 

5  If  God  to  me  his  ftatutes  fhew. 

Arid  heav'nly  truth  impart, 
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His  work  for  cVer  I'll  purfue, 
His  law  fhail  rule  my  heart. 

Vcr.   50,   71. 
6  This  was  my  comfort  when  I  bore 

Variety  of  grief; 
It  made  me  learn  thy  word  the  more, 

And  fly  to  that  relief. 
Ver.    51. 

7  [In  vain  the  proud  deride  me  now  ; 

Til  ne'er  forget  thy  law, 
Nor  let  that  bieiTed  gofpel  go, 

Whence  all  my  hopes  1  draw. 
Ver.   27,   171. 

8  When  I  have  learn'd  my  Father's  will, 
.    FU  teach  the  world  his  ways : 

My  thankful  lips  infpir'd  with  zeal 
Shall  loud  pronounce  his  praife.^] 

PSALM     CXIX.     Tenth  Part 

Pleading  the  Prcmifes.  • 

Ver.    38,  49. 

1  W  EHOLD  thy  waiting  fervant,  Lord, 
J3   Devoted  to  thy  fear  ; 
Remember  and  confirm  thy  word, 

For  all  my  hopes  are  there. 
Ver.  4f,   58,    107. 

2  Haft  thou  not  writ  falvation  clown, 

And  promis'd  quick'ning  grace  ? 

Doth  not  my  heart  aHdrefs  thy  throne  ' 
And  yet  thy  love  delays. 

Ver.    123,  42.  " \)Z  eyes  for  thy  falvation  fail ; 
()  bear  thy  fervant  up ; 

Nor  let  the  (coifing  lips  prevail, 
<ire  reproach  my  hope 
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4  Didtt  thou  rot  raife  my  faith,  O  Lord  ? 
Then  let  thy  truth  appear  : 

Saints  fhall  rejoice  in  my  reward, 
And  truft  as  well  as  fear. 

PS   \  LM    CXIX.      Eleventh  Part. 

Breathing  after  Holinefs. 
Ver.   5,   33. 

i    f^\  THAT  the  Lord  would  guide  my  ways V^/   To  keep  his  ftarutes  ft  ill ! 
O  that  my  God  would  grant  me  grace 

To  know  and  do  his  will ! 
Ver    29. 

2  O  fend  thy  Spirit  down  to  write 
Thy  law  upon  my  heart  ! 

Nor  let  my  tongue  indulge  deceit, 

Nor  act  the  liar's  part. 
Ver.   37,   36. 

3  From  vanity  turn  off  my  eyes-:, 
Let  no  corrupt  defign, 

Nor  covetous  defires  arife 
Within  this  foul  of  mine. 

Vr-    '33- 

4  Order  my  footfteps  by  thy  word, 
Ard  make  m»  heart  hncere  : 

Let  fin  have  no  dominion,  Lord, 
But  keep  my  ccnfcier.ee  dear. 

Ver  176. 

5  "My  foul  hath  gone  too  far  aftray, 
M)      et  too  ofren  flip  ; 

Ye  t  \  -  not  forgot  thy  way, 

Reftore  thy  waud'rirtg  fheep. Ver.   3;. 

6  Make  me  to  walk  in  thy  coir 

rfis  a  de  ightful  ro 
Nor  let  my  head,  or  heart,  or  hand?, 

Ofrend  again! 1  n.y  God.- 
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PSAL  M    CXIX.     twelfth  Bart, 

Breathing  after  Cdtofort  and  Ddiveraqct* 

i    1\   IfX  God,  confider  my  diftrefs, 

J^r  J_   Let  mercy  plead  my  riaufe  •, 
'i  hough  1  have  hrm'd  agiinft  thy  grace. 

I  can't  forget  thy  laws. 
Ver.    139.    ii(5. 

2  Forbid,  forbid  the  iharp  reproach, 
Which  I  fojtofflyfeari 

Uphold  my  life,  uphold  my  hopes, 
Nor  let  my  fhame  appear. 

Ver.    122,    135. 

3  Be  thou  a  furety,  Lord,  for  me, 
Nor  let  the  proud  opprefs, 

But  make  thy  waiting  fervant  fee 
The  fhinings  of  thy  face. 

Ver.   82. 

4  Mine  eyes  with  expectation  fail, 
My  hea»t  within  me  cries,     - 

"  When  will  the  Lord  his  truth  fu 

"   And  make  my  comforts  rife  V 
Ver.   j  3  2 . 

;   Look  down  upon  ray  forrows,  Lord, 
And  ih-ew  thy  grace  the  lame, 

As  thou  art  ever  A'ont  t'afrbri 
To  thofe  th*t  love  thy  name. 

PSALM     CXIX.      Thirteenth  Pan. 

Holy  Fear,  and  Ter.Ja  rufs  of  Cchfcience. 

Ver.   t  o. 

WITH  my  whole  heart  I've  fought  th O  let  me  never  j:r.*) 
From  thy  c  !s,  O  God  of  grace, 

Nor  tread  the  ilnnurs  v 
Z 
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Ver!   ii. 

2  Thy  word  I've  hid  within  my  heart 
To  keep  my  confeience  clean. 

And  be  an  everlafting  guard 

From  ev'ry  riling  fin. 
Ver-  6h  Sh  !38' 

3  I'm  a  companion  of  the  faints 
Who  fear  and  love  the  Lord ; 

My  (brrows  rife,  my  nature  faints, 
When  men  tranfgrefs  thy  word. 

Ver.    161,   163. 

4  While  finners  do  thy  gofpel  wrong* 
My  fpirit  Hands  in  awe ; 

My  fool  abhors  a  lying  tcrr^e, 
Bat  loves  thy  righteous  law. 

Ver.    161,    120. 

5  My  heart  with  facred  rev'rence  bean 
The  threat'nings  of  thy  word  ; 

My  flefh  with  holy  trembling  fears 
The  judgments  of  the  Lord. 

Ver.   166,   172. 

6  Mv  God,  I  long,  I  hope,  I  wait 
For  thy  falvation  frill ; 

While  thy  whole  law  is  my  delight, 
And  I  obey  thy  will. 

F  3  A  L  M     CXIX.      Fourteenth  Pari 

Benefit  of  Afflictions •>  and  Support  undtr  th 

Ver.    153,   81,   S2. 
1  iTIONSlDER  all  my  forrews,  Lord, 

^^4    And  thy  cehVrance  fend  ; 
My  fcul  for  thy  falvaticn  faints, 

When  will  mv  troubles  end? 
Ver.   7:. 

2  Yet  I  have  found  'tis  good  for 

To  bear  my  Father's  rod  ; 

wi 
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I     Afflictions  make  me  learn  thy  law 
And  live  upon  my  God. 

Yen  50. 
3  This  is  the  comfort  I  eojoy 

When  new  diflrefs  begins  j 
I  read  thy  word,  I  run  thy  way, 

And  hate  my  former  fins. 
Ver.  02. 

4  Had  not  thy  word  been  my  delight 

When  earthly  jovs  were  'led, 
My  foul,  oppretl  with  forrows  weijht, 

Had  funk  amongrt  the  dead. 
Ver.  75. 

5  I  know  thy  judgments.  Lord,  are  right, 

Tho'  they  may  feem  fevere  5 
The  ih arpeft  fuff'rings  I  endure Flow  from  thv  faithful  care. 

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  R.r 

HJy  Rffclutkns. 
V*r.  93. 

r    (~\  THAT  thy  ftatutes  ev'ry  hour \^f  Might  dwell  upon  rrty  mind  : 

Thence  I  derive  a  quickening  pow'r, And  daily  peace  1  find. 
Ver.  15.  16. 

2  To  meditate  thy  precepts,  Lord, 
Skall  be  my  lVeet  employ  : 

My  foul  Oiall  ne'er  forget  thy  wordi" Thv  word  is  all  my  jov. 

Z  
2' 
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Ver.  32. 

3  How  would  I  run  in  thy  commands, 
If  thou  my  heart  uifcharge 

From  fin  and  Satan's  hateful  chains^ 
And  let  my  feet  at  large  ? 

Ver.  1 3,  46. 

4  My  lips  with  courage  lhall  declare 
Thy  ftatutes  and  thy  name  ;. 

HI  fpeak  thy  word,  tho'  kings  fhould  hear. 
Nor  yield  to  finful  fhame. 

Ver.  61,  69,  70. 

;  Let  bands  of  perfecutors  rife 
To  rob  me  of  my  right, 

Let  pride  and  malice  forge  their  lies. 
Thy  law  is  mv  delight. 

Ver.  1 15. 

j  Depart  from  me,  ye  wicked  race, 
Whofe  hands  and  hearts  are  ill  5 

I  love  my  God,  I  love  his  ways, 
And  muft  obey  his  will. 

P  S  A  L  M    CXIX.     Sixteenth  Part. 

Prayer  for  quickening  Grace. 
Ver.  25,  37. 

*  Y  foul  lies  cleaving  to  the  duft  , 
Lord,  give  me  life  divine  ; 

'From  vajn  deilre?,  and  ev*ry  luft Turn  off  thefe  eyes  of  mine. 

2  I  need  the  influence  of  thy  gsace 
To  fpeed  me  in  the  way, 

Left  I  Ihould  loiter  in  my  race, 
Or  turn  my  feet  aftray. 

Ver.  107. 

3  "When  fere  afflictions  prds  me  down, 
I  need  thy  quick'niug  pow'rs  \ 

Thy  word  that  I  have  r  cited  on 

Shall  help  my  heavieft  hour1;- 
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Ver.   i  :%   40. 

4  Arc  not  thy  mercies  fov'reign  Rill, 
And  thou  a  faithful  Go<J  : 

Wilt  thou  not  grant  me  warmer  zeal 

To  run  the  heav'nly  road  ? Ver.  159,  40. 

5  Does  not  ray  heart  thy  precepts  love, 
And  long  to  fee  thy  face  ? 

And  yet  how  flow  my  fpirits  move 

Without  enliv'ning  grace  ! Ver.  en. 

6  Then  (hall  I  love  thy  gofpei  more, 

And  ne'er  forget  thy  word, 
When  I  have  felt  its  quick'ning  pow'r To  draw  me  near  the  Lord. 

PSALM     CXIX.      Seventeenth  Pari. 

Courage  and  V  erf  ever  ance  under  P erf  edition  ;  or,  Grac 
finning  in  Difficulties  and  Trials. 

Ver.k  143,  28. 

1  ̂ LTKT^^N  Pa*n  ?Al^  'aI1Sm'n  fL*ize  me,  Lord, 
W      All  my  fupport  is  from  thy  word  ; 

My  loul  dilToivcs  for  heavinefs, 

Uphold  mc  with  thy .  ftrength'ning  grace. 
Ver.  51,  60,  1 10. 

2  The  proud  have  fram'd  their  feoffs  and  lies, 
They  watch  my  feet  with  envious  eyes, 
And  tempt  my  foul  to  {hare*  and  fin, 

Yet  thy  commands  1  ne'er  decline. Ver.   iCi,,  78. 

3  They  hate  mc,  Lord,  a  caufe, 

They  hate  to  ice  me  feyd  thy  laws  r- 
Bn(  I  will  truit  and  fear  thy  nam:.', 
Till  pride  and             die  w  it  h  Ihameo 
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PSALM    CXIX.     LaflPai 

Sdnctified  Affliftkms  ;  or,  Delight  in  the  IV 
Ver.  6  7,  y). 

i     I RATHER,  I  blefs  thj  gentle  hand  -y I       How  kind  was  thy  chaftifing  rod, 
That  forcM  my  confeience  to  a  fbmd, 

And  brought  my  wand'ring  foul  to  G 
2  Foolifh  Mid  vain  I  went  aflray 

Ere  I  had  felt  thy  fcourges,  Lord, 
I  left  my  Guide,  and  lofc  my  \*ay  ; 
But  now  I  love  and  keep  thy  word. 

Ver.  71. 

3  % Tis  gcod  for  me  to  hear  the  yoke, 
For  pride  is  apt  to  rife  and  fwell  ; 

*Tis  good  to  bear  my  Father's  (rroke3 
That  I  might  learn  his  ftatutes  well. 

Ver.  72. 

I  The  law  that  iflues  from  thy  mouth- 
Shall  raife  my  cheerful  paiTions  more 
Than  all  the  treafures  of  the  Souths 

Or  Weftcrn  hills  of  golden  ore, 
Ver.  73. 

j  Thy  hands  have  made  my  mortal  frame3 

Thy  Spirit  form'd  my  foul  within  •, 
Teach  me  to  know  thy  wond'rous  name, 

And  guard  me  free  from  death  and' fin, Ver.  74. 

6  Then  all  that  love  and  fear  the  LcrJ 

At  my  falvation  lhall  rejoice : 
For  I  have  hoped  in  thy  word, 
And  made  thy  grace  my  only  choice. 

PSA  L  M    CXX. 

C?rnpla:ni  of quarreljGme  Neighbours  j  or,  A  devout  Wifi 

for  Pene. 

1    r~*p  KOU  God  of  love,  thou  ever  blcft, fl      Pity  my  fufTring  ttift  ; 
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in  wilt  thou  fcft  my  foul  at  reft 

From  lips  that  love  deceit  ! 

!  my  days  arc  caft 
Among  the  forw  of  ftrife, 

Whofe  ncrer  ccaflng  brawling*  wane 

My  golden  hours  of  life. 

3   O  might  I  fly  lo  change  my  ptace? 
How  would  I  chooie  to  dwell 

In  fome  wide  lonefome  wildernefs, 

And  leave  thefe  gates  of  hell  ! 

|  Peace  is  the  blefling  that  I  feek, 
How  lovely  are  its  charms  ! 

lam  for  peace ;  but  when  I  fpeak; 
They  all  declare  for  arms.. 

5  New  paffions  ftill  their  fouls  engage. 
And  keep  their  malice  ftrong  , 

What  fhall  be  done  to  curb   thy  rage, 
O  thou  devouring  tongue  ! . 

6  Should  burning  arrows  fmite  thee  thxc\ 
Strict  juftice  would  approve  \ 

But  1  had  rather  ipare  my  foe, 
And  melt  his  heart  with  love. 

PSAL  M     CXXI.     Long  Metre, 

Divine  Proiefi;on, 

I    X  TP  to  the  hills  I  lift  'mine  eyes, 
\^J    TV  eternal  hills  beyond  the  fk. 
Thence  all  her  help  my  foul  derives  > 
There  my  almighty  Refuge  lives. 

lie  lives  ;  the  everlaftiftg  God, 
That  built  the  world,  that  fpread  the  flood 

The  heav'ns  with  all  their  holts  he  made  \ 
\w\  the  dark  regions  of  the  dead. 
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3  He  guides  our  feet,  he  guards  our  way ; 
His  morning  fmiles  blefs  all  the  day  ; 

Hef  prcads  the  ev'ning  veil,  and  keeps 
The  Blent  hours  while  Ifra'l  fleeps, 

4  Ifra'l,  a  name  divinely  bleft, 
May  rife  fecure,  fecurely  reft  ; 

Thy  holy  Guardian's  wakeful  eyes 
Admit  no  (lumber  nor  furprife. 

5  No  fun  (hall  finite  thy  head  by  day, 
Nor  the  pale  moon  with  ilckly  ray 
Shall  blaft  thy  couch  ;  no  baleful  ftar 
Dart  his  malignant  fire  fo  far, 

6  Should  earth  and  hell  with  malice  burn, 
Still  thou  (halt  go,  and  frill  return. 

Safe  in  the  Lord  !  his  heav'nly  care 
Defends  thy  life  from,  ev'ry  fnare. 

7  On  thee  foul  fpirits  have  no  pow'r  \ 
And  in  thy  laft  departing  hour 
Angels,  that  trace  the  airy  road, 

Shall  bear  thee  homewrard  to  thy  God. 

PSALM     CXXI.     Common  Metre. 

Prefervaticn  by  Day  and  Night. 

i   nr^O  heaven  I  lift  my  wand'ring  eyes3 
A     There  all  my  hopes  are  laid  ; 

The  Lord  that  built  the  earth  and  Ikies 

Is  my  perpetual  aid. 

2  Their  feet  (hall  never  Aide  to  fall,. 
Whom  he  defigas  to  keep  : 

His  ear  attends  the  fofteft  call  j 

His  eyes  can  never  deep. 

3  He  will  fuflain  our  weakeft  pow'rs 
With  his  almighty  arm. 
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And  watch  our  moft  unguarded  hours 

Againft  lurprifing  harm. 

4  Ifra'l  rejoice,  and  reft  fecure, 
Thy  keeper  is  the  Lor*t  ; 

His  wakeful  eyes  employ  his  pow'r 
For  thine  eternal  guard. 

5  Nor  fcorching  fun,  nor  fickly  mocn, 
Shall  have  his  leave  to  finite ; 

He  (hickls  thy  head  from  burning  noon, 
From  blafting  damps  at  night. 

6  He  guards  thy  foul,  he  keeps  thy  breath, 
Where  thicken:  dangers  come  \ 

Go  and  return,  fecure  from  death, 
Till  God  commands  thee  home. 

PSALM   OXXI.     As  the  i4S:hPl. 

Gid  our  Prcferver. 

1  T  TPWARD  I  lift  mine  eyes, 
\^J    From  God  is  all  mine  ;>id  ̂  
The  God  that  built  the  fkies, 
And  earth  and  nature  made  ; 

God  isthe  tow'r 
»    To  which  I  fly  ; 

His  grace  is  nigh 

In  cv'ry  hour. « 

2  My  feet  fhall  never  flkiej 
And  fall  in  fatal  ihares, 

Since  God  my  guard  and  guide 
Defend*  me  trom  my  fear$« 

wakeful  eyes 

That  never  flccp, 
halHfral  keqp 

langa    1  iie. 
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3  v'o  burning  heats  by  day, 
Nor  biafts  of  ev*niHg  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  room 

4  H^ft  thou  not  giv'n  thy  word 
To  faye  my  foul  from  death  ! 
And  I  can  truft  my  Lord 

To  !reep  my  mortal  breath  : 
I'll  go  and  come, 
Nor  fear  to  die, 
Till  from  on  high 
Thou  call  me  home. 

PSALM  CXXIL     Common  Metre. 

Going  to  Church. 

i    TTOW  did  my  heart  rejoice  to  hear 

JLjL  My  friends  devoutly  fay, 
"  In  Zion  let  us  all  appear, 

"  And  keep  the  fblemn  day !" 

2  I  love  her  gates,  I  love  the  road  •, 
The  church  adorn'd  with  grace 

Stands  like  a  palace  built  for  God 
To  (hew  his  milder  face. 

3  Up  to  her  courts  with  jots  unknown 
The  holy  tribes  repair  ; 

The  Son  of  David  holds  his  throne, 

And  fits  in  judgment  there. 

4  He  hears  our  praifcs  and  complaints  \ 
And  while  his  awful  voice 
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Divides  flie  tinners  from  the  faints, 
Wc  tremble  and  rejoice. 

5  Peace  be  within  this  (acred  place, 
And  joy  a  conftaut  gueft  ! 

With  holy  gifts  and  heav'nly  grace, Be  her  attendants  bleft  ! 

6  My  foul  fhall  pray  for  Zion  ftill, 

"While  life  or  breath  remains. 
Where  my  beft  friends,  my  kindred  dwell, 

There  God  my  Saviour  reigns. 

PSAL  M     CXXII.     Proper  Tune. 

Going  to  Church. 

i    T  TOW  pleas'd  and  bleft  was  I, 
JrjL  To  hear  the  people  cry, 

w  Come,  let  us  feek  our  God  to  day  jM 
Yes,  with  a  cheerful  zeal 

We  haft  to  Zion's  hill, 
And  there  our  vows  and  honours  pay. 

2  Zion,  thrice  happy  place, 

AdornM  with  wond'rous  grace, 
And  walls  of  ftrength  embrace  thee  round  ; 

*     In  thee  our  tribes  appear, 
.  To  pray,  and  praife,  and  hear 

The  facred  gofpeTs  joyful  ibund. 

3  There  Djvid's  greater  Son 
Has  fix'J  his  royal  throne, 

He  fits  for  grace  and  judgment  there  : 
He  bids  the  faints  be  glad, 
He  makes  'he  [inner  (ad, 

And  humble  fouls  rejoice  with  f.'dr. 

4  May  peace  attend  thy  gate, 
And  joy  within  thee  \ 
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To  blefs  the  foul  of  ev'ry  gueft  ; 
The  man  that  fecks  thy  peace, 
And  willies  thine  increaib 

A  thoufand  bleilings  on  him  reft ! 

5  My  tongue  repeats  her  vows, 
«  P^ace  to  this  facred  houfe  I* 

For  there  my  friends  and  kindred  dwell  \ 
And  fince  my  glorious  God 
Makes  thee  his  bleft  abode, 

My  fou!  ili^ll  ever  love  thee  well. 

Repeat  the  ̂ thjlanza9  to  complete  the  turu. 

PSALM    CXXIII. 

Pleading  with  Sulmijjion. 

j   f~\  THOU  whofe  grace  and  juftice  reign 
V^/  Enthron'd  above  the  ikies, 
To  thee  our  hearts  would  tell  their  pain, 

To  thee  we  lift  our  eyes. 

2  As  fervants  watch  their  mafters  hand, 
And  fear  the  angry  ftroke  ! 

Or  maids  before  their  miftrefs  fhnd, 
And  wait  a  peaceful  look  : 

3  So  for  our  fins  we  juftly  feel 
Thy  difcipline,  6  God ; 

Yet  wait  the  gracious  moment  flill, 
Till  thou  remove  thy  rod. 

4  Thofe  that  in  wealth  and  pleafure  live- 
Our  daily  groans  deride, 

And  thy  delays  of  mercy  give 
Frefh  courage  to  their  pride. 

5  Our  foes  infult  us,  but  our  hope 
In  thy  compaffion  lies  ; 

This  thought  iiiall  bear  our  fplrlts  up* 
That  God  will  not  defp:fe. 
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PSAL  M     CXXIV. 

A  Song  for  the  Fifth  of  November* 

HAD  not  the  Lord,  may  Ifra'l  fay, Had  not  the  Lord  maintained  our  fide 

When  men  to  make  our  lives  a  prey, 

Rofe  like  the  fwelling  of  the  tide  \ 

2  The  fwelling  tide  had  fLopt  our  breath, 
So  fiercely  did  the  waters  roll, 

-We  had  been  fwallow'd  deep  in  death  \ 
Proud  waters  had  o'erwhelm'd  our  foul- 

3  We  leap  for  joy,  we  iliout  and  fing, 

Who  juft  efcap'd  the  fatal  ftroke  ; 
So  ii.es  the  bird  with  cheerful  wing, 

When  once  the  fowler's  ihare  is  broke, *t 
For  ever  blefled  be  the  Lord^ 

Who  broke  the  fowler's  curfed  faare, 

Who  fav'd  us  from  the  murdering  fword And  made  our  lives  and  fouls  his  care. 

Oar  help  is  in  Jehovah's  name, 
Who  forra'd  the  earth  and  built  the  ft 

He  that  upholds  that  wohd'rous  frame, 
Guards  his  own  church  with  watchful  eyes< 

,       PSALM     CXXV.     Common 

The  Saint's  Ti . 

UNSHAKEN  hill, 
And  firm  as  mou  %% 

That  leans,  O  Lord,  on  thi 

Not  walls  nor  bills  cc  \  -.<  | 

Old  Salem's  I.  i:nd. 
As  thofe  eternal  arms  • 

That  cv'rv  fault  furrouud. 
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3  While  tyrants  are  a  fmarting  fcourge 
To  drive  them  near  to  God, 

Divine  compaffion  does  allay 
The  fury  of  the  rod. 

4  Deal  gently,  Lord,  with  fouls  ftncere; 
And  lead  them  fafely  on 

To  the  bright  gate  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  finite  his  followers  too. 

P-S  A  L  M    CXXV.     Short  Metre. 

{The  Saints   Trial  and  Safety  :    or,   Moderated  Jijjlic* 
tions. 

1  TpiRM  and  unmoved  arc  they r     That  reft  their  fouls  on  God  \ 
Firm  as  the  mount  where  David  dwelt. 

Or  where  the  ark  abode. 

2  As  mountains  ftood  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  chaftiimg  ftroke, 

Yet  left  it  wound  their  fouls  too  dec 

Its  fury  fhall  be  broke. 

4  Deal  gently,  Lord  with  thofe 
Whofe  faith  and  pious  fear,  ^ 

Whofe  hope  and  love,  and  evVy  grace* 
Proclaim  their  hearts  fincere, 
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5  Nor  (hall  the  tyrant's  rage 
Too  long  oppfefs  the  fairit , 

The  God  of.  ifra'I  will  fupporl 
His  children,  left  they  faint. 

6  But  if  our  (lavifh  fear 
Will  choofe  the  road  to  hell, 

We  muft  expecl  our  portion  there, 
Where  bolder  [ipners  dwell. 

PSAL  M    CXXVI.     I 

Surprlfing  Deljv      

WHEN  God  reilor'd  cur  captive  ftate, 
Joy  was  our  fong,  and  grace  our  them 

The  grace  beyood  01 

That  joy  appear'd  a  painted  dream. 

2  The  fcoffer  owns  thy  hand,  and  pays 
Unwilling  honours  to  thy  name  ; 
While  we  with  pleafure  ftiout  thy  praife, 
With  cheerful  notes  thy  love  proclaim. 

j  When  we  review  our  difmal  fears,, 

Twas  hard  to  think  they'd  vanifh  fo  ; 
With  God  we  left  our  flowing  tears, 
He  makes  our  joys  like  rivers  flow. 

4  The  man  that  in  his  furrow'd  field* 
'His  fcatter'd  feed  with  fadpefs  leaves, Will  ihout  to  fee  the  harveft  yield 
A  welcome  load  of  joyful  il\ea\ 

PSALM     CXXVI.     Common  Metre. 

j     J°y  cf a  rc":  r  'ficu  >  cr>  Mi 
I         - 

i   X'YTHEN  God  revcal'd  his  gracious  nai 
\\     And  chang'd  my  mournful  ilate, 

ire  feem'd  a  pi  earn, 
The  grace  append  fo  great. A  a  2 
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7,  The  worU  beheld  the  glorious  change, 
And  did  thy  hand  confefs  ; 

Mv  tongue  broke  ou:  in  unknown  drain?, 
And  fung  furprifing  grace. 

3  u  Great  is  the  work*"  my  neighbours  cry'd, 
And  own'd  the  pow'r  divine : 

"  Great  is  the  work,"  my  heart  reply'd, 
Ci  And  be  the  glory  thine. " 

4  The  Lord  can  clear  the  darken;  fkics, 

Can  give  us  day  for  night  \ 
Make  drops  of  facred  forrow  rife 

To  rivers  of  delight. 

j  Let  thofe  that  fow  in  fadnefi  watt 
Till  the  fair  harveft  come, 

They  {hail  confefs  their  (heaves  are  great, 
And  fhout  the  blcffings  home. 

6  Though  feed  lie  bury'd  long  in  duft, 
It  fhan't  deceive  their  hope  ! 

The  precious  grain  can  ne'er  be  loft,. 
For  grace  injures  the  crop. 

P  S  A  L  M    CXXVIL    Long  Metre. 

3  hi  BJejfmgs  of  God  on  the  Bujwefs    and  Comforts   of 
Lift. 

Y  God  fucceed  not,  all  the  coft 

And  pains  to  build  the  houfc  are  loft  5 
kGod  the  city  will  pot  keep, 
The  v,  achful  guards  as  well  may  flecp. 

T7hai  if  you  rife  before  the  fun, 
work  and  toil  when  day 

Careful  ar:d  fparing  cat  your  bread, ' 
To  fliun  that  poverty  you  dr 
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j  Tis  all  in  vain,  till  Gcd  hath  bit  ft  \ 
He  can  make  rich,  yet  give  us  r 
Children  and  friends  are  MeffingS  too, 

If  God  our  fov'reign  make  them  (o. 

4  Happy  the  man  to  whom  he  fends 
Obedient  children,  faithful  friends  : 
How  fweet  our  daily  comforts  prove 

When  they  are  feafon'd  with  his  lc  i 
PSALM    CXXVII.     Commo 

God  all  in 

i    TF  God  to  build  the  houfe  deny, 
The  builders  work  in  vain  ; 

And  towns,  without  his  wakeful  eye, 
An  ufelefs  watch  maintain. 

I  Before  the  morning-beams  arife, 
Your  painful  work  renew, 

And  till  the  ftars  afcend  the  ikies 

Your  Brefome  toil  puriue. 

tiort  be  your  deep,  and  coarfe  your  faj 
In  vain  till  God  has  blcft  : 

But  if  his  fmiles  attend  your  care, 
You  mall  have  food  and  reft. 

£  Nor  children,  relatives,  nor  friends, 
Shall  real  bleffings  prove, 

-Nor  all  the  earthly  joys  he  fends, 
If  fent  without  his  love.* 

P  S  A  L  M     CXXVIII. 

Family  Blfftngs. 

:   ̂ *"*VHappy  man,  whofe  foul  is  filPd 
\^J  With  zeal  and  rev'rend  awe  ! 
His  lips  to  God  t'heir  honours  y; His  life  adorns  the  law. A  a  3 
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2  A  careful  providence  fhall  ftand, 
And  ever  guard  thy  head. 

Shall  on  the  labours  of  thy  hand 
Its  kindly  bleflings  ihed. 

3  Thy  wife  fliall  be  a  fruitful  vine  ; 
Thy  children  round  thy  board, 

Each  like  a  plar>t  of  honour  fhine, 
Atid  learn  to  fear  the  Lord. 

4  The  Lord  fliall  thy  beft  hopes  fulfil 
For  months  am!  years  to  come ; 

The  Lord  who  dwells  at  Zion's  hill 
Shall  fend  thee  bleflfngs  home. 

5  This  is  the  man  whofe  happy  eyes 
Shall  fee  his  hcufe  increale, 

Shall  fee  the  finking  church  arife, 
Then  leave  the  world  in  peace. 

PSALM  CXXIX, 

P  erf  editors  panijhed. 

x   X  TP  from  my  youth,  may  Ifral  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  1  bore  the  rage 
Of  all  the  fons  of  ftrife  ; 

Oft  they  aflailed  my  riper  age, 

But  not  deftroy'd  my  life. 

3  Their  cruel  plow  hath  torn  my  flefhr 
With  furrows  long  and  deep  ; 

Hourly  they  vex'd  my  wounds  afrefh* 
Nor  let  my  forrows  fleep. 

4  The  Lord  grew  angry  on  his  throne> 
And  with  impartial  eye 
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afur'd  the  mifchipfc  th  ue, 

'1  lien  let  his  ..novvs  fly. 

5  How  was  their  infolence  fbrpris'd, To  hear  his  thunders  roll  ! 

And  all  the  foes  of  Zion  feiz'd 
With  horror  to  the  f<  til. 

6  Thus  fliall  the  men  that  hate  the  faints 

Be  blafted  from  die  iky  •, 
Their  glory  r  p  courage  faints, 

And  all  their  projects  die. 

7  [What  tho1  they  flourifh  tali  and  fair, 
Th  y  liave  no  root  beneath  ; 

Their  growth  (hall  perifh  in  defpair, 

And  lie  defpis'd  in  death.] 

8  [So  corn  that  on  the  houfe-rop  ftands# 
No  hope  of  harveft  gives  ;  i 

The  reaper  ne'er  fliall  fill  his  hands, 
Nor  binder  fold  the  (heaves. 

9  It  fprings, and  withers  on  the  place; 
No  traveller  beft 

A  word  of  blefling  on  the  graft, 
Nor  minds  it  as  he  goes.] 

P  S  A  L  M     CXXX.     Common  Rf< 

Pardoning  Grace. 

i    /^\UT  of  the  deeps  of  long  diftrefs, 
\^J  The  borders  of  defpair, 
I  fent  my  cries  to  feek  thy  grace, 

My  groans  to  move  thine  ear, 

2  Great  Cod,  fhould  thy  fevcrer 
And  thine  in  partial  hand, 

Mark  and  revenge  iniquity, 
No  mortal  fleih  could  itand. 
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3  But  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, 
Stands  watching  at  thy  gate.] 

5  [Juft  as  the  guards  that  keep  the  night 
Long  for  the  morning  ikies, 

Watch  the  firfi  beams  of  breaking  light, 
And  meet  them  with  their  eyes : 

6  So  wraits  my  foul  to  fee  thy  grace, 
And  more  intent  than  they, 

Meets  the  firfr  op'nings  of  thy  face. 
And  finds  a  brighter  day.] 

7  Then  in  the  Lord  let  Ifra'l  truft> 
Let  Ifra'l  feek  his  face  ; 

The  Lord  is  good  as  well  as  j*uft, 
And  plenteous  is  his  grace. 

3  There's  full  redemption  at  his  thront 
For  finners  long  enflav'd ; 

The  great  Redeemer  is  his  fon : 
.    And  Ifra'l  fhall  be  fav'd. 

PSALM    CXXX.     Long  Metre. 

Pardoning  Grace. 

1  TJiROM  deep  diftrefs  and  troubled  thoughts. 
J^     To  thee,  my  God,  I  rais'd  my  cries : 
If  thou  feverely  mark  our  faults, 
No  flefh  can  ftand  before  thine  eyes. 

2  But  thou  haft  built  thy  throne  of  grace 

;  to  difpenfe  thy  pardons  there* 
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1  hat  fihn<  approach 
And  hope,  and  love,  as  well  as  fear. 

lighted  pil 
And  long  and  wifh  for  breaking  clay, 
So  waits  my  foul  before  thy  gate  : 
When  will  my  God  his  face  difplay  ? 

4  My  trull:  is  fix'd  upon  thy  word, 
Nor  (hall  1  truft  thy  word  in  vain  ; 
Let  mourning  fouls  addrefs  the  Lord, 
And  find  relief  from  all  their  pa 

c   Great  is  his  love,  and  large  his  grace, 

Thro'  the  redemption  of  his  Son  : 
He  turns  our  feet  from  fmful  ways, 
And  pardons  what  our  hands  have  done*. 

P  S  A  L  M     CXXXfc 

Humility  and  Submijpon* 

1  TS  there  ambition*  in  my  heart  r 
Search,  gracious  God  and  fee; 

Or  do  I  act  a  haughty  part  ? 
Lord,  I  appeal  to  thee. 

2  I  charge' my  thoughts,  be  humble  ftill, And  all  my  carriage  mild  ; 
Content,  my  Father,  with  thy  will, 

And  quiet  as  a  child. 

3  The  patient  foul,  the  lowly  mind 
Shall  have  a  large  rewai 

faints  in  forrow  lie  reii  ; 
And  truft  a  faithful  I 
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PSALM     CXXXJ.     5,    13—18.     Long  Merc. 

At  the  Settle  merit  of  a  Church  :  or,  The  Ordi 
Mimjicr 

WHERE  fhall  we  go  to  feck  and  find 
An  habitation  for  our  God. 

A  dwelling  for  th'  eternal  Mind 
Amongfl  the  ions  of  flefh  and  blood  ? 

2  The  God  of  Jacob  chofe  the  hill 
Of  Zion  for  his  antient  reft  5 
And  Zion  is  his  dwelling  ft 
His  church  is  with  his  prefence  bleft. 

3  Here  will  I  fix  my  gracious  throne, 
And  reign  for  ever,  faith  the  Lord  ; 

Here  (hail  my  pow'r  and  love  be  known. 
And  bleffings  fhall  attend  my  word, 

4  Here  will  I  meet  the  hungry  poor, 
And  fill  their  fouls  with  living  bread  : 
Sinners  that  wait  before  my  door 

With    -v, et  provifions  fnall  be  fed., 

5  Girded  with  truth,  and  cloth/d  with  grace, 
My  pritftsj  my  minifters,  fhall  ihine  : 
Not  Aaron  hi  his  coftly  drefs0 
Made  arf  appearance  fo  divine. 

6  The  faints,  unable  to  contain 

Their  inward  joys,  fhall  fhout  and  fing ; 
The  Son  of  David  here  fhall  reign3 
And  Zion  triumph  in  her  King.. 

7  [Jefus  fhall  fee  a  nutn'rous  feed 
Born  here  t'  uphold  his  glorious  name  ; 
His  crown  fhall  flourifh  on  his  head 

"While  all  his  foes  are  cloth'd  with  fhame.  j 
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PS  ALM  CXXXII.  4,  5,  7,  8,  15—17.  Com.Mer. 

A  Church  ejlabhjhd. 

1   [TVTO  fleep  nor  {lumber  to  his  eye., 
j^    Good  David  would  afford, 

Till  he  had  found  below  the  (kies 

.    A  dwelling  for  the  Lord. 

i  The  Lord  in  Zion  plac'd  his  na His  ark  was  fettled  there  : 

To  Zion  the  whole  nation  came, 

To  worfhip  thrice  a-year. 

3  But  we  have  no  fuch  lengths  to  go,, 
-    Nor  wander  far  abroad  5 

Where'er  thy  faints  aflemble  now 
There  is  a  houfe  for  God.] 

Pause. 

4  Arife,  O  King  of  grace,  strife, 
And  enter  to  thy  reft, 

Lo  !  thy  church  waits  with  long-    . 
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  fuch  grace  aiford. 

fc  Here,  mighty  God,  accept  oj*r  vov 
Here  let  thy  praife  be  fpread  : 

Blefs  the  provisions  of  thy  houi 
And  fill  thy  poor  with  bread. 

-   Here  let  the  So.  :^n, 
God's  Anointed  flline  ; 

fiiftice.and  truth  his  court  main 

1    love  arc)  now'r  divine. 
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8  Here  let  him  hold  a  lafting  throne, 
And  as  his  kingdom  grows, 

Freili  honours  ihall  adorn  his  crown, 
And  fhame  confound  his  foes. 

PSAL  M    CXXXIII.     Common  Metre. 

Brotherly  Lcvt. 

LO,  what  an  entertaining  fight 
Are  brethren  that  agree, 

Brethren,  whofe  cheerful  hearts  unite 

In  bands  of  piety  ! 

2  When  ftreams  of  love  from  Chrifi:  the  fpring 
Defcend  to  every  foul, 

And  heavenly  peace  with  balmy  wing 
Shades  and  bedgwS  the  whole. 

3  'Tis  like  the  oil  divinely  fweet 
On  Aaron's  rev'rend  head, 

The  trickling  drops  perfinn'd  his  feet, 
And  o'er  his  garments  fpread. 

4  'Tis  pleafant  as  the  morning  dews 
That  fall  on  Zion's  hill, 

Where  God  his  mild  eft  glory  fhews, 
And  makes  his  grace  diftil. 

PSAL  M  CXXXIII.     Short  Metre. 

Communion  of  Saints ;  or,  Love  and  Worjhip  "in  a  Family 
i    T)  LEST  are  the  fons  of  peace, 

J)  W1  rts  and  hopes  are  one, 
Whole  kind  c\efign«s  to  ferve  and  pleafe 

Through  ail  th«ir  actions  run, 

£  Bleft  is  the  pious  houfe 
Where  zeal  and  friendfliip  meet, 

Their  for  their  mingled  vow* 
Make  their  communion  fweet. 

i 
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j    1  bus  when  on  Aaron's  h 
They  poured  the  ricii  p 

The  oil  through  all  bis 

And  pleafure  fiU'd  the 

Thus  on  the  heav'nly  hills 
The  faints  are  bleft  above. 

Where  joy  like  tnornin  tils, 
And  all  the  air  is  I 

P  S  A  L  M    CXXXill.     As  th:  12 id  Rfalm 

Bleffmgs  of  Friend/hip. 

\    T  TOW  pleafant  'tig  to  fee 
JL  A  fcindn 

Each  in  their  proper  Station  move. 
And  each  fulfil  their,  partj 
Wi( 

Iri  all  the  .  life  and  love  ! 

2  'Tis  lil  intment  Qi 

On  Aaron's  i acred  head, 
Divinely  rich,  divinely  fweet, 

The  oil  through  all  the  roc. 

Dirlus'd  a  choice  perf; 
Ran  thro'  his  rcbes,  and  bleft  his  feet. 

3  Like  fruitful  fhow'rs  of  rain ,     That  water  all  n 

Descending  from  the  aeighb'ring  hills  ; 
reams  of  pleafure  roll 

Thr 

.tils. 

PSAL  M     CXXXiV. 

Y 

•A  ion. 

■ 
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Bow  to  the  glories  of  his  pow'r, 
And  biefs  his  woncfrous  grace. 

2  Liu  up  your  hands  by  morning  light, 

A  nd  fend  your  fouls  on  high  •, 
Raile  your  admiring  thoughts  by  night, 

Above  the  ftarry  iky-. 

3  The  God  of  Zion  cheers  our  hearts 

With  rays  of  quick'nmg  grace; 
The  God  that  fpread  the  heav'ns  abroad, 

And  rules  the  fwelling  feas. 

PS  ALM  CXXXV.    i_4,  14,  19-21.   TirjlPari. 
Long  Meire. 

The  Church  is  God's  Houfe  and  Care. 

\    T)R  AISE  ye  the  Lord,  exalt  his  name, 

\^   While  in  his  holy  courts  ye  wait, 
Ye  faints,  that  to  his  houfe  belong, 
Or  ftand  attending  at  his  gate. 

2  Praife  ye  the  Lord ;  the  Lord  is  good ; 
To  praife  his  name  is  fweet  employ : 

Ifra'l  he  chofe  of  old,  and  ftill 
His  church  is  his  peculiar  joy. 

3  The  Lord  himfelf  will  judge  his  faints  ̂  
He  treats  his  fervants  as  his  friends  ; 

And  when  he  hears  their  fcre  complaints. 
Repents  the  forrows  that  he  fends. 

4  Thro'  ev'ry  age  the  Lord  declares 
His  name,  and  breaks  th'  oppreflbr's  rod  \ 
He  gives  his  fufTrmg  fervant  reft, 

And  will  be  known  th*  Almighty  God. 

5  Blefs  ye  the  Lord,  who  tafte  his  love, 
People  and  priefts  exalt  his  name  ; 
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Amongft  his  faints  he  ever  dwells  ; 
His  church  is  his  JeiuLlcm. 

PSALM     CXXXV.    5—12.     Second  Pari. 

The  JVorks  of Creation ,  Providence,  Redemption  of  Ifra- 
el}  and  Deflrufiion  of  Enemies. 

\    £^\  REAT  is  the  Lord,  exalted  high, 
\JT  Above  ali  pow'rs,  and  ev'ry  throne  ; 
Whate'er  he  pleale  in  earth  or  Tea, 
Or  heav'n  or  hell,  his  hand  hath  done. 

2  At  his  command  the  vapours  rife, 
The  lightnings  flafh,  the  thunders  roar  ; 
He  pours  the  rain,  he  brings  the  wind, 
And  temped  from  his  airy  Aore. 

j  Twas  he  thofe  dreadful  tokens  fent, 

O  Egypt,  thro'  thy  ilubborn  land  ; 
When  all  thy  firft-born,  beafts  andjnen. 
Fell  dead  by  his  avenging  hand. 

4  What  mighty  nations,  mighty  kings 

He  flew,  and  their  whole  country- gave 

To  Ural,  whom  his  hand  redeem'd, 
No  more  to  be  proud  Pharaoh's  flave. 

5  His  power  the  (a me,  the  fame  his  grace, 
,   That  iaves  us  from  the  hoits  of  hfell  : 

And  heaVn  he  gives  us  to  poll 

"Wj  ftate  ang^Js  I 

** 

I     
CXXXV.     

Qoaimon  

Met! 

AWAKE,  ye  faints*  to  praife  your  Rinift 
Your  lWeei 

Vour  pious  pleafure,  while  ; 
lucre. fin?  with  the  ]  ra 
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2  Great  is  the  Lord  •,  and  works  unknov 
Are  his  divine  employ  : 

But  ftill  his  faints  are  near  his  throne, 
His  treafure  and  his  joy. 

3  Heav'n,  earth,  and  fca  confefs  his  hand  ; 
He  bids  the  vapours  rife ; 

Lightning  and  ftorrn  at  his  command 
Sweep  through  the  founding  fides.  \ 

4  All  pow'r  that  gods  or  kings  have  claim'd 
Is  found  with  him  alone ; 

it  Heathen  Gods  fhould  ne'er  be  nam'd 
Where  our  Jehovah  s  known. 

;  Which  of  the  flocks  or  ftones  they  trufc 

Can  give  them  ihow'rs  of  rain  ? 
In  vain  they  worfhip  glitt'ring  duft, 

And  pray  to  gold  in  vain. 

6  [Thcfir  gods  have  tongues  that  cannot  talk, 
Such  as  their  makers  gave  ; 

Their  feet  were  ne'er  deiignM  to  walk; 
Nor  hands  have  pow'r  to  fave. 

7  Blind  are  their  eyes,  their  ears  are  deaf, 
Nor  hear  when  nxortak  pray  ; 

Mortals,  jthat  :cf, 
Are  blind  and  deaf  as  they.] 

3  O  Britain,  know  thy  living  God, 
Serve  him  with  faith  and  fear ; 

He  makes  thy  churches  his  abode. 
And  claims  thine  honours  there. 

PSALM     CXXX  VI.     Common  M, 

\-  Winders  of  Creation,   Providence,   Redemption 
Ifraely  and  Salvation  of  his  People. 

i    £~^\  IVE  thanks  to  God  the  fovVergn  Lord ; 

\^y  "  His  mercies  ftill  endure." 
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And  be  the  King  of  k 
u  His  truth  is  ever  fui 

2  What  wonders  hath  his  wifdom  done  ! 

"  How  mighty  is  his  hand  !" 
Hea\'n,  earth  and  Tea,  he  frum'd  alone  : 

11  How  wide  is  his  command  !" 

3  The  iun  fupplies  the  day  with  light : 

"  How  bright  his  counfels  thine  !" 
The  moon  and  ftars  adorn  the  night  : 

u  His  works  are  all  divine." 

4  [He  (truck  the  fons  of  Egypt  dead  : 

"  How  dreadful  is  his  rod  !" 
And  thence  with  joy  his  people  led  : 

"  How  graciou.s  is  our  "God  !" 
c  He  cleft  the  fuelling  fea  in  two  ; 

M  His  arm  is  great  in  might  :" 

And  gave  the  tribes  a  paflSge  thro'; 
"  His  powV  and  grace  unite." 

6  But  Pharaoh's  army  there  he  drown'd  ; 
"  How  glorious  are  his  wavs  \'9 

And  brought  his  faints  thro*  defart  grouiK 
((  Eternal  be  his  praife. 

7  Great  monarchs  fell  Bene  th  his  ha&d  ; 
u  Victorious  is  his  fwoi 

L While  Ifra'l  took  the  promisM  land  : 
"  And  faithful  is  his  word."] 

th  ;  nation?  dead  in  (in  j 
11  He  felt  his  pity  m<r 

How  fad  the  ftate  the  world  was  in  ! 

"  How  boundlefs  was  bis  h 

I  le  fent  to  fave  us  from  our  w< 

,f  H;s  go<>dnefs  never  Fails R  b 
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From  death,  and  hell,  and  ev'ry  foe  ; 
And  ft  ill  his  grace  prevails.'' 

tc  Give  thanks  to  God,  the  heav'nly  king ; 
"  His  mercies  ftill  endure" 

Let  the  whole  earth  his  praifes  fing  ; 
u  His  truth  is  ever  fure." 

P  S  A  L  M  CXXXVI.     As  148th  JfjShxu 

1  4T^\  IVE  thanks  to  God  moft  high, 
\JP~  The  univerfai  Lord  ! 
The  fov'reign  King  of  kings  \ 
And  be  his  grace  ador'd. 

"  His  pow'r  and  grace 
"  Are  ftill  the  fame  ; 
"  And  let  his  name 

"  Have  endlefs  praife." 

2  How  mighty  is  his  hand  ! 
What  wonders  hath  he  done  ! 

He  form'd  the  earth  and  feas, 
And  fpread  the  heav'ns  alone. 

"  Thy  mercy,  Lord, 
"  Shall  ftill  endure  5 
"  And  ever  fure 

"  Abides  thy  word." 

3  His  wifdom  fram'd  the  fun 
To  crown  the  day  with  light ; 
The  moon  and  twinkling  ftars, 
To  cheer  the  darkfome  night, 

"  His  pow'r  and  grace 
«  Are  ftill  the  fame  ; 
<c  And  let  his  name 

u  Have  endlefs  praife," 
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[He  fmote  the  ilrft-born  f! 

The  Sower  of  Egypt  dead  •, 
And  thence  his  chofen  tribes 

With  joy  and  glory  led. 

"   Thy  mercy,  Lord, 
«  Shall  ftill  endure  ; 
u  And  ever  fore 

"  Abides  thy  word/' 

5  His  powV  and  lifted  rod 
Cleft  the  Red-Sea  in  tv 

And  for  his  people  ma 

A  wondVous  paiTage  thro'. 
"  His  pow'r  and  grace 
w  Are  ftill  the  fame  ; 
u  And  let  his  name 

"  Have  endleis  praiil 
6  But  cruel  Pharaoh  there 

With  all  his  hoft  he  drown'd, 

And  brought  his  Iira'l  fafe 
Thro'  a  long  de'fart  ground.  - 

t€  Thy  mercy,  Lord, 
«  Shall  ftill  endure  5 
11  And  ever  fure 

11  Abides  thy  word." 

Pause, 

The  kin^s  of  Canaan  fell 
Beneath  his  dreadful  hand  ; 
While  his  own  fervants  took 
PofTellion  of  their  land. 

M  His  pow'r  and  grace 
"  Are  ftill  the  fame  ; 
"  And  let  his  name 

"  Have  en  die  is  praife."] 
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8  He  faw  the  nations  lie 

All  perifhing  in  fin, 

And  pity'd  the  fad  ftate 
The  ruin'd  world  was  in. 

"  Thy  mercy  Lord, 
«  Shall  ftill  endure ; 
"  And  ever  fure 

u  Abides  thy  word. 

9  He  fent  his  only  Son 
To  fave  us  from  our  woe^ 
From  Satan,  fin  and  death* 

And  ev'ry  hurtful  foe. 
"  His  pow'r  and  grace 
11  Are  ftill  the  fame  \ 
"  And  let  his  name 

"  Have  endlefs  praife. • 

*o  Give  thanks  aloud  to  God, 

To  God  the  heav'nly  King : 
And  let  the  fpacious  earth 
His  works  and  glories  fing 

"  Thy  mercy  Lord, 
"  Shall  ftill  endure  ; 
"  And  ever  fure 

<*  Abides  thy  word.5' 

PSALM  CXXXVI.     Abridged.     Long  Metre.  | 

i    f~^\  IVE  to  our  God  immortal  praife  ! 
\jJT  Mercy  and  truth  are  all  his  ways ; 
€t  Wonders  of  grace  to  God  belong, 
u  Repeat  his  mercies  in  your  fong. 

2  Give  to  the  Lord  of  lords  renown, 

The  King  of  kings  with  glory  crown ; 
"  His  mercies  ever  ftiall  endure 

c<  When  lords  and  kings  are  known  no    mere. 
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lit  the*  earth,  be  fpread  the 
I  [\\\\  the  (tarry  lights  en  high  i 

"   \\  God  bel 

"  Repeat  his  mercies  in  your  long. 

4  He  fills  the  fun  with  morning  light, 
He  bids  the  moon  direct  the  night : 
u  His  mercies  ever  mall  endure, 
"  When  funs  and  moons  mall  fhine  no  mo: 

;  The  Jews  he  freed  from  Pharaoh's  hand, 
And  brought  them  to  the  promis'd  land  : 
"  Wonders  of  grace  to  God  belo 
"  Repeat  his  mercies  in  your  fong- 

le  faw  the  Gentiles  dead  in  fin, 

And  felt  his  pity  work  within  : 

"  His  mercies  ever  {hall  endure, 

il  When  death  and  fin  fhall  reign  no  more. 

7  He  fent  his  Son  with  pow'r  to  fave 
From  guilt  and  darknefs,  and  the  grave  \ 

u  Wonders  of  grace  to  God  belong, 
"  Repeat  his  mercies  in  your  fong. 

Uhrcf  this  vain  world  he  guides  our  feet, 
And  leads  us  to  I  it : 

11  H:s  mercies  e\  ifre, 
J<  When  this  vain  world  I 

P  S  A  L  M  CXXXVIII. 

W.. HI  praii  ig  ; 

e  the  fong 

church  their  care, 
s  there  : 
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While  holy  zeal  directs  my  eyes 
To  thy  fair  temple  in  the  ikies.] 

3  I'll  fing  thy  truth  and  mercy,  Lord, 
1*11  fing  the  wonders  of  thy  word  ; 
Not  all  thy  works  and  names  below 

So  much  thy  pow'r  and  glory  mow. 

4  To  God  I  cry'd  when  troubles  rofe  ; 
He  heard  me,  and  fubdu'd  my  foes  ; 
He  did  my  rifing  fears  controul, 

And  ftrength  diffus'd  thro'  all  my  foul. 

5  The  God  of  heaven  maintains  his  ftate, 
Frowns  on  the  proud,  and  fcorns  the  grea*  ; 
Bvt  from  his  throne  defcends  to  fee 

The  fons  of  humble  poverty. 

6  Amidft  a  thoufand  fnares  I  ftand, 

Upheld  and  guarded  by  thy  hand  ; 
Thy  words  my  fainting  foui  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  undertakes 

Eternal  mercy  ne'er  for  fakes.11 

PSALM     CXXXIX.  FirJ  Pert.  Long  Metre. 

The  All-feting  God. 

i    T     ORD,  thou  haft  fearch'd  and  feen  me  thro', 
JLj   Thine  eye  commands  with  piercing  view 
My  rifing  and  my  refting  hours, 
My  heart  and  flefh  with  all  their  powVs. 

2  My  thoughts,  before  they  are  my  own> 
Are  to  my  God  diftinflly  known  ; 
He  knows  the  words  I  mean  to  fpeakx 

Ere  from  my  op'ning  lips  they  break. 
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3  Within  thy  circling  power  I  (land  j 
On  tVry  tide  I  line!  thy  hand, 
Awake,  afleep,  at  home,  abroad, 
I  am  furrounded  itill  with  God. 

4  Amazing  knowledge  !  vaft  and  great  ! 
What  large  extent  !  what  lofty  height  ! 

My  foul  with  all  the  pow'rs  I  boaft 
Is  in  the  boundlefs  profpect  loll. 

5  u  O  may  thefe  thoughts  poflefs  my  bread, 
u  Where'er  I  rove,  where'er  I  reft ! 
"  Nor  let  my  weaker  paffions  dare 
"  Confent  to  fin,  for  God  is  there." 

Pause  I. 

6  Could  I  fo  falfe,  fo  faithlds  prove, 
To  quit  thy  fervice  and  thy  love, 
Where,  Lor  J,  could  I  thy  prefence  ihun, 
Or  from  thy  dreadful  glory  run  ! 

7  If  up  to  heav'n  I  take  my  flight, 
rFis  there  thou  dwell'll  tnthron'd  in  light  \ 
Or  dive  to  hell,  there  veng'ance  reigns, 
And  Satan  groans  beneath  thy  chains. 

3  If  mounted  on  a  morning  ray 
1  fly  beyond  the  Weftern  Sea, 
Thy  fwifter  hand  would  iirfl  arrive, 
And  there  arreft  thy  fugitive, 

9  Or  fhould  I  try  to  lhun  thy  light 
Beneath  the  fpreading  veil  of  night, 
One  glance  oi  thine,  one  piercing  ray, 
Would  kindle  darknefs  intr  day. 

10  a  O  may  thefe  thoughts  poiTefs  my  breair 

(  Where'er  I  rove,  where'er  I  rtft  I 
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u  Nor  let  my  weaker  pafilons  dare 
"  Confent  to  fin,  for  God  is  there. 

Pause  II. 

1 1  The  veil  of  night  is  no  difguife, 

No  fcreen  from  thy  all-fearching  eyes  ; 
Thy  hand  can  feize  thy  foes  as  foon 

Thro'  midnight  {hades  as  blazing  neon. 

r  2  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. 

13"  O  may  thefe  thoughts  pofTefs  my  breaft, 
"  Where'er  I  rove,  where'er  I  reft  ! 
"  Nor  let  my  weaker  paffions  dare 
"  Confent  to  fin,  for  God  is  there. 

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

The  Wonderful  Formation  of  Man. 

1  TT1WAS  from  thy  hand,  my  God,  I  came, 
A  work  of  fuch  a  curious  frame  \ 

In  me  thy  fearful  wonders  fhine, 
And  earth  proclaims  thy  fkill  divine. 

2  Thine  eyes  did  all  my  limbs  furvey, 
Which  yet  in  dark  confuficn  lay  ; 
Thou  fawYt  the  daily  growth  they  took, 

Forrn'd  by  the  mod»l  of  thy  book. 

3  By  thee  my  growing  parts  were  nam'd, 
And  what  thy  fov'reign  counfels  fram'd, 
(The  breathing  lungs,  the  beating  heart,) 

Was  copy'd  with  unerring  art. 

4  At  laft  to  fhew  my  Maker's  name, 
God  ftamp'd  his  image  on  my  frame, 
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And  in  fom  nicnt  ioin'd 
The  finifli'd  members  to  the»mmd. 

j  There  tho  young  feeds  of  thought  began, 
And  all  the  paffiori*  of  the  man  ; 
Great  God,  our  infant  nature  p 
Immortal  tribute  to  thy  praife. 

Pai: 

!   Lonfj  (Trice  in  my  advancing  ag^ 

I've  acled  on  life's  bufy  ftage, 
Thy  thoughts  of  love  to  me  furmoant 

The  pow'r  of  numbers  to  recount. 

j  I  could  furvey  the  ocean  o'er, And  count  each  land  that  makes  the  fhore, 

Before  my  fwifteft  thoughts  could  trace 
The  nunvrous  wonders  of  thy  grace, 

8  The(e  on  my  heart  are  (kill  impreft, 
With  thefe  I  give  my  eyes  to  reft ; 
And  at  my  waking  hour  I  find 
God  and  his  love  poflefs  my  mind. 

PSALM    CXXXIX.    Third  Part.     Long  Metre. 

Sincerity  pfofeffidf   and   Grace    tried :    or,    The   heart* 
(torching  God. 

i    "TK  /B"  V  God,  what  inward  grief  I  feel 
XVi    When  impious  men  tranfgrefs  thy  will f 
I  mourn  to  hear  thtir  lips  pfrofane 

Tal  n  'ous  name  in  vaiiu 

2  Does  not  my  foul  dctefl  xnd  hate 
■  ions  of  malice  and  deceit  ? 

•  atid  the?, 

1  cog  cne. 

J  t  d,  try  every  thought  \ 
Tin  tt  accufe  me  not 

G  c 
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Of  walking  in  a  falfe  difguife, 
I  beg  the  trial  of  thine  eyes. 

4  Doth  fecret  mifchief  lurk  within  ? 
Do  I  indulge  fome  unknown  fin  ? 

O  turn  my  feet  whene'er  I  ftray, 
And  lead  me  in  thy  perfect  way. 

PSALM  CXXXIX.    Firjl  Part.  Common  Metre, 

God  is  every  where. 

1  TN  all  my  vafk  concerns  with  thee. 
In  vain  my  foul  would  try 

To  ihun  thy  prefence,  Lord,  or  flee 
The  notice  of  thine  eye. 

2  Thy  all-furrounding  fight  furvtys 
My  rifing  and  my  reft, 

My  public  walks,  my  private  ways, 
And  fecrets  of  my  breaft. 

3  My  thoughts  lie  open  to  the  Lord, 

Before  they're  form'd  within  ; 
And  ere  my  lips  pronounce  the  word, 

He  knows  the  knfe  I  mean, 

4  O  wend'reus  knowledge  deep  and  high ! 
"Where  can  a  creature  hide  ! 

Within  thy  circling  arms  I  lie, 

Befet  on  ev'ry  fide. 

5  So  let  thy  grace  furround  me  ftiH, 
And  like  a  bulwark  prove, 

To  guard  my  foul  from  cv'ry  ill, 
Secured  by  fov'rcign  love. 

Pause. 

6  Lord,  where  .ftv/ii  guilty  fouls  retire, 

Forgotten  and  unknown  ! 
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In  hell  they  meet  thy  dreadful  fire, 

In  heav'n  thy  glorious  throne. 

7  Should  I  fupprefs  my  vital  breath, 

To  'fcape  thy  wrath  divine, 
Thy  voice  could  break  the  bars  of  death, 

And  make  the  grave  refign. 

3  If  wingM  with  beams  of  morning-light, 
I  fly  beyoml  the  weft. 

Thy  hand,  which  mult  fupport  my  flight, 
\Vould  loon  betray  my  reft. 

9  If  o'er  my  fins  I  think  to  draw 
The  curtains  of  the  nighr, 

Thofe  llaming  eyes  that  guard  thy  law 
Would  turn  the  flisdes  to  light. 

:oThe  beams  of  noon,  the  midnight  hour, 
Are  both  alike  to  thee  : 

O  may  I  ne'er  provoke  that  pow'r, From  which  I  cannot  flee. 

PSALM  CXXXIX.     &«/;</  Ffrt.    Co.:. 

*Ihe  Wtfdom  of  Gci  in  the  Formation  *f  M* 

i    ksTtlBN  I  with  plcafing  wonder  ftand. 

VV     ̂ nc*  a^  ni7  frame  i jrvey, 

Lord,  'tis  thy  works  j   I  own  thy  hand 
Thus  built  my  humble  clay. 

a  Thy  Uani  my  heart  and  reins  poneit, 
Where  u  a  born  nature  grew  ; 

Thy  wifdom  all  my  feiturcfi  trae'd, 
And  all  my  members  drew  > 

Thine  eye  with  njeeft  care  furveyM art  y 

Till  the  w'.\:le  iihcnvj  I 

>  copy'd  bj Ccz 
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4  Heav'n,  earth,  and  fea,  and  fire,  and  wind, 
Shew  me  thy  wond'rous  fkill ; 

But  I  review  myfelf  and  find 
Diviner  \rondcrs  ftill. 

5  Thy  awful  glories  round  me  fliine, 
My  flefh  proclaims  thy  praife  ; 

Lord,  to  thy  works  of  nature  join 
Thy  miracles  of  grace. 

PS  ALM    CXXXIX.    14,   17,   18.     Third  Part. 
Common  Metre. 

The  Mercies  cf  God  Innumerable. 

An  Evening  Pfalm. 

1  "        ORD,  when  I  count  thy  mercies  o'er, 
Ji_j  They  ftrike  me  with  furprife  ; 
Not  all  the  fands  that  fpread  the  {tore 

To  equal  numbers  rile. 

2  My  flefh  with  fear  and  wonder  fcand?, 
The  product  of  thy  {kill, 

And  hourly  bieffing>  from  thy  hands 
Thy  thoughts  of  love  reveal. 

3  Thefe  on  my  heart  by  night  I  keep ; 
Hew  kind,  how  dear  to  me  ! 

O  may  the  hour  that  ends  my  fleep 
Still  find  my  thoughts  with  thee. 

P  S  A  L  M     CXLI.     2,  3,  4,  5- 

Watchful. nefs  and  Brotherly  Reprorf. 

A  Morning  or  Evening  PJkim. 

"Y  God,  accept  my  early  vows, 
^  Like  morning  incenfe  in  thine  houfe: 

And  let  my  nightly  worfhip  rift 

Sweet  like  the  ev'ning  (acriiice. 
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2  Watch  o'er  my  lips,  and  guard  them,  Lord, 
From  evYy  raih  and  beedlefs  wood  \ 
Nor  let  my  feet  incline;  to  tread 
Tke  guilty  path  where  {loners  lead. 

3  O  may  the  righteous,  when  I  ftray, 

Smite  and  reprove  my  waud'ring  way  ; 
Tkcif  gentle  words,  like  ointment  fixed, 
Shall  never  bruife,  but  cheer  my  head. 

4  When  I  behold  them  prefl  with  grief, 

Pit  cry  to  heav'ii  for  their  relief ; 
And  by  my  warm  petitions  prove 
How  much  I  prize  their  faithful  love. 

P  S  A  L  M     CXLU. 

God  is  the  Hope  of  tie  Helplefs. 

i    r  |  10  God  I  made  my  fprrows  knowxfj 
From  God  I  fought  relief ; 

In  long  complaints  before  his  throne 

I  pour'd  out  alL  iny  grief.. 

2  My  foul  was  overwhelmed  with  Wots, 

My  heart  began  to  break  -, 
My  God,  who  all  my  burdens  knows* 

He  knows  the  way  I  take. 

3  On  e\'ry  fide,  I  cart  mine  eye, 
And  found  my  helpers  gone, 

While  friends  and  Grangers  paft  me  by 
Neglected  or  unknown. 

4  Then  did  I  raHe  a  louder  cry, 

And  call'd  tBry  niercy  i 
u  ThoU  art  my  portion  when  I  die, 

"  Be  thou  my  refuge  here/' 

j  Lord,  I  am  brought  exceeding 
Now  let  thine  t  ir 

C  t   ; 
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And  make  my  foes  who  vex  me  know 

I've  an  Almighty  foeadi 

6  From  my  fad  prifon  fet  me  free. 
Then  ihull  I  praife  thy  name, 

And  holy  men  (hall  join  with  me, 
Thy  kincnefs  to  proclaim. 

P  S  A  L  M     CXLIIL 

Complaint  cf  hej-vy  AfftiHiortS  in  Mind  and  Body. 

1  Tk  yFY  righteous  Judge,  my  gracious  God, 
XV A   Hear  when  I  fpread  my  hands  abroad, 
And  cry  for  iuccour  from  thy  throne, 
0  make  thy  truth  and  mercy  known. 

2  Let  judgment  not  againft  me  pafs  ; 
Behold  thy  fervant  pleads  thy  grace : 
Should  jutlice  call  us  to  thy  bar, 
No  man  alive  is  guiklefs  there. 

3  Look  down  in  pity,  Lord,  and  fee 
The  mighty  woes  that  burden  me ; 
Down  to  the  dufl  my  life  is  brought, 

Like  one  long  bury'd  and  forgot. 
4  I  dwell  in  darknefs  and  urifeen, 

My  heart  is  defolate  within  \ 
My  thoughts  in  mufing  filence  trace 
The  ancient  wonders  of  thy  grace. 

5  Thence  I  derive  a  glimpfe  of  hope 
To  bear  my  finking  fpirits  up ; 
1  ftreteh  my  hand  to  God  again, 
And  thirft  like  parched  lands  for  rain* 

6  For  thee  I  thirft,  I  pray,  I  mourn  ; 

When  will  thy  fmi'ing  face  return  ? 
Shad  all  my  joys  on  earth  remove  y 
And  God  for  ever  hide  his  love  ? 
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7  My  God,  thy  tas  to  Give, 

Will  fink  thy  pris'ner  to  the  gra 
My  heart  grows  faiot,  n  mine  eye  j 

to  help  before  I  die. 

8  The  night  is  iritncfi  to  my  tears, 
Diitremng  pains,  di&rdfing  fears  ; 
O  might  1  hear  thy  morning  vc 

How  would  my  weary'd  powers  rcjqj 
f)  In  thee  I  truft,  to  thee  I  1 

And  lift  my  heavy  ioul  on  high  ; 
For  thee  fit  waiting  all  the  day, 
And  wear  the  tirefome  hours  away. 

10  Break  off  my  fetters,  Lord,  and  ihow 
Which  is  the  path  my  feet  ihould  go  ; 
If  mares  and  foes  beiet  the  road, 

I*f!ee  to  hide  me  near  my  God. 

1 1  Teach  me  to  do  thy  holy  will, 

And  lead  me  to  thy  heav'nly  hiil  j 
Let  the  good  ipirit  of  thy  love 

Conduct  me  to  thy  courts  above. " 
12  Then  mall  my  foul  no  more  complain^ 
The  then  lliall  rage  in  vain, 
And  iiclli  that  was  my  foe  before, 
Shall  never  s  ::t  more. 

-     PSA  L  M    CXL1 V.     1,  2,    FirJI  P*i  t. 
AJJ[ 

1  T70  .   rd, 

lie  fcn<  rd, 
To  arm  me 

2  V.'  .:e, 
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Infrrufts  me  to  the  heav'nly  fight, 
And  guards  me  thro'  the  war. 

3  A  friend  and  helper  fo  divine 
Doth  my  weak  courage  raife  ; 

He  makes  the  glorious  vicTry  mine, 
And  his  fhall  be  the  praife. 

PSALM  CXL1V.     3,  4,  5,  6.     Second  Part. 

The  vanity  of  Man,  and  Condefcenftsn  of  G^d. 

1  TT     ORD,  what  is  man,  poor  feeble  man, 
\  j   Born  of  the  earth  at  firft  ? 

His  life  a  fhadow,  light  and  vain* 
Still  hading  to  the  dull. 

2  O  what  is  feeble  dying  man, 
Or  any  of  his  race, 

That  Cod  fhould  make  it  his  concern 

To  viiit  him  with  grace  ! 

3  That  God  who  darts  his  lightnings  down, 
Who  makes  the  worlds  above, 

And  mountains  tremble  at  his  frown, 

How  wond'rous  is  his  love  ! 

PSALM  CXLIV.     1 2,_  1 5.     Third  Part 

Grace  above  Riches  ;  or,  The  happy  Nation. 

1  TJ  APPY  the  city,  where  their  fons 
Jjt    Like  pillars  round  a  palace  fet, 

And  daughters  bright  as  poliih'd  ftones, 
Give  ftrength  and  beauty  to  the  ftate. 

2  Happy  the  country,  where  the  fheep, 
Cattle,  and  corn,  have  large  increafc  ; 
Where  men  fecurely  work  or  deep, 
Nor  fons  of  plunder  break  the  peace. 

3  Happy  the  nation  thus  endowed, But  more  divinelv  bteft  arc  thole 

m 
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On  whom  the  all-fufficient  God 

Himfelf  with  all  hus  gmce  bcftows. 

PSAL  M     CXLV.     Long  Metre. 

27v  Great  nefs  of  God, 

1  It    IWY  Ged,  my  King,  thy  various  praife 

JlVX   Shall  fill  the  remnant  of  my  days 
Tiiv  erace  employ  mv  humble  tongue 

Till  death  and  glory  r; 

2  The  wings  of  ev'ty  nour  thrill  bear 
Some  thankful  tribute  to      -  e  ear  •, 

And  ev'ry  letting  fun  ttralJ  tec 
New  works  of  duty  dune  for  thee. 

3  Thy  truth  and  juftice  I'll  proclaim  ; 
Thy  bounty  flows,  an  endlefs  dream  ; 
Thy  mercy  fwift  ;  thine  anger  flow, 
But  dreadful  to  the  ftubbom  foe. 

4  Thy  works  with  fov'reign  glory  fhine, 
And  fpeak  thy  majefty  divine  -, 
Let  Britain  round  her  ihores  proclaim 
The  (bund  and  honour  of  thy  name. 

5  Let  diftant  times  and  nations  raife 
The  long  fucceffion  of  thy  praife  : 
*^nd  unborn  ages  make  my  long 
The  joy  and  labour  of  their  tongue. 

6  But  who  can  fpeak  thy  wond'rous  deeds  ? 
Thy  greatntfs  all  our  thoughts  exceeds  ; 
Vatt  and  unfearchable  thy  ways, 
Vali  and  immortal  be  thy  praife. 

PSALM     CXLV.   i_7>  i  i_n.     F-.Jl  Part. 

The  Grtahufi 

i   T     ONG  as  I  live  Ml  blefs  thy  n*me, 
\  j   My  King,  my  God  of  loi 
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My  work  and  joy  fhall  be  the  fame, 
In  the  bright  world  above. 

2  Great  is  the  Lord,  his  pow'r  unknown, 
And  let  his  praife  be  great : 

I'll  fing  the  honours  of  thy  throne, 
Thy  works  of  grace  repeat. 

3  Thy  grace  (hall  dwell  upon  my  tongue  ̂  
And  while  my  lips  rejoice, 

The  men  that  hear  my  iacred  fong 
Shall  join  their  cheerful  voice. 

4  Fathers  to  fons  (hall  teach  thy  name, 
And  children  learn  thy  ways  j 

Ages  to  come  thy  truth  proclaim,, 
And  nations  found  thy  praife, 

5  Thy  glorious  deeds  of  ancient  date 

Shall  thro'  the  world  be  known  ; 

Thine  arm  of  pow'r,  thy  heav'niy  flare. 
With  public  fplendor  fhown. 

t  The  world  is  manag'd  by  thy  hands, 
Thy  faints  are  ritl'd  by  love ;. 

And  thitie  eternal  kingdom  flands, 
Though  rocks  and  hills  remove- 

PSALM     CXLV.     7,  &c.  Seec;idr*rK 

The  Goodnefs  cf  God. 

j    C*  WEST  is  the  mem'ry  of  thy  grace, 

£3   My  God,  my  heav'nly  King  j 
L?t  age  to-  age  thy  right eoufnefs 

In  founds  of  elorv  fing. 

2   God  reigns  on  high,  but  not  confines 

His  gpodnefs  to  the  ikies  •, 
Through  tiie  whole  earth  his  bounty  fhines, 

And  ev'ry  want  i  implies. 
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3  With  longing  eyes  thy  creatures  waft 
On  thee  for  daily  food, 

Thy  lib'rai  hand  provides  their  meat, 
And  fiijs  their  mouths  with  good. 

4  How  kind  are  thy  companions,  Lord  ! 
How  flow  thine  anger  moves  ! 

But  foon  he  fends  his  pard'ning  word To  cheer  the  fouls  he  loves. 

r   Creatures,  with  ail  their  endlefs  race, 

Thy  pow'r  and  praife  proclaim  ; 
But  faints,  that  tafte  thy  richer  grace, 

Dtlight  to  blefs  thy  name. 

PSALM  CXLV.     14,   17,  fcc,     Third  Pan. 

Mercy  ts  Sufferers  ;   or,  God  hearing  Prayer. 

1  Y"     ET  cv'ry  tongue  thy  goodnefs  fpeak, 
J|   I   Thou  fov'rcign  Lord  of  all ; 
Thy  ftrength'ning  hands  uphold  the  weak, 

And  raife  the  poor  that  fail. 

2  When  forrow  bows  the  fpirit  down, 
Or  virtue  lies  diftreft 

Beneath  fome  proud  opprellbr's  frown, 
Thou  giv'ft  the  mourners  reft. 

3  The  Lord  fupports  our  tott'ring  days, 
And  guides  our  giddy  yquth  : 

Holy  and  juii  are  ail  his  ways, 
And  all  hifl  worth  arc  truth. 

4  He  knows  the  pain  his  fervants  fez}) 
He  hears  his  children  cry, 

And  their  beft  wi  flics  to  fulfil 

His  grace  is  ever  nigh. 

!  mercy  never  (hall  removj 
From  men  of  heart  lincere  : 
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He  faves  the  fouls,  whofe  humble  love 

Is  join'd  with  holy  fear. 

6  [His  ftubborn  foes  his  fword  (hall  flay, 
;\nd  pierce  their  hearts  with  pain  ; 

But  none  that  ferve  the  Lord  (hall  fay, 

u  They  fought  his  aid  in  vain."] 

7  [My  lips  {hall  dwell  upon  his  praife, 
And  fpread  his  fame  abroad  ; 

Let  all  the  fons  of  Adam  raife 

The  honours  of  their  God.] 

PSALM    CXLVI.     LongMetr.e. 

Praife  to  God  for  his  Goodnefs  and  Truth. 

i    TTJ RAISE  ye  the  Lord,  my  heart  fhall  join 
In  work  fo  pleafant,  fo  divine  ; 

Now  whiJe  the  fieih  is  mine  abode, 

And  when  my  foul  afcends  to  God. 

2  Praile  fhall  employ  my  nobleft.  pov/rs, 
While  immortality  endures  ; 

My  days  of  praire  fhall  ne'er  be  pafc, 
While  life  and  thought  and  being  laft. 

3  Why  fhould  I  make  a  man  my  truft  ? 
Princes  mud  die  and  turn  to  dull ; 

Their  breath  departs,  their  poir.p  and  powV 
And  thoughts  all  vanifh  in  an  hour. 

4  Happy  the  man  whofe  hopes  rely 
On  IfraTs  God :  He  made  the  iky, 
And  earth  and  feas,  with  all  their  train. 
And  none  {hall  find  his  promife  vain. 

5  His  truth  for  ever  (Lands  fecurc  : 

He  faves  th'  oppreft,  hr  feed*  .' 
He  fends  the  lab'ri  c.\ 

And  grants  the  pris'nei  fw  tics 
3 
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6  The  Lord  hath  eyes  to  give  the  blind  -, 
The  Lord  fupports  the  finking  mind  ; 
He  helps  the  itranger  in  diftrefs, 
The  widow  and  the  fatherlefs. 

7  He  loves  his  faints,  he  knows  them  well, 
But  turns  the  wicked  down  to  hell  : 

Thy  God,  O  Zion,  ever  reigns  ; 
Praife  him  in  everlafting  ftrains. 

PSAL  M     CXLVI.     As  the   113th  Pfalir. 

Praife  to  God  for  his  Goodncfs  and  Truth. 

1  '  T  'LL  praife  my  Maker  with  my  breatli  \ 
JL    And  when  my  voice  is  loft  in  death, 

Praife  {hall  employ  my  nobler  powVs  \ 

My  days  of  praife  (hall  ne'er  be  paft, 
While  life  and  thought  and  being  lad, 

Or  immortality  endures. 

2  Why  mould  I  make  a  man  my  truft  ? 
Princes  muft  die  and  turn  to  daft  : 

Vain  is  the  help  pf  flcfli  and  bio 
ir  breath  :!ieir  pom 
thoughts  all  vanifh  m 

Nor  can  they  make  their  prornii 

3  Happy  the  man  whofe  hopes  rely 
On  IfraTs  God  :  I 

I  earth  and  feas,  with  all  the 
His  truth  for  ever  ftai  ire: 

He  favrs  th'  oppteft,  I  >or, 
nd  none  (hail  find dind$ 

He 
1 

Dd 



3 14  PSAL  M     CXLVIL 

5;  He  loves  his  faints,  he  knows  them  well, 
But  turns  the  wicked  down  to  hell : 

Thy  God,  O  Zion,  ever  reigns : " 
Let  ev'ry  tongue,  let  ev'ry  age, 
In  this  exalted  work  engage  : 

Praife  him  in  evertafting  (trains. 

6  I'll  praife  him  while  he  lends  me  breath,  • 
And  when  my  voice  is  loft  in  death, 

Praife  (hall  employ  my  nobler  pow'rs  : 
M/  days  of  praife  fhall  ne'er  be  pair, 
While  life  and  thought  and  being  laft, 

Or  immortality  endures. 

PSALM    CXLVIL     Fir/}  Pari. 

The  Divine  Nature  %  Providence  and  Grace. 

"r^RAlSE  ye  the  Lord :  'tis  good  to  raife Our  hearts  and  voices  in  his  praife  : 
His  nature  and  his  works  invite 

To  make  this  duty  our  delight. 

2  The  Lord  builds  up  Jerusalem, 
And  gathers  nations  to  his  name : 
His  mercy  melts  the  ftubborn  foul, 
And  makes  the  broken  fpirit  whole. 

3  He  form'd  the  ftars,  thofc  heav'nly  flames, He  counts  their  numbers,  calls  their  names  r 

His  wifdom's  vaft,  and  knows  no  bound, 

A  deep  wher^  ail  our  thoughts  are  drown'd 

4  Great  is  our  Lord,  and  great  his  might ; 
And  all  his  glories  infinite  : 
He  crewns  the  meek,  rewards  the  juft 
And  treads  the  wicked  to  the  duft. 

Pause. 

5  Sing  to  the  Lord,  exalt  him  high, 
Who  fpr?ads  hJs  clouds  all  round  the  fkj 
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re  he  prepares  the  fruitful  r 
the  drops  defcend  m  \ 

6  He  makes  the  gjrafs  the  hills  adorn, 
A:ul  clothes  the  fmiling  fiel 
The  beads  with  food  his  hands  lupp 
And  the  young  tt  cry. 

7  What  is  the  creature's  (kill  or  force, 
The  fprightly  man,  the  warlike  horl 
The  nimble  wit,  the  active  limb  ! 
All  are  too  mean  delights  for  hi] 

8  But  faints  are  lovely  in  his  fight ; 
He  views  his  children  with  delight ; 
He  fees  their  hope,  he  knows  their  fear, 
And  looks  and  loves  his  image  there. 

P  S  A  L  M.     CXLVII.     Second  Part. 

Summer  and  Winter. 

A  Song  for  Great  Britain. 

i    f~\  Britain,  praife  thy  mighty  Qod, 
\^jr   And  msksrhis  honours  known  abroad  ; 
He  bid  the  ocean  round  thee  How  : 

Not  bars  of  brafs  could  guard  thee  fo. 

,2  Thy  children  are  fecure  and  blclV! 
Thy  (hares  have  peace,  thy  cities  reft  \ 

*  He  feeds  thy  ions  with  finefl  wh 
And  adds  his  blcfiing  to. their  ra 

by  changing  fcafons  lie  ordains, 
Thine  early  and  thy  Litter  rains  : 
His  Rakes  of  fno\i  lik<  wo<  1  h< 

And  thus  the  fringing  corn  defen 

;  With  In  .  ground  ; 

His  hail  descends  with  clattering  found  ; 
Where  is  the  man  fo  vainly  bold, 

fy  his  dreadful  col 
D  d   2  . 
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5  He  bids  the  fouthem  breezes  blow  ; 
The  ice  difiblvcs,  the  waters  flow : 

But  he  hzA\  nobler  works  and  ways 
To  call  the  Britons  to  his  praiie. 

6  To  all  the  ifle  his  laws  are  {hown  ; 

His  gofpel  through  the  nation  known  *, 
He  hath  not  thus  revealM  his  word 

To  ev'ry  land  :  Praife  ye  the  Lord. 

PSALM   CXLVII.  7_9>  13—18.  Com.  Met. 

The  Seafom  of  the  Tear. 

TTH  fongs  and  honours  founding  loud 
Addrefs  the  Lord  on  high  5 

Over  the  heaVns  he  fpreads  his  cloud, 
And  waters  veil,  the  iky. 

2  He  fends  his  fhow'rs  cf  bleflmg  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, 
Ha  he?.rs  the  ravens  cry ; 

But  man,  who  taft.es  his  rmeft  wheat, 
Should  raife  his  honours  high. 

4  "His  fteady  counfels  change  the  face Of  the  declining  year  $ 
He  bids  the  fun  cut  fiiort  his  race, 

And  wint'ry  days  appear. 

5  His  hoary  frofk,  his  fleecy  {now, 
Dcfcend  and  clothe  the  ground  : 

T.     liquid  ft  reams  forbear  to  flow. 
In  icy  fetters  bound. 

6  When  from  his  dreadful  {lores  on  high 

tie  pours  the  rattling  hail, 
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wretch  ti:  Us  God  defy 
Shall  find  his  courage  fail. 

7  He  lends  his  itford  and  melts  the  (how, 
The  fields  no  longer  mourn  : 

lie  calls  the  warmer  gales  to  blow, 
And  bi.ls  the  fpring  return. 

8  The  changing  wind,  the  flying  cloud, 
Obey  his  mighty  word  : 

Witli  longs  and  honours  founding  load, 
Praife  ye  the  fovYeign  Lord. 

P  S  A  L  M     CXLVIII.     Proper  Metre. 

Praife  to  God  from  all  Creatures. 

1  'y^TE<  tribes  of  Adam,  join 
1       With  heav'n  and  earth  and  feas, 

And  offer  notes  divine 

To  your  Creator's  praife. 
Ye  holy  throng 
Of  angels  bright, 
In  worlds  of  light, 
Begin  the  fong. 

2  Thou  (un  with  dazzling  r.: 
And  moon  that  rules  the  night. 

Shine  to  your  Maker's  praife, 
"With  flars  of  twinkling  light. 

His  pow'r  declare,  * 
Ye  floods  on  high 
And  clouds  that  fly 
In  empty  air. 

]  The  duning  worlds  above- 
In  glorious  order  ftand, 
Or  in  fwift  courfcs  move 

By  his  fupreme  command Dd  3 
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He  fpake  the  word, 
And  all  their  frame 
From  nothing  came 

To  praiie  the  Lord 

4  He  mov'd  their  mighty  wheels 
In  unknown  ages  part, 
And  each  his  word  fulfils 
While  time  and  nature  laft. 

In  different  ways 
His  works  proclaim 

His  wond'rous  name, 
And  ipeak  his  praife. 

Pause. 

5  Let  all  the  earth-born  race> 
And  monfters  of  the  deep, 
The  fTfh  that  cleave  the  feas*. 

Or  in  their  bofom  fleep, 
From  fea  and  fhore 

Their  tribute  pay, 
And  Rill  difplay 

Their  Maker's  powY. 

6  Ye  vapours,  hail  and  Inow, 
Praife  ye  th/  almighty  Lord> 
And  ftormy  winds  that  blow 
To  execute  his  word. 

When  lightnings  fhine, 
Or  thunders  roar, 
Let  earth  adore 
His  hand  divine. 

n  Ye  mountains  near  the  fkies, 

With  lofty  ced..rs  there, 
And  trees  of  humbler  fize, 

That  fruit  in  plenty  bear  i 
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Beafts  wild  and  tame, 
Birds,  flies,  and  worms, 
In  various  forms, 
Exalt  his  name. 

3  Ye  kings,  and  judges,  fear, 

The  Lord,  the  ibv'reign  King  5 
And  while  you  rule  us  here, 

His  heav'nlv  honours  fing : Nor  let  the  dream 

Of  pow'r  and  ftate 
Make  you  forget 

His  pow'r  fupreme. 

9  Virgins  and  youths,  engage 
To  found  his  praife  divine, 
While  irifmcy  and  age 

Their  feeble  voices  join  :' 
Wide  as  he  reigns 
His  name  be  iung 

By  ev'ry  tongue, In  endlefs  (trains^ 

10  Let  all  the  nations  fear 

The  God  that  rules  above; 

He  brings  his  people  near, 
And  m  ikes  them  taite  his  love  j, 

While  earth  and  iky, 
Attempt  his  praife, 
His  faints  ihall  raife 

His  honours  high.  « 

PSALM    CXLVIII.    Paraphrafedin  Long  Metre. 

Univerfal  Praife  to  God. 

L OUD  hallelujahs  to  the  Lord,- I   From  diitant  worlds  where  creatures  dwell ; 
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et  heav'n  begin  the  fblerru,  word, 
nd  found  it  dreadful  down  to  hell. 

Note,  This  Ffalm  may  be  Jung  to  the  tune  of '  tl\ 
\ 1  2th>  or  i  27  th  Pfdhri)  tftkefe  two  lines  be  added  to  e~ 
veryjlanzay  (viz.) 

Each  of  his  works  his  name  dlfplays, 

But  they  can  ne'er  fulfil  his  praife. 

Other  wife  it  mujl  be  fun g  to  the  ufual  tunes  of 
Long  Metre. 

2  The  Lord  !  how  abfdlute  he  reigns  ! 

Let  ev'ry  angel  bend  the  knee  •, 
Sing  of  his  iove  in  heav'nly  {trains, 
And  fpeak  how  fierce  his  terrors  be. 

3  High  on  a  throne  his  glories  dwell, 
An  awful  throne  of  ihining  bliis  : 

Fly  through  the  world,  O  lun,  and  tell- 

How  dark  thy  beams  co.npar'd  to  his, 

4  Awake,  ye  tempelts,  and  his  fame 
In  founds  of  .dreadful  praife  declare  : 
And  the  fweet  whifper  of  his  name 

Fill  ev'ry  gentler  breeze  of  air. 

5  Let  clouds,  and  winds,  and  waves,  agree 
io  join  their  praife  with  blazing  fire; 
Let  the  firm  earth  and  rolling  fea, 
In  this  eternal  long  confpire. 

6  Ye  flow'ry  plains  proclaim  his  fk.il!  -9 
Valleys  lie  low  before  his  eye : 

And  let  his  praife  from  ev'ry  hill 
Rife  tuneful  to  the  neighb'ring  fky. 

7  Ye  ftubborn  oaks,  and  {lately  pines, 
Bend  your  high  branches  and  adore : 

Praife  him,  ye  beats,  in  difFrem  {trains': 
The  lamb  muft  bleat,  the  lion  roar.- 
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8  Birds,  ye  rnuft  make  his  prtktfe  your  theme, 
Nature  demands  a  long  from  you : 
While  the.  dumb  rifh  that  cut  th 

Leap  up  and  mean  his  praifes  too. 

Mortals,  can  ycu  refrain  your  tongue, 
When  nature  all  around  you  fings  ? 
O  fir  a  About  from  old  and  young, 
From  humble  (wains  and  lofty  kings ! 

10  Wide  as  his  vaft  dominion  lies 

Make  the  Creator's  name  be  known ; 
Loud  :s  his  thunder  ihout  his  praife, 
And  found  it  lofty  as  his  throne. 

1 1  Jehovah  !  'tis  a  glorious  word  ! 
O  may  it  dwell  on  ev'ry  tongue  ! But  faints  who  belt  have  known  the  Lord 

Are  bound  to  raife  the  nobleft  fong. 

12  Speak  of  the  wonders  of  that  love, 

Which  Gabriel  plays  on  ev'ry  chord ; 
From  all  below,  and  all  above, 
Loud  hallelujahs  to  the  Lord. 

PS  A  L  M    CXLVIIL     Short  Metre. 

Universal  Praife. 

t  "¥"     ET  ev'ry  creature  join 
■    *  To  ̂ rsiie  tV  ̂ tcrn^  ciriA  • 

Ye  lit.iv'i  iy  hulls,  the  fong.begin 
And  found  Ins  name  abrpacl. 

2  Thou  tun  w  ams, 
And  moon  with  paler  rays, 

arry  lights,  ye  twinkling  flames, 

Shine  to  your  Maker's  praife. 

3  He  built  thofe  worlds  above, 

And  h  v'd  their  wond'rous  frame  ; 
By  his    command  they  ftaad  or  move 
An  I  ak  his  name.  t 
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4  Ye  vapours,  when  ye  rife, 

Or  fall  in  fhow'rs  or  fnow, 

Ye  thunders  murm'ring  round  the  Ikies, 
His  pow'r  and  glory  fhow. 

5  Wind,  hail,  and  flafhing  fire, 
Agree  to  praife  the  Lord, 

When  ye  in  dreadful  florins  confpire 
To  execute  his  word. 

6  By  all  his  works  above, 
His  honours  be  expreit, 

But  faints  that  tafte  his  faving  love, 
Should  fing  his  praifes  befh 

Pause  I. 

7  Let  earth  and  ocean  know 
They  owe  their  Maker  praife  ; 

Praife  him  ye  wat'ry  worlds  below,  ' And  monfters  of  the  feas. 

'  VS  From  mountains  near  the  iky 
Let  his  high  praife  refound, 

From  humble  flirubs  and  cedars  high, 
And  vales  and  fields  around. 

9  Ye  lions  of  the  wood, 
And  tamer  beafls  thai  graze, 

Ye  live  upon  his  daily  food 
And  he  expects  your  praife. 

id  Ye  birds  of  lofty  wing, 
On  high  his  praifes  bear  : 

Or  fit  on  flow'ry  boughs,  and  firg 
Your  Maker's  glory  there. 

ii   Ye  creeping  ants  and  worms, 
His  various  wiidom  fhow, 

And  flies  in  all  your  {Lining  i warms, 
Praife  him  that  dreft  vou  (o. 
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\2  \yy  ail  the  earth-bprp  race 
His  honours  be  exprefr, 

But  faints  thai  know  his  heav'nly  grace 
'.  to  praife  him  belt. 

Pause  If, 

1  >   Monarchs  of  wide  command, 

Praife  ye  th'  eternal  King  -> 
Judges  adore  that  fov'reign  h 

Whence  all  your  honours  fpring. 

14  Let  vigorous  youth  engage 
To  found  his  praifes  high  ; 

Wnile  growing  babes  and  withering  age 
Their  feeble  voices  try. 

1 5  United  zeal  be  fhown, 

His  wond'rous  fame  to  raife  ; 
God  is  the  Lord  :  his  name  alone 

Deferves  our  endlefs  praife. 

16  Let  nature  join  with  art, 
And  all  pronounce  him  bleft, 

But  faints  that  dwell  fo  near  his  heart, 
Should  fing  his  praifes  beft. 

*      P  S  A  L  M     CXLIX.  . 

Praife  Gcdy   all  his  Saints  :  or,    The  Saints  judging  the 
World. 

■« 

1  A    LL  ye  that  love  the  Lord  rejoice, 

^"^   And  let  your  fongs  be  r:w  ; 
Amidil  the  church  wit]  ful  yolie, 

His  Liter  wonders  (hew. 

2  The  Jev 

rfs  join  tl- While  Zion  6v 
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3  The  Lord  takes  pleafure  in  the  juft, 
Whom  finners  treat  with  fcorn  ; 

The  meek  that  lie  defpis'd  in  duft, Salvation  (hall  adorn. 

4  Saints  mall  be  joyful  in  their  King 
Ev  n  on  a  dying  bed  : 

And  like  the  foul-  in  glory  fing, 
For  God  fhall  raife  the  dead. 

5  Then  his  high  praife  fhall  fill  their  tongues, 
Their  hand  mail  wield  the  fword : 

And  veng'ance  fhall  attend  their  fongs, 
The  veng'ance  of  the  Lord. 

6  When  Christ  the  judgment-feat  afcends, 
And  bids  the  world  appear, 

Thrones  are  prepaid  for  all  his  friends 

Who  humbly  lov'd  him  here. 

7  Then  fhall  they  rule  with  iron  rod 
Nations  that  dare  rebel : 

And  join  the  fentence  of  their  God, 

On  tyrants  doom'd  to  hell. 

8  The  royal  finners  bound  in  chains 

New  triumphs  fhall  afford  *, 
Such  honour  for  the  faints  remains  : 

Praife  ye,  and  love  the  Lord. 

P  S  A  L  M     CL.     i,  2;  6. 

A  Song  of  Praife. 

i    TN  God's  own  houfe  pronounce  his  praife^ 
His  grace  he  there  reveals  \ 

To  heav'ii  your jov  and  v. 
For  there  his  glory  dwell*. 

i 



DOXOLOGIES. 

£  Let  all  your  facrcd  paflior.s  move, 
While  you  rehearfe  his  deeds  \ 

But  the  great  work  of  laving  ie \ 
Your  higheft  \  raife  exceeds. 

3   All  that  have  motion,  life,  and  breath, 

Proclaim  your  Maker  bleit  •, 
Yet  when  my  voce  expires  in  death, 

My  foul  fliall  praife  h.m  bjft. 

THE  CHRISTIAN  DOXOLOGY. 

Long  Metre, 

TpO  God  the  Father,  God  the  Son, 
And  God  the  Spirit,  Three  in  One, 

Be  honour,  praife,  and  glory  giv*n, 
By  all  on  earth,  and  all  in  heavii. 

Common  Metre. 

LET  Gocl  the  Father,  and  the  S.m 

And  Spirit  be  ador'd, 
Where  there  are  works  to  make  him  known. 

Or  faints  to  love  the  Lord. 

Common  Metre.  Where  the  tunc  inrfttdt 
I. 

THE  God  of  mercy  be  adorM, 
Who  calls  our  fouls  from  death, 

Who  fives  by  his  redeeming  wor 
And  new-creating  breath. 

II. 

T     praife  the  Father  and  the  Son, 
And  Spirit  all  divine, 

The  One  in  Three,  and  Three  i:i  One* 

Let  faints  and  anqels  join. 
Ee 
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Short  Metre. 

YE  angels  round  the  throne, 
And  faints  that  dwell  below, 

Worflup  the  Father,  praife  the  Son, 
And  bleis  the  Spirit  too. 

As  the  113th  Pfalm. 

NOW  to  the  great  and  facrcd  Three, 
The  Father,  Son,  and  Spirit,  be 

Eternal  praife  and  glory  giv  n, 

Thro*  all  the  worlds  where  God  is  known, 
By  all  the  angek  near  the  throne, 

And  all  the  faints. in  earth  and  heav'n. 

As  the  148th  Pfalm. 

TO;God  the  Father's  thro
ne 

Perpetual  hono-irs  raife  5 
Glory  to  God  the  Son, 
To  God  the  Spirit  praife  ; 

With  all  our  pow'rs 
Eternal  King, 

Thy  name  we  fing 
ile  faith  adores, 

THE  END 
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reflorcd,  57.  pardoned,  78, 

BJeiEng  of  God  on  the  bufi- 
nefs  and  comforts  of  life, 127 

Hit  flings  of  a  family,  12 3, 
T33.  of  a  nation,  144, 

J 47.  of  ihe  country,  6"- 

147.  of  a    pcricn,  '2,  3:, 

lilood  of  Chrift  cleaning 
from  fin;  51,  69 

Eook  of  nature  and  fcrip- 
ture,  19.,  1 19.  4th  part 

Britain's  profperitv,  67.  de- 
livered from  fir/very,  75. 

happinefs,  147 
Brotherly  love.  133,  reproof, 

141 

Eufinefi  of  life  bleft,  127 
C 

CARE  of  Gcd  over  his 
faints,  34. 

Charity  to  the  poor,  37,  41, 
112.  and  juffice,  15,  112. 
nixed  v,ith  imprecations, 
35 

ChafKfement.  See  Affli&i- 
ons 

r'hiluren  praifmg  .God,  o. 
made  blefiings,  127,  128. 

!n(lruc'r.ed,#  34,  78 
Chrift  the  fecond  Adam, 

his  incarnation,  his  domi- 
nion, 8.  his  all-fufficien- 

cy,  16.  Jiis  afcenfion, 

?-4,  68,  no.  the  church's 
foundation,  118,  his  com- 

ing, the  figns  of  it,  12. 
his  condefcenfion  and 

glorification,  8.  covenant 
made  with  him,  89.  firft 
and  fecond  coming,  of 
his  incarnation,  kingdom, 

nnd  judgment,  96,  97,  98. 

the  true  David,  89,  35, 
his  death  and  refurrt  /tion, 
22,  16,  69.  the  c( 
Crcatcr,  icz  exalted  to 
the  kingdom,  2,  21,  8,  72, 
HO.  our  example.  109. 
Faith  in  his  l^ood,  51. 
God  and  man,  89.  his 
Godhead,  102.  our  hope, 
4,  51.  his  incarnation 
and  faerificc,  40.  the 

King,  a.:d  the  church  his 
fpoufie,  49.  his  kingdom 
among  Gentiles,  72,  87, 
132.  his  love  to  enemies 
109,  35.  his  maicfty,  97, 

99.  his  mediatorial  king- 
dom, 89,  no.  Ins  obedi- 
ence and  death,  60.  his 

perfonal  glories  and  go- 
vernment, 45.  praiied 

by  children,  8.  pricft  and 
king,  no.  his  rcfurre&i- 
on  on  the  lord's  day,  t:8. 
our  ftrength  and  rightc- 
oufnefs,  71.  his  furTerings 
and  kingdom,  2,  22,  69. 

his  fuffcrings  for  our  Sal- 
vation, 69.  his  zeal  and 

reproaches,  ibid. 
Chriliians  qualifications,  t  ,;, 

24.  church  made  of  Jews 
and  Gentiles,  87 

Church  its  beauty,  45,  4S. 

122.  the  birth-place  of 
faints,  87.  built  on  Jefus 
Chrift,  118.  Delight  and 
fafety  in  it,  27.  Defamati- 

on of  enemies  proceeds 

from  thence,  76.  gathcr'ti 
and  fettled,  132.  of  the 

Gentiles,  45, 47- God  fight i 

for  her.  46,  10,  2C,  pod's 
prefence  there.  132,  84. 
Li  'd'3    fpecial  delight,  8; 
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and  Gentilei r  in 

diftrci's,     80.      p 

by    ;  .    107. 
its  :.. 

and  honour  of  ;i  nation, 

48.  the  fpoufe  of  Chrift, 

45.  its'worfhip  and    1 
Wrath    again  ft   eye- 

mi 

Colonies  planted,   107 

Comfort,  bolinefs   and    par- 
don, 4,  33,   1 19.  1  ith  and 

12th  parts,  and  Support  in 
(i  id,  94,   16.     from   anci- 

ent providences,  77,  145. 
of  life  )>Ieft,  127,  and  par- 

•  130 

Company  of  faints,   16,   109 
Complaint  of  abfence  from 

public     worfhip,    42.     of 
6.       defertion, 

13.    pride,    AthciSm,    op- 
p  re  (lion,   &c,      10,     1 
temptation,     13.     gi 
102.        of        quarrel  fome 

vy  afflictions  in  rajpd  and 

143- Companion     of    God,     103, 
1  W 
1  union  with  faints,  ic6, 

of    our    poverty 

16.     of    iin,     re  per* 
and   pardon,  3:,    51,    38, 

•  i.3*h 

t,  130 
I 

( 

:<: 
1  i       and  joy,   1  1 

the  '   (irift, 

"ion 

.i!  tion   
of  mannej m  r:.!.    n.  II 

Count  el    and    fupport    from 
1  .12 

Courage  in  death.  16,  17,  71, 
in  persecution,  119,  17th 

part 

Covenan
t  

made  with  Chrift, 

unchangeable,  89,  '06 
Creation     and      providence, 

i.J5>x3^33i  *°4>  M7,  148 
Creatures,   no  truft  in  them, 

6?;    2,T,t    146-      vain,    and 
God  all  Sufficient,  33.  pr  air 

ling  God,  148  ., 
D 

DAILY  devotion,    55,   T39 

lifap- 
pointment  in  war.  60 

Death    and  ion    of 

Chrift,   16,  69.     of  faints 
and    (inners,  1 
and    Sufferings    of   ( 

it,  3   .  and  prid 
the   reftfrredion,  49,   71, 

3o.  Courage  in  it,  1 

90 

: 

I  • 

95 
n    the 



i lie  law  of  Gc.i, 

8th  &  1 8th  parrs,  in  I 
63,  42,  73,  84,  18 

Deliverance  begun  and  per- 
fected, 85.  from  defpair, 

18.  from  deep  diftreis, 
34,  40.  from  death,  31, 
1 1 8.  from  opprcllion  and 

falfhood,  56.  from  perfe- 
ction, 5;,,  94.  by  pray- 

er. 34,40,  85,  126.  from 
fhipwreck,  107.  from  Zan- 

der, 30.  Surprifing,  126. 
from  temptations,  3,  6,  13, 
18.  from  a  tumult,  118. 

Defertion     ?nd     diflrefs    of 

foul,  25,  T3,  38,  T43 
Dcfire  of  knowledge,  119, 

9th  part,  of  holinefe.  1 10, 
:  ith  part,  cf  comfort  and 
deliverance,  119,  12th 
part,  of  quickening  grace, 
1  *9,  16th  part 

Deflations,'     the     cliufcli's 
fafefy  in  them,  46 

Defpair  and   hope  in  death, 
1^,49.    Deliverance  from 
it,  18,  T30 

Devotion     daily,     55,    134, 
1 41.     on   a   fick-bed,    39, 
6.     See    Morning,    Everr- 

ing,  Lord's  day 
Direction    and    pardon,  25. 

raid    defence    prayed  for, 
5.      and    hepe    42.      See 
Knowledge. 

Difeafe.     See  Slcknefs 

Diftrcfs  cf    foul,    or    back* 
Aiding  and  defertion,  25. 
relieved,  51,  130 

Dominion     cf     man      over 
creatures,  8 

Doubts  and    fears    fuppref- 
fed,^  31,  143 

Drunkard  :.;u\   g] 

Duty  to  God  and  man 

24 

Dwelling    with     God.     See 
Heaven,  church,  &c. .  E 

EDUCATION,  religious,  34, 

78 

Egypt's  plagues,  105 
End  of  righteous  and  wick- ed,  *,  .37 

Enemies  overcome,  18.  pray- 

ed for,  35,  .'09.  deftroy- •  d,  12,  76,  48 

Eavy  and  unbelief  cured,  37* 

4? 

Equity  

and  
wifdom  

of  
pro- 

vidence, 9 

Evening  

pfalm,  

4,  
139,  

141 
Evidences  

of  
grace,  

or  
felf- examination,  

26.     
of  

fin- cerity,  

18,  
19,  

139 
Evil  

times,  

12.     
neighbours, 

120.     

magiflrates,  

11,   
58, 

82 Exaltation  

of  
Chri/t  

to  
the 

kingdom, 

2, 31, 22, 
69,  

72,110 Examination  

or  
evidences  

of 
grace,  26.     139 

Exhortations    to   peace  and hoMnefs,  34 

F 

FAITH  and  prayer  cfperfe- 
cutcdfaints,35.  intheblood 
of  Chrift,  51,  32.  in  divine 
<?raoe  and  power,  62,  130 

Faithfulnefs  of  God,  89, 105, 

ill,  145,  I46.  of  man.  15, 141 

Ealfehood,    blafphemy,   &c. 

12.    and  cpprellion,  deli- 
verance from  them,  1 2,  56 

Family     government,      JOT. 
love    and    werfhip,    133. 
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biewags,  128 
Fears  and  doubts  fu  p > 

4.  3  2     in  the  worfliip 
(  i  0    I,  8  j,  99-     of  God, 
119,  1  3th  1 

Flattery  and  deceit  com- 
plained of,  12,  36 

Forgivenefs.     See  Pardon 
Formal  worfhip,  50 
Frailly  of   man,  89,  90,  I44 
Fretfulnefs  difcouraged,  57 
Friendship,  its  blef&ngs,  153 

ii  pfalm,  S9,  90 
G 

GENTIi.ES  given  to  Thrift, 
2,  22,  72.  church,  45,  65, 

72,  87.  owning  the  true 
God,  96,  98,  47 

Glorification  and  condefcen- 
fion  of  Chrift,  8,  45 

Glory  of  God  in  our  falviti- 
on,  C).  and  grace  prc- 

mifed,  $4,  9",  89 
Gluttcn  78.  and  drunkard, I07 

God   all  in  all,   127.   all-fee- 

inS>      I39-      all-fuflicicnt, 
16,    33.  his    being,  attri- 

butes and  providence,  36, 
(  -:,   r.i -.  his  care  of  faints, 

3  (,     his    creation  and 
.  :c,    33,  1 04,  Bic. 

our  defence  and  falvation, 

:-    o'lj     33,    115.      eternal 
d    fovercign   and   holy, 

93.  eternal  and  man  mor- 
90,  rc2.   faithfulnefs, 
,  111,89,  glorified  and 

finncrs  faved,  69.     good- 
nefs  and  mercy,  145,  103. 

■dnefs   and   truth,   145, 
14*.      governing     power 
and 

and    good,    144,  '->  US* 

1 2  9  * 

help, 

142.  the  judge,   9,  5 
kind    t«    his    people,    [45, 
146.      his     rnajeuy, 
and      condefee  ilion,      113, 

j  4  4.  mercy   and  irut  h 

103,  136,  89,  145-    made 
rnanj  %.     of    nature    and 

•grace,  65.    his  perfections, 
111.     :,C}    i 45,    M7-     our 

portion,    and    Chrift   our 
hope,  4.  our  portion  here 
and  hereafter,  73.  his  pow- 
l  r    kpd  majefty,  68,  89,  93, 

96.  praifed  by  children, 
8  our  preferver,  m,  138. 
prcfent  in  his  churches 
84.  our  refuge  in  nation;.! 
troubles,  4-6.  our  ftiepherd, 
23.  his  fovereigntV  and 
goodnefs  to  man,  8,  113^ 

144.  our  fupport  and  com- 
fort, 94.  ftipreme  gover- 
nor, 82,  93,  75,  hi 

geance  and  companion /6  8, 
97.  unchangeable,  89.  ur. 
his  unijrerfal  dominion,  703 

his   wifdom  in  ),:s    -. 
in,    130.     worthy    1 
praife,   145,  146,  150 

Good    works,    15,    24,  it:, 

profit  nun,  not  God,  16 
Goodnefs   of    Gi V 

III,  145.  146 
Gofpel,    its    glory    am! 

ceft,   1 9,     45,     1 

found,  89, 98.  worrTnj order,  48 

Gov*  rnrtient  of    Chrift,    45 from  God,  75 

its  evidences,  or  fel#- 
(nutation,    26,  i  . 

bar  ■ 
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tylt       -  Cferift, ■ 

ii>g    and  138. 
n,  57. 

tried  by  a  1  7,  66, 
glory,     84 

I    ning.  r;o 
Guilt  of   conscience    : 

ed,  38,   32,   51,  130 
H 

HAPPY    faint,    and    curfed 
(inner,  I 

Harveft,  65,  126.  147 
Health,  ficknefs,    and  T{  cc- 

very,  6,  38,  39 
Heart  known,  to  God  130 

Hearing  of  prayer   and   fal- 
vation,  4,  10,  66,  102 

Heaven  of  feparate  fouls  and 
refurrection,  17.  the  faints 

dwelling-place,  24 
Holinefs,  pardon  and  com- 

fort, 4.  defjred,  119th.  nth 
part,  profeft,  119,  3d  part, 139  . 

Hope  in  darknefs,  13,  77, 
143.  of  resurrection,  16, 
71.  and  defpair  in  death 
17.  49.  and  prayer,  27 
for  victory,  20.  and  directi- 

on, 42.  in  afflictions.  42, 143 
Hofanna  of  the  children,  8. 

for  the  Lord's  day,  118 
Houfehold.     See  Family 
Humiliation  day,  10.  for 

difappointment,  60 
Humility     and     fubmimon, 

I3*>  139 

Hypocrites    and   hypocrify, 
12,50 

I 

IDOLATRY  reproved,  16, 

rak,  68,  2^. 

i  97 
Jews.      See  Ifrael 
Images.     See  Idolatry 
Imprecations    and    fcfc 

Incarnation  96*  97,  98.  and 
facriCce  of  ChrUt,  40 

Infants,    139.     See  Children 
Infrruclion    from    God,    2/. 

from   fcripture,    no 
and  'tli  p^rts,  in  piety,  34 

Instructive  afflictions,  94 
Intemperance  puniihed,  78. 

and  pardoned,  107 

Joy  of  converfion,  iz( delight 

Ifrael  laved,  from  the  Af- 

fyrians,  76.  faved  fr«m 

Egypt,  and  brought  to Cannaan,  135,  136,  77, 

105,  107.  rebellion  and 
punilhment,  78.  puniilied 
and  pardoned.  106,  ic;. 
travels  in  the  wildernefs, 
107,  114 

Judgment  and  mercy,  9,  68. 
day,  i,  50,  96,  97,  98, 
149.     feat  of  God,  9 

Juftice  of  providence,  9.  and 
truth  towards  men,  15 

Juftificatien  free.  .32,  130 
K 

KING  is  the  care  of  heaven, 21 

King  William  and  King George,  75 

Kingdom  of  Chrift.  See 
Chrift 

Knowledge  defired,  119.  9th 

part 

L 

Law   of     God;    delight    in  . it,  119 
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Jed, 41, 112 

;ul  riches,  the  i  \  ...pty, 
40.     iliort   and   feeble  8y, 

!  -.>rd  i    flat)  ,  pfalm  «;i,    1 1  8. 
morningj  5,  19,  $3 

I .  >d  to  the  righte- 
ous,    ami    hatred    to    the 

vickcl,    I,     II.       to    our 
■hbour,    15.     ofChrifl 

of  (*.<d 

■-.r  than  itffc  63.    of 
']oJ    unchangeable, 
;  to  enemies,  109,  35, 

brotherly^  133.  and  \mr- 
fllip  in  a  family,  i!)id. 

f  punifhed,  78.     and 
i,  ic7 

v  aimed, 

58.  82.  qualifications,  JCI 
raiftd  end  depofvdj  ; 

.y  of  God,  68.  See  Cod 
Man,  Lis  vanity  as  mortal, 

89,   90,   144.     domini- 
on over  creatures,  8.  mor- 
tal and  Chri?..  eternal,  102. 

won  '      1  atjem,  139 

07 

■ (    U  AS 
,  ICI 

Meditation,   I,  63,  119,5th 
and  6th  parts 

Melancholy    reproved,    42. 
and  hope,  77.     removed, 
126 

Mercies    common    and  fpe- 
cial,    68,     103.       fpiritu  J 
and  temporal,   rcj.    innu- 

merable, 139.    < 
1;/).  recorded,  to;      and 
jud  '  1  truth  of 

145, 140 Mi  rit  difclairm  d,  to 

Meffiah.      See  Chrilt 
Midnight  thoughts,  63,  139, 

1 19,  5th  and  6th  pa 
Minlfth  rs  ordaint  d,  1 32 
Miracles   in    th;    wild-  1 

114 

•  Monnng  pfalm,  3.  141,  of  a 
fabbath,  5,  19,  63. 

Mortality    of   man,    39,  49. 

90.     and  Lope,   59.     and 

God's,  eternity,  98,  102 
N 

NATION'S  honour  and  fcjjfe- 
ty  U  the  church,  48.  prof- 
perity,  67,  144.    bi eft  and 
punifhed,  107 

National  deliverance  67,  75, 

76,114,  120-   defolations, 
the  churches    fafety    and 
triumph  in  them,  46 

Nature  aadferipture,  19, 119, 
7th  pait,  of  man,  139 

New  England  pfalm,  107 
Novcm.  the  5th,  115,  124 

O 
OBEDIFNCE    £ncere,    32. 

18,  139.     better  than  la- crillee,  50 

Old  age,   death   9c     and  re- 
furreclion,  71,  89 

Omnipotence,    omnlfcience, 
omniprefence,    &c       See God 

P 
PARDON  holinefs  and  com 

fort,  4.  of  backfliding,  78, 
and  direction,  25.   and  re  - 
pentanee  prayed   for,   3^. 
and  confellion,  3,2.   of  ori- 

ginal and  actual    da,     j  1. 
plentiful  with  God,  130 

Patience    under   affliction!, 
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39.  under  pcrfeaition%  37, 
!  54.    in   darknefs,   77,  13c, 

Peace    and    holinefs    cneo*- 
1     aen  de- 

.1:0 

Pei :.  'tioHa  of  God,  nr,  145. 
'4;,     6 

Persecuted  Taints,  their  pray- er and  faith,  35,  44,    74, 80, 

Per'  '  ̂ .:on,  victor  v  over  and 
deliverable  From  ir,  7,  53, 

94.  courage  in  it,  no, 
1  ;ih  part 

Perfecntors  puniflied,  7,  129, 

1  10  their  folly,-  14.  com- 
plained  of,  35,  A 4,  74,  80, 
83.  deliverance  from  them, 

<M-  9>  IO 
Perfevt  ranee,  138,  in  trials, 

•  19,  i*-th  part 
Perfona!  glories  of  Cririft,  45 
Peftilence,  prefervation  in  it, 

Piety,   mffcructions    therein, 
34.     See  Saint 

Pity  to  the  airlifted,  41.  See 
Charity,  God 

Pleading    without   repining, 

39,  123.  the  promifts,  no, 
10th  part 

Poor,   charity  to  thern^  15, 

37>4*,  *& 
Portion  of  faints  and  fiiiners, 

ii,  17,  ̂ l 
Poverty  cOnfeiTed,  16 

Power  and  btejefty  of  God, 

89,  6  *  God 
Practical  Atherfm,  14. 
Praife  to  God  from  children, 

8.  f«H*  creation  and  provi- 
dence, 33,  104.  to  our 

Creator,    100,      fr«jm    ail 

creatures,  148.     fr- 
uent  deliverance,  34,  118. 

"  ral,  86,  143,  150.    for 

g  fpel,  98.    for  h 
rc't   1    .1,  jo,  1 10.  for  hear- 

ing f  TOZ.   to  Jc- 
fus  Uhrifr,  45.   from  all  na- 

l$7  j.  17.  and  prayer  pub- 
|      lie,    65.       for    protection, 

grace  and  truth,  57.     for 
providence  and  grace,  36. 
for  rain,  V:  ,  147.   from  the 
faints,    ...j,   150.   for  tem- 

Jpor;d    \r    Sng»,    68,    147. 
for  temptations  overcome, 
18.     for   victory  in   war, 
ibid. 

Prayei  hear  1,   4,  34,  6$>  66. 
iirtirne  oi    war,   20.     and 

hope  of  .  H/tory,  20.  praife 
p  .ihlic,   6]      and  hope  27. 
in    fchufcifs    diflrefs,     80. 

heard   and   Z<on  reftored, 
102.     and  faith  of  .perfe- 

5,   37,  $&• 
and  praife  for  de'iverance, 
34.       for  rcemtance  and 

pnrdon,  «3cc.  30.    See  Corn-* 

plaint. 
Preferving  grace,  i3g 

Prefervation  in  public  dan- 

s,  46,  91,   i  12.     daily, 
.        121. 

Pr:de  and  Atneifm,  and  op- 

pr •  fTion  puni thed,  10,  i2v 
and  death,  49     . 

Priefthoodof  Chriit,  31,  no 
Prince-  vaitr,  62,  146 

iVion  of  fmcerity  and 
repentance,  &e.  119,  3d 

part,  139.  falfe,  50 
Promifes  and  threatening?, 

8 1-  pleaded  119,  loth 

part 
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parous    Buacra    curled, 

Protection,  truth  and  grace, 

57.   by  day  and  night    12: 
Providence,  its  wifdom 

.j.  and creation,  33, 

-,  '156     and  grace,  36 
and  perfections  of 

d,  36.     its  myfLry  un- 
folded, 73.     recorded,  77, 

78,  107,  in  air,  earth  and 
*ea,  3j,  65,  89,  104,  107, 147 

Prudence  and  zeal,  139 
Pfalm  for  foldiers,  18,  60. 

for  old  age,  71.  for  huf- 
bandmen,  65.  fora  funeral, 

So,  90.  for  the  Lord's  day, 
92.  before  prayer,  95.  bc- 

fermons,  ib.  for  ma- 
giftrates,  fro?,  for  houfe- 
holders,  10 1.  for  mariners, 
107.  for  gluttons  and 
drunkards,  107.  for  New 

England,  ib.  for  the  fifth 
of  November,  115,  124, 
for  Great  Britain,  67,  147. 
Sec  morn.  even.  Sec. 

Public  praife  for  private 
mercies,  1 16,  118.  for  de- 

liverance, 124.  worfhip, 
abfence  from  it  complnin- 
«d  of,  42.  worfhip  attend- 

ed on,  122.  prayer  and 
praife,  65,  84 

Funiiliment  of  iinners,  1,  11, 
37.  and  falvation,  78,   81, 

Affliction 

r,urpufes    holy,    119,    ijth 

part 0. 

CATIONS    of    a 
..;au;  15,  24 

Quarrel n>nc  DCigl 
Quickening  grace,  119.  16th 

part. 

R 
RA1X  from  heaven,  133,  65, 

147 

cry   from   ficknefi,    6, 

30,  it6 
Sec 

jo\ 

c  duties,  15,  133 

Religion  and  jufripe,  15,  in 
words  and  dec\: 

Religious  education,  34,  78  ! 
Remembrance  of  former  de- 

liverances, 7  r, 143 

Repentance,    confeiiion  and 
pardon,  32.     and   pi 
for   pardon    and   ftrcngth, 
38.  and  faith  ̂ 11  the  blood 
of  Chrift,  51 

Reproach    removed,   3*,    37 

Refignation,  39,  1-23,  fcji 
Refolutions  holy,  119,  xjth 

part. 

Reftoring  grace,  138.  23 
Reiurrection  and  death  of 

Chrift,  2,  1 6.  of  the  faints, 

16,  17,  49,  71.  and  death, 

4?»  7 
Reverence   in   worthip,    Sgy 

99 

Revolution  by  King  William 
75 

Riches  their  vanity,  49.  com- 
pared with  grace,  144 

S;  lints 

Rfghteoulnef-  from  Chrift. 
71.  gee  Salvation,,  Pardon, 
Chrift 

S 
SAEIV 
Sacrilicc,   4 

nation  vl  U:n: 
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Safety  in  public  danger*,  91. 
and  triumph  oi  the  church 
in  national  defolations,  46. 

in  God,  61.  anddelight  ia 
the  church,  27 

Sakf.s  happy,  and  Tinners 
curfed,  1 , 1 1 , 1  9,  1  ft  part, 
fafety  in  evil  times,  1  2,46. 

the beft company,  16  cha- 
ra&erifed,  .5,  24.  and  fm- 
ners  portion.  1,  17.  dwell 
in  heaven,  15,  24.  punilh- 
cd  and  faved,  78.  106 

God's  care  of  them.  34. 
reward  at  iaft,  50,  90,  92. 
and  tinners  end,  37,  1,  11. 

patience  and  world's  ha- 
tred, 37.  chaftifed  and  Iin- 
ners deftroyed,  94.  die, 

but  Chrift  lives,  102,  pu- 
nilhed  and  pardoned,  106, 
107.  conducted  to  heaven, 

ic6,  107..  tried  and  pre- 
fer ved,  66, 125.  afflictions 

moderated,  125.  judging 
the  world,  149 

Salvation  of  faints,  ic,  and 

triumph,  18.  and  defence 
in  God.  6i.  by  Chrift,  69, 
85 

San&ifiedaffli&ions,  U9,laflr 
part,  94 

Satan  fubdued,  3,  6,  13. 

Scripture  compared  with  the 
book  of  nature,  ^9,  1-9, 
7th  part,  inftruction  from 
it,  1  9,  7th  part.  Delight 
in  it,  :  19.  5th  and  1  8th 

parts,  holinefs  and  com- 
fort from  it,  119,  6th  part, 

perfections,  119,  ;th  part, 
variety  and  excellency, 

119,  8th  part,  attended 
v.  ith  the  Spirit,  iffy  9th 

Seafona  of  the  year,  6j,  14;-, 
Seaman's  long,  107 
Secretdevotion,  1 19,  2d  part, 

34 Seeking  God,  63,  27 

Self-examination,  or  evidj~- 
ceb  of  grace,  26    139 

Separate  fouls,  heaven,  17 
Shepherd  of  faints  is  Gcd 

23 

Shipwreck  prevented, 
bick-bed  devotion,  6,  ̂ ,  39, 1    6 

Sicknefs  healed,  6,  30,   116. 

Signs  of  Chrift's  coming,  12. 

96,  &c. Sin  of  nature,  14.  original 
and  actual,  confefled  and 

pardoned,  5 1 ,  and  chaftift- 
ment  of  faints,  78,  ic6. 
univerfal,  14 

Sincerity,  19,  26,  32,  139. 

proved  and  rewarded,  18. 
prcfeft,  1.19,  3d  part 

Sinner  curfed,  and  faint  hap- 

py, 1,  11.  and  faints  por- 
tion, 1,  17,  37,  50.  hatred 

and  iaint's  patience.  37. 
deftroyed,  and  faints  chaf- tifed, 94 

Sins  of  tongue,  12,  34,  50 
Slander,  deliverance  from  it 

31,  120 Song.     See  pfalm 

Sorrows    See  affliction,  fic'c- 
nefs.  &c. 

Souls  in  feparate   (late,   17, 
146,  150 

Spirit  given  at  Ghrift's  afcen- 
fion.  68.  his  teaching  dc- 
fired,  119,  9th  part,  51 

Spiritual  enemies  overcome, 
3,  18,  144.  blcflings  and 

puniihments,  81.  minded- 
uefs.  119,  2d   part.      See 
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i!c  of  Chrift  the  King  is 

the  chu-  ch,  4$ 1 
fun  1  J4.  and  win- 

ter, 147 

ler,  29,  '35, 

:'!i,  repentance  and 
pardon  prayed  for,  38. 
from  Chrift.,  7 J.,  of  grace, 
138 

131.  to  Cirri  ft 
2.   to  fickncfs. 

Succefs  of  the  gofpel    19,  no 
Sufferings  and  death  of  Chrift 

22.  and  kingdom  of  Chrift, 
2,  22,  69,  no 

Summer,  65.  and  winter,  14  7 
Support    and    counfel    from 

(rod,  16.  for  the  afflicted 

and'tcmpted.55.  and  com- 
fort in  God,  94,  119.  14th 

part 
Surety  and  facriflce,  Chrift, 

40 T 
TEMPTATIONS  overcome 

3,  18.  in  fickncfs,  6.  <  fcape 

from  them,  1$.  of  the  de- 
vil, 13.  fupport  under 

them,  3,  S5>  94 
Tempter.   .  See  Sttan 

[er  conference,  119,  13th 
"part 

Thanks    public    for   j  ; 
-  mercies,   116,    118. 

Praife 

Threat  nings   and    pre. 
?.i 

1'hurdcr  and  ftorm  2) ,  148 
-  evil,  11,  12 

'  l-'34i  39 

Ti  ial 

■y> 

Triumph    for    fal\ati 
ai  d  faf  ty   of   the   chi 
in  national  defolations,  46 
at  tli"  lair  day,  149. 

Troul  Atlli&ion-. 

Trnft  in  the  crcal  i;rc 

Truth,  grace  and  protection, 

r,  146.     See Fair  h      h 

Tumult,    deliverance    from 

it,  118. 
V 

VANITY  of  man   as  n 
riches,  49 

Vengeance   and  companion, 
68.  again  ft  the  enemies  of 
the  church,  76,  149 

Victory   hoped  and   prayed 
for,  10.  over  temptations, 
6,  18,  144.   over  temporal! 
enemies,  18.  and  defiver- 

fr<  m  perfecutic  □ 
V i n (  vara   '  of  God     walled . 

go 

Unbe
lief

  

Rnd 

puniihed,  95 

ui, 

116.  of  hoi 

part 
NG  for  ]. 

dire. 

pravcr  in  Hjmt 
20-  dilappeintm - 

in,  68.  victory,  18,  - 
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INDEX 

Warnings  of  God  to  his  peo- 
people,  81 

Watchfulnefs,  19,  141,  over 
the  tongue,  39 

Weather,  65,  107,  1-35,  147, 
148 

Wicked.     See  Sinner,  Saint. 
Wickednefs  of  man,  14,  36, 

ct 

Wind,  See  providence,  Sea- 
fons,  Storm 

Winter  and  fummer,  147 

Wifdom  and  equity  of  pro- 
vidence, 9.  of  God  in  his 

works,  in 

Word  of  God.  See  Scrip- 
ture 

Works  of  creation  and  pro- 
vidence, 104,  147,  148. 

and  grace,  19,  33  m,  135, 

136.  goodworksprofitmen 
not  God,  16 

World's  hatred,  and  faints 
patience,  37 

Worfhip  and  order  of  the 

gofpel,  48.  .  delight  in  it, 
84,  with  reverence,  89  99. 

daily,  55,  134,  141-  in  a 
family,  133.  public,  63,  84, 
122,  132,  abfence  from  it, 
42,^3 

Wrath  and  mercy  from  the 

judgment-feat,  9.  See  more 
in  God,  Punilhment,  Sin- 

ner, Vengeance 
Z 

ZEAL  and  prudence,  39 

Zion   it»   citizens,   15.     See 
chu«rch. 
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A  TABLE  to  find  out  any  Psaim,  or  part  o' 
a  Psalm,  by  the  firfl  Line  of  it. 

A 

ALL  yc  that  Love  the  Lord  rejoice.         Page  323 
Almighty  ruler  of  the  ikies,  25 

Amidft  thy  wrath  remember  love, 
Among  the  allemblies  of  the  great, 
Among  the  princes  earthly  gods, 
And  will  the  god  of  grace,. 
Are  all  the  foes  of  Zion  fools, 
Are  fmners  flow  (o  fenlelefs  grown, 
Arife  my  gracious  God, 
Awake,  yc  faints  to  praife  your  King, 

B 
BEHOLD  the  lofty  fcy, 
Behold  the  love,  the  generous  love, 
Behold  the  morning  fun 
Behold  the  lure  Foundation-ftone 

Behold  thy  waiting  fervant  Lord, 
Blefs,  O  my  foul,  the  .living  God, 
Bieit  are  the  ions  of  peace, 
Bleft  are  the  fouls  that  hear  and  know, 
Bleft  are  the  undenTd  in  heart, 
Bleft  is  the  man,  for  ever  bleft, 
Bleft  is  the  man  wkofe  bowels  move,    • 
Bleft  is  the  man  who  Hums  the  place, 
Bleft  is  the  nation  where  the  Lord, 

C 

CHILDREN  in  years  and  knowledge  young) 
Come,  children,  learn  to  fear  the  Lord, 

voices  join  to  1 
Come,  found  his  praife  abr 
Confider  all  my  forrows,  Lord, 

F 
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D 

V!D  rejoiqed  fo  Page  94 
3  recqrd,  149 
E 

ithout  delay.  .131 
a'r  C ;J,  210 

Kir  As  d  106 

Father,  I               .  gentle  hand  270 
iher,  I  ling  thy  wondrous  grace,  148 

Kiin  and  unmov'd  are  they,  278 
rrn  was  my  )  ealth,  my  days  were  bright*  .  68 

Feels  in  their  hearts  belkve  ana  fay,  34 
For  ever  bleffed  he  the  Lord,  307 
For  ever  ffiall  my  long  record,  183 
From  age  to  age  exalt  his  name,  23  c 
From  ail  that  dwell  below  the  ikies,  250 
From  deep  diftreft  and  troubled  thoughts,  284 

G 

«  : IVE  thanks  to  God,  :re  reigns,  above,  zyj 
.  thanks  to  God  invoke  his  name,  226 

Give  thanks  to, God  moft  high,  294 

Give  thanks  to  ooo  Lhe  fevereig*?  Lcrcf,  2<j* 
Give  to  cur  God  immqrtal  praifcv  296 
Give  to  the  L 0 rd ,  y e  fc n s  c f  fa m e ,  67 
God  In  his  earthly  temple  lays,  1S2 
God  is  the  refuge  bi               its,  .  103 
Gdd  iny  fuppcrter  ana  my  hpjpesj  157 
God  of  eternal  love,  229 
God  of  my  childhood  wl  my  youtn,  152 
God  ef  my  life,  lock  gently  down,-  92 
God  of  my  mercy  and  ray  praife,  236 
Good  is  the  Lord  the  heavenly  King  139 
Great  God,  attend  while  Zioh  frags,  176- 
Great  God,  how  eft  did  Irrael  prove,  170 
Great  God,  indulge  my  humble  claim,  133 

Great  God,  the  heaven's  well  order'd  frame.  50 
Great  God,  whole  univerfal  fway,  154 
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i  29  r 

Great  is  1 

Great  Shepherd  0/  lll 
H 

II. id  not  the  Lord,  may  Ifrael 

Happy  is  he  that  fears  the  Lord, 

Happy  the  city  where  their  ions, 

Happy  the  man  to  whom  his  God, 
Happy  the  man  whole  cautu  1  1 
Hear  me,  O  God,  nor  hide  thy  tv.:, 
Hear  what  the  Lord  in  viiion  iaid, 

Help,  Lord,  for  men  of  virtue  fail, 

}  le  reigns ;  the  Lord,  the  Saviour  reigns, 
He  that  hath  made  his  refuge  God,  194 
High  in  the  heavens,  eternal  God, 

How  awful  is  thy  chahVning  rod,  iO'j 
How  did  my  heart  rejoice  to  I  274 
How  fall  their  guilt  and  Ibrrows  life,  38 

How  long,  O  Lord,  {hall  I  complain,  33 
How  long  wilt  thou  conceal  thy  face 
How  pleafant,  how  divinely  fair, 

How  pleafant  'tis  to  fee, 

How  pleas'd  and  blelt  was  I  275 
How  ili all  the  young  fecurc  their  hearts,  2  jS 

I 

JEHOVAH  reigns  ;  he  dwells  in  light, 
Jefus,  our  Lord,  afeend  thy  throne, 

Jefns  ihall  reign,  where'er  the  fun, 
If  God  fucceed  not,  all  the  coil, 

IfGod  to  build  the  hoafe  den),  281 
J  lift  my  foul  to  God,  6$ 

I'll  blefi  the  Lor<J  from  day  to  day, 
I'll  praife  my  Maker  with  my  breath, 
I'll  fpeak  the  honour  of  my  ki 
I  l<  re  the  L  >rd,  he  beard  my  en 
la  all  my  raft  concerns  with  i 

Lord  rebuke  me  nor, 
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In  God's  own  houfe  pronounce  his  praife,       Pa^e  aij 
In  Judah  God  is  known,  l^[ 
Into  thine  hand  O  God  of  truth,  £g    \ 
Joy  to  the  world  ;  the  Lord  is  come,  2oo  1 
I  fet  the  Lord  hefbre  my  face 

Is  there  ambition  in  my  heart,  28- 

It  is  the  Lord  our  Saviour's  handr  2  1 /, 
[    Ige  me,  C  Lord,  and  prove  my  wxr;  g- 
[udgcs  who  rule  the  world  hy  laws,  X2i 
J  lift  are  thy  ways,  and  true  thy  word, 
I  waited  patient  for  the  Lord,  g\ 
I  will  extol  thee,  Lord,  on  high,  6G 

L 
Let  all  the  earth  their  voices  raife 

Let  all  the  heathen  writers  join, 

Let  children  hear  the  mighty  deeds, 
Let  every  creature  join, 
Let  every  tongue  thy  goodnefs  {p?:\l:, 
J.et  God  arife  in  all  his  might, 
Let  finners  take  their  courfe, 

Let  Zion  in  her  king  rejoice, 
Let  Zion  in  her  fops  rejoice, 

'Long  as  I  live  I'll  blefs  thy  name, 
Lord,  haft  thou  caft  the  nation  off, 

Lord,  I  am  thine ;  but  thou  wrilt  prove 
Lord,  I  am  vile,  conceived  in  fin, 
Lord,  I  can  fuffer  thy  rebukes, 

Lord,  I  efteem  thy  judgments  right, 
Lord,  if  thine  eyes  furvey  our  faulty 
Lord,  if  thou  do  ft  not  focn  appear  , 
Lord,  I  have  made  thy  word  my  choice, 
Lord,  in  the  morning  thou  ilialt  hear, 
Lord,  I  will  blefs  thee  all  my  days, 
Lord,  I  would  fpread  my  fore  diftrefs, 
Lord  of  tire  worlds  above, 

Lord,  thou  haft  call'd  thy  grace  to  mind, 
Lord,  tli 011  halt  heard  thy  fervant  cry, 

Lord,  thou  haft  fearchAl  and  feen  me  thro', 
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Lord,  thou  bafl 
Lord,  thou  wilt  hear  me  when  T  pi 

Lord,  'tis  a  pleafant  thing  to  ftac  197 
Lord,  we  have  heard  ih\  f  old, 

d,  what  a  feeble  piece,  *  193 

■ .!,  what  a  thoughtle  I, 
Lord,  what  is  man,  poor  feeble  n: 
Lord,  what  was  man  when  made  at  i  26 

Lord,  when  I  count  3C4 
Lord,  when  tk  i^j 

id  hallelujahs  to  the 
hat  a  glorious  Cc  1 

Lo,  what  an  ei  ht, 
M 

AKER  and  fovYeign  Lord,  12 

»rcy  and  judgment  are  my  long,  nz 
Mine  eyes  and  my  defire,  64 
My  God,  accept  my  early  vows,  304 
My  God,  coniider  rny  265 
My  God,  how  many  are  my  fears,  1 

I  T'-d,  in  whom  i  .  ingSj 
My  God,  my  everiafling  hope, 
My  God,  my  king,  thy  various  praife, 

God,  permit  my  tongue, 
My  God,  the  Iteps  of  pious  men, 
My  God,  what  inward  grief  I  fee), 
?\Iy  heart  rejoices  in  thy  name, 

never  ceiling  fongs  (hail  (h    .-•, 
My  refuge  is  the  God  of  love, 

My  righteous  Judge,  my  gracious  God, 
My  Saviour  and  my  King, 

M.  Saviour,  rny  Almighty  Friend, 
My  flitphcrd  is  the  living  L'.rd, 
My  fhepherd  will  fttpply  m 
My  foul,  how  lovely  is  the  pi 
My  foul  lies  cleaving  to  the  dulr, 

foul  repeat  his  praife, 

My  foul  thy  great  Creator  praife, 
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My  ipirit  looks  to  God  alone.  P«*g«  130 
My  ipirit  finks  within  me,  Lor  J,  97 
My  tiuft  is  in  my  heav'nlv  friend,  21 N 
NO  fleep  nor  {lumber  to  his  eyes,  2S7 
Not  to  our  names,  thou  only  Juft  and  True,  24.7 

Not  to  ourfci'ves  who  are  but  duft,  246 
Now  be  my  heart  infpir'd  to  flng,  ioi 
Now  from  the  roaring  lion's  rage,  56 
Now  I'm  convinc'd  the  Lord  is  kind,  j 35 
Now  let  our  lips  with  holy  fear,  147 
Now  let  our  mournful  fongs  record,  57 

Now  may  the  God  of  pow'r  and  grace,  52 
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THE 

PREFACE. 

WHILE  we  fing  the  praifes  of  our  God  in 
his  church,  we  are  employed  in  that  part 

of  wo'fliip  which  of  all  others  is  the  neareft  akin 
to  heaven  ;  and  it  is  a  pity  that  this,  of  all  others, 

lid  be  performed  the  worft  upon  earth  The  go- 
fpcl  brings  us  nearer tothe  heavenly ftate  than  all  the 
former  uiipenfations  of  God  amongtl  men  :  And  in 
thefe  laft  days  of  the  gofpel,  we  are  brought  almoft 
within  fight  of  the  kingdom  of  our  Lord  ;  yet  wc 
are  very  much  unacquainted  with  the  fongs  of  .he 
New  Jcrufalem^  and  unpra&ifrd  in  the  work  of 
praife.  To  fee  the  dull  indiffei  t  nee,  tiie  negligent 
and  the  thoughtlefs  air  that  fits  upon  the  faces  o.  a 
whole  afler  bly,  while  the  pfalm  is  on  their  L  s, 
might  tempt  even  a  charitable  obferver  to  fufpect 
the  fervency  of  inward  religion  ;  and  it  is  mucn  to 
be  feared,  that  the  minds  of  moll:  of  the  worihip- 
pers  are  abfent  or  unconcerned.  Perhaps  the 
modes  of  preaching  in  the  beft  churches,  ftiii  want 

fome  degrees  of  reformation;  nor  are".  .  methods 
of  prayer  fo  perfeft,  as  to  (land  in  need  of  no  cor- 

rection cr  improvement  :  but,  of  all  our  religj 
(blemnhieSj  pfalmody  is  the  JTioft  unhappily  ma- 

naged :  that  very  action,  which  ihould  elevate  us 
to  tne  moft  delightful  and  divine  feniation,  doth 
not  only  Hit  oar  devotion,  I 

•    r  :  A  touches  (pr&gs  oi 
n  us. 

I  I •..-.  long  convinced,  that;  (  I    oc- 
cafion  of  this  evil,  arifes  from  ihe  matter  and  u  i 
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are  almoft  oppofite  to  the  fpirit  of  the  gofpel ;  ma* 

i.y  of  them  foreign  to  the  ftate  of  the  New  'lei la- 
ment,   and  widely  different  from  the  prefent  cir- 

cumftances  of  Chriftians.     Hence  it  comes  to  pafs, 
that  when  fpiritual  affections  are  excited  within  us, 
and  our  fouls  are  railed  a  Jhtle  above  this  earth  in 

the  beginning  of  a  pfalm,  we  are  checked  on  a  fud- 
den  in  our  afcent  towards  heaven,  by  fome  expres- 

sions that  are  moft  fuited  to  the  days  of  carnal  ordi- 
nances, and  fit  only  to  be  fung  in  the  worldly  fanBu- 

ary     "When  we  are  juft  entering  into  an  evaiig-Iic 
frame,  by  fome  of  the  glories  of  the  gofpel  prelect- 

ed in  the  brighteft  figures  of  Judaifm%  yet  the  very 
next  lire  perhaps  which  the  clerk  parcels  out  unto 
us,  hath  fomething  in  it  (o  extremely  Jewijfb  and 
cloudy,  that  darkens  our  fight  of  God  the  Saviour. 
Thus,  by  keeping  too  clofe  to  David  in  the  houfe 

of  God,    the  vail  of  Mofes'is  thrown    over    our 
hearts.     While  we  are  kindling  into  divin<  lo  e  by 
the  meditations  of  the  loving  kindne/s  cf  C 

ihe  multitude  cf  Lis  tender  merciefo  within  a  few  ver- 
fes  fome  dreadful  curfe  agairift  men  is  propoftd  to 

our  lips  :  That  God.ivould  add  iniquity  Unto  their  ini- 
;.  Kir  let  theft   come   into   his    righieoufnefs^ 

blot  them  out  of  the  book  cf  the  livings  Pfal.  Ixix.    26. 

27,  28.  which  is  fo  contrary  to  the  new  corrimand- 
2:    nt  of  lovin  nn  under  the 

(      .    <  .'lament  is  heft  accounted  for,  by  referring 
it  to  the  fpirit  ofp  vengeance.     Some  fcri- 
tences  of  the  Pfclnnjly  that  are  o;prefave  of  the 

teiriper  cf  cur  o-  d  the  circumi 
ccs  of  our  livci,  may  corrpofe  our  ip.rlts  to  feri- 
onir.cfs,  a  e  us  to  a  i 

ou  Helves,  but  we  i^ee4:  with  a  follow  ing  line,  vi 
fo  peculiarly  belongs  but  to  cue  acTion  or  hour  of 
the  iiiV.  of  David,  cr  of  /lf>^\  tnat  breaks  off  our 

;hted, 

'  Jod  : 

Thus 
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Thus  the   powers   of  our  fouls  arc  (hocked  en  a 
fudden,    and  our  fpiriti  ,    before  wc  have 
time  :  that  thi  as  a  hif- 

tory  nt  faints;  in- 
o  is  hardly  fufficient  neither  : 

Befides,  it  almoft  always  fpoils  the  devotion,  by 
breaking  the  uniform  thread  cf  it  :  Tor  while  our 
lips  and  our  hearts  run  on  fweetly  together,  apply- 

ing the  words  to  our  own  cafe,  there  is  (bmething 

of  divine  delight  in  it  •,  but  at  once  we  are  forced 
to  turn  oil  the  application  abruptly,  and  our  lips 
fpeak  nothing  but  the  heart  cf  David.  Thus  our 
own  hearts  are,  as  it  were,  forbid  the  purfuit  cf 
the  long,  and  then  the  harmony  and  the  worfhip 
grow  dull  of  mere  neceffity. 

Many  min liters,  and  many  private  Chriftians, 
have  long  groaned  under  this  inconvenience,  and 
have  wiihed,  rather  than  attempted  a  reformation. 
At  their  importunate  and  repeated  requefts,  I 
have,  for  fome  years  paft,  devoted  many  hours  of 
leifure  to  this  fervice,  Far  be  it  from  my  thoughts 
to  lay  aiide  the  book  of  Pfalms  in  public  worfhip  ; 
few  can  pretend  fo  great  a  value  for  them  as  my i elf. 
It  is  the  moil  artful,  moit  devotional,  and  divine 

collection  cf  poeiV ,  and  nothing  can  be  fuppofed 
more  proper  to  raife  a  pious  foul  to  heaven,  than 

feme  parts  of  that  book  ;  never  was  a  piece  of  ex- 
perimental divinity  fo  nobly  written,  and  fo  juftly 

reverenced  and  admired  :  But  it  mull:  be  acknow- 

ledged fttfl,  that  there  are  a  fiurafaad  lines  in  It 
which  were  not  made  for  a  church  in  our  days,  to 
aflame  as  its  own  :  There  are  alio  many  dehcien- 
cies  of  light  and  glory,  which  oar  Lord  Jtfus>  and 
his  apoftles  have  iupplied  in  the  writings  oJ 

Feftament ;     ..."         hi;     .    antagc  ] 
v.hxh  are  now  prc- 

U  the  attempt  vain 
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riom  or  prefumjng  ;  f< 
al  knowledge.  The  leafl  in  the  l. 
h  greater  than  all  t  ,  Matth. 

xi.   !i. 

v  let  me  g  :ount  of  the  fi 
ing  eompofur 

The  great  fthem  arc  Hiked  to  the  gene- 
ral ftate  of  the  gbfpel,  and.the  moft  common  af- 

's  of  Chriftians.     I  hope  there  w  few 
found  but  what  may  properly  be  ufed  in  a  religi- 

ous aflembly,  and  not  cue  of  them  but  may  well 
be  adapted  to  fome  fealcras,  either  cf  private  or  of 
public  worfhip.     The  moil  frequent  tempers  and 

nges  of  oar  Spirit,  and  conditions  of  our  life, 
here  copied,  and  the  breathings  cf  our  piety 

cxprefled  according  to  the  variety  of  our  paffions, 
our  love,  our  fear,  our  hope,  cur  defire,  our  for- 
:ow,  our  wonder,  and  our  joy,  as  they  are  refin- 

ed into  devotion,  and  aft  under  the  influence  and 

conduct  of  the  biefled  Spirit  ;  all  converging  with 
Go  J  the  Father  by  the  new  and  living  way  of  ao 
cefs  to  the  throne,  even  the  perfon  and  mediation 
of  pur  Lord  Jefus  Chri/1.  To  him  alfo,  even  to 
the  Lamb  that  ivasjlairiy  end  tww  lives,  1  have  ad- 

8ed  many  a  fong ;  for  thus  doth  the  holy  fcrip- 
ture  inftrucl  and  reach  us  to  worfhip,  in  the  vari- 
cus  abort  patterns  of  Chrifttan  pfahmdy  defcribed 
in  th:  Perditions.  1  bave  avoided  the  more  ob- 

fcure  and  corurovened  points  of  Chriftlanitv,  that 
we  might  all  obey  the  direction  of  the  word  of 

God,  and  fing  his  praifes  <wiih  imderjlahdingy  Pfal. 
xlvii.  7.  The  contentions  and  diftinguiihing  words 
cf  feels  and  parties  are  fe eluded,  that  whole  affem- 
blies  might  afhft  at  the  harmony,  and  different 
1  hurches  join  in  the  fame  worfhip  without  offence. 

If  any  expreffions  occur  to  the  reader,  that  fa- 
vour cf  ari  opinion  different  from  his  own,  yet  he 
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poffible.     He  ■  .;ere  any 

God)  we 
i .-i  in  our  dties. 

tre,  I  to  the  m  I 
line, 

;,  to 
co  nport  a  little  with  ths  unhappy  mixture  of  r. 

and  finging,  which  cannot  pi  :  reform* 
se  generally  funk  to  the  level 

tf  vulgar  capacities.     1  have  aimed  at  eafe  of  num- 
bers  and  finqpthnefs  of  found,  and  qadeavoured 

to  make  the  fenfe  plain  and  obvious.     If  the  i 
appears  fo  gentle  and  flowing  as  to  incur  the  ceil- 

' ,  I  may    boneftly    affirm,  that tnes  it  ceil;  me  labour  to  make  it  fa.     Some 

M  of  poefy  are   neglected,  and  fame 
ced  ;  I  have  thrown  out  the  litis  that 

turn  of  thougj 
.  e  ihoukl  darken  or  diuurb  the  devotion  of  the 

ikeft  fouls*     But  hence  it  comes  to  pals,  that  I 

■i  forced  to  lay  allde  many 
the]  I,  and  uucri\  exclude  thi 
this  volume,  becaufe  of  the  bolder  figures  of  i\ 
that  c  fej  and  a  i 

number,  which  I  could  net 
eafily  reftrain. 

fe|  with  many  other  divine  and  moral  com- 
pof.::  i  d  in  a  fecund  edition  of  the 

i,  Hone  Lytic*  ,•  for,  as  in  that  b I 
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I  have  endeavoured  topleafe  and  profit  the  politer 
part  of  mankind,  without  offending  the  plainer 
fort  of  Chrifhians,  fo  in  this  it  has  been  my  labour 
to  promote  the  pious  entertainments  of  fouls  truly 
ferious,  even  of  rhe  meaneil  capacity,  and  at  the 
fame  time  (if  poflible)  not  to  give  difguftto  peribns 
of  richer  lenie,  and  nicer  education ;  and  I  hope, 

in  the  prefent  volume,  this  end  will  appear  to  be 
purfued  with  much  greater  happinefs  than  in  the 
firft  impreffion  of  it,  though  the  world  allures  me 
the  former  has  not  much  reafon  to  complain. 
.  The  whole  is  divided  into  three  books. 

In  the  Jirfly  I  have  borrowed  the  fenfe,  and 
much  of  the  form  of  the  fong,  from  feme  particu- 

lar portions  of  icripture,  and  have  paraphrafed 
moft  of  the  doxologies  in  the  New  Teftament,  that 
contain  any  thing  in  them  peculiarly  evangelical ; 
and  many  parts  of  the  Old  Teftament,  alfo,  that 
have  a  reference  to  the  times  of  the  Mejjiah.  In 

thefe  I  expect  to  be  often  cenfured  for  a  too  reli- 
gious obfervance  of  the  words  of  fcripture,  where- 

by the  verfe  is  weakened  and  debaicd,  according 
to  the  judgment  of  the  critics  :  But  as  my  whole 
defign  was  to  aid  the  devotion  of  Chriftians,  fo 
more  efpecially  in  this  part  :  And  I  am  fatisfied  I 
fhall  hereby  attain  two  ends,  viz.  affift  the  worihip 
of  all  ferious  minds,  to  whom  the  expreffions  of 
fcripture  are  ever  dear  and  delightful,  and  gratify 
the  tafte  and  inclination  of  thole  who  think  no- 
thii  g  muft  be  fung  unto  God  but  the  tranflations 
of  his  word.  Yet  you  will  always  find  in  this  pa- 
raphrafc  dark  elprefllons  nlightened,  and  the  Le- 
vitual  ceremonies  and  Hebrew  forms  of  fpeech 

changed  into  the  worfhip  of  the  gofpel,  and  ex- 
plained in  the  language  of  our  time  and  nation  ; 

and  what  would  not  bear  fuch  an  alteration,  is  o- 
rnitted  and  laid  afide.     After  this  manner  (hould  I 

rejoice 
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rejoice  to  \1  part  of  the   book  of  Pfalms 
d  for  the  I 

verted  into  a  C 

funde  ethers  to  attempt  this  glorious  work,  I  h; 
.  felf   to  be  perfuacU  and 

>  through    '.'■  in half  way  throv 

The  j  '  confifh  of  hymns,  whofc   I 
is   of'  m&e  human    compofure  ',    but  I   hope fenfe  will  aim  .1 

might  Iiave  br  iier,  and 
plied  it  to  the  k    rgin  1  verfe,  if  tl 
thod  had  been  as  ufeful  as  i.  If  there  be 

the  book  that  ble  of  g-vm^ 
ht  to  perfons  of  a  more  re:  .      and  po- 
lite education.  may  be  Found  in 

.•r  of  cri- 

ticiftn,  and  enl 

^fing.     I  co]  fcfi  my- 
to  have  be  wm^  ted  away  from  the 

?  i  propofed,  by  feme  gay  and 
3  that  gratified  the  fancy  j   the 

:  :oo  often  prevailed  diowc  th 
•:\  •,  and  th 

Yet,    II,  v  i  I 

I 

■ 

.i"  ir 



x  PRFFACE. 

*ve  have  partaken  of  the  bread  and  wine.  Here 
yo;«  vv.l  find  lome  paraphraf  s  of  fcripture,  rnd 
foi  t<  other  compofitions.  There  are  above  an 
hundred  hymns  in  the  two  former  parts,  that  may 
very  properly  be  ufed  in  this  ordinance,  and  fome- 
times,  perhaps,  appea.  more  fuitable  than  any  of 
thefe  laft  :  But  there  are  exprLfiions  generally  inrd 
in  thefe,  which  confine  thtm  only  to  the  table  of 

th'3  Lord  ;  and  therefore,  I  have  diftinguifhed  and  I 
fet  rhem  by  themfelves; 

If  the  Lord  who  inhabits  the  praifes  of  Ifraely 
fbail  refufe  to  fmile  upon  this  attempt  for  the  re- 

formation of  pialmody  amongft  the  churches,  yet 
I  humbly  hope,  that  his  blefled  Spirit  will  makg 
thele  compofur  s  ufeful  to  private  Chriftians  ;  and 
if  t/.ey  may  hut  attain  the  honour  of  being  eftecm- 
cd  p,ous  meditations,  to  affift  the  devout  and  re- 
tired  foul  in  the  exercifes  of  love,  faith,  and  joy, 
it  will  be  a  valuable  compenfation  of  my  labours  : 
My  neart  fhall  rejoice  at  the  notice  of  it,  and  my 
God  fhall  receive  the  glory.  This  was  my  hope 
and  view  in  the  firlt  publication  \  and  it  is  now  my 
duty  to  acknowledge  to  him  with  thankfulnefs, 
how  ufeful  he  has  made  thefe  compofitions  already 
to  the  comfort  and  edification  of  Societies,  and  of 

private  perfons  :  And  upon  the  fame  grounds  I 

have  a  better  profpec~t,  and  a  bigger  hope  of  much 
more  fervice  to  the  church,  by  the  large  Improve* 
ments  of  this  edition,  if  the  Lord  who  dwells  in 
Zion  fhall  favour  it  with  his  continued  bleffing. 

Note,  In  all  the  longer  Hymns,  and  ia  fome  of  the 
fhorter,  there  are  feveral  Stanzas  included  in  Crotch- 

ets, thus,  [  ] ;  which  Stanzas  may  be  left  out  in 
finging,  without  difturbing  the  fenfe.  Thofe  parts 
are  alio  included  in  fuch  Crotchets,  which  en 

words 
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words  too  poetical  for  meaner  underftandings,  or 
too  particular  for  whole  congregations  to  ling.  But 
after  all,  it  is  befr,  in  public  Pfalmody,  for  the  mini- 
iter  to  chufe  the  particular  parts  and  verfes  of  the 
Pfalm  or  Hymn  that  is  to  be  lung,  rather  than  leave 
it  to  the  judgment  or  cafual  determination  of  him 
that  leads  the  tune. 

Note,  Since  the  Sixth  Edition  of  this  Book,  the 

Author  has  finifhed  what  he  had  fo  long  promifed, 
ziv.  The  Pfalms  of  David,  imitated  in  the  Language 
of  the  New  Teftament ;  which  the  World  feem>  to 

have  received  with  approbation,  by  the  fale  o  Mbme 

thoufands  in  a  year's  time.  It  is  prefumed,  that 
that  book,  in  conjunction  with  this,  may  appear  to 

be  iuch  a  fufficient  provifion  for  pfalmody,  as  to  an- 
iwer  moft  occafions  of  the  Chriftian's  Life  :  And  if 

an  Author's  own  Opinion  may  be  taken,  he  efteems 
it  the  greateft  work  that  ever  he  has  publifhed,  or 
ever  hopes  to  do,  for  the  ufc  of  the  churches. 

March  3.  1720. 



TAB     L     E, 

To  find  any  Hymn  by  the  firft  Line. 

Note,   The  Letters  a,  b,  c,  denote  the  III,  lid,  or 
Hid  Book  :  The  Figures  direct  to  the.  Hymn. 

A 

ADORE  and  tremble,  fo?  our  God 

Alas,  and  did  my  Saviour  bleed 
All  mortal  vanities  be  gone 
An3  are  we  wretches  yet  alive 
And  muft  this  body  die 
And  now  the  fcales  have  left  mine  eyes 

Arife  my  foul,  my  joyful  pow'rs 
At  thy  command,  our  deareft  Lord 
Attend  while  Gods  exalted  Son 

.Awake,  my  heart,  arife  my  tongue 
Awake,  our  fouls,  away  our  fears 
Away  from  every  mortal  care. 

B 
Backward  with  humble  fhame  we  look 

Begirt,  my  tongue,  fome  heavenly  theme 
Behoid  how  finners  difagree 
Behold  the  blind  their  fight  receive 
Behold  the  glories  of  the  Lamb 
Behold  the  grace  appears 
Behold  the  potter  and  the  clay 
Behold  the  rofe  of  Sharon  here 

Behold  the  woman's  promis'd  feed 
Behold  the  wretch  whofe  luft  and  wine 

.    <?  Behold 

E H. 
a 
b 

42 

9 
a 
b 

25 

105 

b 1  ro 
b 81 
b 

82 

c 
b 

'9 

13© 

a 
20 a 

b 

48 

i?3 

a 
b 57 

69 

a 
b I3I 

137 

a 1 

a 3 
a 

117 

a 

68 

b 
M5 

a 

.23 
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Behold  what  wond'rous  grace humble  fouls  that  fee 

M  be  the  everlaftmg  (^od 
i  his  love 

tan  whole  cautious  I 

Blefs'd  morning  '  whole  young  dawning  rays 
d  with  the  jo)s  of  innocence 

Biood  has  a  voice  that  moves  the  fkies 

Bright  King  of  glory,  dreadful  G<>d 
Broad  is  the  road  that  leads  to  death 

Bury'd  in  fhadows  of  the  night 
But  few  among  the  carnal  wife 

C 

Can  creatures  to  perfection  find 
his  crofs  is  all  our  theme 

Come,  all  harmonious  tongues 
Co.ik  .  I  Lord,  djlcend  and  dwell 

Come,  happy  fouls,  approach-your  G-.d 
Come,  hither  all  ye  weary  iouls 

Come,  holy  Spirit,  heav'nly  Dove 
Come,  let  us  join  a  joyful  tune 
Come,  let  us  join  our  cheerful  fongs 

e,  let  us  lift  our  joyful  c high 

Come,  we  that  love  the  Lord 
D 

Daughters  of  Zkm>  come,  behold 
Pear  Lord,  behold  cur  lb,  e  dikreis 

■  )ve        ♦ 

Death  cannot  make  our  i'ouls  afri I 

;  ̂       l  !  'tis  a  m 

in  the  duft  b  >ae 

Delcend  from  h^av'js,  in  Dove 

B 

H. 
a 

64 

a 102 

a 26 
c 26 
a 
b 

72 

b 128 

b 
118 

b 
b 

S1 

158
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>r 

a 

9<S 

h 170 
a 
b 

'  <9 

a 
b 

'35 103 

a 

!^7 

h 
c 

34 

8 
a 

62 

b 
108 

c 2f 

b 

3°- 

a 72 

b 
b 
b 

49 

a 

;> 

27 

J  a 

a 

107 

a 

b 

124 
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B.  H. 

Do  we  not  know  that  folcmn  word  a    122 
Dov.n  ht  id  ilJcs  1> 

KreadjSov'reignj  -cning  f  ng  b        7 

Ere  the  blue  heav'hs  were  fire  a        2 

Eternal  Sov'reign  of  the  iky  b    I  49 Eternal  Spirit,  we  coi  b    ir^ 

Faith  is  the  brighter!:  evidence  a    120 
Far  from  my  tho  1  world,  &c.  b      1; 
Father,  1  long,  I  faint  to  ice  b     63 
Father,  we  wait  to  feel  thy  grace  c      2  1 

Firm  and  unmov'd  are  they  a      23 
Firm  ?s.  the  earth  thy  gofpel  ffands  a    138 

From  heav'n  the  finning  angels  fell  b     97 
From  thee,  my  God,  my  joys  fliall  rife  b     75 

G. 
Gmtiles  by  nature,  we  belong  a   r  14 
Give  me  the  wings  of  faith  to  rife  b    140 

Glory  to  God  the  Frimty  c      29 
Glory  to  God  that  walks  the  iky  b      ;<j 

Glory  to  God  the  Father's  name  c      27 
God  is  a  Spirit  juft  and  wife^  a    1  36 
God  of  the  morning,  it  whofe  voice  a     79 

God  of  the  feas,  thy  thund'ring  voice  b      ;o 
God,  the  eternal  awful  name  b      27 
God,  who  in  various  methods  told  a      $3 

Go  preach  my  gofpel, 'faith  the  Lord  a   128 
Go  worfhip  at  ImmanueVs  feet  a    146 
Great  God  !  how  infinite  art  thou  b     67 
Great  God  !  I  own  thy  fentence  juft  a       6 
Great  God  !  thy  glories  mall  employ  b   167 
Great  God  '  to  what  a  glorious  height  b    112 
Great  King  of  glory  and  of  grace  b   1 99 
Great  was  the  day,  the  joy  was  great  b  [44 

Hi 



cf  the  firj}  Lines. 

If. 
)  I  the  tongues  of  Greekj  and  Jews 

Hap]  urch,  thou  iacred  place 
v  the  heart  wliefe  graces  reign 

Hark  !  from  the  t  oiefui  found 

d(  em  r  from  on  liigp 

Hear  what  the  voice  from  heav'n  proclaims 
e  from  my  foul,  fad  thoughts,  be  gone 

j  Ing  God 
!  I  ;und  ' 

1  hill  of  dazzling  I 

w?  to  our  conquering  King 
ILf.mr.a  to  the  Pi  ince  of  h^hr. 
Hofanna  to  the  roy  \\     n 
Ho/anna  with  a  cheerful  found 

How  are  thy  glories  here  oiiplay'd Ho.,  ius  are  their  f .. 

Ho*'  can  I  crv  a  prop 
How  co:.  i  tnd 

How  fuy  of angni  tJUpugjit 
Holy  heavy  is  the  night  .     . 
How  honourable  is  the  place 

Hoa'  :a    ;--  the  promilc,  now  divine 
ove 

I T  ;  s1.  ricp  ar  s,  Lord 
Ho\v  fad  our 

rod 

How  ihort  and  hai  life 

I  ///race 
1 1  i  rni^htj  God 
How  ( 

i  are  .ill  tJ 
ionous  bright 

1 

lot  bear  thine  abferice,  ] B  2 

a 

'34 

b H 
b 
b 

'••3 

a 

7° 

a 

1  3 

b 73 
b 4 
b 

1 » 5" 

b iH 
C42 

>  45 

b 

89 

b 

76 

a irS 
b 8 
c 

21 

a 10 

b 116 

c 4 
b 103 

a 

98 

a 8 
a 

"3 

a 

'39 

c 

IZ 

b 
b 
b 

J2 

a 

86 

a 

49 c 

'3 

b 

48 

b 

87 
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B.  H. 

I  give  immortal  pifaile  c     38 

~  hate  the  tempter  fed  his  charms  b   1 56 
lilt  my  banners,  faith  the  Lord  a     29 
love  the  windows  of  thy  grace  b    145 

rm  not  afhamed  to  own  my  Lord  a   J03 
I  fend  the  joys  of  earth  a  v  ay  b      11 

I  ling  my  Saviour's  wondrous  death  b    114 
Jehovah  fpeaks,  let  Ifr  el  ue  :r  a      84 
jfehevah  reigns,  his  throne  is  high  b    168 
jifufy  in  thee  (  ur  eyes  behold  a    145 
jfefitt  invites  his  taints  c        2 
Jefus  is  gone  above  the  ikies  c       6 
Jrfusy  the  man  of  con ftant  grief  a      12 

J  ejus  y  we  biefs  thy  Father's  name  a     54 
jefus%  we  bow  before  thy  feet  c 
Jefusy  with  all  thy  faints  above  b 

Jn  Gabriel's  hand  a.  mighty  ftonc  a 
In  thine  own  ways,  O  God  of  love  a 
In  vain  the  wealthy  mortals  toil  a 
In  vain  we  lavifh  out  our  lives  a 

Infinite  grief!  amazing  woe  b 
Join  all  the  glorious  names  a   ioj 
Join  all  the  names  of  love  and  power  a. 
Is  this  the  kind  return  b 

K. Kind  is  the  fpeech  of  Chrift-our  Lord  a 

L. 
Laden  with  guilt,  and  full  of  fears  b 
Let  all  our  tongues  be  01  c 
Let  everlafting  glories  crown  b 

very  mortal  ear  attend  a 
Set  God  the  Father  live  c 

Let  him  embrace  my  foul,  and  prove  a 

Let  God  the  Maker's  name  c 
.  Let  ins  but  hear  my  Saviour  Cxj  a 



:.'.'C  fujl  Ll 

Lei  mortal  tongues  attempt  to  fir.g 
rong  they  be 

h  cftcem 

Let  the  old  Heathens  tune  their  fongs 
el  found  on  high 

le  race  of  a  lie 

Let  the  wild  leopards  of  the  wood 
Lei  them  neglect  thy  glory,  Lord 

.1  word 

Life  and  !'joys  are  giv'ii Life  is  the  time  to  fcfve  the  Lord 

Lift  up  your  eyes  to  th'  heav'nly  feats 
Like  iheep  we  went  aftray 
Lo,  the  young  tribefs  of  Adam  rife 
Lo,  what  a  glorious  fight  appears 
Lo,  what  an  entertaining  fight 
Long  have  I  fat  beneath  the  found 
Look,  gracious  God,  how  numerous  they 
Lord,  at  thy  temple  we  appear 
Lord,  how  divine  thy  comforts  are 

Lord,  how  iecure  anAblefs'd  are  they 
Lord,  how  fecure  my  confeience  was 
Lord,  we  adore  thy  bounteous  hand 
Lord,  we  adore  thy  vafl  defigns 
Lord,  W£  are  blind,  we  mortals  blind 

Lord,  we  confefs  our  nuin'rous  faults 
Lord,  what  a  feeble  piece 

Lord,  what  a  heav'n  of  laving  grace 
X.ord,  what  a  thoughtlefs  wretch  was  I 
Lord,  what  a  wretched  land  is  this 

Lord,  when  my  thoughts  with  wonder  roll 
Loud  hal  to  the  Lord 

i  has  a  foul  of  vaft.deiires 
MiiUken  foul:  that  dream  of  lieaVn 

B 
H. a 

b 

58 

19 

a 

b 

*33 

21 a 
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b 

65 

99 160 
b 35 
c 
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I  2? 

88 

b 
37 a 142 
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90 

a 
21 a 

b 44 

165 
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47 
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f9 

c 
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b 57 
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c 20 

b 
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109 

26 
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1 11 
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16 
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b 
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36 

s 
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46 

b 
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My  dear  Redeemer,  and  my  Lord 

My  drowfy  pow'rs,  why  fleep  ye  fo 
My  God,  how  endlefs  is  thy  love 
My  God,  my  life,  my  love 
My  God,  my  portion   and  my  love 
My  God,  permit  me  not  to  be 
My  Gad,  the  fpring  of  all  my  joys 
My  God,  what  endleis  pleafures  dwell 
My  heart,  how  dreadful  hard  it  is 

My  Sa-  iour  God,  my  fov'reign  Prince 
My  foul,  come  meditate  the  day 
My  foul  forf  :kes  her  vain  delight 

thoughts  on  awful  fubje&s  roll 
thoughts  (urmount  thefe  lower  fkies 

N. 
Naked  as  from  the  earth  we  came 

Nature  with  all  her  pow'rs  mall  ling 
Nature  with  open  volume  ffcands 
No,  1 11  repine  at  death  no  more 
No.  I  fhall  envy  them  no  more 

'No  more,  my  God,  I  boaft  no  more 
Nor  eye  has  feen,  nor  ear  has  heard 
Not  all  the  blood  of  beafts 
Not  all  the  outward  forms  on  earth 

Not  different  food,  or  different  drefs 
Not  from  the  duft  affliction  grows 
Not  the  malicious  or  profane 
Not  to  condemn  the  ions  of  men 
Mot  to  the  terrors  of  the  Lord 

Not  with  our  mortal  eyes 

No  -v  be  the  God  o;  l/ruel  hlefs'd 
Now  by  the  bowels  of  my  God 
Now  for  a  tune  of  lofty  praife 
Now  have  our  hearts  embracM  cur  God 

In  the  gali'ries  of  his  grace 
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H. b 
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141 
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Now  in  the  heat  of  youthful  blood 
Nov-  is  world  ariic 

Now  let  our  pains  be  all  forgot 
Now  [et  the  Lord  my  Saviour  fmlle 
Now  Satan  comes  with  dreadful  roar 

v  Hull  my  inward  joys  arife 
Now  to  the  Lord  a  noble  fong 
Now  to  the  Lord  that  calces  us  know 

Now  to  the  power  of  God  iupreme 
O 

O  for  an  overcoming  faith 

O  !   if  my  foul  ̂ ere  form'd  for  woe 
O  the  Almighty  Lord 

O  .the  delights,  the  neav'nly  joys 
Of, en  I  feek  my  Lord  by  night 

Once  n.or  -3  my  foul  the  riling  day 
Our  days,  a  as !   our  mortal  days 
Oi  r  God,  how  firm  his  promife  ftands 
O  ;r  fins,   ala^  !   how  ftrong  they  be 
O  r    ouls  l hail  magnify  the  Lord 

Our  l'p  nts  join  t'  ador'e  the  Lamb    .  , P 

ng'd  in  a  gulph  of  dark  defpair 
Praife,  everlaffcing  pra-fe  be  paid 

R 

Rtiife  thee,  my  foul,  fly  up,  and  run 
your  triumphant  iongs 

R)ie,  rile,  my  foul,  and  leave  the  ground 

S       * •  your  heav'nly  Father's  word 
1  C)  the  joyful  found 

God 
i  >f  delh  and  blood 

bnau  we  go  on  io  fin 
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Shall  wifdom  cry  aloud 

•    Shine,  mighty  Go  J,  on  Britain  fijue 
Shbnt  to  the  Lord,  and  let  our  joys 

Sin  has  a  thou  find  treach'rous  arts 
Sin,  like  a  venomous  difeafe    • 
Sing  to  the  Lord,  that  built  the  ikies 
Sing  to  the  Lord  with  joyful  voice 

Sing  to  the  Lord,  ye  hcav'nly  hofts 
Sitting  around  her  Father's  board 
So  did  the  Hebrew  prophet  raife 
So  let  our  lips  and  lives  exprefs 
So  new  born  babes  defire  the  breaft 

Stand  up,  my  foul,  fihake  off  thy  fears 
Stoop  down,  my  thoughts,  that  ufe  to  rife 
Strait  is  the  way,  the  door  is  (trait 

T 

Terrible  God,  that  reign'ft  on  high 
That  awful  day  will  furely  come 
Thee  we  adore,  eternal  name 

The  glories  of  my  Maker,  God 

The  God  of  mercy  be  ador'd 
The  King  of  glory  fends  his  Son 
The  lands  that  long  in  darknefs  lay 
The  law  by  Mofes  came 
The  law  commands,  and  makes  as  know 
The  Lord  declares  his  will 

The  Lord  defcending  from^bove 
The  Lord  Jehovah  reigns 
The  Lord  on  high  proclaims 
The  raajefty  of  Solomon 
The  memory  of  our  dying  Lord 

The  promife  of  my  Father's  love 
The  promife  was  divinely  free 
The  true  MeJJiah  now  appears 
The  voice  of  my  Beloved  founds 

The  v.ond'ring  world  enquires,  to  know 
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of  the  firjl  Lines. 

re  is  an  lion  ft*  not  h  hands 
a  land  of  pure  ijtfi  Jit 

Ther  bition  fwfells  my  heart 

Th(  i  hour  when  C  ;c'd 
Thefe  glo  ious  minds,  JioSi  c>.c. 

I    c  word  of  truth  and  1.  ve 

Thou,  whom  my  i jul  admires  above 
us  ci  1.1  the  fons  of  A  afs 

Thus  far  the  Lord  has  led  me  on 

Thus  faith  the  firft,  th 

Thu-  faith  the  high  and  lof  y  One 
Thus  faith  the  Rider  of  th?  iki-s 
Thu>  faith  the  oicrcy  of  the  Lord 
Thu>  faith  the  wifdom  of  the  Lord 

Thy  favours.  Lord,  furprize  our  fouls 

Time,  what  an  empty  vapour  'tis 
'Tis  by  the  faith  of  j  oys  to  come Tis  from  the  rreufures  of  his  word 

'Tis  not  the  law  of  ten  commands 
Te  God  the  only  wife 

To  him  that  chofe  us  'firft 

'  Fwas  by  an  order  from  the  Lord 
*Twas  on  thai  dank,  that  doleful  ni^ht 
'Tvras  the  commifllon  of  our  Lord 

V 

W:n  are  the  hopes  the  fons  of  men 
.  are  the  hope-  that  rebels  place 

Unmaken  as  the  facre  I  hill 

Up  to  the  fields  wh<  ts  l'.e 
Up  to  the  Lor.i,  that  reigns  on  high w 

are  a  garden  \,  :nd 
blefs  the  prophet  of  the  Lord 

We  ling  th'  amazing  dc 
We  ling  the  glories  of  thy  love 

XXI B. 11. a 
1  to b 

a 
33 a 1 1 

a 

41 

b 
'33 a 

b 

127 

a 
8e a .16 

a 

87 

b 

83 

a 

121 

a 

93 

b 
4? b 

S« 

b 

129 

a 

'47 

b 

24 

a 

Sl 

c 

39 

b 

•51 
c 1 

a 

52 

a 

94 
a 

99 a 
b 

.j  1 b 

46 

b 
c 

1  J 

a 



xxii  A  TABLE,  isfc. 

Welcome,  ftveet  day  of  reft 

Weil,  the  Redeemer's  gone 
What  different  pow'rs  of  grace  and  fin 
What  equal  honours  ihall  we  bring 

happy  men  or  angels  thefe 
What  mighty  man  or  mighty  God 
Whence  do  our  mournful  thoughts  arife 
When  I  can  read  my  title  clear 

in  die  light  of  faith  divine 

n  I  furve;  od'Vous  crofs 
When  we  are  rais'd  fron    d  ep  diftrefs 
When  ftrangers  ft  and  and  hear  me  tell 
When  the  fir  ft  parents  of  our  race 

When  the  great  builder  ftretch'd  the  fkies 
Where  are  the  mourners,  faith  the  Lord 
Who  can  defenbe  the  joys  that  rife 

Who  has  bchev'd  thy  word 
Who  is  this  fair  one  in  di&relf 

Who  (hall  the  Lord's  el  eel  condemn 
Why  did  the  Jews  proclaim  their  rage 

Why  does  your  face*,  ye  humble  fouls 
Why  do  ye  mourn  departing  friends 
Why  is  my  heart  fo  far  foin  thee 
Why  Oiould  the  children  of  a  king 
Why  ihoukl  this  earth  delight  us  fo 
Why  art  and  fear  to  Hie 

i  chearful  voice  1  fmg 

With  holy  fear  and  humble  ̂ o-g 

.  joy  we"  meditate  th %..t 

Ye  fail  lovely  is  the  place 
Ye  fons  of  Adam,  vain 

Ye  that  obey  the  immortal  King 
Z. 

Zion  rejoice;  and  Judah  fing 
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HYMN 
A    N    D 

SPIRIT  U  A  L     SONG  S, 

COLLL  I  RJtPTURES. 

K  O  ( >  K     1. 

I.    A,  tieiu  Jong  to  ihe  Lamb  that  was  Jlait}%  Rev. 
6,  8,  9,    io, 

I1EH0LD  the  glories  of  x\\ J    Anikiii  his  Fattens  throne.,: 
Prepare  new  honours  for  hi>  name.     , 

And  fongs  before  unknown. 

Let  elders  worilnp  at  his  feet, 
The  chu  around, 

Wtth  vials  fml  of  odours  fweet, 

•And  hai  •  found* 

Thpfe  are  the  prayers  of  the  faints, 
And  thefe  the  hymns  they  rah 

J  ejus  is  kind  to  oar  cortipfaii 
C. 

\  Eternal  Father,  who  ihall  look 
•11  ? 

but  t  le  Son  Humid  tafitc  that  be 

n  every  leal  ? 
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5  He  fhall  fulfil  thy  great  decrees, 
The  Son  deferves  it  wed  ; 

Lo,  in  his  hand  the  iov're 'gn  keys 
Of  heav'n,  and  death,  and  hell  ! 

6  Now  to  the  Lamb  that  once  was  flarn, 
Be  endlefs  bleffings  paid ; 

Salvation,  glory,  jo\  remain 
For  ever  on  thy  htad. 

7  Thou  haft  redeem'd  our  fouls  with  blood, 
Haft  fet  the  prisoners  free, 

Haft  made  us  kings  and  priefts  to  God, 
And  we  fhall  reign  with  thee. 

8  The  worlds  of  nature  and  of  grace 
Are  put  beneath  thy  powV ; 

Then  fhorten  thefe  delaying  days, 

And  bring- the  promis'd  hour. 

II.     The  deity  and  humanity  cf  Chrift,  John  i.    T,  3,  J 
14.  and  Col.  i  •  16    arid  Ephef.  ill .   9.    10.     . 

1  T71  RE  the  blue  heav'ns  were  ftretch'd  abroad, 
.87 Jk   Fr0m  everlafting  was  the  Word  -9 
With  God  he  uas,  the  Word  was  God, 

And  muft  divinely  be  ador'd. 

2  By  his  own  pow'r  were  all  things  made  j 
By  him  fopported  all  things  ftand  ; 

He  is  the  whole  creation's  head, 
And  angels  11  y  at  his  command. 

3  Ere  fin  was  born,  or  Satan  fell, 
He  led  the  hoft  of  morning  ftars  ; 

(Thy  generation  who  can  tell, 
Or  count  the  number  of  thy  years  ?) 

4  But  lo,  he  leaves  thofe  heav'niy  forms, 
The  Word  defcencs  and  dwells  in  clay, 
That  he  may  hold  converfe  with  worms, 
DrefTd  in  fuch  feeble  flefh  as  they. 
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5  Mortals  with  joy  hehohl  h:s  face, 
Tli'  eternal  Father's  only  Se 
How  full  of  truth  !  how  full  of  grace  ! 
When  througn  his  eyes  the  Godhead  fhone! 

6  Archangels  leave  their  high  abode, 

To  learn  new  mylt'ries  here,  and  tdl 
The  loves  of  our  defcending  God, 
The  glories  of  Emmanuel. 

III.  The  Nativity  of  Chrift,  Luke  i.  30,  &c.  Luke  ii. 
10,  &c 

1   XJ  EHOLD,  the  grace  appears, 

Jfj  The  promiie  is  fulfiil'd  5 
83 ary ,  the  wond'rous  virgin,  bears, 

And  Jtfus  is  the  child. 

£2  The  Lord,  the  higheft  God, 

Calls  him  his  only  Son  •, 
He  bids  him  rule  the  lands  abroad, 

And  gives  him  David's  throne. 

3  O'er  Jacob  (hall  he  reign 
With  a  peculiar  (Way  ; 

The  nations  (hall  his  grace  obtain, 

His  kingdom  ne'er  decay.] 

4  Jo  bring  the  glorious  news, 
A  heaVnly  form  appeals  ; 

-  He  tells  the  fbfcpherds  of  t  Leir  j 
And  banilhcs  their  fears.   * 

5  Gd>  bumble fioaittj)  faid  !;e, 

To  David9/  cityjh  ; 
Th  v  bbrn  to-day, 

Doth  in  a  manger  fy, 

6  With  looks  and  hearts  /. 
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And  ftra'ght  a  flaming  troop  was  feen ; 
The  fhepherds  heard  them  fing, 

7   Glory  to  God  on  high  ! 

And  heavenly  peace  on  earth, 
Good-ivill  to  men,  to  angels  joy, 

At  the  Redeemer's  birth. 

3  In  worfliip  lb  divine 
Let  faints  employ  their  tongues. 

With  the  celeftial  hoft  we  join, 
And  loud  repeat  their  fongs. 

9  Glory  to  God  on  high  ! 
And  heavnly  peace  en  earth, 

Good-vSill  to  men,  to  angels  joy, 
At  our  Redeemer  s  birth  ! 

IV.  Referred  to  the  2d  pfalm. 

V.  Submiffion  to  afflictive  providences,  Job  i.  21. 

i   "^TAKED  as  from  the  earth  we  came, 
\\[    And  crept  to  life  at  firft, 
We  to  the  earth  return  again, 

And  mingle  with  our  dull. 

2  The  dear  delights  we  here  enjoy, 
And  fondly  call  our  own, 

Are  but  fhort  favours  borrow'd  now, 
To  be  repaid  anon, 

3  Tis  God  that  lifts  our  comforts  high. 
Or  finks  them  in  the  grave  ; 

He  gives,  and  (bleffed  be  his  name) 
He  takes  but  what  he  gave. 

4  Peace,  all  our  angry  pafTions  then, 
Let  each  rebellious  figh 

Be  filent  at  his  fovereign  will, 

And  ev'ry  murmur  die. 



Book  I.  SPIRITUAL  SONGS,  *7 

5   If  Trailing  mercy  crown  our  lives, 

Its  praifes  (hall  be-  fprcad, 
And  we'll  adore  the  juftice  too 

That  flrikes  our  comforts  dead. 

VI.  Triumph  ever  death.  Job  xix    25,  26,  27. 

1  sT^  MEAT  God,  I  own  the  fentence  juftx 

\^JT    Arid  nature  mud  decay  ; 
I  yield  my  body  to  the  dutt, 

To  dwell  with  fellow  c 

2  Yet  faith  may  triumph  otr  the  grave. 
And  trample  op.  the  tombs  ; 

My  Jtfus*  my  Redeemer  V. 

•  My  God,  my  Saviour  comes. 

3  The  mighty  ConquVpr  (hall  appeal 
High  on  a  royal  feat, 

And  death,  the  laic  of  all  his  foes, 

Ly  vanquUh'd  at  -his  feet. 

4  The  greedy  worms  devour  my  {killj 
And  gnaw  my  wafting  fleihj 

When  God  fhall  build  my  bones  again. 
He  clothes  them  all  afrefh  : 

5  Then  (hall  1  fee  thy  1 
„  With  ftrong  immortal  eyes, 
And  feaft  upon  thy  unknown  ^race 
Wkh  picture  and  iurprifc. * 

VII.  The  invitation  c;  /;  or,    Spiritual jlcd  and 
cloathingy  Ifa<  iv.   1,  2,  &C. 

L ET  ev'ry  mortal  ear  attend, And  ev'ry  heart 
trumpet  of  the  gofpel  founds 

With  an  inviting  voice. 
C  2 
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2  Ho  !  ail  yc  hungry  ftarving  fouls, 

That  feed  upon  the  wind, 

And  vainly  ftrive  with  earthen  toys 
To  fill  an  empty  mind  : 

3  Eternal  Wifdom  has  prepar'd 
A  foul  reviving  feaft, 

And  bids  your  longing  appetites 
The  rich  provifion  tafte. 

4  Ho  !  ye  that  pant  for  living  ftceams, 
And  pine  away  and  die  ; 

Here  you  may  quench  your  raging  thirit 
With  fprings  that  never  dry. 

5  Rivers  of  love  and  mercy  here 
In  a  rich  ocean  join  j 

Salvation  in  abundance  flows, 
Like  floods  of  milk  and  wine. 

[6  Ye  perifliing  arid  naked  poor, 
Who  work  with  mighty  pain, 

To  weave  a  garment  of  your  own, 
That  will  not  hide  your  fin  \ 

•;    Come  naked,  and  adorn  your  fouls 
In  robes  prepaid  by  God, 

Wrought  by  the  labours  of  his  Son, 
And  dyd  in  his  own  blood.] 

8  Dear  God  !  the  treafures  of  thy  love. 
Are  everlafting  mines, 

Deep  as  our  helplefs  miferies  are, 
And  boundlefs  as  our  fins  ! 

9  The  happy  gates  of  gofoel-grace 
Stand  open  night  and  day  : 

Lord,  we  are  come  to  fetk  fupplies, 
And  drive  our  wants  away. 
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rlII.   The  fifty  and  proieFlion  of  the  Churchy  Ifa.  xxxv:. 
I,    2,    3,    Ay    5    6* 

1    "  "  "I" OW  honourable  is  the  place 
JL   Where  we  adorii  : 

Zio/i,  the  glory  of  th< 
And  beauty  of  the  land  ! 

Bulwarks  of  mighty  grace  defend 
The  city  where  we  dwell  ; 

The  walls,  of  ftrong  falvation  made, 

Defy  th'  afliults  of  hell. 

Lift  up  the  everlafting  gates, 
The  doors  wide  open  fling  ; 

Enter,  ye  nations  that  obey 
The  fiatutes  of  our  King. 

Here  (hall  you  tafte  unmingled  joys, 
And  live  in  perfect  peace  ; 

You  that  have  known  Jehovah's  name, 
And  ventur'd  on  his  grace. 

5  Truft  in  the  Lord,  for  ever  truft, .     » 
And  banifh  all  your  fears  ; 

Strength  in  the  Lord  Jehovah  dwells, 
Eternal  ab  his  years. 

What  though  the  rebels  dwell  on  high, 

:    "  His  arm  ihall  bring  them  low  *, 
Low  as  the  caverns  of  the  grave 

Their  lofty  heads  fhall  bow* 

On  Babylon  our  feet  {hall  tread 
In  that  rejoicing  hour  ; 

The  ruins  of  her  walls  fhall  fpread 
A  pavement  for  the  poor. 

IX.   The  promifts  of  the  covenant  of  Grace.  I  la.  lv,  I,  2. 
Zech.  xiii.  1.  Micali  vii,  10.  Ezck.  xxxvi.  2.5.  &c. 

1    TN  vain  we  lavifh  out  c 

To  gather  empty  wind  \ 

c  3 
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The  choiceft  blefllngs  earth  can  yield 
Will  ftarve  a  hungry  mind. 

2  Come,  and  the  Lord  fhall  feed  our  fouls 
With  more  fubftantial  meat, 

With  fuch  as  faints  in  glory  love, 
With  fuch  as  angels  eat, 

3  Our  God  will  evYy  want  fupply, 
And  fill  our  hearts  with  peace ; 

He  gives  by  covenant  and  by  oath 
The  riches  of  his  grace. 

4  Come,  and  he'll  clean fe  our  fpotted  fouls , 
And  wafh  away  our  ftains 

In  the  dear  fountain  that  his  Son 

Pour'd  from  his  dying  veins. 

5  [Our  guilt  fhall  vanifh  all  away, 
Though  black  as  hell  before : 

Our  fins  mall  fink  beneath  the  fea, 
And  fhall  be  found  no  more. 

6  And  left  pollution  fliould  o'erfpread 
Our  inward  pow'rs  again, 

His  fpirit  fhall  bedew  our  fouls 
Like  purifying  rain.] 

7  Our  heart,  that  flinty  itubborn  thing. 
That  fc  rrcrs  cannot  move, 

That  fears  no  threat'nings  of  his  Wfatb, 
Shall  be  diffblv'd  by  love  : 

8  Or  he  can  take  the  flint  away 

That  would  not  be  refin'd, 
And  from  the  treafures  of  his  grace 

Beftow  a  fofter  mind 

9  There  (hall  his  facred  Spirit  dwells 
And  deep  engrave  his  law, 

And  ev'ry  motion  of  our  fouls. 
To  Cvift  obedience  draw, 
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10  Thus  will  he  pour  faivation  clown, 
And  we  (hall  redder  praiie  : 

Wc  the  clear  people  of  his  love, 
And  He  our  God  of  grace. 

X.   The  bleflcdnefs  of  go/pel  times >  or,  The  revelation  of 
Chrilt  A?  Jewstfwrf  Gentiles,  Ifa.  v.  2,  7,  9,  ic.  Matt, 
xiii.  16,  17. 

1  TTOW  beauteous  are  their  feet 

XI  Who  Hand  on  Zion's  hill, 
Who  bring  falvation  on  their  tongues, 

And  words  of  peace  reveal  ! 

2  How  charming  is  their  voice, 
How  fweet  the  tidings  are  ! 

M  Zion,  behold  thy  Saviour  King, 

11  He  reigns  and  triumphs  here." 

3  How  happy  are  our  ears, 
That  hear  this  joyful  found, 

Which  kings  and  prophets  waited  for. 

And  fought,  but  never  found  !    ' 

4  How  blefTed  are  our  eyes, 

That  fee  this  heav'nly  light, 
Prophets  and  kings  defir'd  it  long,  . 

But  dy'd  without  the  light. 

5  The  watchmen  join  their  voice, 
And  tuneful  notes  employ^; 

jftrufalem  breaks  forth  in  fongs, 
And  de farts  learn  the  joy. 

6  The  Lord  makes  bare  his  arm 

Thro'  all  the  tarth  abroad  ; 

Let  ev'ry  nation  now  behold 
Their  Saviour  and  their  GotL 
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XT.  The  humble  enlightened^  and  carnal  reafon  bumbled  ; 
or,  The  fovereignty  vf  grace >  Luke  x.  2  1,   2  2. 

1  r  |  "iHERE  was  an  hour  when  Chr'ijl  rejoic 'dy And  fpoke  his  joy  in  words  of  praife ; 

<c  Father,  I  thank  thee,  mighty  God, 
u  Lord  of  the  earth,  and  heav'ns  and  feas. 

2  "  I  thank  thy  fovereign  pow'r  and  love, 
c<  That  crowns  my  doctrine  with  fuccefs  ; 
cc  And  makes  the  babes  in  knowledge  learn 

"  The  heights,  and  breadths,  and  lengths  of  grace. 

3  "  But  all  this  glory  lies  conceal'd 
"  From  men  cf  prudence  and  of  wit ; 
u  The  pnnce  of  darknefs  blinds  their  eyes, 
u  And  their  own  pride  refills  the  light. 

4  u  Father,  'tis  thus,  becaufe  thy  will 
"  Chofe  and  ordain'd  it  fhould  be  fo  ; 
u  >Tis  thy  delight  t'  abafe  the  proud, 
u  And  lay  the  haughty  fcorner  low. 

5  "  There's  none  can  know  the  Father  right, 
"  But  thofe  who  learn  it  from  the  Son  ; 

€i  Nor  can  the  Son  be  well  receiv'd, 
cc  But  where  the  Father  makes  him  known." 

6  Then  let  our  fouls  adore  our  God, 

That  deals  his  graces  as  he  pleafe  ; 
Nor  gives  to  mortals  an  account 

Or  of  his  actions,  or  decrees. 

XII.  Free  grace  in  revealing  Chrifr,  Luke  x.   2K 

I     FESUS,  the  man  of  conftant  grief, 

J     A  mourner  all  his  days  •, 
His  fpirit  once  rejoic'd  aloud, 

And  turn'd  his  joy  to  praife. 
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2  Father)  I  thank  thy  wonfrms  lovc> 
That  hath  rcvtaFd  thy  Svi 

To  men  unlearned  j  and  to  babes 
Has  made  the  gofeel  hnawn% 

3  The  m  fflMi  s  of  >  w  Iteming  J  race 
Are  hidden  from  the  ivlft, 

While  pride  and  carnal  reasonings ■ 
To  /well  and  blind  their  eyes, 

\  Thus  doth  the  Lord  of  heav'n  and  earth 
His  gn!ut  decrees  fulfil, 

And  orders  all  his  works  of  grace 

By  his  own  fov'reign  will. 

XIII.   The  S:n  cfGod  incarnate  ;  or,   Tie  titles  Q 
kingdom  jfChrift,   Ifa.   ix.    2,  6,   7. 

1  PTH*HE  lands  that  long  in  darknefs  lay,  * 
Now  have  beheld  a  heav'nly  light ; 

Nations  that  fat  in  death's  cold  (hade, 

Are  blefs'd  with  beams  divinely  bright* 

2  The  virgin's  promisM  Son  is  born  ; 
Behold  th'  expected  child  appear  ; What  fhah  his  name  or  titles  be  : 

Tie  Wonderful,  The  Coutifeihr. 

[3  This  infant  is  the  migfctj  God, 

»    Come  to  be  fuckled  and  ador'd  ; 

Th'  eternal  Father,  Prince  of  pe  cc, 
The  ion  of  David,  and  his  Loru.j * 

a  The  government  of  earth  and  Teas 
U;>nn  his  fhouldcrs  fhall  be  bid ; 

His  wide  dominions  fhall  increafe, 

And  honours  to  his  na  ne  be  paid. 

r/,  the  holy  child,  fliall  fit 
High  on  his  fathe  throne, 

Shall 

Al  M  unknown. 
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XIV.   The  triumph  of  faith  ;  or,  Chrift's  unchangeable 
love,  Rom.  viii.   33,  &c. 

1  TTT  THO  mail  the  Lord's  cleft  condemn  ? 

V  V     '  lis  God  that  justifies  their  fouls  5 
And  mercy,  like  a  mighty  flream, 

O'er  all  their  fins  divinely  rolls. 

2  Who  fh,ll  adjudge  the  faints  to  hell  ? 

r\  is  Chrift  that  fufter'd  in  their  ftead  \ 
And  the  falvation  to  fulfil, 

Behold  him  riling  from  the  dead. 

3  He  lives  !  he  lives  !  he  fits  above, 
For  ever  interceding  there  : 

Who  (hail  divide  us  from  his  love, 
Or  what  fhall  tempt  us  to  defpair  ? 

4  Shall  perfecution  or  diftrefs, 

Famine,  or'fword,  or  nakednefs  ? 
He  that  hath  lov'd  us  bears  us  thro*, 
And  makes  us  more  than  conqu'rors  too. 

5  Faith  hath  an  overcoming  power, 
It  triumphs  in  the  dying  hour : 
Chrift  is  our  life,  our  joy,  our  hope, 
Nor  can  we  fink  with  fuch  a  prop. 

6  Not  all  that  men  on  earth  can  d^>, 

Nor  pow'rs  on  high,  nor  povv'rs  below, 
Sha!)  caufe  his  mercy  to  remove, 

Or  wean  our  hearts  from  Chrift,  our  love. 

XV.     Our   cvjn    iveahiefsy    and   Chrift    our  Jlrength, 
2  Cor.  xii.   7,  9,    10. 

1    "        ET  me  but  hear  my  Saviour  fay, 
JL_J    Strength  fhall  be  equal  to  the  day  ± 

Then  1'li  rejoice  in  deep  diftrefs, 
Leaning  on  all  fufficient  grace. 
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2  I  glory  in  infirmity, 

That  Chri/Fs  own  pow'r  may  reft  on  me  \ 
When  I  am  weak,  then  am  I  ftrong, 

Grace  is  my  ihidd,  and  Lhr'ift  my  (bag. 
3  I  can  do  all  tilings,  or  can  bear 

All  fuffVlngs,  if  my  Lord  be  there  \ 
Swecc  pleaiurcs  mingle  with  the  pain-, 
While  his  left  hand  my  head  iuftains. 

But  if  the  Lord  be  once  withdrawn, 
And  we  attempt  the  work  alone, 
When  new  temptations  fpring  and  rife, 
We  find  how  great  our  weakneis  is. 

So  Sampfon  when  his  hair  was  loft, 
Met  the  Philtjlines  to  his  coil  9 
Shook  his  vain  limbs  with  iad  furprife, 
Made  feeble  fight,  and  loit  his  eyes. 

XVI.    Hofanna  to   Chrift,  Matt.  xxi.  9.  Luke   xix. 

38,  40. 

1  TTOSANNA  to  the  royal  Son 
■*  -*   Of  David's  ancient  line  ! 

His  nature's  two,  his  perfon  one, 
Myfterious  and  divine. 

2  The  root  of  David  here  we  find, 

And  orT-lpring  is  the  fame  : 

Eternity  and  time  are  join'd    * 
In  our  Emmanuel's  name. 

3  Blefs'd  He  that  comes  to  wretched  me: 
With  peaceful  news  from  heav'n  ! 

Hojhfihas  of  the  highelt  i train 

To  Chr'ijl  the  Lord  be  given  ! 
A  Let  morf.ls  ne'er  refufe  to  take 

The  Hofanna  on  their  tongues; 
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Left  rocks  and  ltones  ihould  rife,  and  break 

Their  iilence  into  long*.. 

XVII.  Pitfory  over  death,   I   Cor.  xv.   55,  &C. 

1  /^\  FOR  an  overcoming  faith, 
V^y  To  cheer  my  dying  hours, 

To  triumph  o'er  the  monfter  Death, 

And  all  his  frightful  pow'rs ! 
4  Joyful,  with  all  the  ftrength  I  have, 

My  quiv'ring  lips  fhould  fing, 
TV  here  is  thy  lea/ltd  vicVry,  grave  ? 

And  where  the  mcnjler^jling  ? 

,3  If  fin  be  pardon'd,  I'm  fecure, 
Death  hath  no  fting  be  fide  ; 

The  law  gave  fin  its  damning  pow'r  ; 
But  Chrifiy  my  ranfom,  dy*d. 

4  Nov/  to  the  God  of  victory, 
Immortal  thanks  be  paid, 

"Who  makes  us  conqu'rors  while  we  die, 
Thro'  Chrifl  our  living  head. 

XVIII.  Blejpd  are  the  dead  thai  die  in    the   Lcrd> 
Rev.  xiv.    13. 

*   1  MTEAR  what  the  voice  from  heav'n  proclaims 
J[jL  For  all  the  pious  dead, 
Sw  et  is  the  favour  of  their  names, 

And  foft  their  ileeping  bed. 

2  They  die  in  Jefusy  and  are  blefs'd  j How  kind  their  Cumbers  are  ! 

From  fufFrings  and  from  iins  releas'd, 
And  freed  from  evVy  fnare. 

3  Far  from  this  world  of  toil  and  ftrife, 

They're  prefent  with  the  Lord  y 
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The  labours  of  their  mortal  life 

End  in  a  large  reward. 

XIX.   Tkefing  cf  Simeon  •,  or,    Death  made  defirab!e> Luke  i.  27,  &C. 

1    T"     ORD,  at  thy  temple  we  appear, 
I  ̂    As  happy  Simeon  came, 

And  hope  to  m«Ct  oar  Saviour  he! 
O  make  our  joys  the  fame  ! 

With  what  divide  and  vaft  delight 

The  good  old  man  was  fill'd, When  fondly  in  his  witherM  arms 

He  clafp'd  the  holy  Child  ; 

M  Now  I  can  leave  this  world,  he  tryd, 
u  Behold  thy  fervant  dies  j 

«  Pve  Teen  thy  great  faivation,  Lord, 
(v  And  clofe  my  peaceful  eyes. 

"  This  is  the  light  prepar'd  to  (Line 
"  Upon  the  Gentile-  lands, 

u  Thine  Jfrae?%  glory,  and  their  hope, 
«  To  break  their  flaviih  bands." 

IL5    'J4US  •   tne  vHSw  of  thy  face 
Hath'overpowYmg  charms  ! 

Scarce  fhall  1  feel  death's  cold  embrace, 
If  Chrift  be  in  my  arm-;. 

16  Then  will  ye  hear  my  heart  -ft  fings  break, 
Hot/  iweet  my  minutes  roll  ! 

And  mortal  paleness  on  my  cheek, 
And  glory  in  my  foul.] 

D 
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XX.   Spiritual  apparel y  viz.  The  robe  of  righieoufnefsy  and 
garments  of falvationyl&.  lxi.    10. 

i       A    Wake  my  heart,  arife  my  tongue, 
^/jL  Prepare  a  tuneful  voic?  ; 
In  God  the  life  of  all  my  joys, 

Aloud  will  I  rejoice. 

2  'Tis  he  adorn'd  my  naked  foul, 
And  made  filvation  mine  ; 

Upon  a  poor  polluted  worm 
He  makes  his  graces  fhine. • 

3  And  left  the  fhadowof  a  fpot 
Should  on  my  foul  be  found, 

•  He  took  the  robe  the  Saviour  wrought;. 
And  caft  it  all  around, 

4  How  far  the  heav'nly  robe  exceeds 
What  earthly  princes  wear  ! 

Thefe  ornaments,  how  bright  they  fhine  ! 
How  white  the  garments  are  ! 

c  The  Spirit  wrought  by  faith  and  love, 

And  hope  and  ev'ry  grace ; 
But  Jefus  fpent  his  life,  to  work 

The  robe  of  righteoufnefs, 

.4$  Strangely,  my  foul  art  thou  array'd 
By  the  great  facred  Three  ; 

In  fweeteft  harmony  of  praife 
Let  all  thy  powers  agree. 

XXI.  A  vifton  of  the  kingdom  of  Chrift  among  meny  Rev* 
xxi.  1,  2,  3,  4. 

1  T"     O,  what  a  glorious  fight  appears 
1  A  To  our  believing  eyes ! 

The  earth  and  feas  are  pafs'd  away, 
And  the  old  rolling  fkies. 

2  From  the  third  heav'n  where  God  refides, 
That  holy,  happy  place,  1 
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The  new  Jerufalem  comes  down, 

Adom'd  jwrhli  (bining  grate. 

And  the  bright  armies  ting, 
"  Mortals,  behold  the  facred  feat 

"  Of  your  defcending  King. 

4  "  The  God  of  glory  down  to  men 
"  Removes  his  blefs'd  abode  ; 

M  Men  the  dear  objects  of  his  grace3 
cl  And  He  the  loving  God. 

5  "  His  own  foft  hand  ihall  wipe  the  tears 
11  From  ev'ry  weeping  eye, 

11  And  pains,  and  groans,  and  griefs,  and  fears^ 
"  And  death  itfelf  ihall  die/' 

6  How  long,  dear  Saviour,  O  how  long 
Shall  this  bright  hour  delay  ? 

Fly  iwifter  round,  ye  wheels  of  time, 
And  bring  the  welcome  day. 

XXII.   and  XXIII.  [Referred  to  the   125th  Tfalm.] 

XXIV.  Th  rich  JinfHt  dying,  Pfal.  xlix,  6,  9.  Eccl. 
8.  Job  iii.   (4,  15. 

1   JN  vain  the  wealthy  mortals  toil, 
And  heap  their  ihining  duft  in  vain, 

-Look  down  and  fcorn  the  humble  poor^ 
And  boaft  their  lofty  hills  t>f  gain, 

heir  golden  cordials  cannot  eafe 
ned  hearts  or  achin 

Nor  fright,  nor  bribe  approaching  death 

From  glitt'ring  roofs  and  downy  beds. 

3  The  lingVing,  th;  u;  \ul, 
1 :1  iiimmons  muft  ( 

D  2 
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And  bid  a  long,  a  fad  farewell, 
To  the  pale  lumps  of  lifelefs  clay. 

4  Thence  they  are  huddled  to  "the  grave, 
Where  kings  and  flakes  have  equal  thrones  ; 

Their  bones  without  diftinchon  lie 

Amongft  a  heap  of  meaner  bones. 

[The  reft:  referr'd  to  the  49thpfalm.] 

XXV.   A  vifton  of  the  Lamb^  Rev.  v.  6,  7,  8,  9. 

1       A    LL  mortal  vanities  be  gone, 
J|7j^  Nor  tempt  my  eyes,  nor  tire  my  ears, 
Behold  arrridfl  th'  eternal  throne 

A  vifion  of  the  Lamb  appears. 

[2  Glory  his  fleecy  robe  adorns, 

Marked  with  the  bloody  death  he  bore  •, 
Sev'n  are  his  eyes,  and  fev'n  his  horns, 

To  fpeak  his  wifdom  and  his  powV. 

3  Lo,  he  receives  a  fealed  book 
From  him  that  fits  upon  the  throne ; 

Jefus%  my  Lord,  prevails  to  lock 
On  dark  decrees,  and  things  unknown.] 

4  All  the  afiemblrng  iaints-around 
Fall  worshipping  before  the  Lamb, 

And  in  fiew  fongs  of  gofpel-found 
Addrefs  their  honours  to  his  name. 

[5  The  joy,  the  fliout,  the  harmony  ' 
Flies  o'er  the  everlaiting  hills  ;    . 

Worthy  art  th*u  alone  (they  cry) 

Ti  read  the  book,  to  Icofe  the  feals."} 

Our  voices  join  the  heavenly  firain, 
And  with  tranfporting  pleafure  fing. 

Worthy  the  Lamb  that  once  was  flain 
To  be  our  teacher  a*id  our  king  \ 
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7   His  words  of  prophcv  ■ 
Eternal  counfels,  deep  deii  ms  *, 

[race  and  vengeance  ihall  fulfil 
The  peaceful  and  the  dreadful  1. 

$  Thou  haft  redeem'd  onr  foufe  from  hell 
With  thine  invaluable  blood*. 

And  wretches  that  did  once  rebel 

Are  now  made  fav'rites  of  their  C->d. 

9  Worth)  f  is  the  Lord, 
That  dv'd  for  treafons  not  his  own, 

By  ev'ry  tongue  to  be  adorM, 
And  dwell  upon  his  Father's  thro/. 

XXVI.    Hope  of  heavet\  by  the   reJurreRian  of  0 
i   Pet.  i.   3,  4,  5. 

BLESS'D  be  the  everlafting  God, The  Father  of  our  Lord  : 

Be  His  abounding  mercy  prais'd, 
His  majefty  ador'd. 

!  When  from  the  dead  lie  rais'd  hi$  S 
d  callM  him  to  the  iky, 

He  gave  our  fouls  a  lively  hope 
That  they  lhould  never  die. 

Yfhat  though  our  inbred  fins  require 
Our  fleih  to  fee  the  unit, 

-Yet  as  the  Lord  our  Saviour  r   : 

Sq  all  his  followers  mufl.     * 

4  There's  an  inheritance  divine 
RefervYl  againft  that  day  ; 

'Lis  iucorrupted,  uncLiil'd, And  cannot 

5  Saints  by  the  pow'r  of  God  are  kept.  • 
Till  the  falvation  come  y 

D  7 
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We  walk  by  faith,  as  ft  rangers  here, 
'Till  Chrift  fhall  call  us  home. 

XXVII.  Ajp  trance  of  heaven  :   Or,   A  faint  prepared 
to  die,    2  Tim.  iv.   6,   7,   8,    1.8. 

[1    T"VEATH  may  dhToIve  my  body  now, 
J^Jf   And  bear  my  fpirit  home  •, 
Why  do  my  minutes  move  fo  flow, 

Nor  my  falvation  come  ? 

2  With  heav'nly  weapons  I  have  fought 
The  battles  of  the  Lord, 

Finifh'd  my  courfe,  and  kept  the  faith, 
And  wait  the  fure  reward.] 

3  God  has  laid  up  in  heav'n  for  me 
A  crown  which  cannot  fade  \ 

The  righteous  Judge  at  that  great  day 
Shall  place  it.  on  my  head. 

4  Nor  hath  the  King  cf  grace  decreed 
This  prize  for  me  alone  ; 

But  all  that  love,  and  long  to  fee 

Th5  appearance  of  his  Son. 

5  Jefus,  the  Lord,  (hail  guard  me  fafe 

From  ev'ry  ill  defign  : 
And  to  his  heav'nly  kingdom  keep This  feeble  foul  of  mine. 

6  God  is  my  everlafting  aid, 
And  hell  fhall  rage  in  vain ; 

To  him  be  higher!:  glory  paid, 
And  endlefs  praife.     Amen. 

XXVIII.  The  triumph  of  Chrift  ever  the   enemies   of 
his  church,   Ifa.   lxiii.    1,   2     3,   &c. 

■
w
 

HAT  mighty  man,  or  mighty  God, 
Comes  travelling  in  ftate 
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Along  the  Id u  mean  road, 
Away  from  Bmrds  gate  ! 

2  The  glory  of  his  robes  proclaim 

5  Pis  fome  victorious  king  : 
"  Tis  I,  the  Jufu  the  Almighty  One* 

11  That  your  fahv  '  ig."  • 
3  Why,  mighty  Lord,  thy  faints  enq; 

Why  thine  app  ircl's  r 
And  all  thy  vcfturc  ftaih'd  like  t] 
Who  in  the  wine-prefs  tread  ? 

4  "  I  by  myfelf  have  trod  the  y\ 

H  And  crufh'J  my  foes  alone  : 
"  My  wrath  has  it  ruck  the  rebels  dead, 

.    "  My  fury  ftamp'd  them  down. 

5  "  'Tis  Edoms  blood  that  dyes  my  robe.; 
11  With  joyful  fcarletTtains  ; 

u  The  triumph  that  my  raiment  wears 
"  Sprung  from  their  bleeding  veins. 

6  "  Thus  fhall  the  nations  be  deitroy'd, 
"  That  dare  infult  my  faints  y 

11  I  have  an  arm  t'avenge  their  wrongs, 
"  An  ear  for  their  complaints. " 

XXIX.   Tie  fecend  part ;   Or,    The  ruin  of'Aniichri/l) ver.  4,  5,  6,   7. 

F  LIFT  my  banner,  faith  the  Lord^ 
"   \  LiUkhrift  has  ftcod 

The  city  of  mv  gofpcl  I 
«  Shall  be  a  field  of  blood. 

"  My  heart  has  ftudied  juft  revenue, 
u  And  hot  the  day  appears, 

"  The  day  of  my  redeem'd  is  come, . 
11  To  wipe  away  tlieir  tean, 
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3  "  Quite  weary  is  my  patience  grown, 
"  And  bids  my  fury  go  : 

"  Swift  as  the  lightning  it  ill  all  move, 
"  And  be  as  fatal  too. - 

4  "  I  call  for  helpers,  but  in  vain  : 
"  Then  has  my  gofpel  none  ? 

a  Well,  mine  own  arm  has  might  enough 
"  To  crufh  my  foes  alone. 

5  "  Slaughter,  and  my  devouring  fword 
"  Shall  walk  the  ftreets  around, 

"  Babel  fhali  reel  beneath  my  ftroke, 

«  And  ftagger  to  the  ground." 

6  Thy  honours,  O  victorious  King  ! 
Thine  own  right  hand  fhall  raife, 

While  we  thy  awful  vengeance  ling, 

And  our  deliverer  praife. 

XXX.   Frayer  for  deliverance  anfivered,  Ifa.  xxvii  8, 
*  20. 

i    TN  thine  own  ways,  O  Go&  of  love, 
I    We  wait  the  vifits  of  thy  grace  j 
Our  fouls  deiire  is  to  thy  name, 

And  the  remembrance  of  thy  face. 

2  My  thoughts  are  fearching,  Lord,  for  thee  ; 

'Mongft  the  black  fhades  of  lonefome  night. 
My  eariieft  cries  falwte  the  Ikies 

Before  the  dawn  reftore  the  light. 

3  Look  .how  rebellious  men  deride 
The  tender  patience  of  my  God  ; 

But  they  fhall  fee  thy  lifted  hand, 
And  feel  the  fcourges  of  thy  rod. 

4  Hark  !  the  Eternal  rends  the  iky: 
A  mighty  voice  before  him  goes; 
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A  voice  of  muilc  to  his  frit  n 

But  ing  thunder  to  his 

j  Ci  r*s  .urns 
Hide  in  the  chambers  of  my  grace, 

Till  the  fierce  ftoro  s  be  ovirbio\wi, 

And  my  revenging  fury  ceafe. 

6  My  fword  fhall  boaft  its  thoufands  fl  in, 

And  drink  the  -blood  of  haughty  kings, 

While  heav'nly  peace  around  my  flock 
Stretches  its  foft  and  lhady  wings. 

XXXI.  [Referred  to  the  firft  pfalm.] 

XXXII.    Strength  from   Avww/;,    Ifa.   xl.  27,    28,   29, 

1  "^"X  THENCE  do  cur  mournful  thoughts  arifc! 
YY      And  where's  our  courage  fled  ? 

Has  reiileis  fin  and  raging  hell 
Struck  ail  our  comforts  dead  ? 

2  Have  we  forgot  trf  Almighty  name 
That  form'd  the  earth  and  fea  ? 

And  can  an  all-creating  arm 
w  weary  or  dec 

3  Treafures  of  eve:  night 

lie  gives  ihe  conqueft  to  th 
And  treads  their  foes  to  hell. 

I  re  mortal  pow'r  fhalhfade  and  die, 
And  youthful 

p  the  Lord, 

Shall  feel  our  ftrengta  inert 

5   The  faints  lhall  mount  on  ingSj 

And  tafte  the  pr  oms'd  bl 
"fill  their  unweai  i  rrive Wh.  afure  is. 
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XXXfll.  XXXIV.  XXXV.  XXXVI.  XXXVII. 

XXXVIII.  [Referred  to  Pfal.  cxxxi.  cxxxiv.  lxvii. 
Ixxiii.  xc.  and  lxxxiv. 

XXXIX.  God's  tender  care  of  his  churchy  Ifa.  xlix.  r  3, 
14,  &c. 

!    TWTOW  fhall  my  inward  joys  arife, 
j[^    And  burft  into  a  fong  , 
Almighty  love  infpires  my  heart, 

And  pleasures  tune  my  tongue. 

2  God  on  his  thirfty  Zion  hill 

Some  mercy-drops  has  thrown, 
And  folemn  oaths  hath  bound  his  love 

To  fhow'r  ialvation  down. 

3  Why  do  we  then  indulge  our  fears* 
Sufpicions  and  complaints  ? 

Is  he  a  Ged,  and  fhall  his  grace 
•Grow  weary  of  his  faints  ? 

4  Can  a  kind  woman  e'er  forget 
The  Infant  of  her  womb, 

And  'mongft  a  thoufand  tender  thoughts 
Her  fuckling  have  no  room  ? 

5  Tet,  faith  the  Lord,  Jhould  nature  change, 
And  mothers  monfiers  prove, 

SiQnfill  dwells  upon  the  heart' 
Of everlajlir.g  love, 

6  Deep  en  the  palms  of  both  my  hands 
I  have  engravd  her  name  ; 

My  hands Jh all  raife  her  ruind  walls , 
And  build  her  broken  frame. 

XL.  The  bufinefs  and  bkfftdnefs  of  glerifed faints,  Rev. 
vii.  13,  14,  15,  &c. 

I    JjrHAT  happy  men,  or  angels,  thefe, 
*r      That  all  their  rebes  are  fpotlefs  white  ? 
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Whence  did  this  glorious  troop  arrive 
At  the  pure  realms  of  hcaStdy  light  ? 

2   From  tornring  racks,  and  burning  f. 
And  leas  of  their  own  blood  they  came  ; 

And  nobler  hlpod  has  waftYd  their  robes, 

Flowing  from  Chrift  the  dying  Lamb. 

sow  they  approach  th*  Almighty  throne 
With  loud  hofannas  night  and  day, 

Sweet  anthems  to  the  Great  Three  One 

Meafure  their  blefsM  eternity. 

4  No  more  fhall  hunger  pain  their  fouls ; 
He  bids  their  parching  thirft  be  gone, 

And  fpreads  the  ihadow  of  his  wings, 
To  fcreen  them  from  the  fcorching  fun. 

5  The  Lamb,  that  fills  the  middle  throne, 
Shall  fhade  around  his  milder  beams ; 

There  fhall  they  feafi:  on  his  rich  love, 
And  drink  full  joys  from  living  ftreams. 

6  Thus  fhall  their  mighty  blifs  renew 

Thro'  the  vaft  round  of  endlefs  years, 
|  the  foft  hand  of  fov'reign  grace 

Heals  all  their  wounds,  and  wipes  their  tcars- 

XI J.   The  fame  :    Or,    The  martyrs  glorified)    Rev. 
vii.    13,   &c. 

1  CT*HE  glorious  minds  hoiv  bright  theyJJjine  ' 
-*-      Whence  all  their  bright  array  ? 
How  come  they  to  the  happy  fiats 

Of ever  Lifting  day  ? 

2  From  tortVing  pains,  to  endlefs  joys, 
On  fiery  wheels  they  rode, 

And  ftrangely  waih'd  their  garments  white 
In  Jefus1  dying  blood. 
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3  Now  they  approach  a  fpotlels  God, 
And  bow  before  his  throne ; 

Their  warbling  harps  and  facred  fongs 
Adore  the  holy  One. 

4  The  unveil'd  glories  of  his  face 
Amongft  his  famta  reiide, 

While  the  rich  treasures  of  Ills  grace 

Sees  all  their  wants  fupply'd. 

5  Tormenting  thirft  lhall  leave  their  fouls, 
And  hunger  flee  as  faft ; 

The  fruit  of  life's  immortal  tree 
Shall  be  their  fweet  repaft. 

6  The  Lamb  fhall  lead  his  heav'nly  flock 
Where  living  fountains  rife, 

And  love  divine  fhall  wipe  away 
The  forrows  of  their  eyes. 

XLII.    Divine  wrath  and  mercy,    Nahum    i,   I. 

2,  3,  &c.'  
' i       A    DORE  and  tremble,  for  our  God 

^/|^  Is  a  §  con  fuming  fire  ;     j  §  Heb.  xii.   2p. 
His  jealous  eyes  his  wrath  inflame, 

And  raife  his  veng'ance  higher. 

2rfAlmighty  veng'ance,  how  it  burns  ! 
How  bright  his  fury  glows  ! 

Vaft  magazines  of  plagues  and  ftorms 

Ly  treafur'd  for  his  foes. 

3  Thofe  heaps  of  wrath,  by  flow  degrees, 

Are  fore'd  into  a  flame, 
But  kindled,  oh !  how  fierce  they  blaze  I 

And  rend  all  nature's  frame. 

4  At  his  approach  the  mountains  flie, 

And  feek  a  wat'ry  grave ; 
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The  frighted 

And  (brinks  up  ev'ry  m 

5  Through  the  wide  air  the  1 
Are  iwift  as  haii-ftones  hurlV:  : 

Who  dares  engage  his  6e*y  n 
That  ihakes  the  iblid  world  ? 

6  Yet,  mighty  God  !  thy  fbvVeign  grace 
Sits  regent  on  the  thrbrte, 

The  refuge  of  thy  c  hoi  en  race 
When  wrath  comes  rulhing  dov 

7  Thy  hand  ihall  on  rebellious  k 
A  fiery  temped  pour. 

While  we  beneath  thy  ihelt'ring  wkl 
-    Thy  juil  revenge  adore. 

III.  [Referred  to  the  100th  pfalthj 

XJLIV.    Referred  to  the  133d  pfalm 

XLV.     The  Lift  julgmenty    Rev.  xxl.    j,  6, 
tf   . 

j    QEE  where  the  great  incarnate  God 
£j   Fills  a  majcitic  throne, 

ie6  his  awful  \ 

igmeht  d 

•;  I  am  the  firft,  and  I  the  ia.lt, 
<c  Through  ei, 

.  "  /  AM  is  my  memorial  ftiil, 
'"  And  my  eh 

3  w  Such  :  give, 
*^   I 

w  Yd 
"  Where  Bi 

•a'mt  that  triumph* 

E 
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"  The  whole  creation  fhali  reward 

u  The  conquefts  he  has  won. 

5  u  But  bloody  hands  and  hearts  unclean, 
"  And  all  the  lying  race, 

a  The  fakhleis  and  the  fcoffing  crew, 

"  That  fpurn  at  ofter'd  grace  ; 

6  iC  They  fliall  be  taken  from  my  fight, 
•c  Bound  faft  in  iron  chains, 

w  And  headlong  plung'd  into  the  lake 
"  Where  fire  and  darknefs  reigns."] 

7  O  may  I  ftand  befoi*e  the  Lamb, 
When  earth  and  feas  are  fled  ! 

And  hear  the  judge  pronounce  my  name 

With  bleffings  on  m'v  head  ; 

8  May  I  with  thofe  for  ever  dwell, 
Who  here  were  my  delight, 

While  finhers  banifh'd  down  to  heli, 
No  more  offend  my  fight, 

XLVL    and    XLVII.     [Referred    to   Pfal.    cxlviii. and  3.] 

XL VIII.   The  Chrijlian  race,  Ifa.  xl.   *8,^$>,  3  c,  31. . 

1  A    WAKE  our  fouls,  (away  our  fears, 

jfjL  Let  ev'ry  trembling  thought  be  gone) 
Awake,  and  run  the  heav'nly  race, 

And  put  a  cheerful  courage  on. 

2  Tree,  'tis  a  ftrait  and  thorny  road, 
And  mortal  fpirits  tire  and  faint  ; 

But  they  forget  the  mighty  God, 

That  feeds  the  ftrength  of  ev'ry  faint. 

3  The  mighty  God,  whofe  matchlefs  pow'r Is  ever  new  and  ever  young, 
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And  firm  endures,  while  endlefs  years 

T^hcir  everlafting  circles  ran. 

4  From  thee,  the  overflowing  fpring, 
Our  fouls  (hall  drink  a  frefh  fupply, 

While  fuch  as  trull:  their  native  ftrength 
Shall  melt  away,  and  drop,  and  die. 

5  Swift  as  the  eagle  cuts  the  air, 

We'll  mount  aloft  to  thine  abode  ; 
On  wings  of  love  our  fouls  fhall  fly, 

Nor  tire  amidit  the  heav'nly  road. 

XLIX.     The  ivorks  of  Mofes    and   the    Lamb>    Rev. 
xv.   3. 

j   TJOW  ftrong  thine  arm  is,  mighty  God, 
JLJl    Who  would  not  fear  thy  name  ? 

JejuS)  how  (Veet  thy  graces  are  ! 
Who  would  not  love  the  Lamb  ? 

2  He  has  done  more  than  Mofes  did, 
Our  Prophet  and  our  King  ; 

From  bonds  of  hell  he  freed  our  fouls, 
And  taught  our  lips  to  fing. 

3  In  the  Red-fca  by  Mofes'  hand 
Ybi 'Egyptian  hoft  was  drown'd  •,     ■ 

I3ut  his  own  blood  hides  all  our  fins, 
And  guilt  no  more  is  found. 

4  When  through  the  defart  Ifrael  went, 
With  manna  they  were  Fed  ; 

Our  Lord  invites  us  to  his  flefh, 
And  calls  it  living  bread. 

5  Mofes  behdd  the  promis'd  land, 
Yet  never  rcach'd  the  place  \ 

But  ChtiH  (hall  bring  his  followers  home. 

To  fee  his  Father's  face. E  2 
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6  Then  {hall  our  love  and  joy  be  full, 
And  feel  a  warmer  flame, 

And  fweeter  voices  tune  the  long 
Of  Mq/cs  and  the  Lamb. 

L.  The  Jong  cf  Zacharias,  and  the  fhejfage  of  John 
the  Baptift  :  or,  Light  and falvation  ly  Jefus  Chrift, 
Luke  i.  63,  &c.     John  i.  29,  32. 

1  "]VTow  be  the  God  of  Jfrda  blefsVi> _1/^    Who  makes  his  truth  appear ; 
His  mighty  hand  fulfils  his  word, 

And  all  the  oaths  he  (ware. 

2  Now  he  bedews  old  David's  root 
b  bleffings  from  the  ikies ; 

He  makes  the  branch  of  promife  grow, 

The  promis'd  horn  arife. 

[3  .John  was  the  prophet  of  the  Lord, 
To  go  before  his  face, 

The  herald  which  our  Saviour  God 

Sent  to  prepare  his  ways. 

4  He  makes  the  great  falvation  known, 

He  fpeaks  of  pardon'd  fins  ; 
While  grace  divine,  and  heav'nly  love, 

In  its  own  glory  fhines. 

5  H  Behold  the  Lamb  of  God  (he  cries) 
"  That  takes  our  guilt  away  : 

<;  I  faw  the  Spirit  o'er  his  head 
ii  f)ii  his  baptizing  day.] 

6  u  Be  evVy  vale  exalted  high, 

<<  Sink  ev'ry  mountain  low  •, 
"  The  provd  0141ft  ftoop,  and  humble  fouls 

"  Shall  his  falvation  know. 

7  "  The  Heathen  realms  with  IfraeVs  land 
"  Shall  join  in  fweet  accord : 
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w  And  all  that's  born  of  man  fliall  f. 
"   riu  glory  of  the  Lord. 

6-  Behold  the  morning-itar  arife, 
"  Ye  that  in  darknefs  fit ; 

u  He  mirks  the  path  that  leads  to  peace, 

*  And  guides  our  doubtful  feet." 

LI.   Perfevering  grace,  Jude  24, 

I    rTT',0  God  the  only  wife, 
JL     Our  Saviour  and  our  King. 

Let  all  the  faints  below  the  ikies 

Tneir  humble  praifes  bring. 

2  4 1  i^  his  almighty  iove, 
His  counfel  and  his  care, 

Preferves  us  fafe  from  fin  and  death, 

And  ev'ry  hurtful  in  are. 

3  He  will  prefent  our  fouls 

Unblemith'd  and  con;  pie  at,     ■ 
Before  the  glory  of  his  face, 

With  joys  divinely  great. 

4  Then  all  the  chofen  feed 
Shall, meet  around  the  throne, 

3hall  bids  the  conduct  of  his  grace, 

*  And  make  his  wonders  known 

5  To  our  Redeemer  God     ■ 
Wifdom  and  power  belongs, 

immortal  crow  fey, 
And  everlafting  foi 

L1I.  Baptij  .;,  Matt   xxviii.  uj.  Afts  ii.  38, 

•WAS  the  corruniffion  of  our  Lord; 

the  nat'tofis  and  bapt\ 

£3 

JL   Ge, 
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The  nations  have  receiv'd  the  word 
Since  he  afcended  to  the  ikies. 

2  He  fits  upon  the  eternal  hills, 
With  grace  and  pardon  in  his  hands, 

And  fends  his  cov'nant  with  the  feals, 
To  blefs  the  diftant  Qriii/b  lands. 

;;    R  pent  a  :d  be  br.ptizJ>  he  faith, 

For  the  re'mijjion  of  your  fins  ; And  thus  our  fenfe  affiles  our  faith, 

And  (hews  us  what  his  gofpel  means. 

4  Our  foul  he  wafhes  in  his  blood, 
As  water  makes  the  body  clean ; 

And  the  good  Spirit  from  our  God 
Defcends  like  purifying  rain. 

5  Thus  we  engage  our  fouls  to  Thee 

And  feal  our  covenant  with  the  Lord  ; 
O  may  the  Great  Eternal  Three 

In  heav'n  our  folemn  vows  record  ! 

LITI.  TBe holy  fcriptureS)  Heb,  i.  i.  2  Tim.  iii.  15,  16- 
Pfal.  cxlvii.  19,  20. 

1  d^i  OD,  who  in  various  methods  told 
\JT  His  mind  and  will  to  faints  of- old, 
Sent  his  own  Son,  with  truth  and  grace, 
To  teach  us  in  thefe  latter  days. 

2  Onr  nation  reads  the  written  word, 
That  book  of  life,  that  fure  record  : 

The  bright  inheritance  of  heav'n 
Is  by  the  fweet  conveyance  giv'n. 

3  God's  kinder!  thoughts  are  here  exprefs'd, 
Able  to  make  us  wife  and  blefs'd  ; 
The  doctrines  are  divinely  true. 

Fit  for  reproof  and  comfort  too. 
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4  Ye  Britijh  ifles,  . 
In  lorvj;  epiftlcs  from  above, 
(He  hath  not  fent  his  lacred  word 

To  ev'ry  land.)  Praife  ye  the  Lord. 

LIV.    E/efHng  grace:    Or,    Saint j  belov'd  in   Chrift, 
Eph.  i.  3,  &c. 

i    TESUS,  we  blefs  thy  Father's  name  ; 
J     Thy  God  and  ours  are  both  the  fame  : 

What  heav'nly  bleffings  from  his  throne 
Flow  down  to  finners  through  his  Son  ! 

2  Chrijl  be  mijirft  ekc79  he  fa  id, 
Then  choie  our  fouls  in  Chrijl  our  Head, 
Before  he  gave  the  mountains  birth, 
Or  laid  foundations  for  the  earth. 

3  Thus  did  eternal  love  begin 
To  raife  us  up  from  death  and  fin  \ 
Our  characters  were  then  decreed  \ 
Blamelefs  in  love,  a  holy  feed. 

4  Predeltinated  to  be  fons,         .     , 
Born  by  degrees,  but  chofe  at  once  j 
A  new  regenerated  race, 
To  praife  the  glory  of  his  grace. 

5  With  Chrijl  our  Lord  we  (hare  a' part In  the  affections  of  his  heart  ; 

Nor  fhall  our  fouls  be  thence  remov'd 

Till  he  forgets  his  fine  b^lov'd. 

LV.  Flezekiah's  feng  :  Or,  Sick/ufs  and  recovery  Ma. xwviii.  {j.  Sec. 

i  "VXT"^^  wc  arc  nus'd  fr°in  deep  diflxefi, \\      Our  God  (  a  fong  ;, 
We. take  the  pattern  of  our  praiie 

From  Hezekiab'k  tongue. 
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2  The  gates  of  the  devouring  grave 

Are  open'd  wide  in  vain, 
If  he  that  holds  the  keys  o£  death 

Commands  them  faft  again. 

3  Pains  of  the  fleih  are  wont  t'  abufe  - 
Our  minds  with  flavilh  fears  ; 

Our  days  are  paj}^  and  wejhali  lofe 
The  remnant  of  our  years. 

4  We  chatter  with  a  fwallow's  voice 
Or  like  a  dove  we  mourn, 

With  bilternefs  inftead  of  joys, 
Afflicted  and  forlorn. 

5  Jehovah  (peaks  the  healing  word, 
And  no  difeaie  withftands  : 

Fevers  and  plagues  obey  the  Lord, 
And  fly  a:  his  commands. 

(5  If  half  the  fixings  of  life  fhould  break, 
He  can  our  frame  reftore : 

He  cafts  our  fins  behind  his  back, 
And  they  are  found  no  more. 

LVI.  Thefong  of  Mofes  and  the  Lamb ;    or,  Babylon 
fallhig ,  Rev.  xv.  3.  and  xvi.  19.  and  xvii.  6 

1  'W 7"E  iing  the  glories  of  thy  love, YY     We  found  thy  dreadful  name  5 
The  Chriftian  church  unites  the  fongs 

Of  Mofes  and  the  Lamb. 

2  Great  God  !  how  wondrous  are  thy  works 

Of  veng'ance,  and  of  grace  ! 
Thou  King  of  faints,  Almighty  Lord, 

How  juft  and  true  thy  ways  !, 

3  Who  dares  refufe  to  fear  thy  name? 
Or  Worlhip  at  thy  throne  ? 

-v 
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Thy  judgments  lpeak  thine  holinefs 
Through  all  the  nations  kno 

4  Great  Babylon,  that  rules  tlie  < 
Drunk:  with  the  martyrs  blood, 

Her  crimes  ilrall  (beedily  awake 

'The  fury  of  our  God. 

5  The  cup  of  wrath  is  ready  mix'd, 
And  Ihe  mull  drink  th 

Strong  is  the  Lord*  her  fo\ 
;  iTi a  1 1  fulfil  the  plagues. 

LVII.    Original  fn  :  or,  The  firft  and  fecond  Adam, 
Rem.  v.  12,  he.  Pfal.  li,  5.  Job  xiv.  4. 

B ACKWARD,  with  humble  Oiame,  we  look On  our  original  ; 

Hew  is  our  nature  daih'd  and  brc 
In  our  firft  father's  fall ! 

2  To  all  that's  £Ood  r.verfe  and  blind. 

But  prone  to  all  tjiat's  ill ; What  dreadful  darknefs  veils  cur  mind  ! 
How  obftinate  our  will  ! 

[3  Conceiv'd  in  fin  (O  "wretched  Hate) 
fore  we  draw  our  breath  •, 

JJThe  firft  young  pulie  begins  to  I 
Iniquity  and  death. 

4  How  (trong  in  our  degen'rate.  bl 
Tne  old  corruption  reigns, 

And  mingling  with  the  crooked  flood, 
Wanders  through  all  our  vei.is  !] 

[5  Wild  and  113  me  as  the  root 
Will  all  the  branches  be  ; 

How  can  we  hope  for  living  fruit 
Fromfuch  a  deadly  tree  ? 
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6  What  mortal  pow'r  from  things  unclean 
Can  pure  productions  bring  ? 

Who  can  command  a  vital  ftream 

From  an  infected  fpring  ?] 

7  Yet,  mighty  God,  thy  wond'rous  love 
Can  make  our  nature  clean, 

While  Chrift  and  grace  prevail  above 
The  tempter,  death  and  fin. 

8  The  fecond  Adam  fhall  reftore 

The  ruins  of  the  firlt ; 

liofanna  to  that  fov'reign  pow'r, 
That  new-creates  cur  duft  ! 

LVIII.    The  devil  vanquijttd  :  or  Michael' j-  war  with 
ih?  dragon^  Rev.  xii.  7. 

1  TT     ET  mortal  tongues  attempt  to  fing 

jLj   The  wars  of  heav'n,  when  Michael  flood 
Cnief  general  of  th'  eternal  King, 

And  fought  the  battles  of  our  God. 

2  Againft  the  dragon  and  his  hoft 
The  armies  of  the  Lord  prevail : 

In  vain  they  rage,  in  vain  they  boaft, 
Their  courage  finks^  theirs  weapons  fail. 

3  Down  to  the  earth  was  Satan  thrown, 
Down  to  the  earth  his  legions  fell ; 

Then  was  the  trump  of  triumph  blo'vn, 
And  fhook  the  dreadful  deeps  of  hell. 

4  Now  is  the  hour  of  darknefs  paft, 

Ckrtft  ha^  affam'd  his  reigning  pow'r  ; 
Behold  the  great  accufer  call 

Down  from  the  fkiesj  to  rife  no  more. 

5  'Twas  by  thy  blood,  immortal  Lamb, 
Thine  armies  trod  the  tempter  down : 
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'Twas  by  thy  word  and  powerful  name 
They  gaind  the  battle  and  renown. 

6  Rejoice,  ye  heavens  ;  let  ev'ry  ftar 
Shine  with  new  glories  round  the  iky  : 

Saints,  while  ye  fing  the  heav'nly  war, 
Raife  your  deliv'rer's  name  on  high. 

LIX.  Babylon  fallen.  Rev.  xviii.  20,  2  1. 

i    TN  Gabriel's  hand  a  mighty  itone 
JL    Lies  a  fair  type  of  Babylon  : 

Prophets  rejoice ',  and  all  ye  faults ', 
Godfhall  avetige  your  long  complaints. 

2  He  faid,  and  dreadful  as  he  flood, 
He  funk  the  inilftone  in  the  flood  \ 

Thus  terribly  fiall  Babel  fall, 
Thus  and  no  m^re  be  found  at  all. 

LX.  The  Virgin  MaryV/J/;^  :  or,  The  pramifed Meffiah 
born,  Luke  i.  46,  &c. 

I    /^UR  ibuls  fhall  magnify  the  Lord, 
\Jf  In  God  the  Saviour  we  rejoice  : 

W  hile  we  repeat  the  Virgin's  fong, 
May  the  fame  Spirit  tune  our  voice, 

^2  The  Higheft  law  her  low  eftate, 
And  mighty  things  his  hand  hath  done  ; 

-     His  overihadowing  power  and  grace 
Makes  her  the  mother  of  his  Son. 

3  Let  evVy  nation  call  her  blcfs'J, 
And  endieis  years  prolong  her  fame  ; 

But  God  alone  mult  be  ador'd  *, 

Holy  and  rev'rend  is  his  name] 

4  To  thofe  that  fear  and  trull  the  Lord, 
His  mercy  iVands  for  ever  lure  : 
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From  age  to  age  his  promife  live?, 
And  the  performance  is  fecure. 

5  He  fpake  to  Abrdm  and  his;  feed, 
///  thee  f mil  all  the  earth  be  blefsd  : 

The  mem'ry  of  that  ancient  word 
Lay  long  in  his  eternal  breaft. 

6  But  now  no  more  fhall  Ifrael  wait, 
No  more  the  Gentiles  ly  forlorn: 

Lo,  the  deiire  of  nations  comes  •, 

Behold  the  promis'd  feed  is  born  ! 

LXI.  Chrift  our   High-prieft  and  King  ;  and  coming  i$ 
judgment y  Rev.  i.  5,  6,  7. 

1  "^w  TOW  to  the  Lord,  that  makes  us  know 
X^%    The  winders  of  his  dying  love. 
Be  humble  honours  paid  below, 

And  {trains  of  nobler  praife  above. 

2  'Tis  He  that  fleans'id  our  fouleft  fins, 
And  wahYd  us  in  his  richeft  blood  ; 

?Tis  He  that  makes  us  priefts  and  kings, 
And  brings  us  rebels  near  to  God. 

3  To  Jefus,  our  atoning  Prieft, 
To  Jzfusy  our  fu  per  lor  King, 

Be  everlafting  power  confefs'd, 
And  ev'ry  tongue  his  glory  ling. 

4  Behold,  on  flying  clouds  he  comes, 

And  ev'ry  eye  fhall  fee  him  move  ; 
Though  with  our  fins  we  piere'd  him  once-, 

Then  he  difplays  his  pard'ning  love. 
5  The  unbelieving  world  fhall  warl, 

While  Ave  rejoice  to  fee  the  day. 
Come,  Lord  ;  nor  let  thy  promife  fail. 

Nor  let  thy  chariots  long  < 
1 
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LXII.  Chrift  Jefds  th$  Lamb  of  God  worjbipptd 
the  crtatwhy  Rev.  v.  :  i,  12,  14. 

i    y^OME  let  us  join  our  cheerful  Conge 
\^    With  angels  round  the  throne  ; 
Ten  thoufand  thoufand  are  their  tongues, 

But  all  their  joys  are  one. 

2  Worthy  the  Lamb  thai  dfd,  they  cry, 
To  he  exalted  thus  : 

Worthy  the  Lamb,  our  lips  reply, 
For  he  was  flain  for  us. 

3  Jefus  is  worthy  to  receive 
Honour  and  power  divine  ; 

And  blcffings  more  than  we  can  give. 
Be,  Lord,  for  ever  thine. 

4  Let  all  that  dwell  above  the  Iky, 
And  air,  and  earth,  and  feas, 

Conipire  to  lift  thy  glories  high, 
And  ipeak  thine  endlefs  praife. 

5  The  whole  creation  join  in  one, 
To  blefs  the  1  acred  name 

Of  him  that  fits  upon  the  throne, 
And  to  adore  the  Lamb. 

IrXIII.      CiiriftVj-  humiliation  and  exaltation.  Rev.  5. 
12. 

1    "^TTTHAT  equal  honours  fliall  we  bring 
y  V     To  thce>  °  Lord  our  God,  the  Lamb, 

When  all  the  notes  that  angels  ling, 
Are  far  inferior  to  thy  name  ? 

Worthy  is  he  that  once  was  flain, 

The  Prince  of  life  that  groan'd  and  4fi  j F 
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Worthy  to  rife,  and  live,  and  reign 

At  his  Almighty  Father's  fide. 

3  Pow'r  and  dominion  are  his  due, 
Who  ftood  condemn'd  at  Pilate's  bar  : 

Wifdom  belongs  to  Jefus  too, 

Tho'  he  was  charg'd  with  madnefs  here. 

4  All  riches  are  his  native  right, 

Yet  he  fuftain'd  amazing  lofs  ; 
To  him  afcribe  eternal  might, 

Who  left  his  weaknefs  on  the  crofs. 

5  Honour  immortal  muft  be  paid, 
Inftead  of  fcandal  and  of  fcorn  ; 

While  glory  fhines  around  his  head, 
And  a  bright  crown  without  a  thorn. 

6  Bleffings  for  ever  on  the  Lamb, 
Who  bore  the  curfe  for  wretched  men : 

Let  angels  found  his  facred  name, 

And  ev'ry  creature  fay  Amen. 

LXIV.  Adoption^    i  John  iii.  i,  &c.  Gal.  vi.  6. 

i    TFJ  Ehold  what  wond'rous  grace 
J3  The  Father  has  beftow'd 

On  finners  of  a  mortal  race, 
To  call  them  fons  of  God  ! 

2  *Tis  no  furprifing  thing, 
That  we  {hould  be  unknown  ; 

The  Jiewi/h  world  knew  not  their  King, 

God's  everlafting  Son  : 

3  Nor  doth  it  yet  appear 
How  great  we  muft  be  mads  ; 

But  when  we  fee  our  Saviour  here,  r 
We  flball  be  like  our  head, 
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4  A  hope  fo  much  divine 
May  trials  well  endure, 

May  purge  our  fouls  from  fenfe  and  fin, 
As  Chrift  the  Lord  is  pure. 

£  If  in  my  Father's  love I  fliare  a  filial  part, 
Send  down  thy  Spirit  like  a  dove, 

To  reft  upon  my  heart. 

6  We  would  no  longer  ly 
Like  Oaves  beneath  the  throne ; 

My  faith  fhall  Abba  Father  cry, 
And  thou  the  kindred  own. 

LXV.   Tie  kingdoms  of  the  luor/J  become  the  kingdoms  of 
the  Lord  :  Or,  The  day  of  judgment  y  Rev.  xi.  15. 

1  1        ET  the  fev'nth  anc-'l  found  on  high, 

JL^   Let  fliouts  be  heard  thro'  ail  the  iky  , 
Kings  of  the  earth,  with  glad  accord, 
Give  up  your  kingdoms  to  the  Lord. 

2  Almighty  God,  thy  pow'r  aflume, 
Who  waft,  and  art,  and  art  to  come  : 

Jfus,  the  Lamb  who  once  was  flain, 

^  ¥'or  ever  live,  for  ever  reign  ! 
3  The  angry  nations  fret  and  roar, 

•    That  they  can  flay  the  faints  no  more  \ 

On  wings  of  vengeance  fiies*  our  God 
To  pay  the  long  arrears  of  blood. 

4  Now  mull  the  rifing  dead  appear  ; 
Now  the  decifive  fentencc  hear  5 
Now  the  dear  martyrs  of  the  I 
Receive  an  infinite 
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LXVI.  Chrift   the  King  at  his  table ,  Solom.  Song  I. 

2,  3>  4>  S>  12>  J3>  x7- 

1  '        ET  him  embrace  my  foul,  and  prove 
1  j   Mine  int'reft  in  his  heav'nly  love  ; 
The  voice  that  tells  me,  27.0//  art  mine, 
Exceeds  the  bleflings  of  the  vine. 

2  On  thee  th'  anointing  fpirit  came, 
And  fpreads  the  favour  of  thy  name  *, 
That  oil  of  gladnefs  and  of  grace 
Draws  virgin  fouls  to  meet  thy  face. 

3  Jefus>  a^lire  me  Dy  tny  charms, 
My  foul  fhall  fly  into  thine  arms  ! 
Our  wandVing  feet  thy  favours  bring 
To  the  fair  chambers  of  the  King. 

^  Wonder  and  pleafure  tune  our  voice. 
To  fpeak  thy  praifes  and  our  joys  : 

Our  mem'ry  keeps  this  love  of  thine 
Beyond  the  taite  of  richeft  wine.] 

5  Though  in  curfelves  deform'd  we  are* And  black  as  Kedar  tents  appear, 

Yet3  when  we  put  thy  beauties  on, 
Fair  as  the  courts  of  Solomon. 

[6  While  at  his  table  fits  the  King, 
He  loves  to  fee  us  fmile  and  ling  : 
Our  graces  are  our  beft  perfume, 
And  breathe  like  fpikenard  round  the  room.] 

7   As  myrrh  new  bleeding  from  the  tree, 
Such  is  a  dying  Chrift  to  me  ; 
And  while  he  makes  my  foul  his  gucft, 

My  bofom,  Lord,  ihall  be  my  reft. 

[8  No  beams  of  cedar  or  of  fir, 
Can  with  tby  courts  on  earth  compare  \ 
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And  here  we  wait  until  thy  love 
Raife  us  to  nobler  feats  above.] 

LXV1I.  Seeking  the  pajlures  of  Chrift,  the  5A 

Solomon's  Song  i.  7. 

1  ITPIHOU,  whom  my  foul  admires  above 
All  earthly  joy  and  earthly  love, 

Tell  me,  dear  fhepherd,  let  me  know 
Where  doth  thy  iweeteft  pariure  grow  ? 

2  Where  is  the  ihadow  of  that  rock 

That  from  the  dm  defends  thy  flock  ? 
Fain  would  I  feed  among  thy  iheep, 
Among  them  reft,  among  them  fleep. 

3  Why  fhould  thy  bride  appear  like  one 
That  turns  afide  to  paths  unknown  ! 
My  conftant  feet  would  never  rove, 
Would  never  feek  another  love*. 

[4  The  footfteps.  of  thy  fiock  I  fee :  • 
Thy  fweetcft  paitures  here  they  be  : 

A  wond'rous  feaft  thy  love  prepares  [tear:, 
Bought  with  thy  wounds,  and  groans  and 

5  His  deareft  flefh  he  makes  my  food, 
And  bids  me  drink  his  richeil  blood*: 
•Here  to  thefe  hills  my  foul  will  cojne, 

'Till  my  beloved  lead  me  home.] 

LXVIIL  The  banquet  of  love,   Solomon's  Song  ii.    1, 
2>  &  4>  S>  6>  7- 

1    XJ  Ehold  the  rofe  of  Sharon  here, 
J3    I  nc  lily  which  the  vallies  bear: 
Behold  the  tree  of  life,  that  gives 

Ereihing  fruH  and  healing  leaves. 

1?3 
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2  Amongfl  the  thorns  Co  lilies  fkine  : 

Amongft  wild  gourds  the  noble  vine  •, 
So  in  mine  eyes  my  Saviour  proves, 
Amidfc  a  thoufand  meaner  loves. 

3  Beneath  his  cooling  (hade  I  fat, 
To  ihield  me  from  the  burning  heat  : 

Of  keav'nly  fruit  he  fpreads  a  feaft, 
To  feed  my  eyes,  and  pleafe  my  tafte. 

[4  Kindly  he  brought  me  to  the  place 
Where  (lands  the  banquet  of  his  grace  ; 

He  faw  me  faint,  and  o'er  my  head 
TKe  banner  of  his  love  he  fpread. 

5  With  living  bread,  and  gen'rous  \tine, 
He  cheers  this  finking  heart  of  mine  ; 

And  op'ning  his  own  heart  to  me, 
He  fhows  his  thoughts  how  kind  they  be.] 

6  O  never  let  my  Lord  depart, 
Ly  down  and  reft  upon  my  heart ; 
I  charge  my  fins  not  once  to  move* 
Nor  ftir,  ncr  wake,  nor  grieve  my  love. 

LXIX.   Ghrift  appearing  io  his  churchy   andfeehng  her 

company,  Solomon's  Song  ii.  8,9,  10,11,   12,   13. 

1    r-g  iHE  voice  of  my  Beloved  founds 
Ovjr  the  rocks  and  rifing  grounds  \ 

O'er  hills  of  guilt,  and  feas  of  grief, 
He  leaps,  he  flies  to  my  relief, 

%  Now  through  the  veil  of  flefli  I  fee, 

With  eyes  of  love  he  looks  at  me  -, 

Now  in  the  gofpel's  cleareft  glafs He  fhews  the  beauties  of  his  face. 

3  Gently  he  draws  my  heart  along, 
Both  wkh  his  beauties  and  his  tongu^ 
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Rife,  flu tli  my  lord,  make  bafit  away, 
■  joys  are  worth  ihyjlay. 

4  The  JewUh  winfryjhte  is  gone, 
The  miffs  arejted,  the  faring  comes  on, 

"7 he  facrfd  turtle- dree  we  bear, 
Proclaim  the  m  \ful  year. 

5  Th'  immortal  vine  of  heavnly  root 
Bhfjoms  and  buds,  and  gives  her  fruit  r 
Lo,  we  arc  come  to  taite  the  wine  ; 
Our  ibuls  rejoice  and  blefs  the  vine. 

•  And  when  we  hear  our  Jefus  lay, 
Rife  up  my  love,  and  hajfe  away, 
Our  hearts  would,  fain  out-fly  the  wind, 
And  leave  all  earthy  loves  behind. 

LXX.  Chrift  inviting,  and  the  chitrch  anfwcrihg  the  in- 

vitation, Solomon's  Song  ii.    14.    16,    17. 

HARK  !  the  Redeemer,  from  on  high, 

Sweetly  invites  his  fav'rites  nigh  \ 
From  caves  of  darknefs,  and  of  doubt, 

He  gently  fpeaks,  and  calls  us  out. 

2    My  dove,  who  hidejl  in  the  reck, 
Thine  heart  almojl  with  for  row  broke* 

Lift  up  thy  face,  forget  thy  fear, 

*  And  let  thy  voice  delight  mine  ear. 

-  3   Thy  voice  to  me  founds  ever  fwcet ; 

j|df|f  graces  in  thy  count' nancS  meet  ; 
Though  the  vain  world  thy  face  defpifcy 

'Tis  bright  and  comely  in  mine  eyes, 
4  Dear  Lord,  our  thankful  heart  rect  i 

The  hope  thine  invitation  gives: 
To  thee  our  joyful  lips  fhall  raife 
Chfi  voice  of  prayer  and  of  praife.] 
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[5  I  am  my  love's,  and  he  is  mine ; 
Our  hearts,  our  hopes,  our  pafiions  join  , 
Nor  let  a  motion,  nor  a  word, 

Nor  thought  arife  to  grieve  my  Lord. 

6  My -foul  to  paftures  fair  he  leads  ; 
Amongft  the  lilies  where  he  feeds  ; 
Amongft  the  faints  (whofe  robes  are  white 

Wafh'd  in  his  blood)  is  his  delight. 

7  'Till  the  day  break,  and  fhadows  flee, 
Till  the  fweet  dawning  light  I  fee, 
Thine  eyes  to  me-ward  often  turn, 
Nor  let  my  foul  in  darknefs  mourn, 

8  Be  like  a  hart  on  mountains  green, 

Leap  o'er  the  hills  of  fear  and  fin  -, 
Nor  guilt,  nor  unbelief  divide 
My  love,  my  Saviour,  from  my  fide.] 

LXXI.   Chrift  found  in  the  freei^  and  brought  to  the 
churchy  Sol.  Song  iii,   I,  2,  3,  4,  5. 

1  /^XFTEN  I  feek  my  Lord  by  night, 

V_>^   Jcfus>  my  l°ve>  my  foul's  delight  •, 
With  warm  defire,  and  reftlefs  thought, , 
I  feek  him  oft,  but  find  him  not. 

2  Then  I  arife,  and  fearch  the  ftreet, 

Till  I  my  Lord,  my  Saviour  meet  -, 
I  aik  the  watchmen  of  the  night, 

Wiwe  did  you  fee  my  foul's  dt light  ? 

3  Sometimes  I  find  him  in  the  way. 

Directed  by  a  heav'nly  ray  ̂  
I  leap  for  joy  to  fee  his  face, 
And  hold  him  faft  in  my  embrace. 

[4  I  bring  him  to  my  mother's  home, 
Nor  does  my  Lord  refufe  to  come 
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To  Sion's  facred  chambers,  where 
My  foul  firft  drew  the  vital  air. 

;   He  grVes  me  there  hi j  bleeding  heart, 

Pierc'd  for  my  fake  with  deadly  fmart  ; 
I  give  my  foul  to  him,  and  there 
Our  loves  their  mutual  tokens  fhare.] 

4  I  charge  you  all,  ye  earthly  toys, 
Approach  not  to  ditiurb  my  joys, 
Nor  Cm,  nor  hell,  come  near  my  heart, 
Nor  caufe  my  Saviour  to  depart. 

LXXII.  The   coronation  cf  Chrift,  and  efpoufah  cf  the 
churchy    Sol.  Song  iii.   z, 

i    TTV  AUGHTERS  of  Skny  come,  behold 

1  3  The  crown  of  honour  and  of  gold, 
Which  the  glad  church,  with  joys  unknown, 
Plac'd  on  the  head  of  Svlomon. 

$  Jrfus>  thou  everlafting  King, 
Accept  the  tribute  which  we  bring  ; 

Accept  the  well  deferv'd  renown, 
And  wear  our  praifes  as  thy  crown. 

3  Let  ev'rv  act  of  worlhip  be 
fc  Like  our  efpoufals,  Lord,  to  thee  ; 
Like  the  dear  hour,  when  from  above 

-    We  firft  receiv'd  thy  pledge  of  love. 

4  The  glidnefs  of  that  happy  day  ! 
Our  hearts  would  wifli  it  long  to  ftay  ; 
Nor  let  our  faith  forfake  its  hold, 

Nor  comfort  (ink,  nor  love  grow  cold. 

5  Each  following  minute  a3  it  ilics, 

Increafe  thy  praile,  ithprovc  our  joysj  ' 
Till  we  ?re  rais'd  to  ling  thy  name 
At  the  great  (upper  of  the  Lamb. 
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6  0  that  the  months  would  roll  away, 
And  bring  the  coronation  day  ! 
The  King  of  grace  {hall  fill  the  throne, 

With  all  his  Father's  glories  on. 

LXXIII.     The   church's   beauty   in  the   eyes  of  Chriir, 
Sol.  Song  iv.    i,   io,   1 1,  7,  9,  8. 

>  "IT*"  IND  is  the  fpeech  of  Chrift  our  Lord, 1^     4ffection  founds  in  evVy  word  , 

£.0,  thou  art  fair ,  my  Jove,  he*  cries , 
Not  the  young  doves  have  five eter  eyes. 

fl   Sweet  are  thy  lips,  thy  pleafng  voice 
Salutes  mine  ear  with  fecret  joys  ; 
Nofpicefo  much  delights  the  fmtll. 
Nor  milk  nor  honey  tafefo  well. 

3  Thm  art  all  fair,  my  bride,  to  me% 
I  will  behold  no  f pot  in  thee, 
What  mighty  wonders  love  performs, 
And  puts  a  comelinefs  on  worms  ? 

4  DefcTd  and  loathfome  as  we  are, 
He  makes  us  white,  and  calls  us  fair  ; 
Adorns  us  with  that  heaVnly  drefs, 

His  graces  and  his  right'oufnefs. 

5  Myffler,  and  myfp°ufe>  ne  cries, 
Bound  to  my  heart  by  various  ties, 
Thy  powrfd  love  my  heart  detains 
Inflrcng  delight  and  pleafng  chains. 

6  He  calls  me  from  the  leopard's  den, 
From  this  wil d  world  of  beafts  and  men, 

To  Sion  where  his  glories  are  ; 
Not  Lebanon  is  half  (o  fair. 

7  Nor  dens  of  prey,  nor  fiow'ry  plai* 
Nor  earthly  joys,  nor  earthly  pa 
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Shall  hold  my  feet,  or  force  my  ftay, 

"When  Chriji  invites  my  foul  away. 

LXXiV.   t^  church  the  garden  rf  Chrift,  Sol.  Song 
iv.    12,    13,    15,  and  v.    I. 

1  "\T£7^  ;:rc  a  8arc'CI1  wali'd  around, \  \f     Chofen  and  made  peculiar  ground  ; 

A  little  fpot,  inclos'd  by  grace, 
Out  of  the  world's  wide  wildernefs. 

2  Like  trees  of  myrrh  and  fpice  we  ftand, 

Planted  by  God  the  Father's  hand  ; 
And  all  his  fprings  in  Sion  flow, 
To  make  the  young  plantation  grow. 

3  Awake,  O  heav'nly  wind,  and  come. 
Blow  on  this  garden  of  perfume  ; 
Spirit  divine,  deicend  and  breathe 
A  gracious  gale  of  plants  beneath. 

4  Make  our  beft  fpices  flow  abroad, 
To  entertain  cur  Saviour  God  : 

And  faith,  and  love,  and  joy  appear, 

And  ev'ry  grace  be  active  here. 

[5   Let  my  beloved  come  and  tafte 
His  pleafant  fruits  at  his -own  feaft  : 

*I  corns ,  my  fpouffy  I  come ,  he  crie?, 
With  love  and  pleafure  in  his  eyes. 

6  Our  Lord  into  his  garden  comes, 

Well  pleas'd  to  fmeil  our  pocr  perfumes, 
And  calls  us  to  a  feaft  divine, 

Sweeter  than  honey,  milk,  or  wine. 

Eat  of  the  tree  of  life,  my  friends. 
The  bltffmgs  that  my  Father  fends  : 
Tour  tajiefhall  all  my  dam  tits prove, 
sind  drihh  abundiir.ee  of  my  love. 
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8  Jefusy  we  will  frequent  thy  bor.rd, 
And  fing  the  bounties  of  our  Lord, 
But  the  rich  food  on  which  we  live 

Demands  more  praife  than  tongues  can  give.] 
I 

LXXV.     The  defer  ipt'ion  of  Chrifi:    the    Beloved,    Sol. 
Song  v.  9,    10,    ii,    12,    f4,    15,    16. 

1  rT"1HE  wondYing  world  enquires  to  know 
JL     Why  I  fhould  love  my  Jefus  fo  : 

What  are  his  charms,  fay  they,  above 
The  objects  of  a  mortal  love  P 

2  Yes,  my  Beloved,  to  my  fight 
Shews  a  fweet  mixture,  red  and  white : 

.    All  human  beauties,  all  divine, 

In  my  Beloved  meet  and  fhine. 

3  White  is  his  foul,  from  blemifh  free  ; 
Red  with  the  blood  he  fhed  for  me  : 

The  faireft  of  ten  thoufand  fairs  ; 

A  fun  amongft  ten  thoufand  ftars. 

£4  His  head  the  fineft  gold  excels  \ 
There  wifdom  in  perfection  dwells, 
And  glory  like  a  crown  adorns 
Thofe  temples  once  befet  with  thorns. 

5  Companions  in  his  heart  are  found, 
Hard  by  the  fignais  of  his  wound  : 
His  facred  fide  no  more  fhail  bear 

The  cruel  fecurge,  the  piercing  :peai\] 

[6  His  hands  are  fairer  to  behold 
Than  diamonds  fet  in  rings  of  gold  ; 

Thofe  heav'nly  hands  that  on  the  tree 
Were  nail'd,  and  torn,  and  bled  for  me, 

7  Though  once  he  bow'd  his  feeble  knees, 
Loaded  with  fins  and  agonies, 
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Now  on  the  ' 
His  logs  like  marble  pillars  ftand.] 

i_S  His  eyes  are  majefty  and  I 

The  eagle  tempered  with  the  dove  -, 
No  more  (hall  trickling  forrows  roll 
Through  thole  dear  windows  of  his  I 

a  Hio  mouth  that  pour'd  out  long  com  phi 
Now  failles  and  cheers  his  fainting  faints  * 
I  lis  countenance  more  graceful  is 
Than  Lebnnon  with  all  is  trees. 

:o  All  over  glorious  is  my  Lord, 

Mull  be  belov'd  and!  yet  ador'd 
His  worth,  if  all  the  nations  knew, 
Sure  the  whole  earth  would  love  him  too. 

LXXVI.  Chrift  dwells  if:  heaven^  but  v'ylts  on  i 
Sol.  Song  vi.  1,2,  3,  12. 

i  "\T[T^fre\  ftrangers  ftand  and  hear  me  tell W     What  beauties  in  my  Saviour  dwell  : 
Where  he  is  gone  they  fain  would  know, 
That  they  may  leek  and  love  him  too. 

2  My  beft  beloved  keeps  his  throne 

On  hi'lls  of  light,  in  worlds  unknown  : 
►But  he  defcends  and  (hews  his  face 

In  the  young  gardens  of  his  grace. 

[3  In  vineyards  planted  by  his&andj 
Where  fruitful  trees  in  order  ftarxl  j 
He  feeds  among  the  fpicj 
Where  lilies  (how  their  Ipotlei 

j   He  has  engrofs'd  my  wanneft  love, 
No  earthly  charms  my  foui  can  mcv  1 
I  have  a  maniion  in  his  heart, 
Nor  death,  nor  hell  fhall  make  1 

G 
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Tj;  Me  takes  lny  foul  ere  I'm  aware, 
And  ihows  me  where  his  gloiv 
No  chariot  of  Ainminadib 

The  heav'nly  rapture  can  defcribe. 

6  O  may  my  fpirit  daily  rife  ^^^l-fr^i 
On  Wings  of  faith  above  the  fkies,  *? 

'  Till  death  ihall  make  my  laft  remove, 
To  chvell  for  ever  with  my  love.] 

LXXVII.  The  love  of  Chrift  to  the  church,  in  his  4an-  I 

gunge  to  ke^  and  prov'f ions  for 'her y  Sol.  Song  vii.  5J  I 
6,  9,  12,  13. 

TOW  in  the  gall'ries  of  his  grace 
Appears  the  king,  and  thus  he  fays, 

Hciv  fair  my  faints  are  in  my  fight, 
My  love  how  pie  cf ant  for  delight  ? 

2  Kind  is  thy  language,  fov'rcign  Lord, 
There's  heav'nly  grace  in  ev'ry  word  ; From  that  dear  mouth  a  flream  divine 
Flows  fweeter  than  the  choiceft  wine. 

3  Such  wond'rous  love  awrakes  the  lip 
Of  faints  that  were  alrnoft  afleep, 
To  fpeak  the  praifes  of  tKy  name, 
And  makes  our  cold  afTecYions  flame 

4  Thefe  gre  the  joys  he  lets  us  know 
In  fields  and  villages  below  ; 

Gives  us"  a  relifh  of  his  love, 
But  keeps  his  nobleft  feaft  above. 

-4  In  paradife  within  the  gates, 
An  higher  entertainment  waits  ; 
Fruits  new  and  old  laid  up  in  ftore, 
Where  we  fhall  feed,  but  thirft  no  more. 



k  t  ttUAL  SONGS 

/  CliniV mfy  of  her  own,  Sol.  Song  viii.  5,  6,  7,  13,  14 

[1  "T^iT^fl^  *s  this  Ear  one  in  diftrefs  ? 
\^\     That  travels  from  the  wikJernefs  ? 

And  prefs'd  with  forrows  and  with  fins, 
On  her  beloved  Lord  fhe  k 

2  This  is  the  fpoufe  of  Chrift  our  God, 
Bought  with  the  treafures  of  his  blood  : 
Ana  her  requeit,  and  her  complaint, 

Is  but  the  voice  of  ev'ry  faint.] 

3  "  O  let  my  name  engraven  ftand, 
a  Both  on  thy  heart  and  on  thy  hauu 
44  Seal  me  upon  thine  arm,  and  wear 
44  That  pledge  of  love  for  ever  there. 

4  M  Stronger  than  death  thy  love  is  known, 
44  Which  Hoods  of  wrath  could  never  drown  y 
44   And  hell  and  earth  in  vain  combine, 
14  To  quench  a  fire,  (o  much  divine. 

5  "  But  I  am  jealous  of  my  heart, 
44  Left  it  ihould  once  from  thee  depart  *, 

"  i  hen  let  thy  name  be  well  imprefs'd, 
k4   As  a  £  ir  lignct  on  my  bread. 

5*  "  Till  thou 14  Wh< 

m  Ti  y  countenance  let  1   e< 
Ci  And  1  tail  hear  fir* 

7  c;  Come,  my  I    !ov!  1,  '    . "  Cut 

14  Fly  i;k,:  a  youthful  e, 
11  Over  the  lulls  w 

G  2 
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lirning  fymrt)  Pfel.  xix.  5,  3.  cmdlxxm. 

1  ,/^  OD  of  the  morning,  at  whofe  voice 
\jr  The  cheerful  ivn  makes  liafte  to  r 
And  like  a  oiant  dcth  rejoice 

To  run  his  journey  through  the  ikies. 

X  From  the  .fair  chambers  of  the  Eajl 
The  circuit  of  his  racebfcjiins, 

And  without  wearinefs  or  reft 
Round  the  whole  earth  he  flics  and  Alines 

3   Oh,  like  the  fun,  may  I  fulfil 

Th'  appointed  duties  of  the  day, 
With  ready  mind  and  active  will 

March  on  and  keep  my  heav'nly  way, 
4.  But  I  fhall  rove  and  lofe  the  race, 

If  Cod,  my  fun,  fhall  difappear, 

And  leave  me  in  this  world's  maze, 

To  follow  ev'ry  wand'ring  ftar. 

5  Lord,  thy  commands  are  clean  and  pure, 

Enlight'ning  our  beclouded  eyes  : 
Thy  threatning's  juft,  thy  promife  fure, 

Thy  gofpel  makes  the  iimple  wife. 

6  Give  me  thy  counfel  for  my  guide, 

And  then  receive  me  to  thy  blifs  •, 
All  my  cWires  and  hopes  beilde, 

Are  faint  and  cold  compared  with  this. 

LXXX.   Jn  evening  kymn,  Pfal.  iv.    8.  and  nu  5,  0. 

,.     andcxW'n.  8. 

'HUS  far  the  Lord  has  led  me  tm$ 

Thus  far  his  pow'r  prolongs  my  day-- 
Arid  ev'ry  evening  ihall  make  known 

Some  freili  memorial  of  his  grace. 
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z  Much  of  my  time  is  run  I 
And  I  perhaps  am  y  home; 

But  he  f  my  follies  part, 
He  ftrength  : 

3  1  Uy-my  body  down  to  deep, 
Lee  is  the  pillow  id  ; 

While  well  appoi  I    keep 
The  I  ns  round  my  bedi 

4  In  vain  the  Tons  of  earth  and  I 

'Loll  me  a  thoufand  frightful  thii 
My  Go  i  in  fafel  y  .veil 

Beneath  the  (hadow  of  his  wing?. 

5  Faith  in  his  name  forbids  my  fear  : 

O  may  thy  pre  fence  ne'er  depart  ' 
And  in  the  morning  make  me  hear 

The  love  and  kindnefs  of  thy  he 

)  Thus  when  the  night  of  death  fhall  com,-. 
My  ilefh  (hail  reft  beneath  the  groui 

And  wait  thy  voice  to  route  my  tomb, 
With  fweet  falvacion  in  the  (bund. 

LXXXI.   A  fifig  Jbr  ;   irtd  evening)  Lam. 

23.  Ifa.  xlv.  -;. 

1  "^  /FY  God  !  how 
JLVJL   Thy  g'*ts  are  ev'ry  ev 'ning  n And  morning  mercies  from  above 

Gently  diitil  like  early  dew. 

2  Thou  fpread'ft  the  curtails  of  the  nig'. 
Great  guardian  of  my 

Thy  fov'rcign  word  receives  the  light, 
And  quickens  ail  my  drowfy  rowi  1 

3  I  yield,  my  powVs  to  thy  command 
thee  I  con  ly  days  : 

• 
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Perpetual  blefTings  from  thine  hand 
Demand  perpetual  fongs  of  praife. 

LXXX1I.   God  far  above  creatures  :  Or ,  man  vain  and 
mortaly  Job  iv.  17^ — 21. 

t    OH  ALL  the  vile  race  of  fleih  and  blood 

£3   Contend  with  their  Creator  God  ? 
Shall  mortal  worms  prdume  to  be 
More  holy,  wife,  or  jufl,  than  he  ? 

1  Behold,  he  purs  his  truft  in  none 
Of  all  the  fpirits  round  his  throne  ; 

Their  natures,  when  compar'd  with  his, 
Are  neither  holy,  juft,  nor  wife. 

3.  But  how  much  meaner  things  are  they 

•  Who  fpring  from  duil,  and  dwell  in  clay  ! 

Touch'd  by  the  finger  of  thy  wrath, We  faint  and  vanifh  like  the  moth. 

4.  From  night  to  day,  from  day  to  night, 

We  d:e  by  thoufands  in  thy  fight  ; 

Bury'd  in  duil  whole  nations  ly, 
Like  a  forgotten  vanity. 

5   Almighty  Power,  to  thee  we  bow  ; 
How  frail  are  we  !  how  glorious  thou  ! 
No  more  the  fons  of  earth  ihall  dare 

With  an  eternal  God  compare. 

LXXXIII.  Afflictions  and  death  under  providence,  Job 
v.  6,  7,  8. 

1  l^TOT  from  the  duft  affliction  grows, 
j^£    Nor  troubles  rife  by  chance  ; 
Yet  we  are  born  to  cares  and  woes  ; 

A  fad  inheritance  ! 

2  As  fparks  break  out  of  burning  coals, 
And  ftill  are  upwards  borne  5 
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So  grief  is  rooted  in  our  fouls, 
And  man  grows  up  to#mourn  : 

3  Yet  with  my  God  I  leave  my  cauie, 

And  trull:  his  promis'd  grace  ;• 
He  rules  me  by  his  well  known  law; 

Of  love  and  righteouiheis. 

4  Not  ad  the  pains  that  e'er  I  bor  : 
Shall  fpoil  my  future  peace, 

For  death  and  hell  can  do  no  more 

Than  what  my  Far  her  pleale. 

LXXXIV.      Salvation,   righteoufnefe,  and  A 'n  \gtl 
Chrilt,  Iia.  xlv.  2  1   25. 

1     TEHOVAHfpeaks,  let  Ifraelhc 
J     Let  all  the  earth  rejoice  and  fear. 

While  God's  eternal  Son  proclaims 
His  lbv'reign  honours  and  his  names. 

z  u  I  am  the  hit,  and  I  the  fir  ft, 
"  The  Saviour  Godr  and  God  the  ji. 

11  There's  none  beiules  pretends  to  lhe.v 
M  Such  juftice  and  falvation  too. 

[3  "  Yc  that  in  fhades  of  darknefs  dwell, 
u  ]\ii\  on  the  verge  of  death  and  hell, 

*  "  Took  up  to  me  from  diftant  lands, 

"  Light,  life,  and  heav'n  are  in  my  hand 

4  "  I  by  my  holy  name  have  fworn, 
M  Nor  lhall  the  word  in  vain  return  \ 

"  To  me  (hall  all  things  bend  the  knee, 

"  And  ev'ry  tongue  fliall  fwear  to  me.] 

5  u  In  me  alone  fhall  men  confefs 
u  Lies  all  their  ftrength  and  righteoufneli  : 
"  But  iuch  as  dare  deipife  my  name, 
11  I'll  clothe  'em  with  eternal  ihame. 
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6  "  In  me,  the  Lord,  fhaii  all  t 
"  Of  Ifral  from  their  fins  be  fr< 
"  And  by  their  fhining  graces  prove 

"  Their  in^reft  in  my'panThfrig  Io~ 

LXXXV.   7 

I    t  I  ̂ HE  Lord  on  high  prod 
X      His  Godhead  from  his  thr< 

Mercy  and  juflice  are  the  names 
By  whuh  I  will  be  know?:. 

1  l^e  dying  fouls,  that  fit 
In  darhnefs  and  aifirefs] 

Look  from  the  borders  of  the  pit 

To  my  recovering  grace. 
3  ..Sinners  fhall  hear  the  found  : 

Their  thankful  tongues  {Trail  own, 

Our  rightecufnefs  andjlrtngthy  is  fauna 
In  tkeC)  the  Lord,  alone. 

4  In  thee  (hall  Ifrael  truft, 

And  fee  their  guilt  fcrgiv'n  ; 
God  will  pronounce  the  flnners  jui},. 

And  takes,  the  faints  to  heav'n. 

LXXXVI.  God  holy,  juj}>   and  fovereign}  Job    i:;. 
io. 

1  TTOAV  fhould  the  fons  of  //dam's  race 
[jL   Be  pure  before  their  God  ! 

If  he  con'end  in  righteoufnefs, 
We  fall  beneath  his  rod. 

2  To  vindicate  my  words  and  thoughts 
Til  make  no  more  pretence  ; 

Not  one  of  all  my  thoufand  faults 
Can  bear  a  juft  defence* 
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J   Strong  is  his  arm,  his  heart  is  will*  *, 
What  vain  prefumers  dare 

Againft  their  Maker's  hand  to  rife 
Or  'tempt  th  unequal  war  . 

[4  Mountains  by  his  Almighty  wrath 
From  their  old  feats  are  torn  •, 

He  fhakes  the  earth  from  South  to  North , 
I  all  the  pillars  mourn. 

I  le  bids  the  fun  forbear  to  rife, 

Th'  obedient  fun  forbears  5 
His  hand  with  fackcioth  fpreads  the  (ktt 

And  feals  up  all  the  liars. 

6  He  walks  upon  the  ftormy  fea, 

Flies  on  the  ftormy  wind  -y 

There's  none  can  trace  his  wond'rous  way, 
Or  his  dark  footfteps  find.] 

LXXXVII.   Gcd  dwells  with  the  humble  and  penitent  > 
Iia.  lvii.    15,    16. 

1    rTHHUS  faith  the  high  and  lofty  one, 
.JL     "I  fit  upon  my  holy  throne  •, 

*4  My  name  is  God,  I  dwell  on  high, 
"   Dwell  in  my  own  eternity. 

t  M  But  I  defcend  to  worlds  below, 
- t€.  On  earth  I  have  a  maniinn  too  \ 
II  The  humble  fpirit  atul  coif  trite 
(i  Is  an  abode  of  my  delight.  *• 

Fhe  humble  foul  my  words  revi . 

M   I  bid  the  mourning  tinner  1: 
<c  Heal  all  the  broken  hearts  I  find, 
11   And  eaie  the  forrows  of  the  mind.     • 

[4  "  When  I  contend  againft  their  fin, 
"  I  make  them  know  how  vile  they've  been  ; 
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"  But  ihould  my  wrath  for  ever  fmoke, 
"  Their  fouls  would  fink  beneath  the  ftr 

5  O  may  thy  pard'ning  grace  be  nigh, 
Left  we  ihould  faint,  defpair  and  die  1 
Thus  (hall  our  better  thoughts  approve 
The  methods  of  thy  chafVning  love.] 

LXXXVIII.  Life  the  day  of  grace  and  of  hope,  Eccl. 
ix.  4,   j,   6,    io. 

i    X     1FE  is  the  time  to  ferve  the  Lord, 

\  j   The  time  t'infure  the  great  reward.. 
And  while  the  lamp  holds  out  to  burn, 
The  vileft  finner  may  return, 

[2  Life  is  the  hour  that  God  has  giv'n 
To  'fcape  fro^  hell,  and  fly  to  heav'n  ; 
The  day  of  grace,  and  mortals  may 
Secure  the.bleffings  of  the  day.] 

3  The  living  know  that  they  muft  die, 

But  all  the  dead  forgotten  lie  *, 

Their  mem'ry  and  their  fenfe  is  gone, 
Alike  unknowing  and  unknown. 

[4  Their  hatred  and  their  love  is  loft, 
Their  envy  buried  in  the  duft ; 

They  have  no  fhare  in  all  that's  dene 
Beneath  the  circuit  of  the  fun.] 

5  Then  what  my  thoughts  deiign  to  de_> 
My  hands  with  all  your  might  purfue, 
Since  no  device,  nor  work  is  found, 

Nor  faith,  nor  hope,  beneath  the  ground. 

6  There  are  no  acts  of  pardon  paft 
In  the  cold  grave,  to  which  we  hafte  ; 
Bin  darknefs,  death,  and  long  defpair, 
Reign  in  eternal  filence  there, 
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LXXXIX.  Youth  and  judgment^     Eccl.  xi.  o 

i   "\7!E  fons  of  Adam^  vain  and  young, 
Indulge  your  eyes,  indulge  your  tongue, 

Taite  the  delights  your  fouls  defire, 
And  give  a  loofe  to  all  your  fire. 

2  Purfue  the  pleafurcs  you  defign, 
And  cheer  your  hearts  with  fongs  and  wine 
Enjoy  the  day  of  mirth,  but  know 
There  is  a  day  of  judgment  too. 

g   God  from  on  high  beholds  your  thoughts. 

His  book  records  your  fecret  faults  •, 
The  works  of  darknefs  you  have  done, 
Muft  all  appear  before  the  fun. 

4  The  veng'ance  to  your  follies  due, 
Should  ftrike  your  heartsvwith  terror  thro';, 
How  will  ye  ft  and  before  his  face, 

Or  anfwer  for  his  injur'd  grace  ? 

;    Almighty  God,  turn  off  their  eyes 
From  thefe  alluring  vanities  ; 
And  let  the  thunder  of  thy  word 
Awake  their  fouls  to  fear  the  Lord. 

XC.   The  fame. 

- 1    T     O,  the  young  tribes  of  Adam  rife, 
JL^    And  through  all  nature  rove, 
Fulfil  the  wifhes  of  their  eye?, 

And  tafte  the  joys  they  love. 

2  They  give  a  loofe  to  wild  deiires  ; 
But  Icr  the  finners  know 

The  fine!  account  that  God  requires- 
Of  all  the  works  thev  do. 
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3  The  Judge  prepares  his  throne  on  high. 
The  frighted  earth  and  Teas 

Avoid  the  fury  of  his  eye, 
And  flee  before  his  face. 

4  How  fhall  I  bear  that  dreadful  day, 
And  ftand  the  fiery  teft  ? 

I  give  all  mortal  joys  away, 
To  be  for  ever  blefl. 

XCI.   Advue  to  youth  :  or,    Old  age  and  death  in  an 
uncovertedJ}aie>  Eccl.  xii.    I,  7.  Ifa.  lxv.   20. 

?    "^TOW  m  tne  heat  of  youthful  blood J^^    Remember  your  Creator  God  : 

Behold,  the  months  come  haft'ning  on, 
When  you  fhall  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. 

a  The  duft  returns  to  dull  again ; 
The  foul,  in  agonies  of  pain, 
Afcends  to  God  ;  not  there  to  dwell, 
But  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  muft  hence  remove. 
Give  me  a  manfion  in  thy  love. 

XCII.  Chrift  the  wifdomofGody  Prov.  viii,  I,  22,-32. 

1    OH  ALL  wifdom  cry  aloud, 
£3   And  not  ner  fpeech  be  heard  ;     , 

The  voice  of  God's  eternal  word, 
Defer ves  it  no  regard  ? 

2 
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2   "   I  was  his  chief  delight, 
•<  His  everlafting  Sou, 

"  Befori  the  firft  of  all  his  works 

"Creation  was  begun. 

[3   "  Before  the  Jljing  clouds, 
tt   Before  the  folid  land, 

"  Before  the  fields,  before  the  ilood, 
"   I  dwelt  at  his  right  hand. 

4  "   When  he  ador'd  the  ikies, 
"    And  built  them,  1  was  th:re, 

"    i  n  the  fun  iliould  rife* 

"   And  marfhal  cv'ry  ftar. 

5  "   When  he  pour'd  out  the  fea, 
u   And  fpread  the  flowing  deep, 

"  I  gave  the  flood  a  firm  decree 
"  In  its  own  bounds  to  keep.] 

r     6  "  Upon  the  empty  air 
"  The  earth  was  bal.inc'd  well;  , 

M  With  joy  I  fewr  the  manfioii  where 
M  The  ions  of  men  ihould  dwell, 

7   "   My  bufy  thoughts  at  firft 
u  On  their  falvation  ran, 

<c  Ere  \m  was  born,  or  Adonis  duft 
11  Was  falhioa'd  to  a  man. 

*  8  "  Then  co*ne,  re  ce, 
M  Ye  children,  and  be  wile  ; 

t(  Happ  n  that  keeps  pi 
11  The  man  that 

XCIil.   Chrift,  or  lirifdcm>   obeyed   or    re/i 

yiii.   34)—- 

T ."  Biefs'd  b  t!  .  r.   . II 
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"  Keeps  daily  watch  before  my  gates, 
"  And  at  my  feet  for  mercy  waits. 

2  <c  The  foul  that  feeks  me  fliall  obtain 

<€  Immortal  wealth  and  heav'nly  gain  ; 
u  Immortal  life  is  his  reward, 
cc  Life,  and  the  favour  of  the  Lord. 

3  ?«  But  the  vile  wretch  that  flies  from  me ; 
u  Doth  bis  own 'foul  an  injury  : 
M  Fools  that  againft  my  grace  rebel 
u  Seek  death,  and  love  the  road  to  helL 

XCIY«    Jujlificatim  by  faith ,    not  by  works  :  or,   The 
law  condemn*)  grate  jujiifics^  Rom.   iii.    io, — 2  2. 

i   "^T  y*AIN  are  the  hope,s  the  fons  of  men 
Y       On  their  own  works  have  built*; 

Their  hearts  by  nature  are  unclean, 
And  all  their  actions  guilt. 

2  Let  Jew  and  Gentile  flop  their  mouths 

Without  a  murm'ring  word, And  the  whole  race  of  Adam  ftand 

Guilty  brfore  the  Lord. 

3  In  vain  we  afk  God's  righteous  law  . 
,  To  juitify  us  now, 
Since  to  convince  and  to  condemn, 

Is  all  the  law  can  do. 

4  Jefus,  how  glorious  k  thy  grace, 
When  in  thy  name  we  truft  ! 

Our  faith  receives  a  right 'oufnefs 
That  makes  the  fmner  juft. 

XCV,  Regeneration,  John  i.  13.  and  iii.  3.  &<;• 

!N OT  all  the  outward  forms  on  earth. 

Nor  rites  that  God  has  giv*n, 
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Nor  will  of  man,  nor  blood,  nor  birth, 

Can  raife  a  foul  to  heax'n. 

z  The  fov'reign  will  of  God  alone 
Creates  us  heirs  of  grace  •, 

Born  in  the  image  of  his  Son, 
A  new  peculiar  race. 

3  The  Spirit,  like  fome  heav'niy  wil 
Blows  on  the  fons  of  flefh, 

New-models  ail  the  carnal  mind, 
And  forms  the  man  afreih. 

4  Our  quicken  M  fouls  awake,  and  rife 
From  the  loog  deep  of  death  ; 

On  heav'nly  things  we  fix  our  eyes, 
And  praife  employs  our  breath. 

XCVI.  Eleftion  excludes  loafing)  i  Cor.  i.  26, — 31 

1   TT)  UT  few  among  the  carnal  wife, 

J[)  But  few  of  noble  race, 
Obtain  the  favour  of  thine  eyes, 

Almighty  King  K)f  grace. 

takes  the  men  of  rreancft  name 
For  fons  and  heirs  of  Goa  : 

And  thus  he  jpouts  nt  Qiamc 
On  hoj  :.  • 

i-  calls  toe  fo  kfckes  bM\  kn  * 

ace, 

To  

tow, 

4  Nature  has  i  -.ft, 

1  in  his  pi 
in  the  Lord  alone. 
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XCVII.  Chrift  our nvifdom,   righteoufmfs^   &c.  i  Cor. "  i.  30. 

URY'D  Lb  night, 
We  ly  till  Chrift  reftores  the  light  5 

Wifdom  defcends  to  heal  the  blind. 
And  chafe  the  darknefs  of  the  mind. 

2  Our  guilty  fouls  are  drewn'd  in  tears, 
'Till  his  atoning  blood  appears  ; 
Then  we  awake  from  deep  diftrefs, 

And  hjig,  The  Lord  our  right 'eoufnefs. 

3  Our  very  frame  is  mix'd  with  fifi, 
His  Spirit  makes  our  natures  clean  \ 

Such  virtues  from  his  fuff'rings  flow, 
At  once  to  cleanfe  and  pardon  too. 

4  Jefus  beholds  where  Satan  reigns, 
.Binding  his  flares  in  heary  chains, 

He  lets  the  pris'ners  free,  and  breaks 
The  iron  bondage  from  our  necks. 

5  Poor  helplefs  worms  in  thee  pofTefs 

Grace,  wifdom,  pow'r,  and  right'oufnefs : 
Thou  art  cur  mighty  All,  and  we 
Give  our  whole  felves,  O  Lord,  to  thee. 

XCVI1L  The  fame. 

1  TJOW  heavy  is  the  night 

j£\  That  hangs  upon  our  eyes, 

Till  ChriJl  with  his  reviving  light 
Over  our  fouls  arife  ? 

2  Our  guilty  fpirits  dread 

To  meet  the  wrath  of  heav'n, 

But  in  his  righteoufnefs  array'd 

We  fee  our  fins  forgiv'n. 
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3  Unholy  and  imp 

His  hand 

;  :>  hoi  i  bu  *  (buls  i 

And  '  irfed  vh  w\\. 

5  Lo 
To  I 

thy  1    aling  grace. 
And  oi. 

'cv:  of  Abraham  :  or,  Cruse  n&  J Mat,  hi.  g, 

1  "Y  TAIN  arc  the  hop.  \  thai  reb 
Y       Upon  their  birth  and  blood, 
Dcfi  >us  race, 

( Their  fa  w  wij  b  G  id.) 

2  He  from  the  caves  of  earth  and  hell 

Can  take  the  h  irdeft  iton     ( 

1  fill  the  hotrfe  of  Abrah'm  well 

3  Such  wond'rous  powY  he  doth  poflefs 
>  form'd  our  mortal  frame, 

be  world  from  emptinefs, 
The  world  obeyed  and  carne. 

C.  i  hfl  ill.  \6,  17,  if 

.JL\     Did  ChriJ]  the  Son  of  God 
re  feen, 

No  faming  fwordj  nor  thuxi  ler  f     I M  ? 
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2  Such  was  the  pity  of  our  God, 

He  lov'd  the  race  of  men  fo  well, 
He  fent  hh  Son  to  bear  oyr  lead 

Of  fins,  and  five  our  fouls  from  hell. 

3  Sinners,  believe  the  Saviour's  word, 
Truft  in  his  mighty  name,  and  live ; 

A  thoufand  joys  his  lips  afford, 
His  hands  a  thouiand  bleflings  give. 

4  But  vengeance  and  damnation  lies 
On  rebels  who  refufe  the  grace ; 

"Who  God's  eternal  Son  defpife, 
The  hotteft  hell  fhall  be  their  place. 

CL  Joys  in  heaven  for  a  rtpinRngjinner^  Lyke  xv.  7,  io, 

1  "TTjTTHO  can  defcribe  the  joys  that  rife YY     Through  all  the  courts  of  paradife. 
To  fee  a  prodigal  return, 
To  fee  an  heir  of  glory  born  ? 

2  With  joy  the  Father  doth  approve 
The  fruit  of  his  eternal  love  ; 

The  Son  with  joy  looks  down,  and  fees' 
The  purchafe  of  his  agonies. 

1  The  Spirit  takes  delight  to  view 

The  holy  foul  he  form'd  anew  ; 
And  faints  and  angels  join  to  ring 
The  growing  empire  of  their  King. 

CIL  The  beatitudes,  Mat.  v.  2,—  iz, 

LESS'D  are  the  humble  fouls,  that  fee 
Their  emptinefs  and  poverty  ; 

Treafures  of  grace  to  them  are  giv'n, 
And  crown's  of  iov  laid  up  in  heav-tt. 

B 
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2  BleiVd  are  the  men  of  broken  h 
Who  mourn  for  fin  with  inward  fmart  ; 

'I  he  blood  of  Chrifl  divinely  il  i 
A  healing  balm  for  all  their  w 

3  Blefs'd  are  the  meek,  who  (hind  afar 
From  rage  and  paflion,  noife,  and  w. 

God  will  fecurc  their  hap;:* 
And  plead  their  caufe  againft  the 

s'd  are  the  fouls  that  thirft  for  grace, 
Hunger  and  long  for  righteoufnefs  ; 

They  ihall  be  well  fiipply'd  and  fed 
With  living  Uresis  and  living  bread. 

5  Blefs'd  are  the  men,  whofe  bowels  n 
•    And  melt  with  fympathy  and  love  ; 
From  Chrijl  the  Lord  ihall  they  obtain  • 
Like  fympathy  and  love  again. 

5  Blefs'd  are  the  pure,  whefe  hearts  are  cl 
From  the  defiling  pow'rs-of  fin  ; 
With  endiefs  pleaiure  they  fhali 

A  God  of  fpotlefsk  purity, 

j  Blefs'd  are  the  men  of  peaceful  life, 
Who  quench  the  coals  of  growing  ftrife  -> 
They  ihall  be  call'd  the  h<  irs  of  biifs, 
The  Tons  of  God,  the  God  of  pea 

i  Blefb'd  are  the  fiifFrers,  who  partake 
Of  pain  and  ihame  for  k€  ; 
Their  fouls  ihall  triumph  m  the  Lord, 
Glory  and  joy  are  their  reward.] 

OIL     Not  afbamed  afti  z  Tim,  i,  i :.. 

[    T'M  not  afhairfd  to  own  my  Lord 
J_     Or  to. defend  "his  caufe, 
Maintain  the  honour  of  his  word; 

:  glory  of  his  crofs, 
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2  Jefus  my  Gcd  !  I  know  his  name, 
His  name  is  all  my  truft  ; 

Nor  will  he  put  my  foul  to  ihame, 
Nor  let  my  hope  be  loft. 

3  Firm  as  his  throne  his  promife  Ha: 
And  he  can  welj  fecure 

What  I've  committed  to  his  hands, 
'Tiil  the  decifive  hour. 

4  Then  will  he  own  my  worthless  name 

Before  his  Father's  face, 
And  in  the  new  Jerujaiein 

Appoint  my  foul  a  place, 

CIV.  AJiate  of  nature  and  grace,  I  Cor.  vi.  io,  n 

1  'l^T^T  tke  malicious  or  profane, 
^^J  The  wanton  or  the  proud, 

Nor  thieves*  nor  fiand'rers,  ihail  obtain 
The  kingdom  of  our  God. 

2  Surprising  grace  !  And  fuch  were  we 
By  nature  and  by  iin, 

Heirs  of  immortal  miiery, 
Unholy  and  unclean. 

:  we  are  wafn'd  in  %*fui  blood, 
We're  parctorfd  through  his  name  ; 

And  the  good  fpirit  of  our  God 

Has  fandbfy'd  our  fraa 

4  O  for  a  perfeveriag  pow'r 
To  keep  thy  juft  commands  ! 

We  would  defile  our  hearts  no  more. 

No  more  pollute  cur  ham 
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CV.   Heaven  inviftble  and  fo/y>    I  Cor.  ii.  9,  1 0. 
Rev.  xxi.  27. 

NOR  eye  hath  feen,  nor  ear  has  heard, 
Nor  fenfe  nor  reafon  known, 

What  joys  the  father  has  prepar'd For  thfcfe  that  love  the  Son. 

2  But  the  good  Spirit  of  the  Lord 

Reveals  a  heav'n  to  come  ; 
The  beams  of  glory  in  his  word 

Allure  and  guide  us  home. 

4  Pure  are  the  joys  above  the  £ky, 
And  all  the  region  peace  ; 

No  wanton  lips,  nor  envious  eye, 
Can  fee  or  tafte  the  blifs. 

4  Thofe  holy  gates  for  ever  bar 

Pollution,  fin,  and  lhame  *, 
None  ihall  obtain  admittance  there, 

But  followers  of  the  Lamb. 

c  He  keeps  the  Fathers  book  of  life,  • 
There  all  their  names  are  found  ; 

The  hypocrite  in  vain  ihall  itrive 

To  tread  the  heav'nly  ground. 

Cyi.   Dead  to  Jin  by  the  crefs  ̂ Chrift,   Rom.  vi.  I, 

2,  6. 

1  OH  ALL  we  go  on  to  fin, 
^J   Becaufe  thy  grace  abounds, 

(Or  crucify  the  Lord  again, 
And  open  all  his  wounds  ? 

2  Forbid  it,  mighty  God  ! 

Nor  let  it  e'er  be  laid, 

That  we,  whofe  fins  are  crucify'd, 
Shoul-.l  in  from  the  dead. 
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3  We  will  be  flaves  no  more, 
Since  Chrijl  has  made  us  free, 

Has  nail'd  our  tyrants  to  his  crc 
And  bought  our  liberty. 

CVII.   The  fall  and reaver y  of man  :  Or,  Chrift  and 
Satan  at  enmityy  Gen.  iii.  i,  15,  17.  Gal.  iv.  4. 
Col.  ii.  j  5. 

J    ■p\ECEIV,DbyfubtlefnaresofheliJ. \J  Adam,  our  head,  our  father,  fell  \ 
When  Satan]  in  the  ferpent  hid, 

Propos'd  the  fruit  that  God  forbid. 

2  Death  was  the  threatening  :  Death  began 
To  take  pofTefilon  of  the  man  \ 

His  unborn  race  receiv'd  the  wound, 
And  heavy  curfes  fmote  the  ground. 

3  But  Satan  found  a  worfe  reward  : 

Thus  faith  the  veng'ance  of  the  Lord, 
Let  ever  Iqfing  hatred  be 

Betwixt  the  woman's  feed  and  thee. 

4  The  tucrnatts  feed  [hall  be  my  Sen,  . 
He  (hall  dejiroy  what  thai  haft  done  ; 
Shall  breaks  thy  head,  and  only  feel 
Thy  malice  raging  at  his  heel. 

[5  He  fpake  ;  and  bid  four  thoufand  years 
Roll  on  ;  at  length  his  Son  appears  \ 
Angels  with  joy  defcend  to  earth, 

And  fing  the  young  Redeemer's  birth, 
6  Lo,  by  the  fons  of  hell  he  dies  ; 

But  as  he  hung  'twixt  earth  and  Ikies, 
He  gave  their  prince  a  fatal  blow, 

And  triumph'd  o'er  the  powVs  below.]: 
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CVIII.   Chri  :nd  uncchvuiy    X  Pet.  i.  & 

1  t^tOT  with  our  mortal  eyes 
JL\     Have  we  beheld  the  Lord, 

Yet  we  rejoice  to  hear  his  name, 
And  love  him  in  his  word. 

2  On  earth  we  want  the  fight 

Of  cur  Redeemer's  face  : 
Yet,  Lord,  oar  inmoft  thoughts  delight 

To  dwell  upon  thy  grace. 

3  And  when  we  tafte  thy  love, 
Our  joys  divinely  grow 

LTnfpcakable,  like  thofe  above, 

And  heav'n  begins  below. 

CIX.   The  value  of  Chriil  and  his  right  eoufnefs,  Phil. 
iii.  7,  8,  9. 

1   XJO  more,  my  God,  I  boaft  no  more 
_LN     Of  a.)  the  diiies  I  have  done  \ 

I  quit  the  hopes  I  held  before 
To  trull:  the  merits  of  thy  Son. 

1  Now /or  the  love  I  bear  his  name, 
What  was  my  gain,  I  count  my  lofs  \ 

My  former  pride  I  call  my  ihame, 
And  nail  my  glory  to  his  crofs. 

3   Yes,  and  I  muft,  and  will  efteem 

All  things  but  lofs  for  Jffuf  fake  j 
O  may  my  foul  be  found  in  \^krA% 

And  of  his  righteoufnefs  partake  ' 

|  The  beft  obedience  of  my  hands 
Dares  not  appear  before  thy  throne  ; 

But  faith  can  anfuer  thy  demands, 
By  pleading  what  my  Lord  has  done* 
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CX.   Death  and  immediate  glory,  2  Cor.  v.    i , 

S>   8.    ' i    nr^HERE  is  a  houfe,  not  made  with  hands, 
X     Eternal,  and  on  high, 

And  here  my  fpirit  waiting  ftands 
Till  God  fliall  bid  it  fly. 

2  Shortly  this  prifon  of  my  clay 

Muft  be  diffolv'd,  and  fall 4 
Then,  O  my  foul,  with  joy  obey 

Thy  heav'nly  Father's  call. 

3  'Tis  he,  by  his  almighty  grace, 
That  forms  thee  rit  for  heav'n  ; 

And  as  an  earneft  of  the  place, 

Has  his  own  Spirit  giv'n. 
4  Wc  walk  by  faith  of  joys  to  come, 

Faith  lives  upon  his  word  •, 
But  while  the  body  is  our  home, 

.     We're  abfent  from  the  Lord. 

5  'Tis  pleafant  to  believe  thy  grace, 
But  we  had  rather  fee  \ 

We  would  be  abfent  from  the  flefh, 

And  prefent,  Lord,  with  thee. 

CXI.      Salvation  by  grace,     Titus  iii.   3,    ■     -7. 

[1    T"     ORD,  we  confefs  our  num'rous  faults, 
JLi    How  great  our  guilt  has  been  ; 

Foolish  and  vain  were  all  our  thoughts, 
And  all  our  lives  were  fin. 

2  But,  O  my  foul,  for  ever  praife, 
For  ever  love  his  na  tie, 

Who  turns  thy  feet  from  dangerous  ways 
Of  folly,  fin,  and  ihame.] 

[3  'Tis  not  by  works  of  righteoufnefs 
Which  our  own  hands  have  done  j 
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But  vvv  arc  fav'd  by  fo  race, 
Abounding  through  hi 

it  all  our  b 

Tis  by  th  icod 
;jn. 

5  'Tis  tlir  !fi  of  his  Jetth 
V. "h  3  tiui   ■'  ree, 

t  down  to  brc.;; 
On  Rich  dry  bones  as  we. 

6  RaisM  from  the  dead,  we  live  a  Mew 

And  juftify'd  by  grace, 
We  ihall  ap  >e£r  in  glory  too, 

And  ice  our  Father's  face. 

CXII.  Tb:  braten  Jerpent:  or,  Looking  to  Jeius,  John 
i'h.  14, —  \6. 

O  did  the  Hebrew  prophet  raife 
The  brazen  ferpent  high ; 

The  wou  \  immediate  cafe, 
.  :  to  die. 

2    Loot  itpwr.it.  ';;/;•, 
And  Hi t\  the  prophet  cries  ; 

But  CV//?  performs  a  noWer  cure, ' 
When  foith  life  up  her  eyes. 

-3   High  on  the  crofs  the  Saviour  hung, 
'us  he  teigus  j 

Hei  th1  o!d  ferpetlt  ftung. 
.  their  pains. 

4  When  G  :i  is  lifted  up, 

A  ;  evifes  *, 

Tfc .  is  the  glori  •<:% , tfA?  lives. 
I 
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CXIII.  Abraham3 j. bltjftng  en  the  Gentiles,  Gen  xvii, 
7.  Rom.  xv.  8.  Mark  x.  14. 

1 

1  T  TOW  large  the  promife  !  how  divine, 

Jjj[    To  Abraham  and  his  feed  ! 
77/  ̂   a  God  to  thee  a>;d  thine % 

Supplying,  ail  their  ?iezd. 

2  The  words  of  his  exteniive  love 

From  age  to  age  endure ; 

The  angel  of  the  cov'nant  proves, 
And  feals  the  bleffing  Aire. 

3  JefliS  fc^e  ancient  faith  confirms. 

To  our  great  fathers  giv*n  ;. 
He  takes  young  children  to  his  ar:;; 

And  calls  them  heirs  of  heav'n. 

4  %)ur  God,  how  faithful  are  his  ways  ! 
His  love  endures  the  fame ; 

Nor  from  the  promife  of  his  grace 

Blots  out  the  children's  name. 

CXIV.  The  fame,  Rom.  xi.  t6,  17. 

1    /^ENTILES  by  nature,  we  belong 
^     To  the  wild  olive  wood  ; 
Grace  took  us  from  the  barren  tree, 

"And  grafts  us  in  the  good. 

c  With  the  fame  blefiings  grace  endow , 
The  Gentile  and  the  Jew  j 

If  pure  and  holy  be  the  root, 
Such  are  the  branches  too. 

3  Then  let  the  children  of  the  faints 
Be  dedicate  to  God  •, 

Tour  out  thy  fpirit  on  them,  Lord, 
And  wafh  them  ir.  thv  blood.   - 
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4  Thus  to  the  parents  and  their  feed 

Shall  thy  faiv.i?i«m  coftiej 
And  numerous  hou  (holds  meet  at  laft 

In  one  eternal  home. 

CXV.    Cznviclkn  of  fin  i  ;•,  Rom.   \ 
14,   24. 

LGTvD,  how  fecui  nfclence  was, 
And  felt  no  ;  jad  ! 

1  was  alive  without  the  law, 

And  thought  my  fins  were  dead. 

2  My  hopes  of  heav'n  were  firm  and  bright ; 
But  fince  the  precept  came 

With  a  convincing  pow'r  and  light, I  find  how  vile  I  am. 
1 

[3  My  guilt  appear'd  but  fiyall  before, 
Till  terribly  I  law, 

How  perfe&j  holy,  jufr,  and  pure 
Was  thine  eternal  law. 

4  Then  felt  my  foul  the  heavy  load, 

#        My  fins  reviv'd  again, 
I  had  provok'd  a  dreadful  God, 

Anil  all  my  hopes  were  flam.] 

5 -Tin  tike  a  helplefs  captive  fold, 
Under  the  powfr  of  fin  ; 

I  cannot  do  the  good  I  wouiJ, 
Nor  keep  my  con: 

6  My  God,  I  cry  .  ath, 

1'  r  : 0 1 1 . :  !-;:  d  ;^< 
To  break  the  yoke  of  fin  and  d 

And  thus  Ired  lave. 
1  2 
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CXVL  Lore  to  God  and  oar  neighbour ,  Matth;  xsi\ 

I   "   ̂ THHUS  faith  the  frrft,  the  great  cemmrr 

P       M  Let  all  my  inward  pow'rs  unite 
"  To  love  thy  Maker,  and  thy  God, 

"  With  utmoft  vigour  and  delight. 

7  (<  Then  (hall  thy  neighbour  "next  in  place 
w  Share  thine  affection  and  efteem, 

*<  And  let  thy  kindnefs  to  thyfelf 

"  Meaiure  ana  rule  thy  love  to  him." 
]  This  is  the  f^nfc  that  ̂ i/Ji  fpoke, 

This  did  the  prophets  preach  and  prove*, 
For  want  ox  this  the  law  is  broke, 

And  the  whole  law's  fulfilPd  by  love. 

4  But  oh  !  how  bafe  our  paiuons  are  ! 
How  cold  our  chariry  and  zeal  ! 

Lerdj  fill  cur  fouls  with  hcav'nly  fire, 
Cr  we  fhall  ne'er  perform  thy  will. 

CXVII.    Ehfihn,  fovereigft    and  free,    Rem.    ix,    1^  k 
22,   23,  2:U 

[1   TOEHOLD  the  potter  and  the  clay, 
J3  He  forms  his  veflels  as  he  pleafe  : 

Such  is  our  God,  and  fuch  are  we, 

The  fubjects  of  his  high  decrees. 

2  Doth  not  the  workman's  power  extend 
O'er  all  the  mafs,  which  part  to  chufe, 

And  mould  it  for  a  nobler  end, 
And  which  to  leave  for  viler  iife  ?] 

3  May  not  the  fov'reign  Lord  on  high 
Difpenle  his  favours  as  he  will, 

Chufe  forne  to  life,  while  others  die# 

And  yet  bejuft  and  gracious  i}\\\  ?• 
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[4  What  if.  to  make  his  terror  known, 
He  lets  his  patience  long  endiuv, 

SufPring  vile  rebels  to  go  on, 
And  leal  their  own  deilruction  furc  : 

5  What  if  he  means  to  ihow  his  grace, 
And  hiswlecting  love  employs 

To  mark  out  fome  of  mortal  race, 

And  forms  them  fit  for  heav'nly  joys  !  J 

6  Shall  man  reply  againft  the  Lord, 

And  call  his  Maker's  ways  unjulr, The  thunder  of  whofe  dreadful  word 
Can  crufh  a  thoufand  worlds  to  duft. 

7  But,  O  my  foul,  if  truth  fo  bright 
Should  dazzle  and  confound  thy  light* 

Yet  ft  ill  his  written  will  obey, 
And  wait  the  great  decifive  day. 

8  Then  (hall  he  make  his  juftice  known, 
And  the  whole  world  before  his  throne, 

With  joy,  or  terror,  fliall  confefs 
The  glory  of  his  righteoufnefs. 

CXVIII.  Moles  and  Chriil  :  or,  Sin  againjl  the  laiu 
and  go/pel,  John  L  17.  Heb.  iii.  3.  5,  6,  and  x.  28, 

29-       .  - 

1  ■'TH  HE  law  by  Mofcs  came, 
A      But  peace,  and  truth,  and  love, 

Were  brought  by  Chrift  (a  nobler  name) 
De fee n ding  from  above. 

2  Amidft  the  houfe  of  God 

Their  different  wi  t  done  ; 
Mofes  a  faithful  fc  want  i lood, 

But  Chr'iJ]  a  faithful  Son. 
3  Then. to  his  new  commands 

B:  ftrict  obedience  paid  : 

13 



OVr  nil  his  Father's  honk  he  ftai 

The  Sov'reiga  and  the  II • 
4  The  man  that  durfl 

The  hw  that  jMi/Jx  brought ; 
Behold  !  how  terriblv  he  dies 

For  his  prefumptuous  fault. 

5  Bat  forer  vengeance  falls 
On  that  rebellious  race, 

Who  hate  to  hear  when  J  ejus  calls> 
And  dare  refill  his  grace. 

CXIX.     The  different  fuccefs  of  the  gcfpe],     I    Cor.    L 
23,   24.    2  Cor.  ii.    16.     1  Cor.  iii.   6>   7. 

5    /CHRIST  and  his  c:ors  is  all  our  theme, 

%^jl   The  myft'ries  that  we  fpeak 
Are  fcandal  in  "the  Jews  eftesm, 

And  folly  to  the  Greek  : 

2  But  fouls  enliglu'ned  from  above 
With  joy  receive  the  word  -, 

They  fee  what  wifdom,  pow'r,  and  love> 
uhines  in  their  dying  Lord. 

The  vital  favour  of  his  name 

Reftores  their  fainting  breath  \ 
Tut  unbelief  perverts  the  fame 

To  guilr,  defpair,  and  death. 

4  Till  God  uiflufe  his  graces  down, 

Like  ihowers  of  heav'nly  rain, 
In  vain  Apolks  fows  the  grcund, 

And  Paul  may  plant  in  vain. 

CXX.  Fdii  filing  uvfecn,  Ikb,  xi.  i,   3,  S,    :c. 

X   YT'AITH  is  the  brighieft  evictee 

JP     Of  things  beyend  our  fight,' 
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2  It  \r% 

ings  diftan  rite, 
Of  things  a  thoufabd  year* 

Or  thoufand  years  to  come. 

3  By  faith  we  know  the  worlds  were  made 

God's  alnfii  rd  ; 
1  ountrici  led, 

By  faith  obey\5  the  Lord. 

4  He  fought  a  city  fair  and  high, 
It  by  tV  eternal  hands  \ 

And  faith  affbres  bs,  though  we  die, 

That  heav'n'y  budding  ltands. 

i  devoltd tbGod)  Gen.  xvii.  7,  ic.  Acts 
xvi.  14,  1  j,  33. 

(Far  thofe  ivh  praflife  Infani-Buptifm.  J 

1    *r~]p;HTS  faith  the  mercy  of  the  Lord, 
X     Fate  fa  God  tot.1- 

1 . 

\  the  pro  ice, 

And  gave  his  foils  to  God  •, 

ter  i'eals  the  bkfljng  now, That  one  s  w  a  s  I eafd  w  udi  bloo d . 

3  Tl  rhoufe, 
W  .  1  d  ; 

Hi«  houfht  Id 

4  Thus  I  K3«gj 
] 
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To  thcc  their  infant  offspring-  bring, 
And  humbly  claim  thy  grace. 

CXXII.  Believers  buried  with  Chrift  //;  bnptifm,  Rom. 
vi.  3,  4,  &c. 

i     1  \0  we  not  know  that  fole-mn  word, 
\^J  That  we  are  buried  with  the  Lord, 

Baptiz'd  into  his  death,  and  then 
Put  off  the  body  of  our  fin  ? 

2  Our  fouls  receive  diviner  breath, 

Rais'd  from  corruption,  guilt,  and  death : 

So  from  the  grave  did  Ckr'ijl  ariie, And  lives  to  God  above  the  fkies. 

3  No  more  let  fin  or  Satan  reign 
Over  our  mortal  flefh  again  ; 

The  various  luffs  we  ferv'd  before 
Shall  have  dominion  now  no  more. 

CXXIII.  The  repenting  prodigal,  Luke  xv.  13, 

1  TQ  EHOLD  the  wretch,  whofe  luff  and  wine 
\%  Had  wafted  his  eftate, 
He  begs  a  (hare  among  the  fwine, 

To  taffe  the  hulks  they  eat ! 

2  I  die  with  hunger  here,  he  cries, 
IJlarve  in  foreign  lands  : 

My  father's  houfe  has  large  fupplies, And  bounteous  are  his  hands. 

3  Til  go,  and  with  a  mournful  tonguey 

Fall  down  before  his  face  ', 
Father,  Yve  done  thyjuflice  wrong. 

Nor  can  deferve  thy  grace. 

4  He  faid,  and  haften'd  to  his  home, 
v        To  feek  his  Father's  love  \ 
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The  Father  faw  the  rebel  co 

Ajpd   ill  nis  boweb  move. 

:  lie  ran,  ami  fell  upon  his  neck, 

Embraced,  and  kifs'd  his  Urn  ; 
The  rebel's  heart  wiih  farrow  bn 

For  follkj  he  Uad  <lone. 

5    r.. Ac   s/F /vj  fi2W&  ofj&amt  andfr:^ 
(The  Father  gives  coitvnand) 

/)/•.•',}  him  in  garment j  white  and  ,. 
With  riots  tukrn  his  hand. 

7   A  day  j  /  ordain^ 
Let  ninth  and jqy  abound ^ 

h'jn  ivas  dead  jnd  fives  agahly 
Was  hj}y  and  how  is  found. 

CXX1  fL}'fi  anH  fectind  Adam,  Rom.   \ 
&c. 

i     1  "\EE?  in  the  an  (I  before  thy  throrfc 
j^Jr   Our  guilt  and  our  difgrace  we  o*  .:  \ 

Gre-it  God  !   we  own  th*  unhappy  a 
\V.  rung  our  nature  and  our  flume. 

2  Adam  4:he  firmer  :  At  his  fall, 

Death,,  like  a  conqu'rer,  feiz'J  us  all  ; 
^A  thouiand  new-born  babes  are  dead, 
By  fatal  union  to  their  head. 

3  But  whil/t  our  fpirits  filPd  with  aue, 
BehoJ  I  ili :  terrors  of  thy  law, 

W  >'ir:;  of  thy  grace, ::M  rate. 

i 

:\i  oxtr  natqre  to  !  . 

i 
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£5  By  the  rebellion  of  one  nian, 

Thro'  all  his  feed  the  mifchief  ran  \ 

And  by  one  man's  obedience  now 
Are  all  his  feed  made  righteous  too. 

i  Where  fin  did  reign,  and  deith  abound, 

There  have  the  fons  ol'Adato  found, 
Abounding  life;  there  glorious  grace 

Reigns  thro'  the  Lord  our  righteoufnefs.j 

CXXV.  ChriftV  compajjicn  to -the  iveah 'and  tempted j 
Heb.  iv.  \6.  and  v.  7.  Mat.  xii.  20. 

:   1TTITH  jov  we  meditate  the  grace 

V V      °f  our  High  Prieft  above  i 
His  heart  is  made  of  tendemefs, 
*  His  bowels  melt  with  love. 

2  Touch'd  with  a  fympathy  within, 
He  knov.  s  our  feeble  frame  y 

He  knows  what  fore  temptations  mean, 
For  lie 'has  felt  the  fame. 

3  But  fpotlefs,  innocent,  and  pure 
The  great  Redeemer  ftood, 

While  Satan's  fiery  darts  he  bore, 
And  did  refift  to  blood. 

4  He  in  the  days  of  feeble  fledi- 
Pour'd  out  his  cries  and  tears, 

And  in  his  meafu re  feels  afrefh 

What  ev'ry  member  bear*. 

[5  He'll  never  quench  the  fmoking  flax, 
But  raife  it  to  a  flame  ; 

The  bruifed  reed  he  never  break?, 
Nor  fcorns  the  meaneft  name.] 

6  Then  let  our  humble  faith  addrefs 

His  mercy  and  his  pow'r, 
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We  lliall  obtain  deliv'ring  grace 
.    In  the  diitreinng  hour. 

CXXYI.   (  ,   Rom.  ;:;v.  1 :. 

j  9.  i  C\i.  x.  32. 

NOT  JirFreni:  food,  or  diff'rent  c Compofe  the  kingdoms  of  the  Lord. 
But  peace,  and  joy,  and  right^ouihefs, 

Faith,  and  obedience  to  his  word. 

2  When  weaker  Christians  we  denSife, 

We  do  the  gofpe!  mighty  wrung  ; 
For  God,  the  gracious  and  the  wife, 

Receives  the  feeble  with  the  (trong 

3  Let  pride  and  wrath  be  banifli'd  hence, 
Meeknefs  and  love  our  fouls  purfiie  ; 

Nor  ihall  our  practice  give  oiTence 
To  faints,  the  Gentile  or  the  Jew. 

CXXVII.    Chrift's   invitation  to  J Inner  s  :   or,    Hu 
and  pride %  Matth.  xi.  2$y— 30. 

1    u    y^OME  hither  all  ye  weary  fouls, 

X^l    u   Ye  heavy  laden  finners  come  j 

"  I'll  give  you  reft  from  all  your  tous, 
*     u  And  raife  you  to  my  heav'nly  1  ovne. 

-2  u  They  fhall  find  reft  that  learn  of  rae  * 
cc  Fin  of  a  meek  and  lowTy  cttk 

<c  But  paflion  rages  like  the  fea, 
"  And  pride  is  reftlcfs  as  the  wind. 

3   "  Blefs'd  is  the  man  whofe  fhouldcrs  I  a 

"   My  yoke,*  and  be  ir  it  with  delight  ; 
r(  My  yoke  is  eafy  to  his  neck, 

grace  fc  •  '  -  burden  light.1' 
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4  Jefus,  we  come  at  thy  comment!, 

With  faith,  and  hope,  and  hum' 
Refigu  our  fpiriti  to  thy  hand, 

To  mould  and  guide  us  at  thy  \vi;l. 

CXXVIII.  the  apojllis  comml/Jijn:  Or,  Thegofpd 
iejled  by  miracles,  Mark  xvi.  i  ;,   l\c.   Matt   \ 
18,  &c 

i   Cl    /^  O  preach  my  goFpcI,/.;*//!)  /Zv  Lord, 
\Jf   "  Bid  the  whole  earth  my  grace  rccaye 

"  He  ihall  be  fav'd  that  trufts  my  word  ; 
"  He  fhall  be  dama'd  that  won't  believe. 

[a  "  Til  make  your  great  commiilion  known, 
"  And  ye  mall  prove  my  goipel  true, 
"  By  all  the  works  that  I  have  don^, 
u  By  all  the  wonders  ye  fhall  do. 

3  "  Go  heal  the  Hck,  go  raife  the  dead, 
M  Go  call  out  devils  In  my  name  $ 

"  Nor  let  my  prophets  be  afraid, 

"  Tho'  Greeks  reproach,  and  Jews  blafphemt^] 

4  «  Teach  all  the  nations  my  commands, 

"  'I'm  with  you  'till  the  world  ihall  end  ; 
(t  All  pow'r  is  trufted  in  my  hands, 
"  I  can  denroy,  and  I  defend." 

5  He  fpt/ke^  and  light  fn  one  round  his  heady 
(jn  a  bright  chad  to  heaven  he  rode  ; 
They  to  the  farthejl  naikns  fprtad 

The  grace  vf  their  afcende'd  Gad, 

CXXIX.  Sabmiffidn  and  deliverance:  or,    Abraham  of- 
fering his  fir ,  Gen.  xxii.  6,  &c. 

i    'QAJNTtt,  at  your  heaVnty  Father's  word, v3   G*ve  Up  your  comforts  to  the  Lord  ; 
lie  ihall  fcritbrc  what  you  ixftgn] 
Or  grant  you  bleffiti£S  more  divi 
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2  So  Abrmlfm^  with  obedient  hand, 
1  forth  his  ion  at  GoT>  command  ; 

The  wood,  the*  firCj  th  •  k; 

His  arm  prepar'd  the  dreadful  itroke 

3  Abrah'  ,  the  angel  en 
Tty  faith  is  known%  thy  love,  is  try  J  y 

Thy  (on  fhc  /  //:•;,  and  i  i  thy  feed 
ShJl  the  ivhle  earth  be  blefsd  bulecl 

4  Juft  in  the  laft  diftreffing  hour 

Lord  di(]  v'ring  pow'f  ; 
The  mount  of  danger  is  the  place 
Where  we  lhall  fee  furprifing  orace. 

CXXX.  Lave  and  hatred^  Phil.  ii.  2.  Eph.  iv.  ?:. 

rOW,  by  the  bowels  of  my  God, 
His  {harp  diftrefs,  his  fore  complaint?, 

By  his  Lift  groans,  hi?  dying  blood, 
I  charge  my  ibul  to  love  the  faints. 

i  Clamour,  and  wrath,  and  war,  be  gone-. 
Envy  and  fpite  lor  ever  crale  ; 
Ltt  Liitei  words  no  more  be  known 

Amongft  the  faints,  the  fons  of  peace. 

J  The  Spirit,  like  a  peaceful  do\xiy 
Flits  from  the  realms  (  ad  ftrife  5 

*Why  (hould  w  his  love, 
Wh  3  feals  our  fouls  to  b       'nly  life  ? 

r  and  kind  be  all  our  Choughl 
Through  all  our  lives  let  run  : 

So  God  forgives  our  num'rous  fa 

'-op. 

K 
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CXXXI.  The  pharifcd  at; d  publican ,  Luke  xviii.  10,  &c,. 

i    T)  EHOLD  how  ilnners  difagr^e, 
JLJ   The  publican  and  pharifee  : 

One  doth  his  right'oufnefc  proclaim, 
The  other  own  his  guilt  and  fhame, 

2  This  man  at  humble  difhnce  ftands, 
And  cries  for  nrace  with  lifted  hands  ; 
That  boldly  rifes  near  the  throne, 
And  talks  of  duties  he  has  done. 

.3   The  Lord  their  diff'Vent  language  knows, 
And  diffVent  anfwers  he  bellows ; 

The  humble  foul  with  grace  he  crowns, 
Whilft  on  the  proud  his  anger  frowns. 

4  Dear  Father,  let  me  never  be 

Join'd  with  the  boafting  pharifee  •, 
I  have  no  merits  of  my  own, 
But  plead  the  fufFrings  of  thy  Son. 

C  XXXII.   Holinefs  and  grace ,  Tit.  ii.    10,-13. 

1  O  O  let  our  lips  and  lives  exprefs 

£3    rhe  holy  gofprel  xve  profefs  ; 
So  let  our  works  and  virtues  fhine, 

To  prove  the  doctrine  all  divine. 

2  Thus  (hall  we  befl  proclaim  abroad 

The  honours  of  our  Saviour  God  *, 
When  the  falvation  reigns  within, 

And  grace  fubdues  the  pow'r  of  fin. 

3  Ourflefh  and  fenfe  muft  be  deny'd, 
Paffion  and  envy,  luft  and  pride  , 

Whilft  juftice,  temp'rarrce,  truth  and  love, 
Our  inward  piety  approve. 

. 
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4  Religion  be  its  our  fpiri 
While  we  expect  that  blefleJ  hope, 
The  bright  appearance  of  the  Lord, 
And  fairh  ftands  leaning  on  his  word. 

CXXXIII.   Lcve  and  charity,    I    Cor.   iiii.    2, — 7,  19. 

1  T     ET  Pharifees  of  high  efteem 
1  _2  Their  faith  and  zeal  declare  5 

All  their  religion  is  a  dream, 
If  love  be  wanting  there. 

2  Love  fuffers  long  with  patient  eye, 

Nor  is  provok'd  in  hafte  ; 
She  lets  the  prefent  injury  die, 

And  long  forgets  the  pafr. 

[3  Malice  and  rage,  thofe  fires  of  hell, 
She  quenches  with  her  tongue  ; 

Hopes,  and  believes,  and  thinks  no  ill, 
Though  fhe  endure  the  wrong. 

4  She  nor  deiires,  nor  leeks  to  know 
The  fcandals  o>  the  time  : 

Nor  looks  with  pride  on  thole  below, 
Nor  eiu  ies  thole  that  climb.] 

5  She  lays  her  own  advantage  by, 
To  feek  her  neighbours  good  ; 

So  Gobi's  own  Son  came  down  to  die, 
And  bought  our  lives  with  blood. 

6  Love  is  the  gr?.ce  thnt  keeps  her  pow'r In  ali  the  realms  above  ; 

Th  and  hope  are  known  no  morij 
But  faints  for  ev< 

K  2 
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C  XXXIV.    Religion    vain   without  love%    i    Cor.  xiii. 
h    2,    3- 

i    TTAD  I  the  tongues  of  Gretks  and  ~ 
JLJL    &nd  rob.  1  than  angels  ufc, 
If  I       '  un%I 

ch  and  tell 

All  I  iAe  in  heav'n  and  hell, 
Or,  could  my  faith  the  world  remove, 
Still  I  am  nothing  without  love. 

bould  I  diftribute  ail  my  ft  ore 
To  feed  the  bowels  of  the  poor. 
Or  give  my  body  to  the  flame, 

1  martyr's  glorious  name, 
4  If  love  to  God,  and  love  to  men 

abfent,  all  my  hopes  are  vain  : 
Nor  tongdes,  nor  gifts,  nor  fiery  zeal, 
The  works  of  love  can  e'er  fulfil. 

GXXXV.   The  love  of  Chiift  Jhed  abroad  in  the  hear  1 1 
Eph.  iii.  16,   &c. 

i    /^lOME,  deareft  Lord,  defcend  and  dwell 

\^j    By  faith  and  love  in  ev'Vy  breaft  -> 
Then  ihall  we  know,  and  taffe,  and  feeL 

The  joys  that  cannot  be  exprefs'd. 

2  Come,  fill  cur  hearts  with  inward  ftrength, 
Make  cur  enlarged  fouls  poffefs, 
And  learn  the  height,  and  breadth,  and  length 
Of  thine  unmeafturable  grace. 

3  Now  to  the  God,  whofe  pow'r  can  do 
More  than  our  thoughts  or  willies  know, 
Be  everlafting  honour?  clone 

"By  all  the  church,  thro'  Cbrift  his^Son. 
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CXW'VI.     Sin\r/y  0/.     Foffh 
i  iv*  24.  PfaL  23,  24. 

'    1    jT^i  OD  is  a  Spirit  juft  and  wife, 
VjT  He  fees  our  inmoft  mind ; 

In  vain  to  h<  w'n  we  raifc  our  cries, 
And  leave  our  fouli 

2  Nothmg  but  truth  before  one 
With  honour  can  appear ; 
Th  I  hypocrites  are  known 

Through  the  difgtrife  they  wear. 

3  Their  lifted  eyes  falute  the  ikies, 
Their  bending  knees  the  ground  ; 

But  God  abhors  the  facrince, 
Where  not  the  heart  is  found. 

4  Lord  fearch  my  thoughts,  ana  1 1 
And  make  my  heart  imcere  : 

Then  {hail  I  ftand  before  thy  face, 
And  find  acceptance  there. 

CXXXVII.  SJvath*ihi;rjCc  it;  Chvlfr,  2  Tim 

i    XTOW  to  the  powV  of  Go  J  fupren 

X^j    Be  everlafting  honours  giv'n, 
He  laves  from  hell,  (we  blefs  his  name), 

*  He  calls  our  wandVing  feet  to  heav'n. 
I  2  Not  for  our  duties  or  defer;  , 

But  of  his  own  abundant  grace. 
He  works  fa  Iv  at  ion  in  our  hearts, 

And  forms  a  people  for  his  prafl 

3  '  lVas  his  own  purpofe  that  begun 
To  relcue  rebels  doem'd  to  d 
He  gave  us  grace  in  ChiijI  his  S 
Before  he  fpread  the  ftarry  fky. K  V 
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4  JtfuS)  the  Lord  aj  pears  at  laft, 
And      ikc->  his  Fathers  counfeis  kno. 

lares  the  L.rcat  transitions  part, 
And  brings  immortal  bleffings  down. 

5  He  dies,  and  in  that  dreadful  night, 
Did  all  the  powVs  of  hell  deftroy.; 

Rifling  he  brought  our  heav'n  to  light, 
And  took  poiTeffion  of  the  joy. 

CXXXVIII.  Saints  in  the  hands  ̂ Chrift,  John  g, 
28,   29. 

1  T7IRM  as  the  earth  thy  gofpel  fhmh, 
j         M  y  hope,  my  trufi:  \ 

If  I  am  found  in  J  ejus*  hands* 
My  foul  can  ne'er  be  loft. 

2  His  honour  is  engag'd  to  fave 
The  meaneft  of  his  fheep  : 

All  that  his  heav'nlv  Father  gave 
His  hands  fecurely  keep. 

3  Nor  death  ncr  heii  (hall  e'er  remove Ills  FaVrites  from  his  bread ; 
In  the  dear  bofom  of  his  love 

They  muft  for  ever  reft. 

CXXXIX,   Hope 'in  ike  covenant  :  or,  God's prcmife  and 
and  tritth  unchangeable y  Heb.  vi.  17. — 19. 

1  T  TOW  oft  hath  fin  and  Satan  ftrove 

JLjL  To  rend  my  foul  fro  in  thee,  my  God  ? 
Bu:  everlafting  is  thy  love, 

And  Jefus  feals  it  with  his  blood. 

2  The  oath  and  promife  of  tivz  L  >rd 
Join  to  confirm  the  wondYous  grace  : 
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Ktenul  Pou 

And  fills  all  lieav'n  v  life. 

a  Amidfi  tcmptatioi  )nC> 

My  foul  to  this  clear  refuge  flies  •,  ■ 
Hope  is  my  anchor  firm  and  ftrung, 
While  tempeits  blow  and  billows  rife 

4  The  gofpcl  bears  i  up  ; 
A  faithful  :>nd  utl<  God 

Lays  the  foundation  for  rnyhoi 
In  oaths,  and  promifef,  and  blood. 

CXL.   A  Living  and  a  dea3  faith  ;  cdlecitdjrom  j 
Scriptures 

i   Tk  MISTAKEN  fouls  !  that  dream  of  heav'n, 
XVJ[    And  make  their  empty  boait 

U£  inward  joys,  and  fins  forgiv'n, 
While  they  are  flaves  to  luft. 

2  Vain  are  our  fancies,  airy  flights^ 
If  faith  bz  cold  ̂ nd  dead  : 

None  but  a  living 'faith  unites  .     , 

To  Chr'ifi  the  living  ht 
akh  that  cl  .:  heart ; 

'Tis  faith  that  works  by  love  \ 

That  bids  all  finfttl  joys  d'ep  rt, 
And  lifts  the  thoughts  abdvfe. 

4  'Tis  faith  that  conquers  earth  and  h 

By  a  ecleftial  pow'r  ; 
This  is  the  grace  that  (hall  prevail 

In  the  decifivc  hour. 

[5  Faith  muft  obey  her  Fi  ther's 
As  well  as  truft  his  gfj 

A  pard'ning  God  is  jealous  ftill For  his  own  hoiinefs. 
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6  Wh^n  from  the  curfe  he  fets  us  free, 
He  makes  our  natures  clean  ; 

Nor  would  he  fend  his  Son  to  be 
The  minifter  of  fin. 

7  His  Spirit  purifies  our  frame, 
And  feals  our  pe.ice  with  God  : 

Jefits,  and  his  falvation  came 
By  water  and  by  blood.] 

CXLI.   The  kumilisiion  end  exaltation  ̂ f  Chrift,  Ifa. 
liii..    !, — 5.    io, — 12. 

1  "\TKTHO  bas  belie v'd  thy  word, 
YY     Or  thy  falvation  known  : 

Reveal  thine  arm,  Almighty  Lord, 
And  glorify  thy  Son. 

2  The  Jews  efteem'd  him  here 
Too  mean  for  their  belief; 

Sorrows  his  chief  acquaintance  were. 
And  his  companions  grief. 

3  They  turn'd  their  eyes  away, 
And  treated  him  with  fcorn  ; 

But  'twas  their  grief  upon  him  lay, Their  fcrro.vs  he  has  borne. 

4-  'Twas  for  the  ftubborn  Jeivs^ 
And  Gentiles,  then  unknown, 

The  God    of  juftics  pleis'd  to  bruife His  beft  beloved  Son. 

But  I'll  prolong  his  days, 
"  And  make  his  kingdom  ftand  ; 

"  My  pleafure  (faith  the  God  of  grace* 
Shall  profper  in  his  hand. 

(6  "  His  joyful  foul  lhall  fee 
u  The  purchaie  of  his  pain. 
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<(  And  by  his  knowledge  jultify 
"  The  guilty  ions  of  men.] 

[7  "  Then  thoufand  captive  flaves, 
M  Releas'd  from  death  and  fin, 
ill  quit  their  prifons  and  their  graves, 

*'  And  own  his  pbwrr  divine.] 

[8  Heav'n  (hall  advance  my  Son 
u  To  joys  that  earth  deny'd  ; 

"  Who  faw  the  follies  men  had  done, 

"  And  bore  their  fins,  and  dy'd."] 

CXLII.    The  fame,  lhAV>\.   63—9,-1:. 

j    T     IKE  flieep  we  went  aflrnv, 
^_j    And  broke  the  fold  of  God, 

Each  wandVing  in  a  different  way, But:  all  the  downward  road. 

2  How  dreadful  was  the  hour 

When  God  our  wandYings  laid, 

And  did  at  once  his  veng'ance  pour 
Upon  the  Shepherd's  head  ! 

3  How  glorious  was  the  grace, 

When  Chriji  fuitain'd  the  ftroke  ! 
His  life  and  blood  the  Shepherd  ; 

A  ranfom  for  the  fLpc 

4  His  honour  and  his  breath 
Were  taken  both  away  , 

JoinM  with  the  wicked  in  his* death, 
And  made  as  vile  as  they. 

5  But  God  fnall  raife  his  head 

O'er  all  the  fons  of  men, 
make  him  lie  a  numerous  i;: 
To  recompenic  his  pain. 
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6  1 71  give  him  (faith  the  Lord) 
A  portion  with  the  Jtrong  ; 

He  Jhall  pojfefi  a  large  reward. 
And  hold  his  honours  long. 

CXLIII.   Char  abler s  of  the  children  of  God,  from  fever  cl 
Scriptures. 

i    O  O  new-born  babes  defire  the  breaft, 
^^   To  feed,  and  grow,  and  thrive  \ 
So  faints  with  joy  the  gofpcl  tafte, 

And  by  the  gofpel  live. 

[2  With  inward  guft  their  heart  approves 
All  that  the  world  relates  \ 

They  love  the  men  their  Father  loves, 
And  hate  the  works  he  hates.] 

[3  Not  all  the  flatt'ring  baits  on  earth Can  make  them  ilaves  to  luft : 

They  can't  forget  their  heav'nly  birth, 
Nor  grovel  in  the  dull. 

4  Not  all  the  chains  that  tyrants  ufe 
Shall  bind  their  fouls  to  vice.  5 

Faith,  like  a  conqu'ror  can  produce  * 
A  thoufarrd  victories.] 

£:,  Grace,  like  an  uncorrupted  feed, 
Abides  and  reigns  within  ; 

Immortal  principle^  forbid 
The  fons  of  God  to  fin.] 

[6  Not  by  the  terrors  of  a  flavc 
Do  they  perform  his  will, 

But,  with  the  nobleit  pow'rs  they  h?vc, 
His  fweet  commands  fulfil.] 

7  They  find  accefs  at  ev'ry  hour 
To  God  within  the  vail  \ 
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Hence  they  derive  a  quickening  pow'r, 
And  joys  that  never  fail. 

8  O  happy  fouls  !  O  glorious  ftate 
Of  overflowing  grace  ! 

To  dwell  (o  near  their  Father's  feat, 
And  fee  his  lovely  face  ! 

9  Lords  I  addrefs  thy  heavenly  throne  *, 
Call  me  a  child  of  thine ; 

Send  down  the  Spirit  of  thy  Son 
To  form  my  heart  divine. 

I o There  hhed  thy  choiceft  loves  abroad, 
And  make  my  comforts  ftrong  j 

Then  l"had  I  fay,  My  Father  God, 
With  an  unwavering  tongue. 

CXLIV.   27v  witneffing  and  feeding fpirit^  Rom.  viii, 
14,  16.  Eph.  i.  13,  14. 

1   "TltTf^  Aould  the  children  of  a  King 
\\      Co  mourning  all  their  days  ? 

Great  Comforter,  cieicend  and  bring 
Some  tokens  of  thy  grace. 

I  Doft  thou  not  dwell  in  all  the  faints, 
And  ieal  the  heirs  of  heaven  ? 

When  wilt  thou  baniih  my  complaints, 
And  fhow  my  fins  forgiven  ? 

iffure  my  confeience  of  her  purt 

In  the  Redeemer's  bloexj, 
And  b.ar  thy  witnefs  with  my  heartj 

Thac  1  am  born  of  God. 

4  Thou  art  t':  t  of  iris  1  >VC, 
The  pic  ys  to  com  ■  ; 

And  thy  ial  Dove, 
Will  fafe  convey  me  home. 
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CXLV.   Chrift  and  Aaron,   taken  from  Heb.  vii.   and 
IX. 

i    TESUS,  in  thee  our  eyes  behold 
J     A  thoufand  glories  more 
Than  the  rich  gems  and  polihYd  gold 

The  fons  of  Aarm  wore. 

2  They  firft  their  own  burnt  off'rings  brought 
To  purge  themfelves  from  fin ; 

Thy  life  was  pure,  without  a  fpot, 
And  all  thy  nature  clean. 

[3  Freih  blood,  as  conftant  as  the  day, 
Was  on  their  aitar  fpilt  ; 

But  thy  one  off'ring  takes  away 
For  ever  all  our  guilt.] 

[4  Their  priefthood  r4n  thro'  feveral  hands. 
Tor  mortal  was  their  race  ; 

Thy  never-changing  office  (lands 
Eternal  as  thy  days.] 

£5  Once  in  the  circuit  of  a  year, 
With  blood,  but  not  his  own, 

Aardh  with  in  the  veil  appears, 
Before  the  golden  throne. 

6  But  Chrift^  by  his  Own  pow'rfui  blood, 
Afcends  above  the  Ikies, 

Arid,  in  the  presence  of; our  God, 
Shews  his  own  facrifice.j 

7  Jefasy  the  King  cf  glory,  reigns 

On  Sum's  he  iv'nly  hill ; 
Looks  like  a  lamb  that  has  been  {lain, 

,-WJ  wears  his  priefthood  ftilL 

3  He  ever  lives,  to  intercede 

Before  his  Father's  face  : 
2 
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Give  him,  my  foul,  thy  caufe  to  , 
Nor  doubt  thy  Father 

CXLVI.  CbaraBers  c/*Chnft,  borrow* 
.   s  in  fcrtpturc. 

I    V^l  O  worfhip  at  Im 
\JT   See  in  his  face  what  wonders  mc 
Earth  is  too  nan 

-  worthy  hi  or  h,s  grace. 

[2  The  whole  creation  can  afford 

f  my  Lor. . 
Nature,  to  make  his  beauties  known, 
Muft  mingle  colours  hot  her  own.] 

[3  Is  he  compared  to  wine^or  bread  ? 
Dear 
Thi 

bread  of  1     >  i 

he  a  tree  ?  Tl  '.ves 
Salvation  from  his  healing  leaves  : 

ch,  that  Fruitful 
Is  Davids  root  and  0 

[;  Is  he  a  roft  ?  Not  S  i<  ds 
fi  agrancy  i  Ids  : 

Or  if  the  lily  he  aflame,    • 
fs  the  rich  pcrunr.     | 

.  r.\y  root 

o  1 

;, 

And  o\r, 
The 
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([8  Is  he  a  fountain  ?  There  I  bathe, 
And  heal  the  plague  of  fm  and  death  : 
Thde  waters  all  my  foul  renew, 
And  cleanfe  my  fpoited  garments  too.] 

£9  Is  he  a  fire  ?  He'll  purge  my  drofs : 
But  the  true  gold  fuftans  no  lofs : 
Like  a  refiner  ftiall  he  fit, 

And  tread  the  rcfefe  with  his  feet.] 

[  1  o  Is  he  a  rock  ?  How  firm  he  proves  ! 
The  rock  of  ages  never  moves  ; 
Yet  the  fweet  {breams  that  from  him  flow 

Attend  us  all  the  defart  thro'.] 

[  1 1  Is  he  a  way  ?  He  leads  to  God, 
The  path  is  drawn  in  lines  of  blood ; 
There  would  1  walk  with  hope  and  zeal, 

'Till  I  arrive  at  Sioris  hill.] 

[  1 2  Is  he  a  door  ?  Pll  enter  in  ; 

Behold  the  paftures  large  and  green  •, 
A  paradife  divinely  fair, 

None  but  the  fheep  have  freedom  there.] 

£  1  ̂  Is  he  defign'd  a  corner  {tone, 
For  men  to  build  their  heav'n  upon  ? 
I'll  make  him  my  foundation  too, 
Nor  fear  the  plots  of  hell  below. 

[  14  Is  he  a  temple  ?  I  adore 

Th'  indwelling  ur.ajefty  and  pow'r : 
And  ftill  to  his  mo  ft  holy  place 

Whene'er  I  pray,  I  turn  my  face.] 

£  15  Is  he  a  ftar  ?  He  breaks  the  night, 
Piercing  the  fhades  with  dawning  light : 
I  know  his  glories  from  afar, 

I  know  the  bright,  the  morning-ftar.] 
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[f 6  Is  he  a  fun  ?   Mis  Ivams  are  grace, 
Hib  courfe  is  joy  and  righteoulhefs  : 
Nations  rejoice  when  he  appears 
To  chafe  their  clouds,  and  dry  their  teavs.J 

17  O  let  me  climb  thefe  higher  fkies, 
Where  itorms  and  darkm  Is  never  rife  ! 

There  he  difplays  his  pow'rs  abroad, 
And  ihines,  and  reign*  th'  incarnate  Gc 

J  8  Nor  earth;  nor  feaS5  nor  fun,  ttor  ftars, 

Nor  heav'i)  his  full  refemblance  bears  \ 
His  beauties  we  can  never  trace, 

'Till  we  behold  him  face  to  face. 

CXLVII.   The  names  and  titles  of  Chrift,  from  fever  ai 

friptures. 

[1   'r  I  ̂ IS  from  the  treafures  of  his  word 

I  borrow  titles  for  my  Lord  -> 
Nor  art,  nor  nature,  can  fupply 
Sufficient  forms  of  majefty.J 

2  Bright  image  of  the  Father's  face, 
Shining  with  undiminilh'd  rays  ; 
Th'  eternal  God's  eternal  Son, 
The  heir  and  partner  of  his  throne. 

3*  The  King  of  Kings,  the  Lord  moft  high, 
Writes  his  own  name  upon  his  thigh, 
He  wears  a  garment  dipt  in  blood, 
And  breaks  the  nations  with  his  rod. 

4  Where  grace  can  neither  melt  nor  move* 

The  lamb  refents  his  injur'd  love, 
Awakes  his  wrath  without  delay, 
And  Jvdafrs  lion  tears  the  prey. 

L  2 
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5  But  when  for  works  of  peace  he  comes, 
W  hg  titles  he  aflumes  : 
Light  of  the  world,  and  life  of  men  ; 
Nor  bears  thefe  characters  in  vain. 

6  With  tender  pity  in  his  heart 

He  a£ts  the  Mediator's  part ; 
A  friend  and  brother  he  appears, 
And  well  fulfils  the  name  he  wears. 

7  At  length  the  Judge  his  throne  afcends, 
Divides  the  rebels  from  his  friends, 
And  faints  in  full  fruition  prove 
His  rich  variety  of  love. 

CXLV1II.  The  fame  as  the  cxlviiith  Pfalm. 

[i   "Y^TTITH  cheerful  voice  I  fing 
W     The  titles  of  my  Lord, 

And  borrow  all  the  names 
Of  honour  from  his  word  ; 

Nature  and  art 

Can  ne'er  fupply Sufficient  forms 

Of  majefty.] 

1  In  Jefus  we  behold 

His  Father's  glorious  face. 
Shining  for  ever  bright 
With  mild  and  lovely  rays  : 

Th'  eternal  God's 
Eternal  Son 
Ii  he;  its  and 

Partakes  the  throne. 

.3  T "      '  .  .    \lngs* 
rd  of  Lords  moft  high, 

ime  uppn 

His  garin  htgh 



book  I.  SPIRITUAL  SONGS.  125 

His  name  is  c  .ll'u 
The  ivord  of  God ; 
He  rules  the  earth 
With  iron  rod. 

4  Where  promiies  and  grace 
Can  neither  melt  nor  move, 

The  angry  Lamb  refents 
The  injuries  of  his  love  ; 

Awakes  his  wrath 

Without  delay, 
As  lions  roar, 
And  tear  the  pray. 

5  Eot  when  for  works  of  peace 
The  great  Redeemer  comes, 
What  gentle  characters, 
What  titles  he  affumes  ! 

Light  of  the  ivor !d> 
And  life  of  men  / 
Nor  will  he  bear 
Thofe  names  in  vain. 

6  Immenfe  compaffion  reigne 

In  our  Immjnucl's  heart. 
When  he  defcends  to  36I 

A  Mediator's  part. 
He  is  2l  friend, 
And  brother  roo^ 
Divinely  kind, 
Divinely  true. 

;  At  length  the  Lord,  the  Judgf, 
His  awful  throne  afcends, 
And  drives  the  rebels  far 
From  favourites  and  friends. 

Then  fhall  the  faints 

Completely  prove 
hi 
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The  heights  and  depths 
Of  itii  his  lo\c. 

CXU  offices  of  Chrift,  from  fevered  /captures. 

i     TOIN  all  the  names  of  love  and  pow'r 
^J     That  ever  men  or  angel?  bore, 
All  are  too  mean  to  fpeak  hu  worth, 
Or  fet  ImmanuePs  glory  forth. 

2  But  O  what  condefcending'ways 
He  takes  to  teach  his  heav'nly  grace  ? 
My  eyes  with  joy  and  wonder  fee 
What  forms  of  love  he  bare  to  me. 

[3  The  Angel  of  the  co*J  writ  ftands 
With  his  commifliori  in  his  hands, 

Sent  from  his  Father's  milder  throne 
To  make  the  great  falvation  known. 

4  Great  Bropbet%  let  me  blefs  thy  name  ; 
By  thee  the  joyful  tidings  came 

Of  wrath  appeasM,  of  fms  forgiv'n, 
Of  hell  fubdu'd,  and  peace  with  heavYi. 

5  My  bright  example  >  and  my  guide, 
I  would  be  walking  near  thy  iide ; 
0  let  me  never  run  aftray, 
Nor  follow  the  forbidden  way  !] 

6  I  love  my  Shtpberd,  he  fha.Il  keep 
My  vvandVing  foul  amongft  his  fheep  j 
He  feeds  his  hocks,  he  calls  their  names, 
And  in  his  bolc>m  bears  the  lambs. 

[7   My  Surety  undertakes  my  caufe, 

An."  ering  his  Fathers  broken  laws  j Behold  my  foul  at  freedom  let, 

My  Surety  paid  the  dreadful  debt., 

8  Jfuh  my  great  ITigh-prieJl,  has  dy'd, 1  feek  no  facriiace  beiide  ; 
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[&  blood  did  once  for  all  atone, 

And  now  hr  pleads  before  the  throne. 

o  My  Advocate  appears  <  n  W 
Kis  thunder  by  ; 

Not  all  that  hell  or  earth  can  lay 

>.d!  turn  my  Father's  heart  away. 

10  My  Lord)  my  (-'  and  my  R 
Thy  fceptre  and  thy  fv  ord  I  fing  ; 
Th                              and  I  fit 

A  joyful  fubjefl:  at  thy  feet. 

1 1  Afpire,  my  foul,  to  glorious  deeds, 
btain  of  Salvation  lea< 

r  to  win  the  day, 

nd  hell,  obftruci  the  way.] 

12  Should  death  and  hell,  and  pow'rs  unknown, 
Put  ill  their  forms  of  mifchiel  on, 

I  Qi  ays« 

Salvation  in  more  fov'reign  ways. 

CL.    Th  ;  the  cxlviiith  Pfahru 

JOIN  all  ; uunes  • . 

pow'r, 
Th  t  c\  ew, 
Thai 

worth, 

Too 
Tth.  * 

2    But,  (  I 
Wh; 

.    1) 
To  t,  ach  his joy 

And  wot   I 
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What  forms  of  love 

He  2>eacs  to  mc. 

£3   Array'd  in  mortal  fiefh, 
He  like  an  angel  (lands, 
And  holds  the  promifes 
And  pardons  in  his  hands  : 

CommiffionM  from 

His  Father's  throne, 
To  make  his  grace 
To  mortals  known. 

4  Great  Prophet  of  my  God, 
My  tongue  would  blefs  thy  name ; 
By  thee  the  joyful  news 
Of  our  falvation  came  ; 

The  joyful  news 

Of  iins  fcrgiv'n, 
Of  hell  fubdu'd 

And  peace  with  heav'n. 

5  Be  thou  my  counfellor, 

My  pattern,  and  my  guide  - 
And  thro*  this  defart  land 
Still  keep  me  near  thy  fide. 

O  let  my  feet 

Ne'er  run  aftray, 
Nor  rove,  nor  leek 
The  crooked  way  ! 

6  I  love  my  Shepherd's  voice, 
His  watchful  eyes  fhall  keep 

My  wan'dring  lbul  among 
The  thoufands  of  his  fheep  fr 

He  feeds  his  flock, 
He  calls  their  names, 
His  bofom  bears 
The  tender  lambs. 
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7  To  this  dear  Surety's  band 
Will  1  commit  my  caufe; 
Tic  anfwers  and  fulfils 

His  Father's  broken  laws. 
Behold  my  foul 
At  freedom  let  ! 

My  furety  paid 
The  dreadful  debt. 

8  Jems,  my  great  High-Priefr, 
Offered  his  blood  and  d; 
My  guilty  confeience  fe 
No  iacriiice  befide. 

His  pow'rful  blood 
D:d  once  atone  ; 

And  now  it  pleads 
Before  the  throne. 

9  My  Ad\ocate  appears 
For  my  defence  on  high  ; 
The  Father  bows  his  ears, 

And  lays  his  thunder  by. 
Not  all  that  hell 

Or  fin  can  fay  .     , 
Shall  turn  his  heart, 
His  love  away.] 

[VO  My  dear  almighty  Lord, 
My  ConquVor,  and  my  King, 
Thy  fceptre,  and  thy  fword, 
Thy  reigning  grace  I  ling. 

Thine  is  the  pow'r  j         » Behold  I  fu 

In  willing  b 0 
::h  thy  feet  ] 

Now  I  t  nay  f  a]  arife, 
And  tread  the  tempter  do  vn  ; 
My  Captain  leads  me  forth 

To  conqueft  and  a  crown. 
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A  feeble  faint 

Shall  win  the  day, 

Tho'  death  and  bell 
Obftruct  the  way.] 

l  2  Should  all  the  hofts  of  death. 

And  pow'rs  of  hell  unknown, Put  their  moft  dreadful  forms 

Of  rage  and  mifchief  on  •> 
I  fhall  be  fafe, 
For  Chrift  difplays 

Superior  power 
And  guardian  grace. 

THE  END  OF  THE  FIRST  BOOS* 
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H      Y      M      N      ! 
AND 

SPIRITUAL     SONGS. 

'^OMPOSF.D  ON  DIVINE  SUBJECTS. 

IS  O  OK     II. 

I.  A  Jong  in  prj':fe  to  G.dfvom  Great-Britain. 

i    TkTATURE  with  nil  her  pow'rs  (hall  fing 
J^j    God  the  Creator  and  the  King  \ 
Nor  air,  nor  earth,  nor  ik.es,  ner  fcas3 
Deny  the  tribute  of  their  praife. 

{_2  Begin  to  make  his  glories  known, 
Ye  feraphs,  that  (it  near  his  throne; 

Tune  your  haq>s  high,  and  fnread  the  found 
To  the  creations  utrnoit  bound.] 

[3*  All  mortal  things  of  meaner  frame, 
Exert  your  force  and  own  his  name; 

"     Whilft  with  our  fouh,  and  with  our  voice. 
We  ling  his  honours  and  oui*  joys.] 

M  To  him  be  facred  all  we  have, 
From  the  voun£  cradle  and  the  ttjrxi 
Our  iips  fhall  his  loud  wonders  tell, 

And  cv'ry  word  a  miracle.] 

[5  This  northern  ifle,  our  native  land, 

Lies  fafe  in  the  Almighty's  hand : 
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Our  foes  of  victory  dream  in  vain, 
And  wear  the  captivating  chain. 

6  He  bu.lds  and  guards  the  Britifh  throne, 
And  makes  it  gracious  like  his  own  : 
Makes  our  iucceffive  princes  kind, 
And  gives  our  dangers  to  the  wind.] 

7  Raife  monumental  praifes  high 
To  him  that  thunders  through  the  fky, 
And  wkh  an  awful  nod  or  frown 

S hakes  an  afpiring  tyrant  down. 

[8  Pillars  of  Iafting  brafs  proclaim 

The  triumphs  of  th'  eternal  name  : 
While  trembling  nations  read  from  far 
The  honours  of  the  God  of  war.] 

9  Thus  let  our  flaming  zeal  employ 
Our  lofliefc  thoughts  and  Ioudeft  fonrs  ; 

Br  ;nounce  with  warmeft  joy 
Ho/anna  from  ten  thcufand  tongues. 

io  Yet,  mighty  God.  our  feeble  fiame 
Att<  n.pts  in  vain  to  reach  thy  n;me  ; 

The  ftronge  :,-3 

Faint  in  the  worfliip  and  the  p'raife - 

II.  The  death  of '  a /inner. 

"Y  thoughts  on  awj  £ts  roll. Dam 
-..*_    -9  urn-  '  ' 

What  horro/s  feize  tin  foul 

>on  a  dy  \  .     >    . 

ig  about  theie  mortal  fliores 
delay, 

■rce, 

Deal 
i 
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3  Then  fw2ft  and  dreadful  (lie  defcends 
Down  to  the  fiery  coaft, 

Amongll  abominable  fiends, 
Hertelf  a  frightful  ghoft. 

4  There  endleis  crowds  of  fmners  Iy, 
And  darknefs  makes  their  chains ; 

Tortur'd  with  keen  defpair  they  cry, 
Yet  wait  for  fiercer  pains. 

5  Not  all  their  angniih  2nd  their  blood 
Fcr  their  old  guilt  atones, 

Nor  the  companion  of  a  God 
Shall  hearken  to  their  groans. 

j   Amazing  grace,  that  kept  my  breath, 
Nor  bid  my  foul  remove, 

'Till  I  had  leaned  my  Saviour's  death, 
And  well  infur'd  his  love  ! 

III.  The  death  and  burial  of  a  faint . 

WHY  do  we  mourn  de>  irting  friends  ; 
Or  fhake  at  death's  alarms  ? 

'lis  but  the  voice  that  Jefus  fends To  call  them  to  his  arms. 

a  Are  we  not  tending  upward  too 
As  fail:  as  time  can  move  ? 

►Nor  would  we  wifli  the  hours  more  flovr 

To  keep  us  from  our  love. 

3  Why  fhould  we  tremble  to  convey 
Their  bodies  to  the  tomb  ? 

Tli ere  the  dear  flefh  of  Jefus  lay, 
And  left  a  long  perfume. 

4  The  graves  of  all  his  faints  he  blefs'd, 
And  foften'd  every  bed  : INI 
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Where  fliould  the  dying  members  reft, 
But  with  the  dying  head  ? 

5  Thence  he  arofe,  afcended  high, 
And  fhcw'd  our  feet  the  way : 

Up  to  the  Lord  our  fleih  fhall  fly, 
At  the  great  rifing  day. 

6  Then  let  the  laft  loud  trumpet  founds 
And  bid  our  kindred  rife  ; 

Awake,  ye  nations,  under  ground, 
Ye  faints  afcend  the  Ikies. 

IV.   Salvation  in  the  crop. 

i    TJERE,  at  thy  crofs  ,  my  dying  God, 

X  JL  *  *av  my  fQU'  beneath  thy  love,' 
Beneath  the  droppings  of  thy  blood, 

jffus,  nor  fhall  it  e'er  remove. 

2  Not  all  that  tyrants  think  or  fay, 

With  rage  and  light'ning  in  their  eyes, 
Nor  hell  fhall  fright  my  heart  away, 
Should  hell  with  all  its  legions  rife. 

3  Should  worlds  confpire  to  drive  me  thence, 
Movelefs  and  firm  this  heart  fhould  ly  ; 

Refolv'd  (for  that's  my  tail:  defence) 
If  I  mud  perifh,  there  to  die. 

4  But  fpeak,  my  Lord,  and  calm  my  fear  > 
Am  I  not  fafe  beneath  thy  ihade  ? 
Thy  vengeance  will  not  ftrike  me  here, 
Nor  §atan  dares  my  foul  invade. 

5  Yes  Fni  fecure  beneath  thy  blood, 
And  all  my  foes  fhall  lofe  their  aim  : 
Hofannah  to  my  dying  God, 
And  mv  beft  honours  to  his  name 
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V.  Longing  to  praift  CIu*ift  better. 

1  T     ORD,  when  my  thoughts  with  wonder 

^j   O'er  the  fharp  iorrows  of  my  foul, 
And  read  my  Maker's  broken  laws, 
Repaired  and  honour'd  by  thy  crofs. 

2  When  I  behold  death,  heli,  and  fin, 

Vanquifh'd  by  that  dear  Moo  1  of  thine, 
And  fee  the  Man  that  groan'd  and  dy'd 
Sit  glorious  by  his  Father^  fide  : 

3  My  pafiions  rife  and  (bar  above, 

I'm  wing'd  with  faith  and  fir\i  with  love  j 
Fain  would  I  reach  eternal  things. 
And  learn  the  notes  that  Gabriel  lings. 

4  But  my  heart  fails,  my  tongue  complains, 
For  want  of  their  immortal  ltrains  *, 
And  in  fuch  humble  notes  as  theft 

Mult  fall  below  thy  victories. 

5  "Well,  the  kind  minute  mult  appear When  we  (hail  leave  thefe  bodies  here  ; 
Thele  clogs  of  clay,  and  mount  on  high, 
To  join  tiie  lbngs  above  the  iky  : 

VI.    A  tjiorni;;^  ft  rig. 

1    /^^NCE  more,  my  foul,  the  riling  day 
I   /  Salutea  thy  waking  eyes; 

Once  more,  my  voice,  thy  tr.bu^e  pay 
To  him  that  rolls  the  U 

ht  unto  night  his  nam.  repeats, 
The  day  renews  the  found, 

Wide  as  the  heav'n  0.1  which  he 
To  turn  the  f  and, 

■ 
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3  'Tis  he  fupports  my  mortal  frame, 
My  tongue  fhall  fpeak  his  praife ; 

My  fins  would  roufe  his  wrath  to  flame, 
.  And  yet  his  wrath  delays. 

£4  On  a  poor  worm  thy  pow'r  might  tread, 
And  I  could  ne'er  withftand : 

Thy  juilice  might  have  crufhM  me  dead, 
But  mercy  held  thine  hand. 

5  A  thouiand  wretched  fouls  are  fled 
Since  the  laft  fetting  fun, 

And  yet  thou  length'neft  out  my  thread. 
And  yet  my  moments  rum] 

6  Dear  God,  let  all  my  hours  be  thine, 
Whilft  I  enjoy  the  light  5 

Then  fhall  my  fun  in  (mites  decline, 
And  bring  a  pleafant  night. 

VII.  An  evening  fong. 

[1    TT^READ  Sov'reign,  let  my  evening  fong 
J^Jr  Like  holy  incenfe  rife  ; 

A  Hilt  the  off  rings  of  my  tongue 

rro  reach  the  lofty  fkies. 

2  Through  all  the  dangers  of  the  day 
Thy  hand  was  frill  my  guard, 

And  (till  to  drive  my  wants  away 

Thy  mercy  flood  prepar'd;] 

3  Perpetual  bleffings  from  above 
Incompafs  me  around  ; 

But  O  how  few  returns  of  love, 
Hath  my  Creator  found  ! 

4  What  have  I  done  for  him  that  ij'd 
To  fave  my  wretched  foul  ? 

How  are  my  follies  multipIy'o\ 
Faft  as  nw  mjnutes  roll  ! 
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5  Lord,  with  this  guilty  heart  of  mine 
To  thy  dear  cro<s  I  ii     j 

And  to  thy  grace  my  foul  refign* 

To  be  renew'd  by  thee. 

6  Sprinkled  afrefh  with  pard'ning  blood 
I  lay  me  down  to  reft, 

As  in  th'  embraces  of  my  God; 
Or  on  my  Saviour's  breail. 

VIII.  An  bjnwfir  morning  or  evening. 

TTOSdNNA,  with  a  cheerful  found, 

■*  ■*•    To  God's  upholding  hand  ; Ten  thouiand  irures  attend  us  round, 

And  yet  fecure  we  ftand. 

2  That  was  a  moil  amazing  power 

That  rais'd  us  with  a  word, 

And  ev'ry  day  and  ev'ry  hour 
We  lean  upon  the  Lord. 

3  The  ev'ning  refts  our  weary  head, 
A>;d  angels  guard. the  room; 

We  wake,  and  we  admire  the  bed 
That  was  not  made  our  tomb. 

4  The  riling  morning  can't  allure 
That  we  ihali  end  the  day  ; 

.For  death  ftands  ready  at  the  door 
To  leize  our  lives  away. 

5  Our  breath  is  forfeited  by  tin 

To  God's  revenging  law  : 
We  own  thy  grace,  immortal  King, 

In  ev'ry  gaip  we  draw. 

6  God  is  our  fun,  whofe  daily  light 
Our  joy  and  iafet\ 

M  i 
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Our  feeble  flefh  lies  fafe  at  night 
Beneath  his  fhady  wings. 

IX.     Godly  Jorrtnv  arifingfrom  the /offerings  of  ( 

i       A    LAS  \  and  did  my  Savicur  bleed  ' 

jf\   And  did  my  Sovereign  die  ? 
"Would  he  devote  that  facred  head 

For  fuch  a  worm  as  I  ? 

2  Thy  body  flam,  fweet  Jefus,  thine, 

And  bath'd  in  its  own  blood, 

While  all  expos'd  to  wrath  divine, 
The  glorious  fufTrer  ftood  ! 

3  Was  it  for  crimes  that  I  had  done 

He  groan 'd  upon  the  tree  ? 
Amazing  pity  !  Grace  unknown  ! 

And  love  beyond  degree  ! 

4  Well  might  the  fun  in  darknefs  hide. 
And  fhut  his  glories  in, 

When  God  the  mighty  Maker  dy'd 
For  man  the  creature's  fin. 

5  Thus  might  I  hide  my  blufhing  face 
While  his  dear  crofs  appears, 

Diflblve  my  heart  in  thankfulnefs, 
And  melt  my  heart  to  tears. 

6  But  drops  of  grief  can  ne'er  repay The  debt  of  love  I  owe  : 

Here,  Lord,  I  give  myfelf  away, 
Tis  all  that  I  can  do. 

X.  Parting  nviih  carnal  joys* 

I   Th   IE  Y  foul  forfakes  all  vain  delightj 

JlVA    ̂ n(^  kids  t^>€  wor^c^  fare  we  W -t 
LBafc  as  the  dirt  beneath- my  feet. 

And  mifchievous  as  hell 
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longer  will  I  aik  your  love, 
Nor  leek  your  friendship  more  ; 

The  happineft  that  I  approve 
Is  not  within  your  po 

5  There's  nothing  round  this  ipacious  eartit 
That  fuits  my  large  deiire  ; 

To  boundlefs  joy  and  iblid  mirth 
My  nobler  thoughts  afpire. 

[4 Where  pleafure  rolls  its  living  flood 

From  fin  and  drofs  re  fin 'd, 
Still  Tpringing  from  the  throne  of  God, 

And  lit  to  cheer  the  mind. 

;  Th'  almighty  Ruler  of  the  fphere, 
The  glorious  and  the  great, 

Brings  his  own  all-fufficieoce  there 
To  make  our  blifs  complete.] 

6  Had  I  the  pinions  of  a  dove, 

I'd  climb  the  heav'nly  road  ; 
There  fits  my  Saviour  dreft  in  love* 

And  there  my  fmiling  Gcd. 

XI.    The  fame.    ■ 

1      T  Send  the  joys  of  earth  away, 
J[    Away  ye  tempters  of  the  mind, 

Falfe  as  the  fmooth  deceitful  fea,- 
And  empty  as  the  whittling  wind. 

1  Year  dreams  were  floating  me  along 
Down  to  the  gulf  of  black  defpaif  \ 

And  whilft  1  iiiten'd  to  your  long, 
Your  ftr.ams  had  e'en  conveyM  me  there. 

3  Lord,  I  adore  thy  matchlefs  grace, 

That  warn'd  me  of  that  dark  abvfs, 
That  drew  me  from  thole  treacherous  feas, 
And  bid  me  feck  fuperior  blifs. 
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4  Now  to  the  fhining  realms  above 
I  ftretch  my  hands  and  glance  mine  tfi 
G  for  the  pinions  of  a  dove, 
To  bear  me  to  the  upper  ikies  f 

5  There  from  the  bofom  of  my  God 
Oceans  of  endlefs  pleafures  roll ; 
There  will  I  fix  my  laft  abode, 
And  drown  the  for  rows  of  my  foul. 

XII.   Chrijl  is  the  fitbjiance  of  the  Levkical  priefll 

I    r  |  1HE  true  Mejfiah  now  appears, 
The  types  are  all  withdrawn  : 

So  fly  the  ihadows  and  the  fears 
Before  the  riling  dawn. 

2,  No  fmoking  fweets,  nor  bleeding  lambs, 
Nor  kid,  nor  bullocks  flain  \ 

Incenfe  and  fpice  of  coftly  names 
Would  all  be  burnt  in  vain. 

3  Aaron  muft  lay  his  robes  away, 
His  mitre,  and  his  veft, 

When  God  himfelf  comes  down  to  be 

The  offering  and  the  prielt. 
4  He  took  our  mortal  flefh,  to  Ihcnv^ 

The  wonders  of  his  love; ; 

For  us  he  paid  his  life  below, 
And  prays  for  us  above. 

5  Father  y  he  cries,  forgive  their  fins y. 
For  I  myfelf  have  dyd; 

And  then  he  mows  his  open'd  veins^ 
And  pleads  his  wounded  fide. 
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XIII.   Tht  creation,  prefervatiotiy  dijfclutio?i>  and  rejlora* 
tion  of  this  world. 

SING  to  the  Lord  that  built  the  ikies, 

The  Lord  that  rear'ti  this  ftately  frame  *, 
Let  half  the  nations  found  his  praife, 

And  lands  unknown  repeat  his  name. 

2  lie  form'd  the  leas,  and  form'd  the  hills, 
Made  ev'ry  drop  and  ev'ry  duftj 

Nut ure  and  time  with  all  their  wheels, 

And  pufh'd  them  into  motion  firft. 

3  Now,  from  his  lvgh  imperial  throne, 

He  looks  far  down  upon  the  fpheres  •, 
fie  bids  the  Aiming  orbs  roll  on, 

And  round  he  turns  the  hafty  years. 

4  Thus  fhall  this  moving  engine  lait, 

Till  all  his  faints  are  gather'd  in  : 
Then  for  the  trumpet's  dreadful  blaffc 

To  fhake  it  all  to  dull  a^ain ! o 

5  Yet,  when  the  found  fhall  tear  the  fkiefr, 
And  lightning  tear  the  globe  below, 

Saints  ycu  may  lift  your  joyful  eye?, 

There's  a  new  heav'n  and  earth  for  you. 

XIV.   The  Lord's  di]  :  Or,  Delight  in  ordiKan:a 

1  \\7LLC0^lE>  fweetday  of  reft, 
\  \      I  hat  faw  the  Lord  arife  * 

Welcome  to  this  reviving  breaft, 
And  thefc  rejoicing  eyes  ! 

2  The  King  himfelf  comes  near, 
And  fcafts  his  faints  to-day  ; 

Here  we  may  lit,  aod  fee  him  here, 
And  love,  and  praife,  and  pray.     , 
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3  One  day  amidft  -he  place 
Where  my  dear  God  hath  befcft, 

Is  fleeter  than  tc  n  thoufand  days 
Of  pleafurable  fin. 

4  My  willing  foul  would  flay 
In  (itch  a  frame  as  this, 

And  fit,  and  fing  herfelf  away 
To  everlafting  blifs. 

XV.  The  enjoyment  cf  Chrift  :  Or,  Delight  in  worJJjip. 

2    IT1  ft  R  from  my  thoughts,  vain  world  be  gone, 
r     Let  my  religious  hours  alone  ; 
Fain  would  my  eyes  my  Saviour  fee, 
I  wait  a  vifit,  Lord,  from  thee. 

2  My  heart  grows  warm  with  holy  fire, 
And  kindles  with  a  pure  defire  : 
Come,  my  dear  Jefusi  from  above, 

And  feed 'my  foul  with  heav'nly  love. 
[3  The  trees  of  life  immortal  ftand 

In  flour'fhing  rows  at  thy  right  hand, 
And  in  fweet  murmurs  by  their  fide, 
Rivers  of  blifs  perpetual  glide. 

4  Hafte  then,  but  with  a  fmiling  face, 
And  fpreaa  a  table  of  thy.  grace  : 
Bring  down  a  tafte  of  truth  divine, 
Arid  cheer  my  heart  with  facred  wine.] 

5  Blefs'd  Jefus^  what  delicious  fare  ! 
How  fweet  thy  entertainments  are  ! 
Never  did  angels  tafte  above 

Redeeming  grace,  and  dying  love. 

6  Hail,  great  Immanutl,  all  divine  ! 

In  thee  thy  Father's  g'ories  fhine  : 
Thou  brighteft,  fweeteft,  faireft  one, 
That  eyes  have  feen  or  angels  known. 
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XVI.   Pari  thefaxnd. 

7  "T     ORD  what  a  hcav'n  of  faving  grace 
\j   Shines  thro'  the  -  of  thy  ficc, 

And  lights  our  pafiions  to  a  flame  ! 
Lord,  how  wc  love  thy  charming  name  ! 

8  When  I  can  fay  my  God  is  mine, 
When  I  can  feel  thy  glories  fhine, 
I  tread  the  world  beneath  my  feet, 
And  all  the  world  calls  good  or  great. 

ry  While  fuch  a  fcene  of  facred  joys 

Our  raptur'd  eyes  and  fouls  employs, 
Here  we  could  fit,  and  gaze  away 
A  long,  an  everlaftmg  day. 

10  Well,  we  fhall  quickly  pafs  the  night 
To  the  fair  coafts  of  perfect  light  : 
Then  fliali  our  joyful  fenfes  rove 

O'er  the  dear  object  of  our  love. 

X.i  i  There  fhall  we  drink  full  draughts  of  blifs, 

And  pluck  new  life  from  heav'nly  trees  ! 
Yet  now  and  then,  dear  Lord,  be  fro  w, 

A  drop  of  heav'n  on  worms  below. 

12  Send  comforts  down  from  thy  right  hand, 

While  we  pafs  thro'  this  barren  land, 
*     And  in  thy  temple  let  us  fee 

A  glimpfe  of  love,  a  glimpfe  of  thee.  J 

XVII.   GodYrtermty. 

1   TJ  ISE,  rife  my  foul,  and  leave  the  ground, 

[\^   Stn'ch  all  my  thoughts  abroad, 
Ana  roufe  up  eyVj  tuneful  found, 

praife  th'  etefnal  God. 
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2  Long  ere  the  lofty  ikies  were  fpread, 

Jehovah  fill'd  his  throne  : 
Or  Adam  form'd,  or  angels  made, 

The  Maker  liv'd  alone. 

3  His  bound  lefs  years  can  ne'er  decreafe, 
But  ftiil  maintain  their  prime  : 

Eternity  s  his  dwelling  place, 
And  ever  is  his  name. 

4  While  like  a  tide  our  minutes  flow,  v 
The  prefent  and  the  paft, 

He  fills  his  own  immortal  NOW, 
And  fees  our  ages  wafte. 

5  The  fea  and  fky  muft  perifh  too, 
And  vaft  deftruclion  come, 

The  creatures,  look,  how  old  they  grow, 
And  wait  their  fiery  doom  ! 

6  Well,  let  the  fea  fhrink  all  away, 
And  flame  melt  down  the. ikies, 

My  God  fhall  live  an  endlefs  day, 
When  th'  old  creation  dies. 

XVIII.  The  miniflry  of  angels. 

1  "      TIGH  on  a  hill  of  dazzling  light, 
JLjL  The  King  of  glory  fpreads  his  feat, 
And  troops  of  angels,  ftretchM  for  flight, 

Stand  waiting  round  his  awful  feet. 

2  *  Go,  faith  the  Lord,  my  Gabriel,  go} 
Salute  the  virgin  s  fruitful  womb  ; 

|  Make  hajle,  ye  cherubs]  down  behiu, 
Sing  and  proclaim  the  Saviour  come. 

3  %  Here  a  bright  fquadron  leaves  the  fides, 
And  thick  around  Elijha  frands ; 

♦  Luke  i.  7,6.     f  Luke  ii.  13.     ;  2  Kings  vi.  17. 
3 
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Anon  a  heav'nly  foldicr  flics, 
||    And  breaks  the  chains  from  Pdcr^  hands 

Thy  winged  troops,  O  God  of  holts, 

Wait  on  thy  wand'ring  church  below  ; 
Here  we  are  failing  to  thy  co.dts, 

Let  angels  be  our  convoy  too. 

5  §  Are  they  not  all  thy  ferv.mts,  Lord  i; 
\t  thy  command  they  go  and  come  : 

With  cheerful  hafte  obey  thy  word, 
And  guard  thy  children  to  their  home. 

XIX.    Our  frail  bodies  >  and  God  our  prefer ver 

i  ET  others  boa  ft  how  ftrong  they  be, 
JL_j    Nor  death,  nor  danger  fear  ; 

But  we'll  confefs,  O  Lord,  to  thee, 
What  feeble  things  we  are. 

2  Frefh  as  the  grafs  our  bodies  ftand, 
And  flourifh  bright  and  gay  ; 

A  blafti.'ig  wind  fweeps  o'er  the  land, 
And  fades  the  grafs  away.     . 

3  Our  life  contains  a  thoufand  fprings, 
And  dies  if  one  be  gone : 

Strange  !  that  a  harp,  of  tnoufand  firings, 
Should  keep  in  tcac  fo  long. 

4  ►But  'tis  our  God  fupports  our  frame, 
The  God  that  built  us  firlt  ; 

Salvation  i  )  th'  Almighty  name 
That  rear'd  us  from  the  d*ift. 

[5  He  fpoke,  and  ftraight  our  hearts  and  b. 
In  all  their  motions  rofe. 

N 

||  AcU  xii.  ;.     §  Heb.  i.  uk. 
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Let  bloody  faid  he>Jlviu  round  the  veins y 
And  round  the  veins  it  Hows. 

6  V\  Kile  we  have  breath,  or  ufe  our  tongues, 

Our  Maker  we'll  adore  ; 
His  Spirit  moves  our  heaving  lungs, 

Or  they  would  breathe  no  more.] 

XX.   Bacijlidings  and  returns  :  Or,  the  inconfianrj  of 
cur  /eve. 

i   IT 7r^  ̂ s  my  heart  fo  far  from  thee, 
V  V       :  :riV  c^^f  delight  ? 

"Whv  :.re  my  thoughts  r.o  more  by  day, With  thee,  no  mere  by  night  ? 

[2  Why  mould  my  fooiifh  paiHons  rove  ? 
Where  can  fcch  fweetnefs  be, 

As  I  have  tailed  in  thy  love, 
As  I  have  found  in  thee  ? 

3  When  my  forgetful  foul  renews 
The  favour  of  thy  grace, 

My  heart  prefu aaes  I  cannot  lofe 
The  reliih  all  my  days. 

4  But  ere  one  fleeting  hour  is  part, 

The  fla't'ring  world  employs 
Some  fenfual  bait  to  feize  my  tafte, 

A  lid  to  pollute  my  joys. 

[5  Trifles  of  nature,  or  of  art, 
With  fair  deceitful  charms, 

Intrude  into  mv  thouohtlefs  heart, 
And  thruft  me  from  thy  arms.] 

6  Then  I  repent,  and  vex  my  foul, 
That  1  mould  leave  thee  fo  ; 

Where  will  thofe  wild  affections  roll 

That  let  a  Saviour  go  ? 
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[7  Sin's  prornis'd  joys  arc  turn'd  to  pain,. 
And  I  am  drown' d  in  grief; 

But  tny  dear  Lord  returns  again, 
He  tiies  to  my  relief: 

8  Seizing  my  foul  with  f»veet  furprife, 

He  draws  with  loving  bands  *, 
Divine  companion  in  his  eyes, 

And  pardon  in  his  hands.] 

[9  Wretch  that  I  am,  to  wander  thus 
la  chacc  of  falfe  delight  ! 

Let  me  be  faiien'd  to  thy  crofs, 
Rather  than  lofe  thy  light.] 

[10  Make  hafte  my  foul  to  reach  the  goal, 
And  bring  my  heart  to  reft 

On  the  dear  centre  of  my  foul, 

My  God,  my  Saviour's  breaft  ] 

XXI.  A  Jong  of  pr aife  to  God  the  Redeemer. 

1  '        E T  the  old  heathens  tune  their  long 
JLj    Of  great  Diana  and  of  Jove  ; 
But  the  fweet  theme  that  moves  my  tongue, 
Is  my  Redeemer  and  his  love. 

2  Behold,  a  God  defends  and  dies, 

To  fave  my  foul  from  gaping  lull;' 
How  black:  the  gulph  where  Satan  lies, 
YawnM  to  receive  me  when  I  fell ! 

3  How  juftice  frownM,  and  v£ng-  ance  flood 
To  drive  me  down  to  endlei 

But  me  great  S<  1 

And  heav"niy  wi  in. 
4  Infinite  Lover,  gracious  Lord, 

To  thee  be  endlefe  honours  ghr'n  ; N  2 
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Thy  wond'rous  name  ihall  be  aelor'd, 
Round  the  wide  earth,  and  wider  heav'n. 

XXII.  With  God  is  terrible  majefly. 

i    npERRIBLK  God,  that  reign'ft  on  high, 
JL      How  awTful  is  thy  thund  ring  hand  ! 

Thy  fiery  bolts,  how  fitrce  they  fly  ! 
Nor  can  all  earth  or  hell  wkhftand. 

2  This  the  old  rebel  angels  knew, 
And  Satan  fell  beneath  thy  frowm  : 
Thine  arrows  (truck  the  traitor  through, 
And  weighty  vengeance  funk  him  down. 

3  This  Sodom  felt,  and  feels  it  ft  ill, 

And  roars  beneath  th'  eternal  load  : 
With  endlefs  burnings  ivho  can  dwell) 
Or  bear  the  fury  of  a  God  ? 

4  Tremble,  ye  finners,  and  fubmit, 
Throw  down  your  arms  before  his  throne, 
Bend  your  heads  low  beneath  his  feet, 
Or  his  ftrong  hand  ihall  cruih  you  down. 

5  And  ye,  blefs'd  faints,  that  love  him  too, 
With  revVence  bow  before  his  name  \ 

Thus  all  his  heav'nly  fervants  do : 
God  is  a  bright  and  burning  flame. 

XXIII.  The  ftght  of  God  and  Chriji  in  heaven, 

i    TPXESCEND  from  heav'n,  immortal  Dove, 
JL/  Stoop  down  and  bear  us  on  thy  wings. 
And  mount  and  bear  us  far  above 

The  reach  of  thefe  inferior  things. 

2  Beyond,  beyond  this  lower  fky, 
Up  where  eternal  ages  roll, 
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Where  (olid  pleafures  never  die, 
And  fruits  in 

3  O  for  a  fight,  a  fight 
Of  throne  ! 

TJ  ur  crowa'd  with  light) 
Cloath'd  iii  a  body  like  oir  own. 

4  Adoring  faints  around  him  (land, 
And  Tore  him  fall ; 

the  m  m, 

lories  o  1  them  all  ! 

5  O  what  amazing  j  >ys  they  feel, 
While  to  their  golden  harps  they  ling, 

And  lit  on  ei  'nly  iiill, 
Ani  (pread  the  triumphs  of  their  King! 

lay,  dear  Lord,  appear, 
Thar  I  ;li all  mount  to  dwell  above, 

And  ftarid  and  bow  atnongft  'em  there, 
An.l  view  thy  face,  and  ling,  and  love  ? 

XXIV.  The  evil  if  fin  vifibh  in  the  fill  of  angels  and 

1  TTTMExV  the  great  Cuilier  arch'd  the  flues, 
W      And  formM  all  nature  with  a  word, 

The  joyful  cherubs  tun'd  his  praife, 
And  evVy  bending  throne  a.lor'd. 

2  "High  in  the  mid  It  of  ail  the  throng .rchangel,  fat, 

v  nongO  the  morning  Karsjie  fung, 

Till  tin  deftroy'd  his  heav'my  fl 

[3  Twas  fin  that  hurl'd  him  from  his  throne  $ Groi  i.es: 

I  us  f 

■• 

Job  xxxvni.  7.  f  [fa.  xiv.  ij 
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4   And  thus  our  two  fir  ft  psrents  flood, 

'Till  fin  defiTd  the  happy  place ; 
They  loft  their  garden  and  their  God, 
And  ruin'd  all  their  unborn  race. 

[5  So  fprung  the  plague  from  Adam's  bow'r, 
And  fpread  deftruction  ail  abroad  ; 
Sin,  the  curft  name  !  that  in  one  hour, 

Spoil'd  fix  days  labour  of  a  God.] 

6  Tremble,  my  foul,  and  mourn  for  grief; 
That  fuch  a  foe  fhould  feize  thy  breaft  \ 
Fly  to  thy  Lord  for  quick  relief; 
Oh  !  may  he  flav  this  treacherous  gueft. 

7  Then  to  thy  throne,  victorious  King, 
Then  to  thy  throne  ear  ihouts  ihail  rife, 
Thine  everiafting  arm  we  fing, 
For  fin,  the  monlter,  bleeds  and  dies. 

XXV.  Complaining  offpiritualjloth* 

1  TV  /TY  drowfy  pow'rs,  why  fteep  ye  fo  ? 
xVl.    Awake,  my  fluggilh  foul  1 
Nettling  has  half  thy  work  to  do, 

Yet  nothing's  half  fo  dull. 
2  The  little  ants  for  one  poor  grain 

Labour,  and  tug,  and  ftrive  j 

Yet  we,  who  have  a  heav'n  t'  obtain. 
How  negligent  we  live  ! 

3  We,  for  whole  fake  all  rature  ftands, 
And  ftars  their  courfes  move ; 

We,  for  whofe  guard,  tne  angel-bands 

Come  Hying  from  above  •, 

4  We,  for  whom  God  the  Son  came  down-. 

And  labour'd  for  our  good  > 
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How  carelefs  to  fccurc  that  crown 

He  purcha.Al  with  his  blood  ! 

c   Lord,  (hall  we  lie  fo  fluggilh  ftill, 
And  never  act.  our  parts  ! 

Come,  holy  Dove,  from  th'  heav'nlv  I And  fin  and  warm  our  hear::. 

6  Then  (hall  our  active  fpirits  move, 
Upward  our  ib ills  [hall  rile  : 

With  hands  of  faith,  and  wings  of  lo 

We'll  fly  and  talc.  -:e. 

XXVI.  Gvdinwfik 

i    T"     ORD,  we  are  blind,  we  mortals  blind, 
j^^j   We  can't  behold  thy  bright  abode  \ 
O  'tis  beyond  a  creature-mind, 
To  glance  a  thought  half  way  to  God. 

2  Infinite  leagues  beyond  the  iky 
The  great  Eternal  reigns  alone, 
Where  neither  wings  nor  fouls  can  fly, 
Nor  angels  climb  the  toplefs  throne. 

3  The  Lord  of  glory  builds  his  feat ' 
Of  gems  infutfelrably  bright, 
And  lavs  beneath  his  faciei  feet 

Subftantial  beam.-  oi  gloomy  night, 

4  Yet,  glorious  Lord,  thy  gracious  eyes 
Look  through  and. cheer  us  from  above  \ 
Beyond  our  praife  thy  grandeur  dies, 
Yet  we  adore,  and  yet  we  4ove. 

XXVII.  Praife  ye  him  all  ye  his  at. gels ,  Pfalm  cxlviii.  ;.. 

i    f~^i  OD  !  the  eternal  awful  name, 
\jT    1  hat  the  whole  heav'nly  army  fears, 
That  (hakes  the  wide  I  frame, 
And  Satan  trembles  when  he  hears. 
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2  Like  flames  of  fire  his  fervants  are, 

And  light  furrounds  his  dwelling-place ; 
But,  O  ye  fiery  flames,  declare 
The  brighter  glories  of  his  face. 

3  'Tis  not  for  fuch  poor  worms  as  we 
To  fpeak  fo  infinite  a  thing  ; 
But  your  immortal  eyes  ilirvey 

The  beauties  of  your  ibv'reign  King. 

4  Tell  how  he  fhews  his  finiling  face, 

And  cloaths  ail  heav'n  in  bright  array  ; 
Triumph  and  joy  run  through  the  place, 
And  fongs  eternal  as  the  day. 

j  Speak  (for  you  feel  his  burning  love) 

What  zeal  it  fpreads  thro*  all  your  frame  ; 
That  facred  fire  dwells  all  above, 
Por  we  on  earth  have  loft  the  name. 

[6  Sing  of  hispow'r  and  juftice  too, 
That  infinite  right-hand  of  his, 
That  vanquihYd  Satan  and  his  crew, 
And  thunder-drove  them  d«>wn  from  blifs.] . 

[7  What  mighty  ftorms  of  poifon'd  darts 
Were  huri'd  upon  the  rebels  there  ! 
What  deadly  javTins  nafl'd  th-ir  hearts 
Fad  to  the  racks  of  wild  defpair  !] 

[8  Shout  to  your  King,  you  heav'nly  hofr, 
You  that  beheld  the  finking  foe  ; 

Firmly  ye  flood,  when  they  were  loft  *, 
Praife  the  rich  grace  that  kept  ye  fo.] 

9  Proclaim  his  wonders  from  the  flees, 

Let  ev'ry  diftant  nation  hear  \ 
And  while  you  found  his  lofty  praife, 
Let  humble  mortals  bow  and  fear. 
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XXVII T.  Death  and  eternity. 

1  O  TOOP  down,  my  thoughts,  that  ufe  to  rife, 
1^5   Convcrfe  a  while  with  death  : 
Think  how  a  gafping  mortal  lies, 

And  pants  away  his  breath. 

2  His  quiv'ririg  lips  hang  feebly  down, 
His  pulfe's  faint  and  few, 

Then,  fpeechlefs  with  a  doleful  groan, 
He  bids  the  world  adieu. 

3  But,  oh,  the  foul  that  never  dies  ! 
At  once  it  leaves  the  clay  ! 

Ye  thoughts,  purfue  it  where  it  flies, 
And  track  its  wondrous  way. 

4  Up  to  the  courts  where  angels  dwell, 
It  mounts  triumphant  there  ; 

Or  devils  plunge  it  down  to  hell, 
In  infinite  defpa>. 

5  And  muft  my  body  faint  and  die  ! 
And  muft  this  foul  remove  ? 

Oh,  for  fome  guardian  angel  nigh, 
To  bear  it  iafe  above  ! 

6  Jefusy  to  thy  dear  faithful  hand 
My  naked  foul  I  truft  ; 

>  And  my  fleih  waits  for  thy  command, 
To  drop  into  my  duft. 

XXI X .   Rede  mption  by  ptice  a tid  potto 

1     TESUS,  with  all  thy  faints  above, 
J       My  tongue  would  bear  her  part. 
Would  found  aloud  thy  faving  love, 

And  fing  thy  bleeding  he;. 
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2  Blefs'd  be  the  Lamb,  my  deareft  Lord, 
Who  bought  me  with  his  blood, 

And  quench'd  his  Father's  flaming  fword In  his  own  vital  flood. 

3  The  Lamb  that  freed  my  captive  foul 

From  Satan's  heavy  chains, 
And  fent  the  lion  down  to  howl 

Where  heil  and  horror  reigns, 

4  All  glory  to  the  dying  Lamb 
And  never- ceafing  praife, 

While  angels  live  to  know  his  name, 
Or  faims  to  feel  his  grace. 

XXX.  Heavenly  joy  on  earth. 

[  i    f^\  OME,  we  that  love  the  Lord, 
\^ji    And  let  our  joys  be  known  \ 

Joiu  in  a  fong  with  fweet  accord, 
And  thus  furround  the  throne* 

a  The  forrows  of  the  mind 

Be  banifh'd  from  the  place  ! 
Religion  never  was  defign'd 

To  make  our  pleasures  lefs.] 

3  Let  thofe  refufe  to  fing 
That  never  knew  our  Goc!s 

But  fav'rites  of  the  heav'nly  King 
May  fpsak  their  joys  abroad. 

[4  The  God  that  rules  on  high, 
And  thunders  when  he  pleafe, 

That  rides  upon  the  ftormy  Iky, 
And  manages  the  feas.] 

5  This  awful  God  is  ours, 
Our  Father,  and  our  Love ; 

He  fhall  fend  down  his  heav'nly  pow'rs 
To  carrv  us  above. 
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6  There  we  (hall  fee  his  face, 
And  never)  never  iin  ; 

There,  from  the  rivers  of  his  grace, 
Drink  cndlefs  pleafures  in. 

7  Yes,  and  before  we  rife 
To  that  immortal  Hate, 

The  thoughts  of  fuch  amazing  biifs, 
Should  endlefs  joys  create. 

[8  The  men  of  grace  have  found 
Glory  begun  below, 

Celeftial  fruits  on  earthly  ground 
From  faith  and  hope  may  grow.] 

[9  The  hill  of  Zhn  yields 
A  thouiand  1  acred  fweets, 

"Before  we  reach  the  heav'nly  fields, 
Or  walk  the  golden  ftreets. 

10  Then  let  our  fongs  abound, 

And  ev'ry  tear  be  dry ; 
We're  marching  thro'  ImmamieVs  ground 

To  fairer  worlds  on  high.1 

XXXI.   ChriiYs  prefence  males  death  eafy. 

1  "\T[T^^  fhould  we  Hart  and  fear  to  die  ? 
y  \      What  tim'rous  worms  we  mortals  are  \ 

*  Death  is  the  gate  of  endlefs  joy, 

And"  yet  we  dread  to  enter  there. 

2  The  pains,  the  groan?,  and  •dying  ft  rife 

Fright  oiir  approaching  fouls  away  -y 
Still  we  (hrink  back  again  to  life, 

Fond  of  our  ptifon  and  our  clay. 

3  Oh  !    if  my  Lor!  would  come  and  meet, 
My  foul  (hould  ftretch  her  wings  in  hafte, 

fearlefa  thro'  death's  iron  g 
Nor  feel  the  terrors  as  ine  pafs'd. 
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4  Jefus  can  make  a  dying  bed 
Feel  fort  as  downy  pillows  are, 

While  on  his  bread  J  lean  my  head, 
And  breathe  my  life  out  fweetly  there. 

XXXII.    Frailty  and  folly. 

i   TTOW  fhort  and  hafty  is  our  life  ! 
JlA   How  vaft  our  fouls  affairs  ! 

Yet  fenfelefs  mortals  vainly  ftrive 
To  lavifh  out  tbeir  years 

2  Our  days  run  thoughtlefly  along, 

Without  a  moment's  flay : 
Juft  like  a  ftory>  or  a  fong, 

We  pafs  our  lives  away. 

God  from  on  high  invites  us  home, 
But  we  march  heedlefs  on, 

And  ever  haft'ning  to  the  tomb, 
Stoop  abwnwards  as  we  run. 

4  How  we  deferve  the  deepeft  hell, 
That  flight  the  joys  above  ! 

What  chains  of  vengeance  fhould  we  feel 
That  break  fuch  cords  of  love  ! 

5  Draw  us,  O  God,  with  fov'rdgn  grace, 
And  lift  our  thoughts  on  high, 

That  we  may  end  this  mortal  race, 
And  fee  falvation  nigh. 

XXXIII.   The  blejjed  Joctety  in  heaven. 

i   ~\\  AISE  thee,  my  foul,  fly  up  and  run 
J£\,  Through  ev'ry  heav'nly  ftreet, 
And  fay,  There's  nought  below  the  fun 

That's  worthy  of  thy  feet. 2 
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Ti  Thus  will  we  mount  on  facred  win 
And  tread  the  courts  aboVi 

Nor  earth,  nor  all  her  mightieft  thu 
Shall  tempt  our  meancit  love.] 

3  There,  on  a  high  majeftic  throne 

Tli'  almighty  Father  reigns, 
And  fheds  his  glorious  goodnefs  down 

On  all  the  blifsTul  plains, 

4  Bright,  like  a  Tun,  the  Saviour  fits, 
And  fpreads  eternal  noon  ; 

No  evenings  tiiere,  nor  gloomy  night v/unt  the  feeble  moon. 

5  Amidft:  thefe  ever-laming  fkies 
Behold  the  facred  D 

forrow  fl 

From  all  th'  realms  of 

6  The  glorious  tenants  of  the  place 
Stand  bending  round  the  throne  ; 

An  -  ind  lera^hs  ling  and  pra 
The  infinite  Three-One. 

[7  But,  oh,  what  beams  of  heav'oly  gj 
tnfport  them  all  the  while  ! 

Ten  thou  land  finiles  from  Jefu 

And  love  in  ev'ry  fmi| 

8*  Jefus,  and  when  (hal  I  .y, 
Fhai  joyful  hour  appear, 

When  I  fhall  leave  this  houfe  of  clay, 
To  dwell  aoM 

Hdl* Spirit:  Or,  ft 

ry  ofdn 

GOME,  Holy  Spirt,  heav'nly  Dove, 
•With  all  thv  quick  ning  poi O 
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Kindle  a  flame  of  facred  love 
In  thefe  cold  hearts  of  ours. 

2  Look  how  we  grovel  here  below, 
Fond  of  t&fe  trilling  toys  : 

Cor  fouls  can  neither  fly  nor  go 
To  reach  eternal  joys. 

3  In  vain  we  tune  our  formal  fongs, 
In  vain  we  ftrive  to  rife ; 

Hofannahs  languifh  on  our  tongues. 
And  our  devotion  dies. 

4  Dear  Lord  !   and  fhall  we  ever  lie 
At  this  poor  dying  rate  ? 

Our  love  fo  faint,  fo  cold  to  thee, 
And  thine  to  us  fo  great  ? 

5  Come,  holy  Spirit,  heav'nly  Dove, 
With  all  thy  quick'ning  pow'rs, 

Come  fhed  abroad  a  Saviour's  love, 
And  that  fhall  kindle  ours. 

XXXV.   Praifc  to  God  for  creation  and  redemption. 

i    T     ET  them  negleft  thy  glory,  Lord, 
JLj    Who  never  knew  thy  grace  : 
But  our  loud  fong  fhall  ftill  record 

The  wonders  of  thy  praife. 

2  We  raife  our  fhouts,  O  God,  to  thee, 
And  fend  them  to  thy  throne  ; 

AH  glory  to  th?  United  Three, The  undivided  One. 

3  'Twas  he  (and  we'll  adore  his  name) 
That  form'd  us  by  a  word  ; 

'Tis  he  reft  ores  our  ruin'd  frame  : 
Salvation  to  the  Lord  ! 
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\h !  let  th 

Rep.  at  the  joyful  foui 
Rocks,  hills,  and  Tales*  refl 

In  one  eternal  round. 

...  71  ChriiVs  intercefton. 

1  "WT^^i  *c  Redeemei 
y\r     T*  appear  before  our  Gc  I, 

To  fprinkle  o'er  the  flamin _ 
With  his  atoning  bloc  J. 

2  No  fiery  vengeance  i:ov:, 

No  burning  wrath  come 3  down  *, 
If  juftice  calls  for  Tinners  blood, 

The  Saviour  ihews  his  own. 

3  Before  his  Fathers  t] 
Our  humble  fiit  he  moves; 

The  Father  lays  his  thunder  by, 
m)  looks,  and  fmiles,  and  loves. 

4  Now  may  our  joyful  tongues 

Our  Maker's  honours  ring  : 
jftfuS}  the  prieft,  receives  our  fongs, 

And  bears  them  to  the  King. 

[5  We  bow  b j fore  his  face, 
And  found  his  glories  high, 

*t%  Hofannah  to  the  God  or  grace 
"  That  lays  his  thunder  by.] 

6  "  On  earth  thy  mercy  reigns, 
"    And  triumphs  all  above  f 

But,  Lord,  how  weak  our  mortal  itrairfc 

To  (peak  immortal  !■  .     ! 

w  jarring  and  how 
all  the  notes  we  fing  ! O  2 
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Sweet  Saviour,  tune  our  fongs  anew, 
And  they  fhall  pleafe  the  King 

XXXVII.     The  fame. 

i    X     IFT  up  your  eyes  to  th'  heav'nly  feat 

A.  j    "Where  your  Redeemer  ftays  : Kind  intercefibr,  there  he  fits, 
And  loves,  and  pleads,  and  prays. 

2  'Twas  well,  my  foul,  he  dy'd  for  thee, 
And  fhed  his  vital  Wood, 

Appeas'd  ftern  juftice  on  the  tree, And  then  arofe  to  God. 

3  Petitions  now,  and  praife  may  rife, 

And  faints  their  offerings  bring, 
The  prieft,  with  his  own  facrifice, 

Prefents  them  to  the  King* 

[4  Let  Papifts  traft  what  names  they  pleafe, 

Their  faints  and  angels  boaft  •, 
We've  no  fuch  advocates  as  thefe, 

Nor  pray  to  th*  heav'nly  hoft.] 

5   JefNS  al°ne  ̂ ia^  bear  my  cries 

Up  to  his  Father's  throne  : 
He  (deareft  Lord)  perfumes  my  fighs, 

And  fvyeetens  ev'ry  groan, 

[6  Ten  thoufand  praifes  to  the  King, 
He  fan?,  a  in  the  Ctgtfft  \ 

T< ::■  ,         and  thanks  our  fpirits  bring 
To  God  and  to  his  Ctrij}^ 

XXXVIII.     Love  to  God.- 

"  APPY  the  heart  where  graces  reign, 
Where  love  inspires  the  breaft  : 

c  ofth^traki, 

And  ftrengtbens  all  the  reft.  . 
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2  Knowledge,  nhs  !  'tis  all  in  vain, 
And  all  in  vain  our  fear; 

Oar  ftnbborn  fins  will  fight  and  reign, 
If  love  be  abfent  there. 

3  Tis  lore  that  makes  our  cheerful  feet 
In  fv/ift  obedience  move  : 

The  devils  know,  and  tremble  too. 
But  S 

4  This  is  the  grace  that  lives  and  fing' 
;n  faith  and  hope  (hall  ceaie  j 

Tis  this  ih  ill  lirike  our  jovful  ftrini 
In  the  fweet  realms  of  biifs. 

5  Before  we  quite  forfake  our  clay. 
Or  leave  this  d  <de, 

The  wings  of  love  bear  us  away 
To  lee  our  finding  God. 

.0 
XXXIX-     The  fizrtnefs  and  mifery  vf  life* 

UR  days,  alas  !  our  mortal  days 
Are  (hart  and  wretched  too ; 

Evil  And  few  *,  rhe  Patriarch  fays,  • 
And  we'll  the  Patriarch  knew. 

2  '1  is  but  at  bed  a  narrow  bound 

That  heav 'a  allow*  to  men, 
„And  pains  and  tins  run  through  the  round 

Of  threefcore  years  and  ten. 

3  Well,  if  ye  muft  be  fad  and  few, 

Run  on  my  days,  in  hafte*; 
Moments  of  tin,  and  months  of  woe, 

Ye  cannot  fly  too  faft. 

4  Let  heav'nly  Jove  prepare  my  foul, 
And  call  her  to  the  ikies, 

•  Gen.  zlvii.  9. 
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Where  £ears  of  long  falvation  roll, 
And  glory  never  dies- 

XL.   Our  nmfort  in  the  covenant  made  with  Chrii'c. 

!    jr~\y}^  Gofl,  how  firm  his  promife  ftands, 
\^Jf   Ev'n  when  he  hides  his  face  ! 
He  trufts  in  our  Redeemer's  hands 

His  glory  and  his  grace. 

2  Then  why,  my  foul,  thefe  fad  complaints, 
Since  Chrijl  and  we  are  ore  ? 

Thy  God  is  faithful  to  his  faints, 
Is  faithful  to  his  .Son. 

3  Eeneath  his  faliles  my  heart  has  liv'd, 
And  part  of  heav'n  pofflefs'd  ; 

I  praife  his  name  for  grace  receiwd, 
And  truft  him  for  the  reft, 

XLT.  A  fight  of  God  mortifes  us  to  the  world, 

[i    *F"  TP  to  the  fields  where  angels  lie, 
\^J     And  living  waters  gently  roll  ; 

Fain  would  my  thoughts  lap  out  and  fly, 

But  fin  hangs  he'avy  on  my  foul. 

2  Thy  wond'rous  blood,  dear  dying  Chrf, 
Can  make  this  world  of  guilt  remove  : 

And  thou  canft  bear  me  where  thou  fiy'ft, 
On  thy  kind  wings.  ceL  trial  Dove 

3  O  might  I  once  mount  up  and  fee 

The  glories  of  th'  eternal  Ones, 
What  little  tilings  thefe  worlds  would  be  ! 
How  defpicable  to  my  eyes  ! 

4  Had  I  a  glance  of  thee,  my  G-^d, 

Kingdoms  and  men  would  ̂ a-jifh  foon, 
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Vanifh,  ~m  nor, 
As  a  dim  caqaie  dies  at  noon. 

5  Then  they  might  fight,  md  rage  ~nd  rave, 
I  fhould  perceive  the  i  oife  &o  n 
Than  we  cm  hear  a  making  leaf 
While  rattling  thunders  round  us  roar. 

6  Great  All  in  All,  eternal  King, 
Let  me  but  ly  nice, 

And  all  my  pow'r.$  fl?alj  bow  and  fing 
Thine  endieis  grandeur,  and  thy  grate. 

Xi.II.  Dtligkt  in  Gcd. 

i    IK   /KY  God,  what  endieis  pkaiures  dwell 

J.\Jl      Above  at  thy  right  hand  ! 
The  courts  Below  how  amiable  ! 

Where  all  thy  graces  ftand  ! 

2  The  fwallow  hear  thy  temple  lies, 

An-i  chirps  a  cheerful  note  ; 
T-h>;  lark  mounts  upward  toward  thy  ikies, 

Ami  tunes  her  warbling  thn 

3  And  we,  when  in  th  ,c,  Lord,  ' 
We  fli out  with  joyful  tongues  : 

Or,  fiftin  j  r   mad  our  Father's  board, 
We  crown  th<  it  K  fongs. 

4  While  Jefitt  mines  with  quick  ning  grace, 
We  mojiril  on  high  ; 
But  loud  his  race, 

We  faint, 

[5  Juft  a  dove 
Bemoan  I 

Wand'ringj  I  U  the  grove, And  mourns  her  t 
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6  Juft  fo  our  thoughts  from  thing  to  thing, 
In  reftlefs  circles  rove  j 

Jufl  fo  we  droop,  and  hang  the  wing, 
When  Jefus  hides  his  love] 

XLI 1 1 .   C  h  r  i  {l\r  fuffcrings  and  gk  ry. 

1  TWTOW  f°r  a  tline  of  lofty  y 

JJ\I    To  great  Jehovah's  equal  Son! 
Awake,  my  voice,  in  heav'niy  lays, Tell  the  loud  wonders  he  hath  done. 

2  Singthow  he  left  the  worlds  of  light, 
And  the  bright  robes  he  wore  above  j 

How  fwifc  and  joyful *was  his  flight 
On  wings  of  everlafting  love. 

[3   Down  to  this  bafe,  this  iinful  earth, 
He  came  to  raife  our  nature  high  \ 

He  came  t'atone  almighty  wrath  ; 
Jefus  the  God  was  born  to  die.] 

[4"  Hell  and  its  lions  roar'd  around, 
His  precious  blood  the  moniter  fpilt  ; 

"While  weighty  forrows  preis'd  htm  down, 
Large  as  the  loads  of  all  cur  guilt.] 

5  Deep  in  the  fhadfes  of  gloomy  death 

Th'  Almighty  Captive  pris'ner  lay  ; 
Th'  Almighty  Captive  left  the  earth, 
And  rofe  to  everlafting  day. 

6  Lift  up  your  eyes,  ye  fons  of  light, 
Up  to  his  throne  of  fhining  grace  ; 
See  what  immortal  glories  fit 
Round  the  fweet  beauties  of  his  face  ! 

7  Amongft  a  thoufand  harps  and  fongs 
Jefus  the  God  exalted  reigns, 
His  facred  name  fills  all  their  tongues, 

And  echoes  thro'  the  heav'nly  plains. 
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XLIV.   Hell :  or,  Tbt  vengeance  of  Cod. 

1  "T^TTrrH  holy  fear,  and  humble  fc: 
Yy      The  dreadful  God  our  fouls  adore  •, 
Ret  we  becomes  the  tongue 

That  fpeaks  the  terrors  of  Lis  pow'r. 
2  Far  in  the  deep  where  darknefs  dwell, 

The  land  of  horror  and  deipair, 
Juftice  has  built  a  diftnal  hell, 
And  laid  her  i tores  of 

[3   Eternal  plagues,  and  heavy  ch 

Tormentinjg  racks,  and  -fiery  coals, 
And  darts  tMnflifil  'immortal. pains, 

Dy'd  in  the  blood  of  damned  fouls. 
4  There  Satan  the  fir  ft  firmer  lies, 

And  roars,  and  bites  his  iron  b..:    1 
In  vain  the  rebel  drives  to  rife, 

Crufh'd  with  the  weight  cf  both  thy  hands.] 

5  There  guilty  ghofes  of  Adam's  race 
Shriek  out,  and  howl  beneath  thy  rod  ; 

Once  they  could  fcoru  a  Saviour's  grace, 
But  they  incens'd  a  dreadful  God. 

6  Tremble,  my  foul,  and  kifs  the  Son  : 
ier,  obsy  thy  Savio 

Elfe  your  damnation  haiteu 
And  1:  to  wait  your  fall. 

* 

XLV.  Gcd\  hip. 

1    PHT^ HY  favours,  Lord,  furprife  our  fouls  ; 
J^     W  ell  with  us  r 

aft  thou  find  beneath  the  poles, 
riot  downward  thus  ? 
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2  Still  might  he  iill  his  ftarry  throne, 

And  pieafe  his  ears  with  Gabriel's  longs  ; 
But  th'  heavily  Majefty  comes  clown, And  bows  to  hearken  to  our  tongues. o 

3  Great  God  !  what  poor  returns  we  pay 
For  love  fo  infinite  as  thine  ! 

Words  are  but  air,  and  tongues  but  clay  ; 

But  thy  compaffion's  all  divine. 

XLVI.   God's  condefce?ifion  to  human  affairs* 

I    T"  TP  to  the  Lord,  that  reigns  on  high, 
\^J       And  views  the  nation  from  afar, 
Let  everlafting  praiies  fly, 
And  tell  how  large  his  bounties  are. 

[2  He  that  can  (hake  the  worlds  he  made, 
Or  with  his  word  or  with  his  rod  ; 

His  goodnefs  how  amazing  great  ! 
And  what  a  condefcending  God  !] 

[3  God  that  mud  ftoop  to  view  the  ikies, 
And  bow  to  fee  what  angels  do, 
Down  to  our  earth  he  calls  his  eyes, 

And  bends  his  footfteps  downward  too.] 

4  He  over-rules  all  mortal  things, 
And  manages  our  meaji  affairs  ; 
On  humble  fouls  the  King  of  kings 
Beftows  his  counfels  and  his  cares. 

5  Our  forrows  arid  our  tears  we  pour 
Into  the  bofom  of  our  God  ; 
He  hears  us  in  the  mournful  hour, 

And  help  us  bear  the,  heavy  load. 

6  In  vain  might  lofty  princes  try 
Such  condeicenfion  to  perform  ; 

For  worms  were  "never  rais'd  io  high 
Above  their  meaneft  fellow-worm. 
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7   Oh  !  could  our  thankful  hearts  devifc 
A  tribute  equal  to  thy  grace, 
To  the  third  heav  n  our  fongs  ihould  rife, 
And  teach  the  golden  harps  thy  praife 

XLVII.  Glory  and  grace  in  the  perfon  of  ChrilL 

1  T^TOW  to  the  Lord  a  noble  fong  ! 
\^%    Awake,  my  foul  \  awake,  my  tongue; 
Hofanna  to  tlT  eternal  name, 
And  all  his  boundlefs  love  proclaim. 

2  See  where  it  fhines  in  Jefui  face, 

The  brighteft  image  of  his  grace  •, 
God,  in  the  perfon  of  his  Son, 
Has  ail  his  mightiefl  works  outdone. 

3  The  fpacious  earth,  and  fpreading  flood, 

Proclaim  the  wife  and  pow'rful  God, 
And  thy  rich  glories  from  afar 

Sparkle  in  ev'ry  rolling  ihr. 

4  But  in  his  looks  a  glory  ftands, 
The  nobleft  labour  of  thine  hands  :' 
The  pleafing  luftre  of  his  eyes 
Outfhines  the  wonders  of  the  fkie$. 

5  Grace  !  tis  a  fweet,  a  charming  theme; 

My  thoughts  rejoice  at  Jefus"  name  ! 
*  Ye  angels  dwell  upon  the  found  \ Ye  heav  ns  reflect  it  to  the  ground. 

Hi,  w  \y  I  live  to  reach  the  place 
Where  be  unveils  his  lovely  face  ! 
Where  all  his  beauties  you  behold, 

And  fing  his  name  to  harps  of  Gold  ' 
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XL VIII.  Love  to  the  creatures  is  dangerous. 

1  TJOW  vain  are  all  things  here  below  ! 
g    I    How  falfe,  and  yet  how  fair  ! 
Each  pieafure  hath  its  poifen  too  ? 

And  ev'ry  fweet  a  fnare. 

2  The  brighteft  things  below  the  fky 

Give  but  a  flatt'ring  light ; 
We  fhould  fufpect  fome  danger  nigh, 

Where  we  poffefs  delight. 

3  Our  deareft  joys,  and  deareft  friends, 
The  partners  of  cur  blood, 

How  they  divide  our  wav'ring  minds, And  leave  but  half  for  God  ! 

4  The  fondnefs  of  a  creature's  love 
How  flron-T  it  ftrikes  the  fenfe  ! 

Thither  the  warm  affections  move, 

Nor  can  we  call  'cm  thence. 

5  Dear  Saviour,  let  thy  beauties  be 
My  fouFs  eternal  food  ; 

And  grace  command  my  heart  away 
From  all  created  good. 

XLIX.  Mofes  dying  in  the  embraces  of  God. 

i     V  "XEATH  cannot  make  our  fouls  afraid, 
JLJr   If  God  be  with  us  there  : 
We  may  walk  through  the  darkeft  (hade, 

And  never  yield  to  fear. 

2  I  could  renounce  my  all  below, 
If  my  Creator  bid  ; 

And  run,,  if  I  were  call'd  to  go, 

Aad  d'ie  as  Mafes  did. 
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3  Might  I  but  climb  to  Pifeatfs  top, 

And  \ie\v  the  promis'd  lai 
JMy  mid  long  to  drop, 

And  prj  cnmancL 

4  Claip'd  in  m 
I  would  forget  my  breath, 

And  lofe  my  life  among  the  charms 
Of  lo  divine  a  death; 

L.  Comforts  undtr  forrowi  and  pains* 

i    TVTCW  1-t  ̂ e  Lord  my  Saviour  fmile, 
JJ^     And  (hew  my  name  u[)oa  his  heart  ; 
i  would  forget  my  pains  a-while/ 
And  in  the  pieafure  lofe  the  fmart. 

2  But  oh  !  it  (wells  my  forrows  high, 
To  lee  my  Jtfus  ffown  \ 
My  ipirits  fink,  my  comforts  die, 
And  all  the  fprings  of  life  .are  down. 

3  Yet  why,  my  foul,  why  thefe  complaints  ? 

Still  while  he  frowns',  his  bo  ove  ; 
Still  on  his  heart  he  bears  his  faints, 
And  feels  their  lurro 

4  My  name  is  printed  on  his  breaft, 
His  book  of  life  contains  m 

I'd  rather  have  it  there  jmpreis'd, 
Than  in  the  bright  records  of  f 

y  "When  the  iaft  fire  bun Thefe  letters  fh.  ,::d, 

And  in  the  Lamb's  fair  be 

Writ  by  th'  erernal  Father's  hand. 

6  Now  fhall  my  minute,  fmbothly  ru 
Whilft  here  I  wait  my  Fatb  \   , 

'  P 
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My  .  k!  my  letting  fun 
Roll  gently  up  wd  down  rbe  hii!. 

God  the  Son  equal  with  the  Father. 

I   TJ  RIGHT  King  of  glory!  dreadful  God! 
J3   Our  Spirits  bow  before  thy  feat ; 
To  thee  we  lift  an  humble  thought, 
And  worihip  at  thine  aw  fori  feet. 

[2  Thy  pov/r  hath  form'd,  thy  wifdom  fways 
All  nature  with  a  fov'reign  word  : 
And  the  bright  world  of  flars  obeys 
The  will  of  tneir  fuperibr  Lord.] 

rcy  and  truth  unite  in  one, 
And  iiriiling  lit  a:  thy  right  hand  : 
Eternal  juitice  guards  tliy  throne, 
And  vengeance  waits  thy  dr^ad  command.] 

4  A  thoufand  feraphs  ftrong  and  bright 
Stand  round  the  glorious  Deity ; 
But  who,  amengft  the  fons  of  light, 
Pretends  companion  with  thee  ? 

5  Yet  there  is  one  of  human  frame, 

jefus,  array'd  in  fiefh  and  bloodj 
Thinks  it  no  robbery  to  claim 
A  full  equality  with  God. 

6  Their  glory  fhines  with  equal  beams  ; 
Their  effence  is  for  ever  one, 

Tho'  they  are  known  by  different  names, 
The  Father  God,  and  God  the  Son. 

7  Then  let  the  name  of  Chrift  our  King 

With  equal  honours  be  ador'd  ; 
His  praife  let  ev'ry  ang<  1  ling, And  all  the  nations  own  the  Lord. 
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LIL  Death  dreadful,  or  delightful 

i    X^VEATH  f  *f1s  ; 
JL/  To  thofe  that  have  no  God, 

When  the  poor  foul  is  fore'd  aw 
To  feck  her  laft  abode. 

i  In  vain  to  heav'n  fhe  lifts  her  eyes, 
But  guilt,  a  heavy  chain, 

Still  drags  her  downward  from  the  fkies, 
To  darknc  and  pain. 

3  Awake  and  mourn,  ye  heirs  of  hell, 
Let  llubborn  finners  fear  : 

You  mult  be  driv'n  from  earth,  and  dwell 
A  long  For  ever  there. 

4  See  how  the  pit  gapes  wide  for  you, 

And  il allies  in  your  face  •, 
And  thou,  my  foul,  look  downwards  too. 

And  iing  recovering  grace. 

5  He  is  a  God  of  fov reign  love. 

That  promisM  heqv'ii  to  me, 
And  '  Noughts  ti  >vc, Where 

6  Prep  :id, 

LJII. 

ORD  I  what  a  wrc 
That  yields  us  no 

»  cheariitg  I 
Nor  dreams  of  livixi 
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1  But  pricking  thorns  thro'  all  :kI, 
And  mortal  p  row, 

And  all  the  rivers  that  are  found 
With  d 

3  Yet  the  dear  path  to  thine  abode 
Lies  through  this  horrid  land  : 

Lord  !  we  would  keep  the  heav'n'y  road, 
And  run  at  thy  command. 

[4  Our  fouls  fliall  tread  the  defart  through 
With  undiverted  feet  \ 

And  faith  and  flaming  zeal  fnhJue 
The  terrors  that  we  meet.] 

[5  A  thoufand  favage  beafts  of  prey 
Around  the  foreft  roam  •, 

But  Judclh  Lion  guards  the  way, 
And  guides  the  ftrangers  home.] 

[6  Long  nights  and  darknefs  dwelt  below 
With  fcarce  a  twinkling  ray  ; 

But  the  !  right  world  to  which  we  go 
Is  everlafting  day.] 

L7  By  glimm'ring  hopes,  and  gloomy  fears 
We  trace  the  facred  road, 

Thro'  dffmal  deeps,  and  dang'rous  fnares, 
We  make  our  way  to  God.] 

3  Our  journey  is  a  thorny  maze, 

But  wre  march  upward  ftill ; 
Forget  thefe  troubles  of  thy  ways. 

And  reach  at  Z ion's  hill. 

[9  See  the  kind  angels  zt  the  gates, 

fnviting  us  to*  come  ! 
There  Jcfus-,  the  forerunner,  waits 

To  welcome  travelers  home  !] 

10  There  on  a  green  and  flow'ry  mount, 
"Our  weary  fouls  fhalLfit, 
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ft  Lord. 

Tlefs  of  hell  and  gl 
I'd 

<ould  bear  me  conqu'ror  thro    :', 
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LV.   Frail  1  . ;,'//«■  etifnitj. 
3    HT^  HEE  we  adore,  eternal  name, 

.1      Anu  humbly  own  to  thee, 
How  feeble  is  our  mortal  frame, 

What  dying  worms  are  we  ! 

[?.   Q«r  wafting  lives  grow  fhorter  frill, 

As  months  and  days  increafe  *, 

And  ev?ry  beating  pulfe  wre  tell, 
Leaves  but-  the  number  lefs. 

3  The  year  rolls  round,  and  ftfeals  away 

The  breath  that  firft  it  gave  *, 
Whate'er  we  do,  where-e'cr  we  be, 

We're  tra\T;.i:;g  to  the  grave.] 

4  Dangers  ftand  thick  thro:  all  the  ground, 
To  puili  us  to  the  tomb, 

And  fierce  difeafes  wait  around, 

To  hurry  mortals  home. 

;  Good  God  !  on  what  a  (lender  thread 
Hang  ever! airing  things  ! 

Th'  eternal  itares  of  all  the  dead 

Upon  life's  feeble  firings. 
6  Infinite  joy,  or  endlefs  woe, 

Attends  on  ev'ry  breath  ; 
And  yet  how  unconcern'd  we  go 

Upon  the  brink  of  death  ! 

7  Waken,  O  Lord,  our  drowfy  fenfe, 

To  w-alk  this  dang'rous  road  ; 
And  df  our  fouls  are  hurried  hence, 

May  they  be  found  with  God. 

LVI.   The  mifery  of  being  without  God  in  this  world , 
or,   Vain  profperhy. 

I    T^TO*  I  mail  envy  them  no  more, 
X%    Who  grow  profanely  great, 



Book  II.  SPIRITUAL  SONGS, 

Tho'  they  increafe  their  golden  frore, 
And  rife  to  wdnd'irous  height. 

2  They  tafte  of  all  the  joys  that  grow 
Upon  this  earthly  clod  : 

Well,  they  may  fearch  the  creature  tbro\ 

For  they  have  ne'er  a  ( 

3  Shake  oft' the  thoughts  of  dying  too, 
Aid  think  your  life  your  own  ; 

But  death  comes  haft'ning  on  to  you, 
To  mow  your  glory  down. 

4  Yes,  you  mufr  bow  your  ftately  head; 
Away  your  fpirit  ilies, 

And  no  kind  angel  near  your  bed, 
Fo  bear  it  to  the  ikies. 

5  Go  now,  and  boaft  of  all  your  ftores, 

And  tell  how  bright  you  fhine  *, 

ir  heaps  of  glitt'nng  duit  are  yours. 
And  my  Redeemer's  mine. 

LVII.   The  pleafures  cf  a  gcod  confA 

i    "        ORD,  how  fecure  and  bieiVd  are  they 
jLj    Who  feel  the  joys  of  pardoiAl  fir*! 
Should  Oorms  of  earth  lhake  earth  and.  fea, 

*  Their  minos  have  heav*il  and  peace  wil 

2  The  day  glides  fwiftly  o'er  their  heads, 
Made  up  of  innocence  ?.nd  love  } 
And  loft  and  filent  as  the  mades 

Their  nightly  minutes  gently  move, 

[3   Qmck  as  their  thoughts  their  joys  come  on,. 
But  fly  not  half  lb  i\\  ift  away  ; 
Theif  fouls  are  ever  bright  as  noon, 

And  calm  as  iummer  ev'nings  be. 
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4  How  oft  they  look  to  th'  heav'nly  hiils^ 
Where  groves  of  living  pleafure  grow, 
And  longing  hopes  and  cheerful  (miles 

Sit  undifturb'd  upon  their  brow. 

5  They  fcorn  to  feek  our  golden  toy 
But  fpend  the  day,  and  (hare  the  night, 

In  numbering  o'er  the  richer  joys 
That  heav'n  prepares  for  their  delight. 

6  While  wretched  we,  like  worms  and  moles, 

Ly  grov'ling  in  the  duft  below  ; 
Almighty  grace  renews  our  fculs, 

And  we'll  afpire  to  glory  too. 

LVIIL  The  Jhortnefs  of  life,    and  the  goodnefs  of  God. 

i    rT~MME  !  what  an  empty  vapour  'tis  ! 
JL      And  days  how  fwift  they  are  ! 

Swift  as  an.  Indian  arrow  fiies, 
Or  like  a  (hooting  ftar.. 

[2  The  prefent  moments  juft  appear, 
Then  flide  away  in  hafte, 

That  we  can  never  fay  They  re  here  ; 

But  only  fay,  Theyrepafl.~\ 
[3  Our  life  is  ever  on  the  wing, 

And  death  is  ever  nigh  ; 
The  moment  when  our  lives  begin, 

Yvre  all  b:gm  to  die.]    . 

4  YeT,  mighty  God  !  our  fleeting  days 
Thy  lafting  favours  fhnre, 

Yet  with  the  bounties  of  thy  grace 

Thou  load'it  the  rolling  year. 

5  'Tis  fov'reign  mercy  finds  us  foo.I, 
And  we  are  cloalh'd  with  love ; 

While  grace  ftands  pointing  out  the  road, 
That  leads  our  fouls  above. 
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6  His  goodnefs  runs  an  cndlefs  round  : 
All  glory  to  the  Lord  ! 

is  mercy  never  knows  a  bound  \ 

And  be  his  name  ador'd  ! 

7  Thus  we  begin  our  lading  long  : 
And  u  lv  n  we  clofe  our  eyes, 

Let  the  next  age  thy  praife  prolong 
TilLtime  and  nature  dies. 

LIX.   Paradjfe  on  earth. 

i    ̂ 1  LORY  to  God  that  walks  the  Iky, 

\JT   And  fends  his  ble flings  thro'  j 
That  tells  his  faints  of  joys  on  high, 

And  gives  a  tafte  below. 

[2   Glory  to  God  that  ftoops  his  throne, 

That  duft  and  worms  may  fee't, 
And  brings  a  glimpfe  of  glory  down 

Around  his  facred  feet. 

3  When  Chr::ly  with  all  his 'graces  crown/ d, 
Sheds  his  kind  beams  abroad, 

'Tis  a  young  heav'n  rn  earthly  ground, 
And  glory  in  the  bud. 

4  A  1 1 0  0  m  in  g  paradife  -of  joy 
In  this  wild  defart  fprings, 

And  cv!  I    Iraight  employ 
On  fweet  celeiiial  things. 

5  White  lilies  all  around  appear, 
each  his  glory  fhowsj 
e  of  Sharon  bloflbms  here, 

reft  ilowV  that  bio 

6  Cheerful  I  feaft  on  heavenly  fruit, 
And  drink  the  pleasures  do  >n, 

Pleafures  that  flow  hard  by  the  foot 
Of  the  eternal  thro- 
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7  But  ah  !  how  foon  my  joys  decay, 
How  Toon  my  iins  ariie, 

And  fnatch'd  tne  heav'nly  fcene  away, 
From  thelc  lamenting  eyes  ! 

8  When  fhall  the  time,  dear  J  ejus  >  when 
The  Jhinim;  day  appear, 

Thai  I  (hall  leave  th- le  clouds  of  fin, 
And  guilt  and  darknefs  here  ? 

9  Up  to  the  fields  above  the  Ikies 
My  hafty  feet  would  go, 

There  everlafting  fiow'rs  arife, 
And  joys  unwith'ring  grow. 

LX.   The  truth  of  God  the  prcmifer  :  or,  The  prcmifes 
are  cur  fecurity, 

i    TQ  RAISE,  everlafting  praife,  be  paid 

To  him  that  earth's  foundation  laid  ; 
Praife  to  the  God  whofe  ftrong  decrees 
Sway  the  creation  as  he  pleafe. 

2  Praife  to  the  goodnefs  of  the  Lord, 
Who  rules  his  people  by  his  wore], 
And  there,  as  ftrong  as  his  decrees, 
He  fets  his  kindeft  promifes. 

(3   Firm  are  the  words  his  prophets  give, 
Sweet  words,  on  which  his  children  live  ; 
Each  of  them  is  the  voice  of  God, 

Who  fpoke,  and  fpread  the  ikies  abroad. 

4  Each  of  them  pow'rful  as  that  found 
That  bid  the  new-made  world  go  round  ; 
And  ftronger  than  the  folid  poles 
On  which  the  wheel  of  nature  rolls.) 

5  Whence  then  mould  doubts  and  fears  arife  ? 
Whv  trickling  fcrrows  drown  our  eyes  ? 
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Slo 
ves. 

t   Oh,  i  '  ith  ! 
lit  what  th'  A  ith  ! 

reflage  of  his  Son, 
And  call  the  joys  of 

be  earth's  old  pillars  ihake, I  all  the  wheel 

Our  fteady  fouls  ihoulj  fear  no  mi 
Than  foil  -hen  billows  roar. 

8  Om  ing  hopes  arife 
ve  the  ruin  able  Ikies, 

iiere  the  eternal  builder  reigns, 

And  his  own  courts  his  pow'r  fuitains. 

ih  and  glory 

1    7k    /TY  foulj  come,  meditate  the  day, 
l^j       And  think  how  near  it  ftands, 

n  thou  muli  quit  this  houie  of  clay, 
:  lands, 

it  down  and  view 

The  hoili  nib ; 
.  aits  for  you, 

jne'er  the  iummons  come.] 

3  Oh  !  could  th  thofethat  die, ..d    j 

Then  would  our  ipirits  learn*to  fly, 
And  co' 

4  Then  (hould  we  fee  rl  e  faints  above 
In  their  own  glorious  forms, 
An  old  lave 

1  o  dwe  i  worms  : 

[5  How  wc  (hould  fcor:  flcfllj 
Theie  fettersj  ana  this  load  \ 
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And  long  for  evening  to  undrefs, 
That  we  may  reft  with  God  !] 

6  We  fhould  almoft  forfake  our  clay 
Before  the  fummons  corn^, 

And  pray  and  wifh  our  lbuls  away 
To  their  eternal  home. 

LXIL   God  the  Thunderer  ;  Or,   The  lajl  judgment  and 

hell  *. 

*x    O  ING  to  the  Lord,  ye  heav'nly  hofts, 
l^   And  thou,  O  earth,  adore  : 

Let  death  and  hell  thro:  all  their  coafts 

Stand  trembling  at  his  povv'r. 

2  His  founding  chariot  fhakes  the  iky, 
He  makes  the  clouds  his  throne  ; 

There  all  his  ftores  of  lightning  ly, 

'Till  veng'ance  darts  them  down. 

3  His  noftrils  breathe  out  fiery  ftreams, 
And  from  his  awful  tongue 

A  fov'reign  voice  divides  the  flames, 
And  thunders  roar  along. 

4  Think,  O  my  foul,  the  dreadful  day 
When  this  incenfed  God 

Shall  rend  the  fky,  and  burn  the  fea, 
And  fling  his  wrath  abroad  ! 

5  What  fhall  the  wretch,  the  finner  do  ? 

He  once  defy'd  the  Lord  : 
But  he  fhall  dread  the  Thund'rer  now, 

And  fink  beneath  his  word. 

6  Tempefts  of  angry  fire  lhall  roll, 
To  hlaft  the  rebel  worm, 

*  Made  in  a  great  fudJen  florin  of  thunder,  Auguft  the  aoth, 
1697. 

2 
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And  beat  upon  his  naked  foul 
In  one  eternal  ftorm. 

LXIII.  A f antral  thought, 

1  TJARK  !   from  the  tombs  a  doleful  found, 
My  ears  attend  the  cry, 

"  Ye  living  men,  come  view  the  ground 
"  Where  you  muft  ihortly  ly. 

2  u  Princes,  this  clay  muft  be  your  bed, 

"  In  fpite  of  all  your  tow'rs  ; 
"  The  tall,  the  wife,  the  rev'rend  head, 

u  Muft  ly  as  low  as  ours." 
3  Great  God  !   is  this  our  certain  doom  ? 

And  are  we  ftill  fecure  ! 

Still  walking  downward  to  our  tomb, 
And  yet  prepare  no  more  ! 

4  Grant  us  the  pow'rs  of  quickening  grace, 
To  fit  our  fouls  to  fly  ; 

Then,  when  we  drop  this  dying  flefh, 

We'll  rife  above  the  fky. 

LXIV.   God  the  glory  and  the  defence  of  Zion. 

*    ¥  T  APPY  the  church,  thou  facred  place, 

JlJL    ̂ Qe  ̂ eat  °f  tay  Creator's  grace, 
Thine  holy  courts  are  his  abode  ; 
Thou  earthly  palace  of  our  God. 

2  Thy  walls  are  ftrength,  and  at  thy  gates 

A  guard  of  heav'nly  warriors  waits ; 
Nor  fhall  thy  deep  foundations  move, 

Fix'd  on  bib  counfels  and  his  love. 

es  in  vain  defigns  engn 

inft  bis  tl  ain  they  rage  ;  - 
O 
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with  angry  r 

That  da  IK  a1  3n  the  fti 

4  Then  let  our  fouls  in  Zion  dwell, 
Nor  fear  the  f  Rome  and  hell : 

His  arms  Embrace  this  happy  g 
Like  brazen  bulwarks  built  aroui 

,5   God  is  our  fhield,  and  God  our  f 
Swift  as  the  fleeting  morm  i 
On  us  he  fheds  new  beams  of  grace, 
.And  we  refleft  his  brighteft  praiie. 

LXV.      The  hopes  of  heaven  cur  fupport  tinder  trials  en earth. 

i   "1[TTHEN  I  can  read  my  title  clear W     To  maniions  in  the  fkks, 

I  bid  farewel  to  ev'ry  fear, 
And  wipe  my  weeping  eyes. 

2  Should  earth  againft  my  foul  engag?, 

And  hellrfh  darts  be  huri'd, 

Then  I  can  fmile  at  Sata?iys  rage, 
And  face  a  frowTning  world. 

3  Let  cares  like  a  wild  deluge  come, 
And  dorms  of  forrow  fail  ; 

May  I  but  fafely  reach  my  home, 

My  God,  my  heav'n,  my  all  : 
•4  There  (hall  I  bathe  my  weary  foul 

In  feas  of  h<  it, 
And  not  a  wave  of  trouble  rol! 

Acrdfs  my  peaceful  breait. 

LXV  I.   A  prof  peel  of  heaven  makes  death  eafy "i 

1  HERE  is  a  land  of  pure  delight, 
Where  faints  immortal  reign  ; 
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[nfinil : 

I  n'.caiiire. 

2  1  i  les,  * 
■I  jw'rs  : 

D<  feaj  divides 

us  heav'nly  land  from  on 

[  3  S  * 

[  green  : 
So  to  the  %  wj  old  (- 

Wh  i  roll'd  betwt 

4  But  tim'rous  mortals  ftarl  ikv 
To  crofs  this  narrow  fi  a, 

And  linger,  (hiv'ring  on  the  brink, 
And  fear  to  launch  < 

5  Oh  !   could  we  make  our  doubts  remove, 
>fe  gloomy  doubts  that  rife, 
c  the  Canaan  that  we  love, 

Wkh  unbeclouded  eyes  ! 

6  Could  we  but  climb  where  Mpfes  flood, 

And  view  the  lahdffeip  o'er, 

Nor  Jordan'.s  dreams,  nor  death's  cold  floods Should 

LXVII.  God 

*■ 
i    AT^\  RE  AT  God  !   hew  infinite  art  thou  ] 

^  ~Jf~    v  •  s  worms 

Xy 

And  p  :  iee. 

2  T  od, 
Ere  feas  or 

i 
Were  all  the  nati 

Q  2 
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3  Nature  and  time  quite  naked  lyv 
To  thine  immenfe  furvey, 

From  the  formation  of  the  iky- 
To  the  great  burning-day. 

4  Eternity,  with  all  its  years, 
Stands  prefent  in  thy  view  ; 

To  thee  there's  nothing  old  appears ; 
Great  God  !  there's  nothing  new. 

5  Our  lives  tb.ro'  various  {cents  are  drawn, 
And  vex'd  with  trifling  cares, 

TV  bile  thine  eternal  thoughts  move  on 

Thine  undifturb'd  affairs, 

6  Great  God  !  how  infinite  art  thou  ! 
it  worthlefs  worms  are  we  ! 

Let  the  whole  race  of  creatures  bow, 
And  pay  their  praife  to  thee. 

LXVIII.   The  humble  tuorjhip  ofheavn* 

i   TTIATHER,  I  long,  I  faint  to  fee 
jH       The  place  of  thine  abode  ; 

I'u  leave  thy  earthly  courts  and  flee 
Up  to  thy  feat,  my  God  ! 

2  Here  I  beheld  thy  ctiflant  face,' 
a  pleakmt  light  ̂  i  ace, 

3  !"•'  i  the  joys  of  fenfe, 
upon  thy  throne. 

Heafure  btfh  for  ever  thence, 

\Jnfpeakable,  unknown. 

.'■  ly  hofls  are  feen, 
In  fhkung  ranks  they  move, 

And  drink  immortal  vigour  in 

Witl  :-  to  c>' 
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5  Th  h  awful  k 

ipk   to   NOI  ill 
tl  All. 

6  There  I  would  vie  with  ail  the  hot, 

Wh  rmNG  I  could  boaft, 
*  Am 

8  Th  kifle  eyes, 
r  I  ihall  ly  j 

v  j  >y  fliuil  rife 
UnmeafuraMy  hi] 

LXIX.   Thtfaithj  God  in  the  promi 

£i   TTJEGIN,  toy  tongviCj  feme  heay'nly  theme 
J|3     An  ;  fpeak  forae  boundlei 

Tue  mighty  >r  mightier  name, 
0  ii  Km  or. o 

2  Tell  of  his  Vv-ond'rous  faithfuln 
An  J  (bund  ••     p  ■vV  abroad,   .     , 
Sing  his  grace, 

God. 

3  P  r o  j  I  ai :  n  fal  u  >  t  ion  fr$Wk  the  Lord 
■•■  wreicht 

"Hi;,  is  wrk  ihc  facred  word b  an  immortal  pen. 

4  Engra>  \l  as  in  et  fs  * 

s  ; 

Nor  can  I 

I) 



[S  } 1  ho'e  worlds  to  death, ;i  he  plea! 

He  fpeaks,  and  that  almighty  breath 
Fulfils  his  great  decrees. 

6  His  very  word  of  grace  is  ftronr; 
^  As  that  which  built  the  fki 

voice  that  rolls  the  ftars  along 
Speaks  all  the  promifes. 

7  He  faid,  2*  i  heaifn  be  Jpreadr 
And  heciv'n  was  ftretch'd  abroad  \ 

4     Abraham,  Til  be  thy  God,  he  fakl, And  he  was  Abrattmh  God. 

Oh,  might  I  hear  thine  heav'nly  tongue 
But  whifper,  Thou  art  mku  .' 

Thofe  gentle  words  ihould  raife  my  fong 
To  notes  almoft  divine. 

9  How  would  my  leaping  heart  rejoice, 
And  think  my  heav'n  fecure  ! 

I  truft  the  Al  [-creating  voice, 
And  faith  deli  res  no  more.] 

LXX.   Gccts  dominion  over  thefia%  Pfai.  cvii.  23* 

3    /f~^l  OD  of  the  feas,  tfiy  thund'ring  voice 
q^jfT  Makes  all  the  roaring  waves  rejoice  ! 

one  foft  word  of  thy  command 
Can  link  them  filent  in  the  land. 

?s  wave  thy  rod, 
divides  and  owns  its  God  ; 

floods  their  Maker  knew, 

his  chofen  armies  through. 

ck;  amidft  the  fea 

To  ihetj  their  Lord,  a  tribute  pay  ; 
.;  mcaneft  fiih  that  fwims  the  flood 

:s  up,  and  means  a  praife  to  God. 



i  li.  SPIR1  I  LFAL  30NGS. 

On  thy  C( 

And 

5  If  God  his  voice  of  temped  rear-, 
,  .  ;.  and  fears  : 

Anon  he  lifts  his  noftrils  high, 
And  fpouts  the  ocean  to  the  iky.] 

6  How  is  thy  glofious  tM 
Amidft  thefe                  itions,  Lord  ! 
Yet  the  bold  men  that  trace  the  feas, 

Bold  men,  refufe  their  Maker's  prai(c\ 

[7  What  fcenes  of  miracles  they  fee, 
And  never  hine  a  long  to  thee  ! 
While  on  the  flood  they  fafely  ride, 
They  curfe  tke  hand  that  fmooths  the  ti< 

8  Anon  they  plunge  in  wat'ry  graves, 
And  fome  drink  death  among  the  waves, 
Yet  the  (undying  crew  blafbheme, 
Nor  own  the  God  that  refcu'd  the* 

D  Oh,  for  fome  fignal  of  thine  hand  ! 
:e  all  the  feas,  Lord,  (hake  the  land 

Great  Judge  ls  lead  men  deny 

That^  there's  a  God  that  rules  the  fky. 

LXXI.   Praife  to  God  from  all  c;\     un 

1  'T^1  HE  glories  of  my  Maker,  God, 
_1.      My  joyful  voice  fhalPiing, 

And  call  the  nations  to  adore 

Their  Former  and  their  King. 

2  'Twas  his  right-hand  that  map  d  our  clay, 
And  wrought  this  human  frame  •, 

From  the  70th  to  the  ro8th  hymn,  \  hope  the  reader  f  i 

giTC  the  neglect  of  I  third  lines  of  the  fta&z 
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But  from  his  own  immediate  breath 
Our  nobler  fpirits  came. 

3  We  bring  our  mortal  pow'rs  to  God, 
And  woifhip  with  bur  tr, 

We  claim  fonie  kindred  vvkh  the  fkies, 

And  join  th'  angelic  fongs. 

4  Let  grov'iing  hearts  of  ev'ry  fhape, 
And  fowls  cf  ev'ry  wing, 

And  rocks,  and  trees,  and  fires,  and  feas, 
Their  various  tribute  bring. 

5  Ye  planets,  to  his  honour  fhine, 
And  wheels  of  nature  roll, 

Praife  him.  in  your  unweary'd  courfe 
Around  the  fteady  pole. 

6  The  brightnefs  of  our  Maker's  name 
The  wide  creation  fills, 

And  his  unbounded  grandeur  flies 

Beyond  the  heav'niy  hills. 

LXXII.  The  Lord's  day  :  Or,  the  refur reel Hon  cfChriCx. 

LESS'D  morning,  whofe  young  dawning  rays 
Beheld  our  riling  God  ; 

That  faw  him  triumph  o'er  the  duft, And  leave  his  dark  abode. 

In  the  cold  prifon  of  a  tomb 
The  dead  Redeemer  lay, 

'Till  the  revolving  Ikies  had  brought 
The  third,  th'  appointed  day. 

Hell  and  the  grave  unite  their  force 
To  hold  our  God  in  vain  ; 

The  fleeping  Conqueror  arofe, 
And  burft  their  feeble  chain. . 
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4  To  thy  great  name,  a]  ord, 

And  loud  Hefannns  (Kail  proclaim 

[5  Si  h  cl  immort  tl  pi 
...  v      . 

Let  hea^n,  and  earth,  and  rocks,  and  fi 

With  glad  Ifofantjas  ring.*] 

:   Or,   ̂ 1 

1  TT'ENCE  from  my  foul,  fad  thoughts,  be  gone, 
JLJL    And  lea\c  me  to  my  joys  ; 
My  tonj  triumph  in  my  God, 

And  make  a  joyful  noi 

2  Darknefs  and  doubts  had  veil'd  my  mind, 
And  drown'd  my  head  in  t 

'Till  :ov  ;  1  (h thing  rays, 
Difpell'd  my  gloomy  fears. 

3  Ob.  what  immortal  joys  I  felt, 
Aid  raptures  all  divine, 

When  Jtfus  t<  his, 
And  my  beloved  mine  ! 

4  In  i   nly  . 
-    And                                     vain  5 

tff     :  face, 

T 

E     .  we  owe, 
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2  To  v  hat  a  ftubborn  frame 

Has  fin  reduc'd  cur  mind  ! 
What  ftrange  rebellious  wretches  we, 

And  God  as  itrangely  kind  ! 

[3  On  us  he  bids  the  fun 
Shed  his  reviving  rays  ; 

For  us  the  ikies  the  circles  run, 
To  lengthen  out  our  days. 

4  The  brutes. obey  their  God, 
And  bow  their  necks  to  men  ; 

But  we,  more  bafe,  more  brutiih  things, 
Reject  his  eafy  reign.] 

•     5  Turn,  turn  us,  mighty  God, 
And  mould  our  fouls  afrefh ; 

Break,  fov'reign  grace,  thefe  hearts  of  ftone, 
And  give  us  hearts  of  flefh. 

6  Let  old  ingratitude 
Provoke  our  weeping  eves, 

And  hourly,  as  new  mercies  fall, 
Let  hourly  thanks  arife. 

LXXV.  Spiritual  and  eternal  joy  :  Gr,  The  beatific  vi- 

.  Jion  s/'Chrift. • 

1  "FJ^ROM  thee,  my  God,  my  joys  fhall  rife, r        And  run  eternal  rounds, 

Beyond  the  limits  of  the  ikies, 
And  all  created  bounds. 

2  The  holy  triumphs  of  my  foul 
U  death  itfelf  out-hrave, 

Leave  dull  mortality  behind, 
And  fly  beyond  the  grave. 

3  There  whei  s  reigns 

In  heav'ns  unu.eaiur'd  fpace, 
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I'll  fpend  a  I  nity 
n  praife. 

of  years  my  wOnd'rii 

c, 

glories  of  thy  1 

[5  Sweet  y*fuSy  every  fmile  of  thine 
Shall  frefh  endearments  bri: 

And  thoufan  ichl ringi 

6  Hade,  my  beloved,  fetch  my  ibul 

Up  to  thy  bleis'd  abode  ; 
Fly,  for  my  fpirit  longs  to  lee 

My  Saviour  and  my  God.] 

LXXVI.  Tht  refurrtam  attd  afcenfttn  tfCMSt. 

1  TJOSANNA  to  the  Prince  of  light, 
-*  ■*   That  cloath'd  himfdfin  cl 

Enter'd  the  iron  gate?  of  death,- 
And  tore  the  bars  away.  .     , 

2  Death  is  no  more  the  king  of  dread 
ce  our  hnmanml  rofe  ; 

He  took  the  I  way, 

And'  fpoil'd  our  heii;.. 
ror  mounts  aloft. 

An 

With  fcars  of  h<  is  ffeflx, 

4  yhera  ns, 
An  >!i; 
Our  feat 
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[5  Raife  your  devotion,  mortal  tongues, 
To  reach  his  bkfsM  abc 

Sweet  be  the  accents  of  your  fongs 
To  our  incarnate  God. 

6  Bright  angels,  ftrijee  your  loudeft  firings, 
Your  fweetcft  voices  raife  ; 

Let  heav'n,  and  all  created  things, 
Sound  our  ImirlqnueFs  praife.  j 

LXXVIL  The  Ckr'ifiian  warfare. 

1  QTAND  up,  my  foul,  (hake  off  thy  fears, 
^3    ̂ n&  g'r^  &e  gofpel  armour  on  ; 
March  to  the  gates  of  endleis  joy, 

Where  thy  great  Captain  Saviour's  gone. 

2  Hell  and  thy  fins  refift  thy  courfe, 
But  hell  and  fin  are  vanquihYd  foes ; 

Thy  Jefus  naiPd  them  to  the  crofs, 
And  fung  the  triumph  when./he  rofe. 

[3  What  though  the  prince  of  darknefs  rage^ 
And  vvafte  the  fury  of  his  fpite  ? 
Eternal  chains  confine  him  down 

To  fiery  deeps,  and  endlefs  night. 

4  What  tho*  thine  inward  lufls  rebel  ? 
'Tis  but  a  firuggling  gafp  for  life.; 
The  weapons  of  victorious  grace 
Shall  flay  thy  fins  and  end  the  ftrife.] 

5  Ti: en  let  my  foul  march  boldly  on, 
Prefs  forward  to  the  heavnly  gate, 
There  peac^  and  joy  eternal  reign, 

And  glittering  robes  for  conqu'rors  wait. 
6  There  mall  I  wear  a  ftarry  crown, 

And  triumph  in  almighty  grace, 
1 
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While  all  th  •  (kies, 
Join  in  my  gl 

LXXVIII.  Redemption  by  Chrift. 

1  ITTH^N  the  ficft  parents  of  our  ra 

W     Rcbell'd,  and  loft  their  God, And  the  in:  ctV  i  of  their  i\n 
Had  tainted  all  our  blood  : 

2  Infinite  pity  toilch'd  the  heart 
Ut  the  eternal  Son, 

Defcending  from  t  ie  htav'nly  court,  t 
He  left  his  Father's  throne. 

3  jyide  the  Prince  of  glory  threw 
His  mod  divine  array, 

And  wrapp'd  his  Godhead  in  a  veil 
Of  our  inferior  clay. 

4  His  living  powV,  and  dying  love, 
Re  leemd  unhappy  men, 

Ana  rais'd  the  rains  of  our  race 
To  life  and  God  apai  u 

5  To  thee,  dear  Lord,  our  flefh  and  foul 

Wt  joyfully  refign  -, 
BleiVd  JtfuSy  take  us    or  thy  own, 

For  .we  arc  doubly  thine. 

6  Thine  honour  (hall  for  ever  be 
The  bufinefs  of  our  d 

For  ever  ihall  our  thankful 

Speak  thy  delerved  praifa 

LXXIX.      Praifc  to  ;  Mr. 

I   "QLUNG'D  in  a  gulf  of  dark  d We  wretched  fifftiers  lay, 
Without  one  cheerfbl  b  ..ope,. 

Or  fpark  of  glimmVing  day. 
R 
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2  With  pity'--  of  grace Beheld  01 

He  fawj  and  (O  a^iazmg  iove  !) 
ran  to  our  relief. 

^3   Down  fr^m  rhe  (hiding  feats  above 
With  joyful  hafte  he  fled, 

Enter'd  the  grave  in  mortal  flefh, 
And  dwelt  among  t{ie  dead. 

4  He  fpoil'd  the  pow'rs  of  darknefs  thus, 
A).  I  ir  iron  chains  ; 

JeJ  s  has  ireed     ar  captive  fouls 
From  everlafting  pains. 

[5  In  vain  the  baffled  prince  of  hell 
curfed  projects  tries  ; 

were  doom'd  his  endiefs  flaves, 
rais'u  above  the  ikies,  j 

^6  Oh  !  for  this. love,  let  rocks  and  hills 
Their  lafting  iilence  break, 

And  all  h  irmonious  human  tongues 
The  Saviour^  praifes  fpeak. .   .  . 

.£7  Yes,  we  will  praife  thee,  deareft  Lord, 
Our  fouls  are  all  on  flame  : 

Hofanna  round  the  fpacious  earth 
To  thine  adored  name. 

8  Angels,  affift  our  mighty  joys, 
Strike  all  your  harps  of  gold ; 

But  when  you  raife  your  highefb  notes, 

His  love  can  ne'er  be  told.  J 

LXXX.  God's  awful  power  and  gcodnefs. 

1    /^\H  !  the  almighty  Lord  ! 
V^/  How  matchlefs  is  his  pow'r  ! 

Tremble,  O  earth,  beneath  his  word, 

While  all  the  Iieav'ns  adore. 
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2  Let  proud  imperious  k 
Bow  low  before  his  throne  ! 

Crouch  to  his  feet,  ye  baughty  thi 
Or  he  (hall  tread  you  down. 

3  Above  the  ikies  he  reigns, 
.And  with  amazing  blj 

He  deals  infuffemble  pains 
On  his  rebellious  foes. 

4  Yet .  everlafting  God, 
We  Lac  to  fpeak  thy  praife  ; 

Thy  (ceptre's  equal  to  thy  rod, 
The  fceprre  of  thy  grace. 

5  The  arms  of  mighty  love, 
Defend  our  Sion  well, 

And  heav'nly  mercy  walls  us  round From  Babylon  and  hell. 

6  Salvation  to  the  King      *■         % 
That  iits  enthron'd  above  : 

Thus  we  adore  the  God  of  might, 
And  bltfs  the  God  of  love. 

LXXXI.    Our/n  ihe  caufi  of  ChriiVs  rl 
I 

AND  now  the  fcal<  left  mine  eye;, 

1 3ne  ! 
What  n  be  ! 

ily  limbs 

With  I1 

w  it  for  cr  .one, My 
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When  juitice  feiz'd  God's  only  Sopj 
i  put  his  foal  to  pain  ? 

4  Forgive,  my  guilt,  O  Prince  of  peace, 
Til  wound  my  God  no  mere  : 

Hence  from  my  heart,  ye  fins,  be  gone, 
Fcr  Jtfus  I  adore. 

5  Furnifh  me,  Lord,  with  heav'nly  arms 
From  graced  magazine, 

And  I'll  proclaim  eternal  war 
With  ev'ry  darling  fin. 

LXXXII.   Redemption  and  protection  from  fpirituc I 
enemies. 

i       A    RISE,  my  foul,  my  joyful  powers, 
^£j^_   And  triumph  in  my  God  : 
Awake,  my  voice,  and  loud  proclaim 

His  glorious  grace  abroad. 

2  He  rais'd  me  from  the  deeps  of  fin, 
The  gates  of  gaping  hell, 

And  fix'd  my  funding  more  fecure 
Than  'twas  before  I  fell. 

3  The  arms  cf  everlafting  love 

Beneath  my  foul  he  plac'd, 
And  on  the  Rock  of  Ages  fet 

My  flippVy  footfteps  faft. 

4  The  city  of  my  blefs'd  abode 
Is  wali'd  around  with  grace  ; 

Salvation  for  a  bulwark  Itands 

To  fhield  the  facred  place. 

5  Satan  may  vent  his  fharpeft  fpite, 
And  ail  his  legions  roar  ; 

Almighty  mercy  guards  my  life, 

And  bounds  his  raging  pow'r. 



I). 

i 

i   nrin;; 
■ 

- 

And3 

He 

4  A  ]xj; 

A : 

5  Live,  glorious  Le  on 
Let  evVy  nation  fing, 

An.*  '  jjy, 
The  S-v.  b        .  -. 

\^j(   Y<   \\  nobieft  i  ufic  bring] 
Tis  Chrtft  tKc  i  verlaftmg  God, 

And  Qbrtft  the  Man,  we  fing. 
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i  Tell  how  he  took  our  fleih, 

To  take  away  our  guil 

Sing  'he  dear  drops  of  facred  bloody 
That  hellifh  monftera  fj 

[3    Alas  !  the  cruel  fpear 
Went  Jeep  into  his  fide, 

And  the  rich  Hood  of  purple  gore 

Their  murd'reus  weapons  dv*d. 

[4  The  waves  q£  fwelling  grief 

Did  o'er  his  bofofn  roll, 
And  mountains  of  almighty  wrath. 

Lay  heavy  on  his  foul.] 

5  Down  to  the  rhades  of  death 

He  bow'd  his  awful  head  *, 
Yet  he  arofe  to  live  and  reign 

When  death  itfelf  is  dead. 

6  No  more  the  bloody  fptar, 
The  crois  and  nails  no  more  ;. 

For  hell  itfelf  ihakes  at  his  name, 
And  all  the  heayns  adore. 

7  There  the  Redeemer  fits, 

High  on  the  Father's  throne  ; 
The  Father  lays  his  vengeance  by, 

And  fmiles  upon  his  Son. 

8  There  his  full  glories  Jhine 
With  uncreated  rays, 

And  blefs  his  iaints  and  angels  eyes 
To  everlafting  days. 

LXXXV.   Stiffiaenry  of  pardon. 

i  "^I^T^^  ̂ °es  }°ur  ̂ ;ce>  }e  ̂lum^e  &uk* y  y      Hicfe  mournful  colours  wear  ? 
V,  hat  doubts  are  thefe  that  wafte  your  faith, 

And  nourish  your  defpair? 
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I  What  though  your  numerous  fins  exec.  . 
I  fill  the  : 

And,  aiming  at  th1  eternal  throne, L:r  i  mount.. 

j  What  tho'  your  mighty  guilt  beyond. 
e  wide  creation  (w< 

And  has  its  cursV  Lai  1 
Lc  I  ? 

4  »S_  tn  floors 

Of  never-failing  grace  *, •;r*s  veins. 

The  facred  flood  incre.. 

5  It  rifes  high,  and  drowns  the  hills, 
T  has  neither  fhore  nor  bound  : 

Now,  if  we  (earch  to  find  our  finsj 

Our  fins  can  ne'er  be  found. 

•5  Awake,  our  '  the  grace 
at  buries  all  our  faults, 

And  pard'ning  blood,  that  fwells  abc 

Our  follies,  and" our  thoughts. 

LXXXVI    Freed 

1  /^AUR  ilns,  alas  !   how  ftrong  they  be  ! 
V^/    And,  like  a  violent  lea, 
They  break  our  duty,  Lord,  to  thee, 

.And  hurry  us  away. 

2  The  waves  of  trouble,  how  they  rile  ! 
How  loud  the  ternpefts  Jt) 

But  death  fhali  land  c  nr  weary  fouls 

Safe  on  the  heav'nljr  lhore. 

3  There,  to  fulfil  his  fweet  commands. 
Our  fpeetfy  feet  thall  move  ; 

No  fin  (hall  clog  our  winged  zeal, 
Or  tool  our  burning  love. 
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fit  and  Zing,  and  tc 

The  wo:  hfe  grace, 
1 .;  :cs  fire  or. 

And  fmile  fn  -e\V 

5  For 
Shall  dwell  upon  our  ton] 

And  JcJuS)  and  felvai 
The  clofe  of  cvVy  I 

LX XXVII.  *77r  c 

i    TJOW  woud'rous  great,  how  glorious  bright, JlJL   Muft  our  Creator  be, 

Who  dwells  amidft  the  dazzling  ligl 
Of  vaft  infinity ! 

a  Our  foaring  fpirits  upward  rife 
Tewrd  thy  celedial  throne  ; 

Fain  would  we  fee  the  bleiled  Thr^e, 

And  the-  almighty  One. 

3  Our  reafon  ftr etches  all  its  wings, 
And  climbs  above  the  fkies  ; 

But  ffill  how  far  beneath  thy  feet 

Oui  qi  reafon-  lies  ! 

[4  Lord,  here  we  bend  our  Jhuolble  fouls) 
And  awfully  adore  :  # 

For  the  weak  pinions  of  cur  mind 
Can  ftretch  a  thought  no  more.] 

^  Thy  glories  infinitely  rife 

Above  cur  iab'ring  tongue  ; 
In  vain  the  higheft  feraph  tries 

To  form  an  equal  fong. 

[6  In  humble  notes  cur  faith  adores 
The  great  myfterious  King, 

While  angels  drain  their  nobler  pow'rs^ 
And  fweep  th'  immortal  ftring.] 
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LXXXVIII.   Salvation. 

i    O  Alvation  !   Oh,  the  joyful  found  ; 

(^   '  Tis  pleafure  to  our  ears  •, 
A  fovYeign  balm  for  ev'ry  wound, And  cordial  for  our  fears. 

2  Bury'd  in  forrow  and  in  fir, 
At  hell's  dark  door  we  lay  -r 

But  we  arifc,  by  grace  divine, 

To  fee  a  heav'nly  day. 

3  Salvation  !   let  the  echo  fly 
The  fpacious  earth  around, 

White  all  the  armies  of  the  iky 

Confpire  to  raife  the  found. 

LXXXIX.  ChriftV  viclory  ever  Satan, 

1  TlOfamui  to  our  conqu'ring  King  ! 
*  *-  The  prince  of  darknefs  flies, 
His  troops  rufh  headlong  down  to  hell, 

Like  lightning,  from  the  Ikies. 

2  There,  bound  in  chain?,  the  lions  roar, 

And  fright  the  refcu'd  lheep  }    . 
But  heavy  bars  confine  their  powV 

And  malice  to  the  deep, 

3*  Hofanna  to  our  conquering  King) 
All  hail,  incarnate  love  ! 

Ten  thoufand  fongs  and  glories  wait 
To  crown  thy  head  above. 

4  Thy  vicYries  and  thy  deathlefs  fame 
Through  the  wide  world  fliall  run, 

And  everlafting  ages  fing 
The  triumphs  thou  haft  wqw 
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XC.  Faith  in  Chrift  for  pardon  and  fanBtficat'iotu 

i   TT 0W  fad  our  ftate  by  nature  is  ! 
JTjL   Our  fin  how  deep  it  ftains  ! 
And  Satan  binds  our  captive  minds 

Faft  in  his  flarifh  chains. 

2  But  there's  a  voice  of  fov'reign  grace 
Sounds  from  tbe  facred  word  ; 

Ho  !  ye  defpairingfmnerSy  come. 
And  irujl  upon  the  Lord. 

3  My  foul  obeys  th'  almighty  call, 
And  runs  to  this  relief-, 

I  would  believe  thy  prcmife,  Lord  ; 
Oh  !  help  my  unbelief. 

[4  To  the  dear  fountain  of  thy  blood, 
Incarnate  God,  I  fly; 

Here  let  me  wafh  my  fpotted  foul 
From  crimes  of  deepeit  dye. 

5  Stretch  out  thine  arm.  victorious  King, 
My  reigning  /ins  fubdue; 

Drive  the  old  Dragon  from  his  feat, 
With  ail  his  hellifli  crew.] 

6  A  guilty,  weak,  and  belplefs  worm, 
On  thy  kind  arms  I  fall: 

Be  thou  my  flrength  and  rightcoulhefs, 

My  Jefusy  and  my  All. 

XQI»  The  glory  of  Chrift  in  heave?;. 

I    /^\H,  the  delights,  the  heav'nly  joys, 
V.^/  The  glories  of  the  place, 

Where  Jefus  iheds  the  brighieft  be- 
Of  his  o'erflowing.  grace  ! 
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2  Sweet  nYajefty,  and  awful  Ipve, 
Sit  fmlling  on  his  brow, 

And  all  the  glorious  ranks  above 
At  humble  diftance  bow. 

[  3  Princes  to  his  imperial  name 

bright  fceptres  down  •, 
Dominions,  thrones,  and  pow'rs  rejoice, 

To  lee  him  wear  the  crown. 

rchangels  found  his  lofty  pr. 

?  ev'ry  heav'nty  ft] 
And  lay  their  higheft  honours  down 

Submrffive  at  his  feet. 

5  Thofe  foft,  thofe  blefled  feet  of  his, 
That  once  rude  iron  tore, 

■  High  on  a  throne  cf  light  they  ftand, 
And  all  the  faints  adore. 

6  His  head,  the  dear  majeftic  head, 
That  cruel  thorns  did  wound, 

See  what  immortal  glories  fhine,    * 
And  circle  it  around  !] 

his  is  the  man,  th'  exalted  mad} 
om  we,  unfeen,  adore  *, 

But  when  our  eyes  behold  his  i 
Our  hearts  fhail  love  him  more. 

[8  Lord,  how  our  fouls  are  all  on  lire 

To  fee  thy  blefs'd  abo. 
Our  tongues  rejoice  in  tunes  of  praife 

To  our  incarnate  God  !  * 

9  And  while  our  faith  enjoys  this  fight 
We  long  to  leave  our  clay  : 

And  tvifh  thy  fiery  chariots,  Lord, 
To  fetch  our  fouls  away. 3 
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XCII.   The  church  faved>   and  hey  enemies  dlfappointed. 
m  0 

Compofed  the  $tb  of  November,  1694. 

i    O  HOUT  to  the  Lord,  and  let  our  joys 
|^   Through  the  whole  nation  run  ; 
Yc  Briti/Jj  ikies,  refound  the  noife 

Beyond  the  rifing  fun. 

1  Thee,  mighty  God,  our  fouls  admire, 
Thee  our  glad  voices  fing, 

And  join  with  the  celeftial  choir, 
To  praife  th  eternal  King 

3  Thy  powV  the  whole  creation  rules, 
And  on  the  ftarry  ikies, 

Sits  fmiling  at  the  weak  deiigns 
Thine  envious  foes  devife. 

4  Tay  fcorn  derides  their  feeble  rage, 
And,  with  an  awful  frown, 

Fiings  vaft  cpnfuiion  on  their  plots, 
And  flnkes  their  Babel  down. 

[5  Their  fecret  fires  in  caverns  lay, 
And  we  the  facrifice  : 

But  gloomy  caverns  Strove  in  vain 

To  'fcape  all-fearching  eyes. 

6  Their  dark  defigns  were  all  reveaPd, 

Their  treifons  all  betray'd  : 
Praife  to  the  Lord,  that  broke  the  fnare 

Their  curfed  hands  had  laid.] 

7  In  vain  the  bufy  fons  of  hell 
Still  new  rebellions  try, 

Their  fouls  fn all  pine*  with  envious  rage, A  ad  vex  away,  and  die. 

8  Almighty  grace  defends  our  land 

From  their  malicious  pow'r  : 2 
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Let  Britain,  with  united  fo] 

Almighty  grace  adore. 

XCIII.    God  all,  and  in  ally  Pial.   lxxiii.    2^. 

1  IV  >T  Qy llOVe| 
LVJ.    ̂ °  tQee,  t0  t[l(-e  1  call  9 

I  cannot  live,  if  thou  remove, 
For  thou  art  all  in  all. 

[2  Thy  (Inning  grace  can  cl 
This  dungeon  where  I  iwell: 

Tis  pir.id  fe  when  thou  art  here; 

if  thou  depart,  'tis  hell. 

3  The  {railings  of  thy  face, 
How  amiable  they  are  ! 

'Tis  heav'n  to  reft  in  thine  embrace, 
And  no  where  elfe  but  there.] 

4  To  thee,  and  thee  alone, 

The  angels  owe  their  biifs  *, 
They  fit  around  thy  gracious  throne, 

And  dwell  v/uere  Jtfus  is. 

5  Not  all  the  harps  above 
Can  make  a  heav  nly  place, 

If  God  his  residence  remove, 
Or  but  conceal  his  face.] 

6  Nor  earth,  nor  all  the  iky, 
Can  one  delight  afford  ; 

No,  not  one  drop  of  real  joy, 
Without  thy  prefence,  Lord. 

7  Thou  art  the  lea  of  love, 

Where  all  my  pleafures  roll  ; 
The  circle  where  my  pailions  move, 

And  centre  of  my  ioul. 

^8    !  nay  fpirit ,  fly 
Wjtii  Infinite  denre  : 

S 
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And  yet,  how  far  from  thee  I  ly  ! 
Dear  Jtfi/Sf  raife  me  higher.] 

XCIV.   God  ?ny  only  happimfs>  Pfal.  lxxiii.   25. 

I   T^  JfY  Gcd,  my  portion,  and  my  love, 
JlVX    My  everlafting  All, 

I've  none  but  thee  in  heav'n  above, 
Or  on  this  earthly  bail. 

ri  What  empty  things  are  all  the  Ikies, 
And  this  inferior  clod  ! 

There's  nothing  here  deferves  my  joys, 
There's  nothing  like  my  God.] 

[3  In  vain  the  bright,  the  burning  fun 
Scatters  his  feeble  light  : 

'Tis  thy  fweet  beams  create  my  noon ; 

If  thou  withdraw,  'tis  night. 
4  And  whilft  upon  my  reftlefs  bed 

Among  the  fhades  I  roll, 
If  my  Redeemer  fhews  his  head, 

'Tis  morning  with  my  foul.] 

r  To  thee  we  owe  our  wealth  and  friends, 
And  health,  and  fafe  abode  : 

Thanks  to  thy  name  for  meaner  things. 
But  they  are  not  my  God. 

6  How  vain  a  toy  is  glitt'ring  wealth, 
If  once  compar'd  to  thee  ! 

Or  what's  my  fafety,  or  my  health. 
Or  all  my  friends  to  me  ? 

7  Were  I  pofieflbr  of  the  earth, 

And  call'd  the  ftars  my  own  ; 
Without  thy  graces,  and  thy  felf, 

I  were  a  wretch  undone. 

3  Let  others  ftretch  their  arms  like  feas, 

And  grafp  in  all  the  fhore, 
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Grant  me  the  viiits  of  thy  Lee, 
And  I  deiire  no  more. 

XCV.   hock  m  him  ivhzm  they  pitrad (sad  /'/;.'. 

1  TNFINITE  grief!  amazing  woe  ! 
Behold  my  bleeding  Lord  : 

Hell  and  the  Jews  ronlpir'd  his  deatbj 
And  us'd  the  Roman  fword. 

2  Oh.  the  fharp  pangs  of  (malting  pain 
My  dear  Redeemer  b 

When  knotty  whips,  and  ragged  thorns. 
His  facred  body  tore. 

3  But  knotty  whips,  and  ragged  thorns, 
In  vain  do  I  accufe  ; 

In  vain  I  blame  the  Romr.n  bands, 

And  the  more  fpiteful  Jews. 

4  'Twere  you,  my  fins,  my  cruel  fins, 
His  chief  tormentors  were  ; 

Each  of  my  crimes  became  a  nail, 
And  unbelief  the  (pear. 

5  'Twere  you  that  putt'd  the  veng'ance  down, 

U"pon  his  guiltleis  head  *, 
Break,  break,  my  heart,  oh,  bur  it  mine  eyes,. 

And  let  my  fcrrows  bbeJ. 

6fc  Strike,  mighty  grace,  my  flinty  foul, 

1  Fill  melting  waters  rlow, 
And  deep  repentance  drown  mine  eyes 

In  undifiembled  woe. 

XCVI.     Dijlinguijhir.  Angels  punyhed,  and 
wanftived. 

1    TT^VOWN  headlong  from  the  native  £kies 
\j  The  rebel  angels  fell, 

S  2 
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And  tfiunder-bolts  of  flaming  wrath 
PunVd  them  deep  to  hell. 

2  Down  from  the  top  of  earthly  blifs 
Rebellious  man  was  hurFd  •, 

And  Jefus  ftoop'd  beneath  the  grave, 
To    each  a  linking  world. 

3  Oh  love  of  infinite  decrees  ! 
Unmeafurable  grace  ! 

Mult  heav'n's  eternal  Darling  die, 
To  fave  a  trait'reus  race  ? 

4  Muft  angels  fink  for  ever  down, 
And  burn  in  quenchlefs  fire, 

While  God  forfakes  his  ihining  throne, 
To  raife  us  wretches  higher  ? 

5  Oh,  for  his  love,  let  earth  and  ikies 
With  Halklujas  ring, 

And  the  full  choir  of  human  tongues  . 
All  Hallelujjs  iing. 

XCVII.   The  fame. 

i   in^ROM  heav'n  the  finning  angels  fell, 
Jj^      And  wrath  and  darknefs  chaired  them  downs 
But  man,  vile  man,  forfook  his  blifs, 

And  mercy  lifts  him  to  a  crown. 

2  Amazing  work  of  fovYeign  grace, 
That  could  diftinguifh  rebels  fo  ! 

Our  guilty  freafons  call'd  aloud 
For  cverlafting  fetters  too. 

j  To  thee,  to  thee,  almighty  love, 
Our  fouls,  ourfelves,  our  all  we  pay ; 
Million^  of  tongues  fhall  iound  thy  pn. 

On  the  bright  hills  of  heav'nly  day. 
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XCVIIT.  //,, 

"Y  heart,  how  dreadful  hard  B 
How  heavy  here  it  lies  j 

Heavy  and  cold  within  my  breaft, 
Juft  like  a  rock  of  ice  ! 

2  Sin,  like  a  raging  tyrant  fits 
Upon  this  liinty  throne, 

And  cv'ry  grace  lies  bury'd  deep Beneath  this  heart  of  ftone. 

3  How  feldom  do  I  rife  to  God, 
Or  tafte  the  joys  above  ! 

This  mountain  prefles  down  my  fail. 
And  chills  my  flaming  love. 

4  When  fmiling  mercy  courts  my  foul 

With  all  its  heav'nly  charms, 
This  ftubborn,  this  relentlefs  thing. 

Would  thru  it  it  from  my  arms. 

5  Again  ft  the  thunders  of  thy  word 
Rebellious  I  have  flood  ; 

My  heart,  it  makes  hot  at  the  wrath  - 
And  terrors  of  a  God. 

6  Dear  Saviour,  fteep  this  rock  of  mine 
In  thine  own  crimfon  fea  ' 

^None  but  a  bath  of  blood  divine 
Can  melt  a  flint  away. 

XC1X.  The  book  of  Gael's  ihrrees. 

ET  the  whole  race  of  creatures  Iy 
Abas' d  before  their  God  : 

V\  iia'e'er  his  fov'rcign  voice  has  form 'J, 
He  governs  with  a  nod. 

S3 L 
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[2  Ten  thoufand  ages  ere  the  ikies 
Were  into  motion  brought  : 

All  the  long  years  and  u  >rlds  to  come 
Stood  prefent  to  his  thought. 

3  There's  not  a  fparrow,  or  a  worm, 
Bin's  found  in  his  decrees  ; 

He  raifes  monarchs  to  their  throne, 
And  finks  them  as  he  pleafe.] 

4  If  light  attends  the  courfe  I  run, 

'Tis  he  provides  thole  rays  ; 
And  'tis  his  hand  that  hides  my  fun, 

If  darkneis  clouds  my  days. 

5  Yet  I  would  not  be  much  concern'd, 
Nor  vainly  long  to  fee 

The  volumes  of  his  deep  decrees, 
.What  months  are  writ  for  me. 

6  When  he  reveals  the  book  of  life, 

Oh,  m:y  I  read  my  name 
Amongft  the  chofen  of  his  love, 

The  followers  of  the  Lamb  ! 

C.   The  prefence  of  Chrift  is  the  life  of  my  foul, 

j    T  TOW  full  of  anguifh  is  the  thought, 
How  it  diftracfc  and  tears  my  heart, 

If  God  at  laft,  my  fov'reign  Judge, 
Should  frown,  and  bid  my  foul  Depart  ! 

a  Lord  when  I  quit  this  earthly  ftage, 
Where  fhall  I  fly  but  to  thy  breait  ? 
For  I  have  fought  no  other  ho. ne> 

For  I  have  leara'd  no  other  reft. 

3  I  ca  not  live  contented  here, 
Without  ibme  glimpfes  of  thy  face } 
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And  heav'n,  witho  ice  there, 
Will  be  a  dux):  ai  I  e  place. 

4  When  i  arthly  cares  cngrofs  the  dayi 
I  hold  my  thoughts  afide  from  thee, 

The  ihining  hours  of  cheerful  light 
Are  long  and  tedious  years  to  i 

5  And  if  no  cv'ning  vifit's  paid 
Between  my  Saviour  and  my  foul, 
How  dull  the  night  !  how  fad  th<    ihade  ! 
How  mournfully  the  minutes  roll  ! 

6  This  flelh  of  mine  might  learn  as  foon 
To  i:ve,  yet  part  with  ail  my  blood  ; 

rro  breathe,  when  vi^al  ;iir  is  gone, 
Or  thrive  and  grow  without  my  food. 

[yChrj/?  is  my  light,  my  life,  my  care, 
My  blcfTed  hope,  my  heavenly  prize  ; 
Dearer  than  all  my  paffions  are, 
My  limbs,  my  bowels,  or  my  eyes. 

8  The  firings  that  twine  about  my  heart, 
Tortures  and  racks  may  tear  them  off; 

.     But  they  can  never,  never  -art 

With  their  dear  hold  of  Chrijl  my  love." 
[9  My  God  !  and  can  a  humble  child, 

1 1  litre  with  a  flame  fo  high, 

If  ever  I  om  thy  face  exii'd, 

*  Without  the  pity  of  thine  eye  ? 
jo  Impofhble  !  For  thine  own  hands 

Ra\  rt  fo  fail:  t*o  thee, 
And  in  thy  book:  the  promife  ftands, 

'I  hat  where  thou  art,  thy  friends  muft  be.  ] 

■\y 

CI.   The  w6rU?4  tbi  lions* 

HEN  m  tiie  iiyht  ol  ivine 
We  look  on  Uungs  belQWj 
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Honour  and  gold,  and  fenfual  joy3 

How  vain  and  dang'rous  too  ! 

[2  Honour's  a  puff  of  noify  breathy 
Yet  men  expofe  their  blood, 

And  venture  everlafting  death, 
To  gain  that  airy  good. 

3  Whilft  others  ftarve  the  nobler  mind*  „ 
And  hed  on  fliining  duft,    . 

They  rob  the  ferpent  of  his  food, 

T'  indulge  a  fordid  luft.] 

4  The  pleafures  that  allure  our  fevfe 

Are  dang'rous  fnares  to  fouls  ; 
They're  but  a  drop  of  ftatt'ring  Iweety 

And  daih'd  with  bitter  bowls. 

5  God  is  mine  all-fufficient  good, 
My  portion  and  my  choice, 

In  him  my  vaft  defires  are  filPd, . 

And  all  my  pow'rs  rejoice. 

6  In  vain  the  world  accofts.  my  ear5 

And  tempts  my  he'art  anew  ; 
I  cannot  buy  your  blifs  fo  dear, 

Nor  part  with  heav'n  for  you. 

CII.     A  happy  refurreBiofn 

2   TWT'Oj  I'll  repine  at  death  no  more, 
JL^    But,  with  a  cheerful  gafp  refign 
To  the  cold  dungeon  of  the  grave 

Thefe  dying,  with'ring  limbs  of  mine. 

2  Let  worms  devour  my  wafting  flefh5 
And  crumble  all  my  bones  to  duft, 
My  God  ihalt  raife  my  frame  anew 
At  the  revival  of  the  juft, 

3  Break>  facred  morning,  through  the  ikies, 
Bring  that  delightful,  dreadful  day, 
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Cut  ihort  the  iiours,  dear  Lord,  and  come  : 

Thy  lingering  wh  cis  how  Long  they  ft 

[4  Our  weary  fpirits  fainf  to  fee 
The  light  of  thy  returning  face, 

tguage  of  thole  lips 
W  .:ere  God  has  ihed  his  richeil  grace*] 

upon  the  wings  of  love, 
Roufe  all  the  pious  deeping  cl.  ;  , 

t  we  may  join  in  heavrdy  joys, 
And  fing  the  triumph  of  the  day.] 

Oil   Chrift'V  cornmiffion%  John  iii.  16,  17. 

1  A^lOME,  happy  fouls,  approach  your  God 
\^JL    With  new  melodious  longs  j 
Come,  render  to  almighty  grace 

The  tributes  of  your  tongues. 

2  So  ftrange,  fo  bound  lefs  was  the  love 
That  pityM  dying  men, 

The  Father  fent  his  equal  Son 

To  give  them  life  *again. 

3  Thy  hands,  dear  Jefus%  were  not  anrfd 
With  a  revenging  rod, 

No  hard  conimulio.i  to  perform 
The  vengeance  of  a  U 

4  But  all  \  rcy,  all  was  mild, 
And  wrath  foribok  the  thr 

When  Ci  iji  0     th  i  k  id  errand  came, 
And  brought  falvation  dowti 

5  Here,  finners,  vo:  nray  hea1  your  wounds, ".  s  dr\   ; 
•.me. 

And  you  ihall  never  die. 
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6  See,  deareft  Lord,  our  willing  fouls. 

Accept  thine  cffer'd  grace  ; 
We  biels  the  great  Redeemer's  love, 

And  give  the  Father  praife. 

CIV.   The  fame. 

i   TT)  AISE  your  triumphant  fongs 

JL^,    To  an  immortal  tune, 
Let  the  wide  earth  refound  the  deeds 

Celeftial  ̂ race  has  done. »-> 

2  Sing,  how  eternal  love 
Its  chief  beloved  chofe, . 

Ana  bid  him  raife  our  wretched  race 

From  their  abyfs  of  woes» 

3  His  hand  no  thunder  bears, 
Nor  terror  cloaths  his  brow ; 

No  bolts  to  drive  our  guilty  fouls 
To  fiercer  flames  below. 

4  'Twas  mercy  fill'd  the  throne, 
And  wrath  flood  filent  by, 

When  Chri/I.wzs  fent  with  pardons  dow* 

To  rebels  doom'd  to  die. 

5  Now,  finners,  dry  your  tears, 
Let  hopelefs  forrow  ceafe  j 

Bow  to  the  fceptre  of  his  love, 

And*  take  the  ofFer'd  peace. 

6  Lord,  we  obey  thy  call, 
We  lay  an  humble  claim 

To  the  iaivation  thou  halt  brought,. 
And  love  and  praife  thy  name, 
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CV.  Repentance,  flowing  froth  the  patience  of  God. 

\       A    Nl)  are  we  wretches  yet  alive  ? 

_x\.    And  do  we  yet  rebel  ? 

*  J  'is  boundlcfsi  'tis  amazing  love, 
That  bears  us  up  from  hell  ! 

2  The  burden  of  our  weighty  guilt 
Would  link  us  down  to  flames, 

And  threat'nLg  vengeance  rolls  above, To  crufh  our  feeble  frames. 

3  Almighty  goodnefs  cries,  Forbear  ! 
And  1  trait  the  thunder  flays  : 

And  dare  we  now  provoke  his  wrath, 
And  weary  out  his  grace  ? 

4  Lord,  we  have  long  abus'd  thy  love, 
Too  long  indui^M  our  fin, 

Our  aking  hearts  ev 'n  bleed  to  fee What  rebels  we  have  been. 

5  No  more,  ye  lufts,  fhall  ye  command, 
No  mere  will  we  Qbey  ! 

Stretch  out,  O  God,  thy  conqu'ring'hand, And  drive  thy  foes  away. 

.      CVI.  Repentance  at  the  Crop. 

OH,  if  my  foul  were  form'd  for  woe, How  would  I  vent  my  fighs  ! 
Repentance  lhould  like  riverS  flow 

From  both  my  (breaming  eyes. 

2  'Twas  for  my  fins,  my  deareft  Lord 
I  lung  on  the  curfed  tree, 

And  groan'd  away  a  dying  life 
For  thec,  my  foul,  for  thee. 



2i6  HYMNS  AND  Book  II. 

3  Oh,  how  I  hate  thole  lifts  of  mine 
That  crucify \1  my  God, 

Thofe  fins  that  piere'd  and  nail'd  his  flefli Fail  to  the  fatal  wood  ! 

4  Yes,  my  Redeemer,  they  (hall  die, 
My  heart  has  fo  decreed  ; 

Nor  will  I  fpare  the  guilty  things 
That  made  my  Saviour  bleed 

5  Whilfl  with  a  melting  broken  heart, 
My  murderM  Lord  1  view, 

I'll  raife  revenge  againft  m)  fins, 
And  flay  the  murd'rers  too, 

CVII.  The  everlafimg  abfence  of  God  intolerable. 

i    npHAT  awfitl  day  will  furely  come, 

JL      i  h'  appointed  hour  make:,  hafte, 
When  I  muft  Hand  before  my  Judge, 

And  pafs  the  folemn  teft. 

2  Thou  lovely  chief  of  all  my  joys, 

Thou  fov'reign  of  my  bu  art, How  could  I  bear  to  hear  the  voice 

Pronounce  the  found,  Depart  ? 

[3  The  thunder  of  th at  di final  word 
Would  fo  torment  my  ear, 

'Twould  tear  my  foul  afunder,  Lord> 
With  moil  tormenting  fear.  1 

Tj  What,  to  be  baninYd  for  my  life, 
And  yet  forbid  to  die  ? 

To  linger  in  eternal  pain, 
Yet  death  for  ever  fly  ?] 

5   Oil  !  wrexhed  fhite  of  deep  defpair, 
To  fee  my  God  retrieve, 
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And  fix  my  doleful  ftation  where 
I  mull  not  tafte  his  love. 

5  Jefus,  I  throw  my  arms  around 
And  hang  upon  thy  breaft, 

Without  a  gracious  fmile  from  t 
My  fpirit  cannot  reft. 

;  Oh  !  tell  me  that  my  worthlefs  name 

Is  graven  on  thy  hands  *, 
Shew  me  fome  profile  in  thy  book, 

Where  my  falvation  Hands ! 

3  Civii  me  one  kind,  alluring  word, 
To  fink  my  fears  u.. 

And  cheerfully  my  foul  iha'l  wait 
Her  threefcore  years  and  ten.] 

CVI1 1.  Accefs  to  the  throne  cf  grace  by  a  Mediator. 

COME,  let  us  lift  our  joyful  eyes 
Up  to  the  courts  above, 

Aiid  fmile  to  fee  our  F\  ther  there 

Upon  a  throne  of  lo\e. 

:   Once  'twas  a  feat  of  dreadful  wrath, 
And  iliot  devouring  .flame  ;        , 

Our  God  anpear'd  cotjfwrwtg Jire3 
And  Vengeance  was  his  name. 

;   Rich  were  the  drops  of  Jefuf  b'ood 
That  calmVl  his  frowning  face, 

That  fprinkkd  oVr  the  burning  thro: 
And  turr/d  the  wrath  to  gr. 

.  Now  we  may  bo  bis  fectj 
And  venture  near  the  Lord  -, 
Eery  chen  his  leat, 
double-fl  >rtl. 
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5  The  peaceful  gates  of  heav'nly  blifs    • 
Are  open'd  by  the  Son ; 

High  let  us  raife  our  notes  of  praife, 

And  reach  th'  almighty  throne. 

€  To  thee  ten  thoufand  thanks  we  bring, 
Great  Ad\ocate  on  high  ; 

And  glory  to  th'  eternal  King, 
That  lays  his  fury  by. 

CIX.  The  darlznefs  of  providence. 

1  '        ORD,  we  adore  thy  vaft  defigns, 
JLj   Th'  obfeure  abyfs  of  providence, 
Too  deep  to  found  with  mortal  lines, 
Too  dark  to  view  with  feeble  fenfe. 

2  Now  thou  array^A:  thine  awrful  face 
In  angry  frowns,  without  a  fmile  : 

We,  thro'  the  cloud,  believe  thy  grace, 
Secure  of  thy  companion  A  ill. 

3  Thro'  feas  and  ftorms  of  deep  diftrefs 
We  fail  by  faith,  and  not  by  light ; 
Faith  guides  us  in  the  wildernefs, 

Thro'  all  the  briars,  and  the  night. 

4  Dear  Father,  if  thy  lifted  rod 
Refolve  to  fcourge  us  here  below, 
Still  we  rnuft  lean  upon  our  God, 

Thine  arm  fhall  bear  us  fafely  thro'. 

CX.  Triumph  over  death)  in  hope  of  the  rcfurretlion. 

I       A    ND  muft  this  body  die  ? 

^£j^  This  mortal  frame  decay  ? 
And  muft  thefe  active  limbs  of  mine 

Ly  mould'ring  in  the  clay  ? 
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2  Corruption,  earth,  and  worms. 
Shall  but  refine  th«s  ilelh, 

Till  my  triumphant  fplrit  comes, 
To  put  it  on  afrelh. 

3  Go  J  my  Redeems*  live.-?, And  ofien  from  the  fk 

Looks  down,  and  watches  all  my  duft, 
Tis  he  (hall  bid  it  rile. 

4  Array'd  in  glorious  grace 
.Shall  thefe  vile  b  line, 

And  ev'ry  lhape,  and  ev'ry  face,  ^ 
Look  heav'nly  anj  divine. 

5  Tkefe  lively  hopes  we  owe 

To  Jefuf  dying  love  ; 
We  would  adore  his  grace  b°low, 

And  ilng  his  pow'r  above. 
6  Dear  Lord  accept  the  praife 

Of  thefe  our  humble  fangs, 
'Till  tunes  of  nobler  found  we  raife 

With  our  immortal  tongues. 

CXI.    Tbanhf giving  for  viflory:  Or,   God's  dem ana  cur  deliver 

1  r~?IQN  rejoice,  and  Judah  iing, 
fc  ̂-*  The  Lord  aflumes  his  throne  ; 

Let  Britain  own  the  heav'nly  King, 
And  make  his  glories  known. 

2  The  great,  the  wicked,  and  the  proud, 

From  tkeir  high  feats  are  burl'd  ; 
Jehovah  rides  upon  a  cloud, 

And  thunders  through  the  world. 

J    lie  reigns  upon  th'  eternal  hills, 
Diitributcs  mortal  crowns 9 

T  2 
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Empires  are  fix'd  beneath  his  fmiles, 
And  totter  at  his  frowns. 

4  Navies,  that  rule  the  ocean  wide, 
Are  vanquiuYd  by  his  breath, 

And  legions,  arm'd  with  pow'r  and  pride, 
Defcend  to  wat'ry  death. 

5  Let  tyrants  make  no  more  pretence 
To  vex  our  happy  land ; 

Jehovah's  name  is  our  defence, Our  buckler  is  his  hand. 

[6  Long  may  the  King,  our  fov'reign,  live, 
To  rule  us  by  his  word  \ 

And  all  the  honours  he  can  give, 

Be  offer'd  to  the  Lord.] 

CXII.  Angels  mbiijlring  to  Chrift  and  faints. 
m 

1  ̂ ^1  REAT  God  !  to  what  a  glorious  height 
\JT  Haft  thou  advanc'd  the  Lord  thy  Son  ! 
Angels,  in  all  their  robes  of  light, 
Are  made  the  fervants  of  his  throne. 

2  Before  his  feet  thine  armies  wait, 
And  (wift  as  flames  of  fire  they  move, 
To  manage  his  affairs  of  ftate, 
In  works  of  vengeance,  or  of  love. 

3  His  orders  run  through  all  the  hofts, 
Legions  defcend  at  his  command, 
To  fhield  and  guard  the  Britijh  coafls, 
When- foreign  rage  invades  our  land. 

4  Now  they  are  fent  to  guide  our  feet 
Up  to  the  gates  of  thine  abode, 

Thro*  all  the  dangers  that  we  meet 
In  travelling  the  hea\'nly  road. 
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5   Lord,  when  I  leave  this  mortal  ground, 
Ami  thou  (halt  bid  me  rile,  and  come, 

Send  a  beloved  angel  down, 
Safe  to  conduct  my  fpirit  home. 

CXIII.    The  fame. 

1  fTHIHE  majefty  of  S:lomot:y 
Mow  glorious  to  behold, 

The  fervants  waiting  round  his  throne. 

The  iv'ry  and  the  gold  ! 

2  But,  mighty  God  !   thy  palace  fhines 
With  far  fuperior  beams  ; 

Thine  angel  guards  are  fwift  as  winds. 
Thy  minifters  are  flames. 

[3  Soon  as  thine  only  Son  had  made 
His  entrance  on  this  earth, 

A  fhining  army  downward  fled, 
To  celebrate  his  birth. 

4  And,  when  opprefs'd  with  pains  and  feu< 
On  the  cold  ground  he  lies. 

Behold,  a  heav'nly  form  appears, 
rP  allay  his  agonies.] 

5  Now  to  the  hands  of  ChriJ1y  our  King, 

Are  all  their  legions  giv'n  ; 
They  wait  upon  his  faints,  and  bring 

His  chofen  heirs  to  heav'n. 

6  Pleafure  and  praife  run  thro*  their  hon%  ' To  fee  a  finner  turn ; 

Then  S .itan  has  a  captive  loft, 
And  Ckriji  a  fubjecl  born. 

*7  But  there's  an  hour  of  brighter  joy 
When  he  his  angels  fends, 

t3 
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Obftinate  rebe<s  to  deftroy, 
And  gather  in  his  friends. 

%  Oh  !   could  I  fay,  without  a  doubt, 
There  (hall  my  foul  be  found, 

Then  let  the  great  archangel  fhout, 
And  the  iall  trumpet  found. 

CXIV.   ChriftV  death  y  viflory,  and  dominion* 

i    T  Sing  my  Saviour's  wond'rous  death  ; 
JL  He  conquer'd  when  he  ftfl  : 
'Tisjimjtid  faid  his  dying  breath, 

And  (hook  the  gates  of  hell. 

2  'Tisjint/kyd>  our  Immanuel  cries, 
The  dreadful  work  is  done  ; 

Hence  flia.ll  his  fovVeign  throne  arife, 
His  kingdom  is  begun. 

3  His  crofs  a  fure  foundation  laid 
For  glory  and  renown, 

When  thro'  the  regions  of  the  dead 
He  pafs'd  to  reach  the  crown. 

*4  Exalted  at  his  Father's  fide Sits  our  victorious  Lord  ; 

To  heav'n  and  hell  his  hands  divide 
The  vengeance  or  reward. 

5  The  faints  from  his  propitious  eye, 
Await  their  feveral  crowns, 

And  all  the  fons  of  darknefs  fly 
The  terror  of  .his  frowns. 

CXV.   God  the  avenger  of  his  faints  ;  Or,  His  kingdom 
fubreme. 

i         TIGH  as  the  heav'ns  ab^ve  the  ground 
XTjL  IteigDJ9l  uie  Creator,  God  ; 
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Wide. as  the  whole  creation's  bound, 
Extends  his  awful  rod. 

2  Let  princes  of  exalted  ftate 
To  him  afcribe  their  crown, 

Render  their  homage  at  his  feet, 
And  call  their  glories  clown. 

3  Know  that  his  kingdom  is  fupreme, 
Your  lofty  thoughts  are  vain  ; 

He  calls  you  Gods,  that  awful  name, 
But  ye  muft  die  like  men. 

4  Then  let  the  fov'reigus  of  the  globe 
Not  dare  to  vex  the  )\ 

He  puts  on  vengeance  like  a  robe, 
id  treads  the  worms;  to  duft. 

5  Ye  judges  of  the  earth,  be  wife, 

And  think  of  heav'n  with  fear  ; 
The  m<  an,  ft  faint  that  you  defpife 

Has  an  avenger  there. 

CXVI.   Mercies  and  thanks. 

1  TTOW  can  I  fink  with  fuch  a  prop 
£j[    ̂ s  m7  eternal  Gcd, 

Who  bears  the  earth's  huge  pillars  up, 
\  fpreadl  the  hcav  ns  abroad  ? 

2  How  can  I  die,  while  Jefui  lives, 
Who  rofe  and  left  the  dead  ? 

Pardon  and  grace  my  foul  rece: 
From  mine  exalted  head* 

3  All  that  1  am,  and  all  1  I1 
.Shall  be  for  e\er  ihine  \ 

give, 
My  cheerful  hands  relign. 
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4  Yet  if  I  might  make  fome  referve, 
And  duty  did  not  call, 

I  love  my  God  with  zeal  fo  great, 
That  I  fhould  give  him  all. 

CXVII.  Living  and  dying  with  God  prefent, 

1  '  T  Cannot  bear  thine  ahfence,  Lord, 
1    My  life  expires  if  thou  depart  : 

Be  thou,  my  heart,  flill  near  my  God, 
And  thou,  my  God,  be  near  my  heart. 

2  I  was  not  born  for  earth  and  fin, 
Nor  can  I  live  on  things  fo  vile  ; 

Yet  I  will  ftay  my.  Father's  time, 
And  hope  and  wait  for  heav'n  a  while. 

3  Then,  deareft  Lord,  in  thine  embrace 
Let  me  refign  my  fleeting  breath, 
And,  with  a  fmile  upon  my  face, 
Pafs  the  important  hour  of  death. 

CXVIII.  The  prkjlkood  of  Chrift . 

2   T)  LOOD  has  a  voice  to  pierce  the  ikies, 

J[3  Revenge^  the  blood  of  Abel 'cries  : But  the  dear  dream,  when  Chriji  was  flain, 
Speaks  peace  as  loud  from  evVy  vein. 

2  Pardon  and  peace  from  God  on  high  \ 

Behold,  he  lays  his  vengeance  by  -y 
And  rebels  that  deferve  his  fword, 

Become  the  fav'rites  of  the  Lord. 

3  To  Jefus  let  our  praifes  rife, 
Who  gave  his  life  a  facrifice  : 
Now  he  appears  before  his  God, 
And,  for  our  pardon,  pleads  his  blood; 
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CXIX.    The  holy  fcriptufei. 

i    "        ADEN  with  guilt,  and  fall  of  fears, 
1   j  I  fly  to  thee,  mj  Lord, 
And  not  a  gliinpfe  of  hope  appears, 

But  in  thy  written  word. 

2  The  volume  of  my  Father's  grace 
Does  all  my  grief  aiVuage  : 

Here  I  behold  my  Saviour's  face 
Almoft  in  evVy  page. 

3  This  is  the  field  where  hidden  lies 
The  pearl  of  price  unknown  : 

That  merchant  is  divinely  wife, 
Who  makes  the  pearl  his  own. 

4  Here  confecrated  water  flows, 

To  quench  my  thirft  of  (in  ; 
Here  the  fair  tree  of  knowledge  grows 

Nor  danger  dwells  therein. 

5  This  is  the  Judge  that  ends  the  ftrife, 

Where  wit  and  rea*fon  fail :        .     , 
My  guide  to  everLfting  life, 

Thro'  all  this  gloomy  vale. 

6  Oh  !  may  thy  counftls,  mighty  God, 
My  roving  feet  command; 

Nor  I  forfake  the  happy  road 
That  leads  to  thy  right  hand. 

CXX.  The  Jaw  and  tfa  sJ'ui  firipture. 

I    r~r",HE  Lord  declares  his  will, 
jL      And  keeps  the  world  in  awe  ; 

Amidft  the  imoke  on  Sinai9 J  hill, 
Breaks  out  his  iiery  -law. 
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2  The  Lord  reveals  his  face, 

And,  fruiting  from  above, 
Sends  clown  the  gofpel  of  his  grace, 

TV  cpiftles  or  his  love. 

3  The  facred  words  impart 

Oar  Maker's  juft  commands, 
The  pity  of  his  melting  heart, 

And  veng'ance  of  his  hands. 

[4  Hence  we  awake. our  fear, 
We  draw  our  comfort  hence  5 

The  arms  of  grate  are  treafur'd  here, And  armour  of  defence. 

5  We  learn  Chriji  crucify'd, 
And  here  behold  his  blood  •, 

All  arts  and  knowledges  beiidc 

Will  do  us  little  good.] 

6  We  read  the  heav'nly  word, 
We  take  the  offered  grace, 

Obey  the  ftatutes  of  the  Lord, 
And  trull  his  promifes. 

7  In  vain  mall  Satan  rage  . 
Againft  a  book  divine, 

Where  wrath  and  lightning  guard  the  page, 
Where  beams  of  mercy  ihine. 

CXXI.    The  law  and  gofpel  dijlingwfied. 

1  npHE  law  commands,  and  makes  us  know 
What  duties  to  our  God  we  owe  \ 

But  'tis  the  gofpel  muft  reveal 
Where  lies  our  ftrength  to  do  his  will. 

2  The  law  difcovers  guilt  and  fin, 
And  (hews  how  vile  our  hearts  have  been  ; 

Only  the  gofpel  can  exprefs 
Forgiving  iove,  and  cleanfing  grace. 
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3  What  curfes  doth  the  law  denoi 
Againft  the  man  that  iails  but  once  ? 
But  in  the  g<  Jpel  Chnj]  app 

Pard'ning  the  guilt  of  numerous  years. 

4  My  foul,  no  more  attempt  to  draw 
Thy  life  and  comfort  from  the  law  ; 

Fly  to  the  hop:,-  the  gofpel  gives  : 
The  man  that  trnfts  the  promife,  lives. 

CXXII.     Retirement  and  meditation. 

1  Tk  yf"Y  God,  permit  me  not  to  be 
XV  JL    A  ftranger  to  myielf  and  thee; 
A.nidit  a  thoufand  thoughts  I  rove, 
Forgetful  of  my  higheft  love. 

2  Why  fhould  my  paffions  mix  with  earth, 

And  thus  uebafe  my  heav'nly  birth  ? 
Why  fhould  I  cleave  to  things  below, 
And  let  my  God,  my  Saviour  go  ? 

3  Call  me  away  from  flefh  and  fenfe, 

One  fov'reign  word  can  draw  me  thence  ; 
I  would  obey  the  voice  divine, 
And  all  inferior  jo^s  refign.        .     , 

4  Be  earth,  with  all  her  fcenes,  withdrawn ; 
Let  noiie  and  vanity  be  gone  : 
In  iecret  filence  of  the  mind, 

My  heav'n,  and  there  my  God,  I  find. 

C  XXIII.   The  benefit  of  public  or  din  a  . 

1  A    WAY  from  ev'ry  meital  care, 
/\    Away  from  earth  cur  fouls  retreat  \ 
We  leave  this  wort  hie  is  world  afar, 
And  wait  and  worihip  near  thy  feat. 

2  Lord,  in  the  temple  of  thy  grace 
fee  thy  feet,  and  v:e  adore  ; 
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We  gaze  upon  thy  lovely  face, 
And  learn  the  wonders  of  thy  powV. 

3  While  here  our  various  wants  we  mourn, 
United  groans  afcend  on  high  ; 

And  pray'r  bears  a  quick  return 
Of  bleilings  in  variety. 

[4  If  Satan  rage,  and  fin  grow  ftrong, 
Here  we  receive  fome  chearing  word  i 

We  gird  the  gofpel-armour  on, 
To  fight  the  battles  of  the  Lord. 

5  Or  if  our  jpirit  faints  and  dies, 

(Our  confidence  gall'd  with  inward  flings) 
Here  doth  the  r;^hteous  fun  arife, 
With  healing  beams  beneath  his  wings.] 

6  Father  !  my  foul  would  itill  abide 
Within  the  temple,  near  thy  fide  ; 
But  if  my  feet  mud  hence  depart, 
Still  keep  thy  dwelling  in  my  heart, 

CXXIV.    Mofes,  Aaron,  and  Jofhua, 

1  *HTMS  not  the  law  of  ten  command^, 
A      On  holy  Sinai  given, 

Or  fent  to  men  by  Mofes%  hands, 
Can  bring  us  lafe  to  heav'n. 

2  'Tis  not  the  blood  which  Aaron  fpilt, 
Nor  fmoke  of  fweeteft  fmell, 

Can  buy  a  pardon  for  our  guilt, 
Or  fave  our  fouls  from  hell. 

3  Aaron  the  prieft  refigns  his  breath 

At  God's  immediate  will  ; 
And  in  the  dekrt  yields  to  death 

Upon  th' % appointed  hill. 
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4  And  thus,  on  y&rdaits  yonder  fidcj 
The  tnh  tnd, 

While  Mofis  bow' J  his  head  and  dyM 
Short  of  the  pro'v. 

5  //.  :e,  now  *  Jojhua  leads, 
Hl'JI  bring  your  tribes  to  reft  ; 

So  for  the  S<ivbur*j  name  exceeds 

The  ;•;.•/.;•  and  the  /»;•; 

CXXV.  2 

1  TT     IFE  and  immortal  joys  are  giv'n 
JL_j   To  fouls  that  mourn  the  fins  they've  done,; 
Children  of  wrath  made  heirs  of  heav'n, 
By  faith  in  God's  eternal  Son. 

2  Vfoz  to  the  wretch  that  never  felt 

The  inward  p^ngs  1 
But  adds  to  all  his  crying  guilt 
The  ftubborn  fin  of  unbelief 

3  The  law  condemns  the  rebel  d 
Under  the  wrath  of  God  he  tj 
He  feals  the  curie  on  his  own  head, 
An  ngeance  dies. 

V.  I.    God  'ghrijied  in  the  gtfpeU 

\  rX*^HE  Lord,  descending  from  above, 
JL      Invites  his  children  near  -, 

While  pow'r  and  truth,  and  boundiefi  love, 

2  fid  .  gofpel's  wondrous  frame, 
Frefh  wifdom  we  punV 

A  thoufand  iva  thy  nam* 

Bevond  whatever  thev  kne 

It 
Al  fitfAc  frith  Jcfuf,  and  (igmita  a  Sm 
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3  Thy  name  is  writ  in  fafreft  lines, 
Thy  wonders  here  we  trace  : 

Wiiliom  thro'  all  the  myft'ry  fhines, 
And  fliincs  in  Jefus*  face. 

4  The  law  its  beft  obedience  owes 

To  our  incarnate  God  •, 
And  thy  revenging  juftice  fhows 

Its  honours  in  his  blood. 

5  But  dill  the  luftre  of  thy  grace 
Our  warmer  thoughts  employs, 

Gilds  the  whole  fcene  with  brighteft  rays, 
And  more  exalts  cur  joys. 

CXXVII.  Circumcifton  and  baptlfm. 

(Written  only  for  thefc  ivoo  praSHft  the  baptijm  vf  infants.  ) 

i    r-pHUS  did  the  tim$  of  Abraham  pafs Under  the  bloody  feal  of  grace  j 
The  young  difciples  bore  the  yoke, 

'Till  Cbr'ijl  the  painful  bondage  broke. 
2  By  milder  ways  doth  Jefus  prove 

His  Father's  covenant,  and  love  ; 
He  feals  to  faints  his  glorious  grace, 
And  not  forbids  their  infant-race. 

3  Their  feed  is  fprinkled  with  his  blood, 
Their  children  fet  apart  for  God  ; 
His  Spirit  on  their  offspring  fhed^ 

Like  water  pour'd  upon  the  head. 

4  Let  ev'ry  faint,  with  cheerful  voice, 
In  this  large  covenant  rejoice  ; 

Young  children,  in  th^ir  early  "lays, 
Shall  give  the  God  of  AbraVm  praife* 
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CXXVIII.  C  .  rem  Adam. 

B ^D  with  the  joys  of  innocence, 
Adam,  our  Father,  flood, 

Till  he  debasM  his  foul  to  fenfe, 
And  eat  th1  unlawful  food. 

2  Now  we  are  born  a  fenfual  race, 
To  finful  joys  inclin  d  ; 

Reafon  has  loit  its  native  place, 
And  flefh  endives  the  mind. 

3  While  fleflij  and  fenfe,  and  paiiion  reigns, 
Sin  is  the  fwecteft  good  ; 

We  fancy  rmific  in  our  chains, 
And  fo  forget  the  load. 

4. Great  God  !  renew  cur  ruhrd  frame, 

Our  broken  powers  re  1  tore, 
Infpire  us  with  a  heav'niy  Same, 

And  flefh  flaall  reign  ro  more. 

5  Eternal  Spirit  !  write  thy  law 
Upon  our  inward  parts, 

And  let  the  fecond  Adam  draw 

His  image  on  our  hearts. 

CXXIX.  We  walk  by  faith,  noi  hJlghL 

*   *r  t  ̂ IS  by  the  faith  of  joys  to  come 

JL      We  walk  thro'  defarts  dark  as  night, 
'Till  we  arrive  at  heav'n  our  home, 
Faith  is  our  gui.ie,  and  fairh  our  light. 

2  The  want  of  fight  fhe  w  lies, 

'  She  makes  the  pearly  gates  ;  ppear  > Far  into  diflaut  worlds  fh<   pries, 
And  brings  eternal  glor 

U  2 
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3  Cheerful  we  tread  the  defart  thro'f 
While  faith  infpires  a  heav'nly  ray, 
Tho'  lions  roar,  and  tempefts  blow, 
And  rocks  and  dangers  fill  the  way. 

4  So  Abrah'ttt)  by  divine  command, 
Left  his  own  houfe  to  walk  with  God  •, 

His  faith  beheld  the  promls'd  land, 
And  fir'd  his  zeal  along  the  road. 

CXXX,  The  new  creation. 

i  *    A    TTEND,  while  God's  exalted  Son 
^Xj^  Doth  his  own  glories  (hew  : 
Behold  I  fit  up:n  my  throne. 

Creating  all  things  neiv. 

2  Nature  and  fin  are  pafs'd  awayy 
And  the  old  Adam  dies  ; 

My  hands  a  new  foundation  lay^ 
See  the  new  worlds  arife. 

3  Vll  he  a  fun  of  right eoufnefs 
To  the  new  heavns  Intake, 

None  hut  the  new-born  heirs  of  grace 

My  glories  fh a  11  partake. 

4  Mighty  Redeemer  !  fet  me  free 
From  my  old  ftate  of  fin  ; 

Oh.  make  my  foul  alive  to  thee, 

Create  new  pow'rs  within. 

5  Renew  mice  eyes,  and  form  mine  ears, 
And  mould  my  heart  afrefli  ; 

Give  me  new  paffions,  joys  and  fears, 
And  turn  the  itone  to  ilelh. 

6  Far  from  the  regions  of  the  dead, 
From  fin,  and  earth,  and  hell  ; 

In  the  new  world  that  grace  has  made, 
I  would  for  ever  dwell. 
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C\\ 

I    *        ET  everlafting  glories  cro 
JLj    Thy  bead,  my  S,.  id  my  Lird  ; 
Thy  hand  lawn, 
And  v:r.: 

[2  What  if  we  trace  the  world  around, 

A 11 J  fearch  from  Britain  to   '/'         , 
There  (hall  be  no  religion  fou  . 
So  juft  to  God,  fo  file  to  man.] 

3  In  vain  the  trembling  confeience  fe 
Some  iolid  ground  to  reft  upon  ; 

A\rith  lo.ig  defjpair  the  fpirit  breaks, 
'Till  we  apply  to  Chrijl  a: one. 

4  Hoa-  weU  thy  bleiTed  truths  agree  ! 
How  wile  and  holy  thy  commmds  ! 
Thy  promifes  how  firm  they  be  ! 
How  firm  our  hope  and  comfort  fbnds  ! 

[5  Not  the  feign'3  fields  oi  Heath' ni/h  blifs 
Could  raifc  tiich  pleafures  in  the  mind; 
Nor  docs  the  Turii/h  parai 
Pretend  to  joys  fo  well  rcfind.]      . 

i  lould  all  the  forms  that  mcj 

Aflault  my  faith  with  treach'rouo  art, 
Fd  cajl  them  vanity  and  lie  , 
And  bind  the  goloel  to  ml 

CXXXII.  The  $tes  /  Chrift. 

E  blefs  the  prophet  of.  the  Lord, 
That  comes  with  truth  and  gruce  ; 

/.v,  thy  Spirit,  and  thy  word, 

V'*'-
 

w 
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2  We  rev'rencc  our  high-prieft  above, 
Who  offer'd  up  his  blood, 

And  lives  to  carry  on  his  love, 
By  pleading  with  our  God. 

3  We  honour  our  exalted  King  ; 
How  fweet  are  his  commands  ! 

He  guards  our  fouls  from  hell  and  fin, 
By  his  almighty  hands. 

4  Ho/anna  to  his  glorious  name, 

Who  faves  by  different  ways  ; 
His  mercies  lay  a  fov'reign  claim 

To  our  immortal  prang. 

CXXXIII.  The  operations  of  the  Ho/y  Spirit. 

i   T^  TERNAL  Spirit !  we  confefs, 
J[__j    And  fing  the  wonders  of  thy  grace  ; 

Thy  pow'r  conveys  our  blefiings  down 
From  God  the  Father,  and  the  Son. 

2  Fnlighten'cl  by  thine  heavmly  ray, 
Our  fhades  and  darknefs  turn  to  day  ; 
Thine  inward  teachings  make  us  know 

Our  danger,  and  our  refuge  too. 

3  Thy  pow'r  and  glory  wcrkf  within, 
And  breaks'  the  chains  of  reigning  fin  ; 
Doth  our  imperious  lufts  fubdue, 
And  form*,  our  wretched  hearts  anew. 

4  The  troubled  confeience  knows  thy  voice, 
Thy  cheering  words  awake  our  joys  j 
Thy  words  allay  the  ftormy  wind, 
And  calm  the  forges  of  the  mind. 

T 
CXXX1V.  Cirattneifion  ahlifltd. 

HE  promife  was  divinely  free, 
Extenfive  was  the  grace  j 
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I  iv ill  the  GedvfAhizWtn  be, 
And  of  Ins  ninny: 

2  He  faid,  and  with  a  bloo  : 
Confirmed  the  words  he  (pok : ; 

Long  did  the  ions  of  Abrattm  feel 
The  (harp  and  painful  yoke. 

3  'Till  God's  own  Son  defcendmg  low, 
l  e  h:s  own  flefh  to  bleed  ; 

And  Gentiles  tafte  the  bieffings  now, 
From  the  hard  bondage  freed. 

4  The  God  of  Abratttn  claims  our  praift, 
His  promifes  endure  ; 

And  ChfiJ}f  the  Lord,  in  gentler  ways, 
Makes  the  falvation  fure. 

CXXXV.  Types  arid  prophecies  o/Cluiit. 

1    T)  EHOLD  the  woman's  promis'd  feed  ! 
j3   Behold  the  great  Mejfwh  come  ! 
Behold  the  prophets  all  agreed 
To  give  him  the  fuperior  room  ! 

1  Abraham  the  faint  rejoie'd  of  old 
When  vifions  of  the  Lord  he  faw  ; 

MofeS)  the  man  of  God,  foretold 
This  great  Fulfillerof  his  law. 

3  The*  types  bore  witnefs  to  his  name, 
*    Obtain'd  their  chief  deiign,  and  ceas'd  ; 

The  incenfe,  and  the  bleeding  lamb, 
The  ark,  the  altar,  and  the  prieit. * 

4  Predictions  in  abundance  meet 

To  join  their  bleflings  on  his  head  ; 
Jefus%  we  worihip  at  thy  feet, 

And  nations  own  the  promis'd  feed. 
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CXXXVI.   Miracles  at  the  birth  of  Chrift. 

1  r  I  1  HE  King  of  glory  fends  his  Son 
JL      To  make  his  entrance  on  this  earth  ; 

Behold  the  midnight  bright  as  noon, 

And  heav'nly  hofts  declare  his  birth ! 

2  About  the  young  Redeemer's  head 
What  wonders  and  what  glories  meet ! 
An  unknown  ftar  arofe,  and  led 

The  carter n  fages  to  hb  feet. 

3  Simecn  and  Anna  both  confpire 

The  infant  Saviour  to  proclaim  -7 
Inward  they  felt  the  facred  fire, 

And  blefs'd  the  Babe,  and  own'd  his  name* 

4  Let  Jews  and  Greeks  blafpheme  aloud, 

And  treat  the  holy  Child  with  fcorn  •, 
Our  fouls  adore  th'  eternal  God, 
Who  condefcended  to  be  born. 

CXXXVII.   Miracles  in  the  life,  death,  and  refuvreclkn 

s/Chrift. 

i  EHOLD,  the  blind  their  fight  receive  ! 
Behold,  the  dead  awake,  and  live  ! 

The  dumb  fpeak  wonders,  and  the  lame 
Leap  like  the  hart,  and  blefs  his  name  ! 

2  Thus  doth  th'  eternal  Spirit  own, 
And  feal  the  million  of  his  Son  •, 
The  Father  vindicates  his  caufe, 

While  he  hangs  bleeding  on  the  crofs. 

3  He  dies  ;  the  heav'ns  in  mourning  flood  ; 
He  rifes,  -md  appears  a  God  : 
Behold  the  Lord  afcending  high, 
No  more  to  bleed,  no  more  to  die  ! 
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4  Hence  and  for  ever  from 
I  bid  my  doubts  and  fears  depart  ; 

d  to  tbofe  hand  til  reiign, 
Which  be.»r  cred<  nc. 

CXXXVIII.  th  powei 

i   rT^HIS  is  the  word  cf  truth  ai  d  iove^ 
A     Sent  to  the  nations  from  above  5 
::vah  here  refolves  to  flu 

What  his  almighty  grace  can  do. 

2  This  remedy  did  wiiliom  find, 
To  heal  difeafes  of  the  mind  ; 

This  fov'reign  balm,  whofe  virtues  can 
Reftore  the  ruinM  creature,  man. 

3  The  gofpel  bids  the  dead  revive, 
pners  obey  the  voice*  and  live  : 

Dry  bones  are  rais'd,  and  cloath'd  afrefh, 
And  hearts  of  itone  are  turo'd  to  ileih. 

[4  Where  Satan  reign'd  in  fhades  of  night, 
Ch'e  goi[>el  ftrikes  a  Heav'nly  light : 
Our  luft  its  wondrous  pow'r  controuls, 

i  eaims  the  rage  ot  angry  fouls  J 

[5  Lions,  and  beafls  of  favagenai 
ature  cf  tl 

While  the  wild  world  dlixms  it  ftrange, 
mire,  and  hate  the  change. J 

6  May  but  this  grace  my  foul  renew, 
Let  (tuners  gaze  and  hate  me  too; 
The  wo.  i  that  laves  me  doch  engage 
A  fure  defence  from  ail  the 

CXXXIX.   th  /Chrift. 

ar  Redeemer,  wA  enj  Lord 
ad  my  duty  in  thy  irord  ; 

1    71  JWX  dear  Redeemer,  and  enj  Lord! 

1VI.  I  « 
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But  in  thy  life  the  law  appears, 
Drawn  out  in  living  characters. 

2  Such  was  thy  truth,  and  fuch  thy  zeal, 

Such  dePrence  to  thy  Father's  will, 
Such  love,  and  meeknefs  fo  divine, 
I  would  tranfcribe,  and  make  them  mine. 

3  Cold  mountains,  and  the  midnight  air, 

Witnefs'd  the  fervour  of  thy  pray'r  ; 
The  defert  thy  temptations  knew, 
Thy  conflict,  and  thy  vidYry  too. 

4  Be  thou  my  pattern  ;  make  me  bear 
More  of  thy  gracious  image  here  ; 
Then  God,  the  Judge,  mall  own  my  name 
Amongft  the  followers  of  the  Lamb. 

CXL.     The  examples  cfQ\r\ft  and  the  faints. 

1  ̂ ^f  IVE  me  the  wings  of  faith  to  rife 
\JT   Within  the  veil,  and  fee 
The  faints  above,  how  great  their  joys, 

And  bright  their  dories  be. 

2  Once  they  were  mourning  here  below, 
And  wret  their  couch  with  tears  \ 

They  wreftled  hard,  as  we  do  now, 
With  fins,  and  doubts,  and  fears. 

3  I  afk  them,  whence  their  victory  came  ? 
They,  with  united  breath, 

Afcribe  their  concjuefl:  to  the  Lamb, 
Their  triumph  to  his  death. 

4  They  mark'd  the  footfteps  that  he  trod, 
(His  zeal  infpir'd  their  breaft) : 

And  following  their  incarnate  God, 

Pofiefs  the  promis'd  reft. 
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5   Our  glorious  Leader  claims  our  praife, 

For  his  own  pattern  giv'n, 
While  the  long  cloud  of  witnefles 

Shew  the  fame  path  to  iuav'n. 

•CXLI.  Faith  ajfifted  by  fenfe  :  Or,   Preaching  l*ptifmf 
and  the  Lord's  /upper. 

1  IV  yfY  Saviour  God,  my  fovVeign  Prince, 
JlV JL    R^ns  iar  ̂ bove  the  ikies  \ 
But  brings  his  graces  down  to  fenfe, 

And  helps  my  faith  to  rife. 

2  My  eyes  and  ears  ihail  blefs  his  name, 
They  read  and  hear  his  word  : 

My  touch  and  tafte  fhall  do  the  fame, 
When  they  receive  the  Lord. 

3  Baptifmal  water  is  defign'd 
To  feai  hif  cleanfing  grace, 

While  at  his  feaft  of  bread  and  wine 

He  gives  his  faints  a  place. 

4  But  not  the  waters  of  a  flood 
Can  make  my  fiefh  fo  clean. 

As  by  his  Spirit  and  his  blood 

He'll  waih  my  foul  from  fin. 

5  Not  choiceft  meats,  or  nobleft  wines, 

So  much  my  heart  refrefh,     • 

As  when  my  faitli  goes  thro'  the  figns, 
And  feeds  upon  his  flefh. 

6  I  love  the  Lord,  that  ftoops  fo  low, 
To  pive  his  word  a  feai  : 

But  the  rich  grace  his  hands  beftow, 
eds  the  figures  ftill, 
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CXLII.  Fakb  in  Chrift  our  facrifice* 

1  \TOT  a11  the  bl0CKl  °f  be 
.Jl^    ̂ n  Jewfo  »ten"8  flain, 
Could  give  the  guilty  confcience  peace, 

Or  wafii  away  the  ftain. 

2  But  Chrift,  the  heavmly  Lamb, 

Takes  all  our  fins  away  *, 
A  facrifice  of  nobler  name, 

And  richer  blood  than  they. 

3  My  faith  would  lay  her  hand 
On  that  dear  head  of  thine, 

While  like  a  penitent  I  Hand, 
And  there  confef?  my  fin. 

4  My  foul  looks  back  to  fee 
I  he  burdens  thou  didft  bear, 

When  hanging  on  the  curled  tree, 
And  hopes  her  guilt  was  there. 

5  Believing,  we  rejoice 
To  fee  the  curfe  remove  ; 

We  blels  the  Lamb  with  cheerful  voice, 

And  fing  his  bleeding  love. 

CXLIII.   Flejk  and /pint. 

I   "^TET"^^  ̂   different  powers  of  grace  and  fin 
W     Attend  our  mortal  ftate  ! 

I  hate  the  thoughts  that  work  within, 
And  do  the  works  I  hate. 

I  Now  I  complain,  and  groan,  and  die, 
While  fin  and  Satan  reign  : 

Now  raife  my  fangs  of  triumph  high, 
For  grace  prevails  again. 

3  So  darknefs  ftruggles  with  the  light, 
Till  perfect  day  arife ; 
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Water  and  fire  maintain  the  fight, 
Until  the 

4  Thus  will  the  tie  I 

&ce  *, But  I  (hall  quit  this  mortal 
And  fin  for  ever  ceafe. 

CXLIV.    The  effufiri  of  the  Spirit :  or,  The  fucccfi  of 

the  gofpt'l. 

1  ̂ "1  RE  AT  was  the  day,  the  joy  was  great, 
\JT   When  the  divine  difciples  met  ; 
Whilfl  on  their  heads  the  fpirit  cam?, 
And  Tat  like  tongues  of  cloven  flame, 

2  What  gifts,  what  miracles'  he  gave  ! 
And  pow'r  to  kill  and  pow'r  to  fave  ! 
Furnilh'd  their  tongues  with  wond'rous  word;, 
Inflead  of  fhields,  and  ipears,  and  fiords. 

3  Thus  arm'd  he  fent  the  champions  forth, 
From  Eq/l  to  Wefl,  from  South   to  North  ; 

Go,  and  ajfert  your  Saviour's  caufey 

Goyfpread  the  m\fi'ry  of  his  crofe. 
4  Thefe  weapons  of  the  holy  war, 

Of  what  almighty  force  they  are, 
To  make  our  ftubborn  pa fli on  s  t 
And  Jay  the  proudeft  rebel  low  ! * 

$>  Nations  the  learned  and  the  rude. 

Are  by  thefe  heav'nly  arms  ftfbdu'd  - 
Whil*  Satan  rages  at  I 
And  hates  th  1  ok. 

6  Great  King  of  grade  !  n 
I  would  be  le 

A  willing  captive  to  my  Lord, 
And  fing 
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CXLV.  Sight  through  a  gUffss  and  face  to  face. 

i    T  Love  the  windows  of  thy  grace 
Through  which  my  Lord  is  feen, 

And  long  to  meet  my  Saviour's* face 
Without  a  glafs  between. 

2  Oh,  that  the  happy  hour  were  come 
To  change  my  faith  to  fight  ! 

I  fhall  behold  my  Lord  at  home 
ina  diviner  light. 

3  Hafte,  my  beloved,  and  remove 
rhele  mterpofing  clays  ; 

Then  fhall  my  paffions  all  be  love, 

And  all  my  pow'rs  be  praife. 

CXLV  I.   The  vanity  cf  creatures  :  Or,  no  reft  on  earth. 

i    TV  /FAN  has  a  foul  of  vaft  deiires, 
JLt  JL   ̂e  burns  within  with  reftlefs  fires ; 
Toft  to  and  fro,  his  paffions  fly 
From  vanity  to  vanity. 

2  In  vain  on  earth  we  hope  to  find 
Some  folid  good  to  fill  the  mind  : 

We  try  new  pleafures,  but  we  feel 
The  inward  thirft  and  torment  frill. 

3  So  when  a  raging  fever  burns, 
We  fhift  from  fide  to  fide  by  turns  \ 

And  'tis  a  poor  relief  we  gain, 
To  change  the  piace,  but  &eep  the  pain* 

4  Great  God  !  fubdue  this  vicious  thirft, 
This  love  to  vanity  and  duft  \ 
Cure  this  vile  feves  of  the  mind, 

And  feed  our  fouls  with  joys  refin'd. 
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CXLVII.  27 

I     TV  lOWy  let  thefpacious  world  rrrif^ 
•*  *      Said  the  Creator  Lord  : 

At  once  th'  obedient  earth  and  ikies 

Rofe  at  his  fov'reign  word. 

[2  Dark  was  the  deep  \  the  waters  lay 

Confus'd,  ana  drown'd  the  land  : 

He  cail'd  the  light,  the  new  born  day Attends  on  his  command. 

3  He  bids  the  clouds  afcend  on  high  j 
The  clouds  afcend,  and  bear 

A  wat'ry  treafure  to  the  fky, And  float  on  fofter  air. 

a  The  liquid  element  below 

Was  gather'd  by  his  hand  ; 
The  rolling  feas  together  flow, 

And  leave  the  iolid  land. 

5  With  herbs  and  plants  (a  flow'ry  birth; 
The  naked  globe  he  crown'd, 

Ere  there  was  rain  to  bieis  the  earth, 

Or  fun  to  warm  the  ground. 

6  Then  he  adorn'd  the  upper  ikies ; 
Behold  the  fun  affj         , 

kThe  moon  and  (tars  in  order  rife, 
To  mark  out  mouths  and  y 

;•  Out  of  the  deep 
Did  vital 

Th  rj  -  fcrg, 
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And  grazing  beads  of  various  form 
Roie  from  the  teeming  earth. •      c] 

Though  fovVeigri  of  the  reft, 

Defign'd  for  noblei  cuds  than  they, 
With  God's  own  image  blefs'd. 

io  Thus  glorious  in  the  Maker's  eye 
The  young  creation  flood  ; 

He  faw  the  building  from  on  high, 

His  word  pronounced  it  good. 

i  i  Lord,  while  the  frame  of  nature  ftands, 
Thy  praife  fhall  fill  my  tongue  ; 

But  the  new  world  of  grace  demands 
A  more  exalted  fong. 

CXLVIII.   God  reconciled  in  Chrift. 

i    TP\E  AREST  of  all  the  names  above, 

JLJ     My  Jefusy  and  my  God, 

"Who  can  refill:  thy  heav'nly  love. 
Or  trifle  with  thy  blood  ? 

2  'Tis  by  the  merits  of  thy  death 
The  Father  fmiies  again  ; 

*Tis  by  thine  interceding  breath 
The  fpirit  dwells  with  men. 

3  'Till  God  in  human  flefli  I  fee, 
My  thoughts  no  comfort  find  : 

The  holy,  jufr,  and  facred  Three, 
Are  terrors  to  my  mind  : 

4  But.  if  ImmanueVs  face  appear, 
My  hope,  my  joy  begins  ; 

His  name  forbids  my  flaviih  fear^ 
His  grace  removes  my  fins. 



5  While  vn  law  n A  g 

I  lo^e  th/  h 
And  there  1  •  l  lift. 

I 

i   T^TERNAT 
JQj  a W  c    I 

Our  firft  ob^'ience  owe. 

2   Our  fouls  adore  thy  throne  fi]   ; 
And  blefs  thy  provider! 

For  magiftraetes  of  meaner  name, 
Our  glory  and  defence. 

[3  The  crowns  of  Sriti/b  princes  fliii 
With  rays  above  the  rjf:, 

Where  la  as  and  liberties  combine 

To  make  the  nation  biefs'd.] 

4  Kingdoms  on  firm  foundations  ftar 

And  finners  peril  h  from  tfc 

•By  juftice  an  *rd. 

5  Let  Cafars  due  be  e\ 

To  C^/r  and  his  throne  *, 
„  But  conferences  and  foul 

To  be  the  Lord's  akme. 

CL.  tfuluefs  of  Jin. 

I    £J  IN  has  a  thoufand  treach'rous  arts 
^3    ̂ °  pnwSUle  on  the  mind  •, 

With  flatt'rin^  Looks  i!  :   en  pts  our  heartSj 
But  leaves  a  fting  behi 

x3 
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2  With  names  of  virtue  fhe  deceives 

The  aged  and  the  young ; 
And  while  the  heedlefs  wretch  believes, 

She  makes  his  fetters  ftrcn^. 

3  She  pleads  for  all  the  joys  fhe  brings, 
And  gives  a  fair  pretence  ; 

Eut  cheats  the  foul  of  heav'nly  things, And  chains  it  down  to  fenfe. 

4  So  on  a  tree  divinely  fair. 
Grew  the  forbidden  food ; 

Our  mother  took  the  poifon  there, 
And  tainted  all  her  bloo3. 

CLI.   Prophecy  and  itifpiration. 

1  'HF1  WAS  by  an  order  from  the  Lord, 
A.     The  ancient  prophets  fpoke  his  word  \ 

His  Spirit  did  their  tongues  infpire, 

And  warm'd  their  hearts  with  heav'nly  fire. 

2  The  works  and  wonders  which  they  wrought^ 

Ccnfirm'd  the  mcfTages  they  brought  , 
The  prophet's  pen  fucceeds  his  breath ; 
To  fave  the  hoiy  words  from  death. 

3  Great  God  !  mine  eyes  with  pleafure  look 
On  the  dear  volume  of  thy  book ; 

There  my  Redeemer's  face  I  fee, 
And  read  his  name,  who  dy'd  for  me. 

4  Let  the  falfe  raptures  of  the  mind 
Be  loft,  and  vanifh  in  the  wind  : 

Here  I  can  fix  my  hope  fecurc  ; 
This  is  thy  word,  and  muft  endure. 

CLII.  Sinai  and  Sion,  Heb.  xiL  ver.   18,  &c._ 

rOT  to  the  terrors  of  the  Lord, 
The  tempeft,  fire,  and  fmoke5 
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Not  to  the  thun<  ord 
Which  God  on  S 

2   But  we  arc  come  to  Sfon's  hill, 
The  city  of  our  God, 

Where  milder  words  declare  his  will., 

And  fpread  his  lo. 

1  Before  th'  innumerable  ho  ft 
Of  angels  cloathM  in  li 

Behold  the  fpirits  of  th?  juft, 

.  >fe  faith  is  turn'd  to  light ! 

4  Behold  the  blefs'd  affembly  there, 
Whofe  names  are  writ  in  heav'n  ! 

And  God,  the  judge  ai  all,  declares 

Their  vileft  fins  for^iv'n. 

5  The  faints  on  earth,  and  all  the  dead, 

But  one  communion  make  -> 
All  join  in  Chrift,  their  living  Head., 

And  of  his  grace 

6  In  fuch  fociety  as  this 
My  weary  foul  would  r 

The  man  that  dwells  where  Jtfu&j&i 

ft  be  for  ever  bleis'd. 

CL1II.   The  dijhnipcr^  folly ,  and  madvefs  ofjt 

•i    O  IN,  like  a  venomous  difeafe, 
^75    Infects  our  vita:  oiood  : 
The  only  balm  is  (ov\  _e, 

And  the  phyhcian,  God.* 

2  Our  beauty  and  our  ftrength  are  fled, 
And  we  draw  near  to  death  > 

But  Ckrift  the  Lord  recals  the  dead, 
With  his  almighty  breath. 
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3  Mr.  is  within, 
The  paffions  burn  and  r 

'Till  God's  own  Son,  with  flkill  diving 
The  inward  fire  affuagc. 

[  \  We  lick  the  dufr,  we  grfcfp  the  v,  "• 
And  folid  good  defpife  : 

Such  is  the  folly  cf  the  mind, 
Till  Jefus  makes  us  wife/ 

5   We  give  our  fouls  the  wounds  they  feci, 
We  drink  the  pois  nous  gall, 

And  rum  with  fury  down  to  hell \ 

But  heav'n  prevents  the  fill.] 

[6  The  man  pcflefs'd  among  the  tombs, 
Cuts  his  own  flefli,  and  cries  : 

He  foams  and  raves,  'till  Jefus  comes, 
And  the  foul  fpirit  flies.] 

CL1V.  Self-righteoufnefs  infuffUu 

I  "*TTK  THERE  are  the  mourners  (faith  the  Lord} 
Y  Y      «  That  wait  and  tremble  at  my  word  ? 

«  That  walk  in  darknefs  all  the  day  ? 

u  Come,  make  my  name%y*wr  truft  and  ftay. 

.[2  "  No  works  nor  duties  of  your  own 
"  Can  for  the  fmallefl:  un  atone  \ 

u  f  The  robes  that  nature  may  provide, 
"  Will  not  your  leaft  pollutions  hide. 

3  "  The  fofteil  couch  that  nature  knows, 
t€  Can  give  the  confeience  no  repofe  : 
"  Look  to  my  righteoufnefs,  and  live  j 
u  Comfort  and  peace  are  mine  to  give.J 

*  lfa.  1.   10.  ii. 

f  lfa.  ixviii.  2Q. 
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4  "  Ye  Tons  of  pride,  that  kindle  coals 
>  ith  your  own  hands,  to  warm  your  fouls, 

"  Walk  in  the  light  of  your  own  flic, 
"  Enjoy  the  iparks  that  you  defire. 

5  "  This  is  your  portion  at  my  hands, 
"  Hell  waits  you  with  her  iron-bands  *, 
"  Ye  iliall  ly  down  in  forrow  there, 

n  In  death,  in  darknefs,  and  defpair." 

L 
CLV.  Chrift  our  pojjbver. 

O,  the  deftroying  angel  flies 

To  Pharaoh's  ftubborn  land  ! 

The  pride  and  flow'r  of  Egypt  dies 
By  his  vindictive  hand. 

2  He  pafs'd  the  tents  of  Jacob  o'er, 
Nor  pour'd  the  wrath  divine  ; 

He  faw  the  blood  on  ev'ry  door, 
And  blefs'd  the  peaceful  fign. 

3  Thus  the  appointed  Lamb  muft  bleed, 

To  break  th'  Egyptian  yoke  : 
Thus  lfral  is  from  bondage  freed, 

And  Ycapes  the -angel's  ftroke. 
4  Lord,  if  my  heart  \vere  fprinkled  too 

With  blood  fo  rich  as  thine, 

Juftice  no  longer  would  purfue 
This  guilty  foul  of  mine. 

5  J  ejus  our  Paflbver  was  flain, 

And  has  at  once  procur'd 
Freedom  from  Satan  s  heavy  chain, 

And  God's  -avenging  (Word, 
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CLVI.   PrefumpUon  end  at  [pair  :  Or,   Safari s  various 
tempted  ions, 

1  '  '   Hate  the  tempter,  and  his  charms, 
£   I  hate  his  flatt'ring  breath  -, 
The  ferpent  takes  a  thoufand  forms 

To  cheat  our  fouls  to  death. 

2  He  feeds  our  hopds  with  airy  dreams, 
Or  kills  with  flavilh  fear  : 

And  holds  us  ftill  in  wide  extremes, 
Prefumption  and  defpair. 

3  Now  he  perfuades,  How  eafy  'tis 
To  walk  the  road  to  ̂ heaven  ; 

Anon,  he  fwelte  our  fins,  and  cries, 

They  cannot  be  forgiven, 

[4  He  bids  young  finners,  Yet  forbear 
To  think  of  Gcd>  or  deetih  ; 

For  prayer  and  devotion  are 
But  melancholy  breath. 

5 -He  tells  the  aged,  they  muft  diey 
And  'tis  Uo  late  to  pray  ; 

In  vain  for  mercy  now  they  cry, 
For  they  have  lofl  their  day.  ] 

6  Thus  he  fupports  his  cruel  throne 
By  mifchief  and  deceit, 

And  drags  the  fons  of  Adam  down 
To  darknefs  and  the  pit. 

j  Almighty  God  !  cut  lhort  his  pov/r, 
Let  him  in  darknefs  dwell  ) 

And  that  he  vex  the  earth  no  more, 
Confine  him  down  to  hell. 
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i    TWTOW  Satan  comes  with  dreadful  r 

j^^     And  threatens  to  deftroy  ; 
He  worries  whom  lie  can't  devour 

With  a  malicious  joy. 

j   Ye  fons  of  God,  oppofe  his  rage, 

Refill:,  and  he'll  be  gone  •, 
Thus  did  cur  deareft  Lord  engage, 

And  vanquifh  him  alone. 

j  Now  he  appears  almoft  divine, 
Like  inn   cence  and  love  ; 

But  the  old  Serpent  lurks  .-.  ithin, 
When  he  afiumes  the  dove. 

4  plj  from  the  falfe  deceiver's,  tongue, 
Ye  fons  of  Ad.im^  ily ; 

Our  parents  found  the  fnare  too  firong, 
Nor  {hould  the  children  try. 

CLVIII.    Few  faved  :  Or,    The  almojl    Chrijlir 
hypocrite y  and  afoftt 

1  TTTi  ROAD  is  the  road  that  leads  to  death, 
JJ3   And  thoufands  walk  together  there  ; 
But  wifuom  (hews  a  narrower  pathK 
With  here  and  there  a  traveller 

2  Deny  thyfclf,  and  tike  thy  crofs> 

Is  the  Redeemer's  great  command  ; 

Nature  muft  count  her  gold  *but  Jrofs, 
If  fhe  would  gain  this  heav'nij  .and. 

3  The  fearful  foul  that  tires  and  feints. 
And  walks  the  ways  of  <  rod  nu      ore, 

Is  but  efreem'd  alnaoft  a  laint, 
And  makes  his  own  destruction  lure.    ' 
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4  Lord,  let  not  all  my  hopes  be  vain, 
Create  my  heart  entirely  new  j 

Which  hypocrites  could  ne'er  attain, 
Which  falfc  apoftates  never  knew. 

CLIX.  An  unconverted  jiate :  Or,  Converting  r 

[i    /**""1  RE  AT  King  of  glory,  and  of  grace  ! VJT   We  own  with  fumble  fhame, 
How  vile  is  oar  degenerate  race, 

And  our  firft  father's  name. 

2  From  Adam  flows  our  tainted  blood, 
The  poiibn  reigns  within, 

Makes  us  averfj  to  all  that's  good, 
And  willing  flaves  to  lin, 

[3  Daily  we  break  thy  holy  laws, 
And  then  reject  thy  grace ; 

Engag'd  in  the  old  Serpent's  caufe, 
Againft  our  Maker's  face.] 

4  We  live  eftrang'd  afar  from  God, 
And  love  the  diftance  well ; 

With  hafte  we  run  the  dang'rous  road That  leads  to  death  and  hell. 

5  And  can  fuch  rebels  be  reftor'd  ! Such  natures  made  divine  ! 

Let  finners  fee  thy  glory,  Lord, 

And  feel  this  pow'r  of  thine. 

6  We  raife  our  Father's  name  on  high,   " 
Who  his  own  Spirit  fends  • 

To  bring  rebellious  Grangers  nigh, 
And  turn  his  foes  to  friends. 
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CLX,    Cuftmn  %n 

i   Y"    ET  the  fords  of  the  wn 
J|   jj   Put  off  the  fpots  that  nature  gii 
Then  may  the  wicked  turn  to  ( 

id  change  their  tempers,  and  their  lr  . 

2  As  well  might  Ethiopian  (laves 
Wafh  out  the  darknefs  of  their  £kin  ; 

The  dead  as  well  may  leave  their  gr, 

As  old  tranfgreiTors*ceafe  to  fin. 

3  Where  vice  has  held  its  empire  !o 

''Twill  not  endure  the  leaft  co:  • 
None  but  a  powV  divinely  ftrong 
Can  turn  the  current  of  the  foul. 

4  Great  God  !  I  own  thy  powY  divine, 
Thai  works  to  change  this  heart  of  mine  ; 
Iw<  ew,  and  bids 

wonders  of  creating  grace. 

i    Q  TRAIT  is  the  way,  the  door  is  ftft 
^3  That  leads  to  jo\s  on  high; 
'lis  but  a  few  that  find  :L 

While  crowds  mi  ..    * 

f  muft  be  cteh] 
and  will  r* 

Pajion  fupprels'  I 
And  vj  . race, 

'  r 
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4  The  love  of  gold  be  baniih'd  hence, 
(  That  vile  idolatry), 

And  ev'ry  member,  ev'ry  fenfe, 
In  fweet  fubjc&ion  ly. 

5  The  tongue,  that  moft  unruly  .pow'r, 
Requires  a  ftrong  reilraint  ; 

We  mull  be  watchful  ev'ry  hour, 
And  pray,  but  never  faint.] 

6  Lord  !  can  a  feeble  helplefs  worm 
Fulfil  a  talk  ft)  hard  ; 

Thy  grace  muft  all  my  work  perform, 
And  give  the  free  reward. 

CLXII.   The  meditation  cf  heaven  :  or,  The  joy  offaitk. 

i    IV  ft  Y  thoughts  furmount  thefe  lower  Ikies, 

JlVX  ̂ nc*  *°°k  w'tmn  tne  veil ; There  fprings  of  endlefs  pleafure  rife, 
The  waters  never  fail. 

2  There  I  behold,  with  fweet  delight, 
The  blefled  Three  in  One  : 

And  flrong  affe&ions  fix  my  fight 
On  God's  incarnate  Son. 

3  His  promife  (lands  for  ever  firm, 

His  grace  fhall  ne'er  depart : 
He  binds  my  name  upon  his  arm, 

And  ieals  it  on  his  heart. 

4  Light  are  the  pains  that  nature  brings  s 
How  ihort  our  forrows  are, 

When  with  eternal,  future  thing?, 
The  prefent  we  compare  ! 

5  I  would  not  be  a  ftranger  ftill 
To  that  celeftial  place, 
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Where  I  for  ever  hope  to  dwell 

Near  my  Redeemer's  face. 

CLXIII.   Complaint  of  ikferlion  and  temptations. 

1    TPVEAR  Lord  !  heboid  our  fore  diftrefs ; 

J^J   Our  fins  attempt  10  reign  \ 

Stretch  out  thine  arm  of  conqu'ring  grace, 
And  let  thy  foes  be  (Lin. 

[2  The  lion  with  his  dreadful  roar 
AiFnghts  thy  feeble  fheep  > 

Reveal  the  glory  of  thy  powY, 
And  chain  him  to  the  deep.] 

3  Muft  we  indulge  a  long  defpair  ? 
Shall  our  petitions  die  ? 

Our  mournings  never  reach  thine  ear, 
Nor  tears  afreet,  thine  eye? 

4  If  thou  defpife  a  mortal  groan, 

Yet  hear  a  Saviour's  blood  ; 
An  advocate  fo  near  the  throne, 

Pleads  and  prevails  with  God. 

5  He  brought  the  Spirit's  pow'rful  fword 
To  flay  our  deadly  foes : 

Our  fins  ihall  die  beneath  thy  word, 
And  hell  in  vain  oppofe. 

6  *How  boundlefs  is  our  Father's  grace, 
In  height,  in  depth,  and  length  ! 

He  makes  his  Son  our  righteoulhefs, 

His  Spirit  is  our  itrength.* 

w 
CLXIV.   The  aid  cf  the  wcr/d. 

HT  ihotikl  this  earth  delight  us  fo 
Why  lhould  wo  iix  our  eyes Y  2 
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On  thefe  low  grounds  where  forrows  grow, 
And  every  pleafure  dies  ? 

2  While  lime  his  fharpeft  teeth  prepare: 
Our  comforts  to  devour, 

There  is  a  land  above  the  ftars, 

And  joys  above  his  pcw'r. 

3  Nature  (hall- be  difTolv'd,  and  die. 
The  fun  muft  end  his  race, 

The  earth  and  fea  for  ever  fly 

Before  my  Saviour's  face. 

4  When  will  that  glorious  morning  rife, 
When  the  laft  trumpet  found, 

And  call  the  nations  to  the  ikies, 

From  underneath  the  ground  ? 

CLXV.    XJnfruitfulnefS)  ignorance^  and  unfanElifieA 

affections. 

i    T     ONG  have  I  fat  beneath  the  found 

1   j    Of  thy  falvation,  Lord, 
But  ftill  how  weak  my  faith  is  found, 

And  knowledge, of  thy  word  ! 

2  Oft  I  frequent  thy  holy  place, 
And  hear  almoft  in  vain  : 

How  fmall  a  portion  of  thy  grace 

My  mem'ry  can  retain  ! 

[3   My  dear  Almighty,,  and  my  God, 
How  little  art  thou  known 

By  all  the  judgments  of  thy  rod, 

And  bieffings  of  thy  throne.") 
[4  How  cold  and  feeble  is  my  love! 

How  negligent  my  fear  ! 
How  low  my  hope  of  joys  above  ! 

How  few  affections  there  !] 
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5   Great  God  !  thy  fov'reign  powY  impart, 
To  give  thy  word  fuccels  : 

Write  thy  falvation  in  my  heart, 
And  make  me  learn  thy  grace. 

[6  Shew  my  forgetful  feet  the  way 
That  leads  to  joys  on  high  ; 

There  knowledge  grows  without  decays 
And  love  mall  never  die.] 

CLXVI.   The  divine  perfection:. 

i    T  TOW  (hall  I  praife  th'  eternal  God, 
~~\    That  intinite  unknown  ? 

Who  can  afcend  his  high  abode, 
Or  venture  near  his  throne  ! 

[2  The  great  Invifibie  !  he  dwells 

Concealed  in  dazzling  light ; 
But  his  all-fearching  eye  reveals 

The  fecrets  of  tne  night. 

3  Thofe  watchful  eyes,  that  never  deep, 
Survey  the  world  around  ; 

His  wifdom  is  a  boiindiefs  deep, 

Where  all  our  thoughts  are  drown'd.] 

[^  Speak  we  of  ftrength  ?  his  arm  is  ftrong, 

Ta  lave  or  to  del  troy  •, 
k  Infinite  years  his  life  prolong, 

And  endlefs  is  his  joy.] 

r$   He  knows  no  fhadow  of  a  change, 
Nor  aher."  h  s  decrees  ; 

Firm  as  a  r  ick  bis  truMi  remains, 

To  gbard  his  promiies.] 

[6  Sinn*  r  ;  re  fence  die  : 
How  holv  is  his  (ttri  e  I 

*3 
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His  anger  and  hi. 
Burn  like  devouring  flame] 

7  Juftice  upon  a  d.-idful  throne 
Maintains  the  rights  of  God* 

While  mercy  fends  her  pardons  down, 

Bought  with  a  Saviour's  blood. 

8  Now  to  my  foul,  immortal  King, 
Speak  fome  forgiving  word  ; 

Then  'twill  be  double  joy  to  fing 
The  glories  of  my  Lord. 

CLXVII.  Thrfanw. 

i    jT"^i  RE  AT  God  !  thy  glories  fhall  employ 
\JT   My  holy  fear,  my  humble  joy  ! 
My  lips,  in  fongs  of  honour,  bring 

Their  tribute  to  th*  eternal  King. 

"2  Earth  and  the  ftars,  and  worlds  unknown, 
Depend  precarious  on  his  throne  \ 
All  nature  hangs  upon  his  word, 
And  grace  and  glory  own  their  Lord.] 

[3  His  fov'reign  pow'r  what  mortal  knows  r 
If  he  command,  who  dare  oppofe  ? 
With  ftrength  he  girds  himfeif  around, 
And  treads  the  rebels  to  the  ground.] 

[4  Who  fhall  pretend  to  teach  him  fkill, 
Or  guide  the  counfels  of  his  will  ? 
His  wifdom,  like  a  {ti  divine, 
Flows  deep  and  high  beyond  our  line.] 

[5  His  name  is  holy,  and  his  eye 
Burns  with  immortal  jealoufy  : 
He  hates  the  fons  of  pride,  and  fheds 

fiery  vengeance  on  their  heads.] 
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[6  Th 

Death  ;  , 

And  hell  unebver'd  to  bis  e; 

[7  Th'  eternal  law  before  him  ftar 
His  juftice,  with 
Divides  to  all 

Or  by  the  fceptrc  -  !  word,  J 

[8  His  mercy,  >uridlefs  I 
our  load  of  guilt  av. 

While  his  own  Son  came  down  an 

T'  engage  his  juftice  on  our  fide.] 

[9  Each  of  his  words  demands  my  faith  ; 
My  foul  can  reft. on  all  he  faith  ; 
His  truth  inviolably  keeps 
The  largeit  promife  of  his  lips.] 

10  Oh,  tell  me,  with  a  gentle  voice, 
Tbou  art  my  God,  and  Til  rejoice  ! 
Fiird  with  thy  love,  I  dare  procfeirh 
The  brighteft  honours  of  thy  name. 

CLXVIII.  Tbefa 

1  TEHOVAH  reigns,  his  throne  is  I 
J  His  robes  are  light  and  majefty  ; 

His- glory  Diines  with  beams  fo  brrght, 
*     No  mortal  can  .  ht. 

2  His  terrors  keep  the  world  in  awe, 
I lis  juftice  guards  his  holy* 
His  love  reveals  a  Tee, 

His  truth  and  promife  leal  the  grace. 

3  Through  all  ids 

And  baffles  S  -  ignsj 
His  powV  i^ 

:  If  s  will. 
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4   And  will  this  glorious  Lord  defcend 
To  be  my  Father  and  my  Friend  ? 
Then  lee  my  fongs  with  angels  join  ; 

Heav'n  is  fecure,  if  God  be  mine. 

CLX1X.  The  fam&jjs  the  cxlviii.  Pfalra. 

1  r  |  ̂HE  Lord  Jehovah  reigns, 
\       His  throne  is  built  on  high  \ 

The  garments  he  aflumes 
Are  light  and  majefty  j 

His  glories  fhine 
With  be ims  fo  bright, 
No  mortal  eye 
Can  bear  the  fight. 

2  The  thunders  of  his  hand 

K?ep  the  wide  world  in  awe  ; 
His  wrath  and  juftice  ftand 

To    » "  .rd  his  holy  law; 
A  id  where  his  love 

Refolves  to  blefs, 
His  truth  confirms, 

And  feals  the  grace. 

3  Thro'  all  his  ancient  works 
Surpriung  wifdom  fliines, 

Co  ifounds  the  pow'rs  of  hell, 
And  breaks  their  curs'd  defigns  ; 

Strong  is  his  arm, 
And  (hall  fulfil 

His  great  decrees, 
His  foreign  will. 

4  Ana  can  this  mighty  King,. 
Of  :lory  con  defcend  ? 
An«l    7  \[  he  write  his  name, 
My  Father   and  my  Friend  ! 
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I  love  bis  name, 
I  love  his  word  \ 

a  all  my  powers. 
And  praife  the  Lord. 

CI. XX.  God  incom  ■ 

[l      /^  AN  creatures,  to  perfection,  find 

lh'  eternal,  ui  mind 

Meafure  and  fearch  Lis  nature  out 

'Tis  high  as  heaven,  'tis  d  :ep  as  1 
And  what  can 'mortals  know,  or  tell  ? 
His  glory  fpreads  beyond  the  iky, 
And  all  the  fiiining  worlds  on  high. 

Eut  man,  vain  man,  would  fain  be  wife, 

Bora  like  a  wild  young  colt,  he 

Thro'  all  the  tollies  of  his  mind, 
And  i  wells  and  fnuffs  the  empty  wind.] 

God  is  a  king  of  power  unknown, 
Firm  are  the  orders  of  his  throne  j 

If  he  refolve,  who  dare  oppofe,  ■  * 
Or  aik  him  why,  or  what  he  does  ? 

He  wounds  the  h 

He  calms  the  f  tr^e  foul  :  , 

When  he  ihuts  up  in  ] 
Who  can  remove  ttie  heavy  bar  ? 

•  lie  frcn  >n, 

irry  roof Tren  .oof. 

'    joI>  XXV, 
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7  He  gave  the  vaulted  heav'n  its  form, 
The  crooked  ferpent  and  the  worm  ; 
He  breaks  the  billows  with  his  breath, 
And  fmites  the  fons  of  pride  to  death. 

8  Thcfe  are  a  portion  of  his  ways ; 
But  who  (hall  dare  defcribe  his /ace  ! 
Who  can  endure  his  light  ?  or  ftand 
To  hear  the  thunders  of  his  hand  ! 

THE  END  OF  THE  SECOND  BOOK. 
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HYMNS 
AND 

SPIRITUAL     SONGS, 

PREPARED  FOR  THE  HOLY  ORDINANCE  OF  THE 

lord's  SUPPER. 

BOOK     III. 

1.  The  Lord's  Supper  injliiu1ed>  I  Cor.  xi.  23,  &c. 

1   "TpWAS  on  that  dark,  that  doleful  night, 
When  pow'rs  of  earth  and  hell  aroie 

Againft  the  Son  of  God's  delight) 
And  friends  betray'd  him  to  his  foes. 
Before  the  mournful  fcene  began, 

He  took  the  bread,  and  biefs'd,  and  brake  : 
What  love  through  ah  his  actions  ran  ! 

What  wond'rous  words  of  grace  he  fpake: 

3  3Hm  is  my  body>  broke  for  Jin, 
Receive y  and  eat  the  living  pod  : 

Then  took  the  cup,  and  blefs'd  the  wine, 

'Tis  tie  neiu  cov "riant  in  my  W 
[4  For  us  his  fleih  with  nails  was  torn, 

He  bore  the  fcourge,  he  felt  the  thorn  ; 

And  juitice  pour'd  upon  his  head 
It^  heavy  vengeance,  in  our  ftead. 
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5  For  us  his  vital  blood  was  fpilt, 
To  buy  the  pardon  of  our  guilt  ; 
When  for  black  crimes  of  biggeft  fize, 
He  gave  his  foul  a  facrince  ] 

6  Do  this  (he  CTj'd)  'Till  time  pall  end3 
In  tnetrtry  of  your  dying  friend  ; 
Meet  at  my  table,  and  record 
The  lo  ve  of  your  departed  Lord. 

[/   y*fus*  tn}r  ̂ ea^  we  celebrate, 
We  ibew  thy  death,  we  fing  thy  name, 

'Till  thou  return,  and  we  fhall  eat 
The  aiarriage-fupper  of  the  Lamb.] 

II.   Communion  iirith  Chrift,  and  with  faints,  1  Cor,  x. 
16,  17. 

[j   ̂ TESUS  invites  his  faints 
J     Lo  meet  around  his  board  ; 

Here  pardon'd  rebels  fit,  and  hold Communion  with  their  Lord. 

2  For  food  he  gives  us  flefh  ; 
He  bids  us  drink  his  blood  : 

Amazing  favour  !   matchlefs  grace 
Of  our  defcending  God  !] 

3  This  Jioly  bread  and  wine 
Maintains  our  fainting  breath, 

By  union  with  onr  living  Lord, 
And  imereft  in  his  death  . 

4  Our  heav'nly  Father  c; 

Chrift '-and  his  members  ore; 
We  the  young  children  of  his  iove, 

And  he  the  firft-born  Sen. 

;    We  are  but  fevVal  parts 
Of  the  fame  broken  breed  j 
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One  body  hath  its  lev'ral  limbs, 
But  Jefus  is  the  he 

6  Let  all  our  powYs  be  j'un'd, 
I  lis  glorious  name  to  r 

Pleafure  and  Ivjve  iill  ev'ry  mind, 
And  ev'ry  voice  be  praiie. 

III.  TheNtw  Teflamtrtt  in  the  blxd  of  C\\r\{\  :  Or,  The 
Xc  w  Covenant Jailed. 

1  CT*HE  promiji  of  my  Father's  love 
-*-     Shall Jland  for  ever  good  : 
He  (aid,  and  gave  his  foul  to  death, 

And  feal'd  the  grace  with  blood. 
2  To  this  dear  cov  nant  of  thy  word 

I  fet  my  worthlefs  name  \ 

I  feal  th'  engagement  to  my  Lord, 
And  make  my  humble  claim. 

3  Thy  light,  and  ftrength,  and  pard'ning  grace, 
\nd  glory  ihall  be  mine  ; 

My  life  and  foul,  my  hear  and  tlefh, 
And  all  my  powers  are  thine.    . 

4  I  call  that  legacy  my  own 
Which  Jefus  did  bequeath  \ 

Twas  purchas'd  with  a  dying  groan, 
And  r.itii\'d  in  death. 

5  Sweet  i    ll?  memVy  of  his  name 
Who  blefs'd  as  in  his 

And  to  m    teftament  of  lote 
Made  his  own  life  the  feai 

Z 
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IV.   ChriuV  dyittg  /eve  :  Or,  Our  pardon  bought  at  a 
dear  price. 

i    T  TOW  condescending,  and  how  kind,    s 
Was  God's  eternal  Son  ! 

Our  misery  rench'd  his  hcav'nly  mind, 
And  pity  brought  him  down.  ■ 

£z  When  juftice,  by  our  fins  provok'd, 
Drew  forth  its  dreadful  fword, 

He  gave  his  foul  up  to  the  itr oke, 

Without  a  murm'ring  word.] 

[3  He  funk  beneath  our  heavy  woes, 
To  raife  us  to  his  throne  ; 

There's  ne'er  a  gift  his  hand  beftows, 
But  coft  his  heart  a  groan.] 

4  This  was  conjpaffion  like  a  God, 
That  when  the  Saviour  knew 

The  price  of  pardon  was  his  blcod. 

His  pity  ne'er  withdrew. 

5  Now  though  he  reigns  exalted  high, 
His  love  is  ftill  as  great ; 

Well  he  remembers  Calvary ►, 
Nor  lets  his  faints  forget 

,[6  Here  we  behold  his  bowels  roll 

As  kind  as  When  he  dy'd, 
And  fee  the  forrows  of  h:c  foul 

Bleed  through  his  wounded  fide. 

[7  <Here  we  receive  repeated  feals 

Of  Jefusy  dying  love  : Hard  is  the  wretch  th  it  never  feels 

*  One  foft  affection  mow.] 

2  Here  let  our  hear  s  begin  to  m'elt, While  we  his  death  record  5 
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And,  with  our  jo     or  1  :t> 
L 

V.  Chrlft  rf*  bread  of  life,  John  vi.  3  1,  35,  39. 

1    '        ET  us  adore  th1  e!"ernal  word, 
1,  1   '  Tis  he  our  fouls  that  fed  : 
Thou  art  the  living  ftream,  O  Lord, 

And  thou  th*  immortal  bread. 

[2  The  manna  came  from  lower  ikies, 
But  Jefus  from  above, 

Where  the  frefh  fprings  of  pleafurc  rife,    • 
And  rivers  flow  with  love. 

3  The  Jeivs,  the  Fathers,  dy'd  at  laft, 
Who  eat  the  heav'nly  bread  ; 

But  thefe  provifions  which  we  tafte 
Can  raife  us  from  the  dead.] 

4  LlefVd  be  the  Lord,  that  gives  his  flefh 
To  nourifh  dying  men  \ 

And  often  fpreads  his  table  frefh, 
Left  we  fhould  faint  again. 

5  Our  fouls  (hall  draw  their  heav'nly  breat 
Whilft  y*fus  finds  (up plies  ; 

Nor  fhall  our  graces  pak  to  death, 
For  Jcftis  never  dies. 

[6  Daily  owr  mortal  ffefli  decays, 
Bui  ir  life  fh  iil  come; 

Ills  ui 
:o*\v.\] 

\'l.  il.c  memorial  rf  out  abjhnt  Lord,   John  xvi, .  i.    19.  John  xiv.  j.  v 

!    ̂ fESUS  is  gone  above  the  flues, 
J  Where  our  n  rs  reach  him  :. 

Z  2 
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And  carnal  objects  court  our  eyes, 
To  thru  ft  our  Saviour  from  our  thought. 

2  He  knows  what  wand'ring  hearts  we  have, 
Apt  to  forget  his  lovely  face  : 

And,  to  rcfrefh  our  mind?,  he- gave 
Thcfc  kind  memorials  of  his  grace. 

3  The  Lord  of  life  this  table  bread 
With  His  own  flefh  and  dying  blood, 
We  on  the  rich  provifion  feed, 
And  tafte  the  wine,  and  blefs  the  God. 

4  Let  iinful  fleets  be  all  forgot, 
And  earth  grow  lefs  in  our  efteem  ; 

Chrijl  and  hrs  love  fill  ev'ry  thought, 
And  faith  and  hope  be  fiVd  en  him. 

5  While  he  is  abfent  from  our  fight, 

fTis  to  prepare  our  fouls  a  place, 
That  we  may  dwell  in  heav'nly  light. And  live  for  ever  near  his  face. 

[6  Our  eyes  look  upward  to  the  hills 
Whence  our  returning  Lord  fhall  come  : 

We  wait  thy  chariot's  awful  wheels, 
To  fetch  our  longing  fpirits  home.] 

VII.  Crucifixion  to  the  tuorJd,  by  the  crofs  gfChriftj  Gal. vi.  14. 

1   TTTHEN  I  furvey  the  wond'rous  crofs 

W     On  which  jthe  Prince  of  glory  dy'dj 
My  richeft  gain  I  count  but  lofs, 
And  pour  contempt  on  all  my  pride. 

a  Forbid  it,  Lord,  that  I  ihould  boaft, 
Save  in  the  death  of  Chrift  my  God  : 
All  the  vain  things  that  charm  me  moft\ 
1  facrifice  them  to  his  blood. 
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j    See  from  his  head,  I  is  h   I  jet, 
S<>;  row  and  lo.e  How  i 

Did  e'er  fuch  I  >\x  and 
Or  thorns  compofe  fo  rich  a  crowji  ? 

[4  His  dying  crimfon,  like  a  robe, 

Spreads  o'er  his  I 
en  am  1  dead  to  all  the  glob 

And  all  the  globe  is  dead  to  me.] 

5   "Were  the  whole  realm  of  nature  mil"  ̂  
That  were  a  present  far  too  froall : 
Love  fo  amazing*  \o  divine, 
Demands    my  (oul,  my  life,  my  all. 

VIII.    The  tret  of  !]fe. 

-t    ̂ "^IOjME,  let  ns  join  a  joyful  tune \^4    To  our  exalted  Lord, 
Ye  laints  on  high  around  his  throne, 

I  we  around  hi^  board. 

2  When  once  upon  this  lower  ground 
Weary  and  faint  ye  flood, 

What  dear  refreshments  here  ye  fo; 
From  this  immortal  food  !] 

3  The  tree  of  life,  that  near  the  throne 
In  heav  ns  high  garden  grows, 

Laden  with  grace,  bends  gently  down 
Its  ever-fmiling  boughs. 

[4  Hov'ring  amongft  the  leaves,  there  Hand-: 
The  fweet  ctleftial  Dove, 

And  Jefus  on  the  branches  hangs 
The  banner  of  his  love.] 

[5  *Tis  a  young  bcav'n  of  ftrange  delight, While  in  his  (hade  we  fit; 

His  fruir  is  {Healing  to  tl 
And  to  the  tafte  is  \\\\ 

z3 
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6  New  life  it  (pre ads  through  dying  hearts, 
And  chears  the  drooping  mind  ; 

Vigour  and  joy  the  juice  imparts, 
Without  a  fting  behind.  J 

7  Now  let  the  flaming  weapon  fland, 

And  guard  all  Eden's  trees  : 
There's  ne'er  a  plant  in  all  that  land 

That-  bears  fuch  fruit  as  theie. 

3  Infinite  grace  our  fouls  adore, 

Whofe  wond'rous  hand  has  made 

This  living  branch  of  foVreign  pow'r, To  raife  and  heal  the  dead. 

IX.    The  fpirhy  the  water,  and  the  blood,   I  John  v.  6. 

[  i    T     ET  all  our  tongues  be  one, 
^Lj   To  praife  our  God  on  high, 

Who  from  his  bofom  fent  his  Son, 
To  fetch  us  ftrangers  nigh. 

*2  Nor  let  our  voices  ceafe 

To  fing  the  Saviour's  name  ;    i 

J(fuSi  th'  ambaffador  of  peace, 
How  cheerfully  he  came  ! 

3  It  coft  him  cries  and  tears 
To  bring  us  near  to  God  \ 

Great  was  cur  debt>  and  he  appears 
To  make  the  payment  good.] 

[4  My  Saviour's  pierced- fide 
Four'd  out  a  double  flood  \ 

By  water  we  are  purify 'J, 
And  pardon'd  by  the  blood. 

5  Infinite  was  our  guilt, 
But  he,  our  prieft,  atones ; 

Gn  the  cold  ground  his  life  was  fpilt. 

And  offer 'd  with  his  groans.] 
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6  Look  up,  my  foul,  to  him 
Whofe  death  was  thy  dellrr, 

And  humbly  view  the  living  ftrcam 
Flow  from  his  breaking  heart. 

7  There,  on  the  curfed  tree, 
In  dying  pangs  he  lies, 

Fulfils  his  Father's  great  decree, 
And  all  our  wants  fupplies. 

£  Thus  the  Redeemer  came, 

By  water,  and  by  blood  ; 
And  when  the  Spirit  fpeaks  the  fame, 

We  feel  his  witnefs  good. 

(j  While  the  eternal  Three 
Bear  their  record  abo\e, 

Here  I  believe  he  dy'd  for  me, 
And  kal'd  my  Saviour's  love. 

[  i  o  Lord,  cleanfe  my  foul  from  fin, 
Nor  let  thy  grace  depart  ; 

Great  Comforter  !   abide  within, 

And  witnefs  to  my  heart.] 

X.   Chrhl  crucified)  the  ivifdotn  and poivcr  ofG 

1  "TW  TATURE  with  open  volume  ftand  , 
X^    To  fpread  her  Maker's  praife  abrc.:  !  \ 
And  ev.'ry  labour  of  his  hands 

„     Shews  fomething  worthy  of  a  God. 

2  But  in  the  grace  that^efcu'd  man, 
His  brighteft  form  of  glor\£  (hints  : 

Here,  on  the  crofs,  'tis  fairelr  drawn 
In  precious  blood,  and  crimfon  lines. 

[3  Here  his  whole  name  appears  complete ; 
Nor  wit  can  guefs,  nor  reilon  prove, 
Which  of  the  letters  bell  is  writ, 

The  pow'r,  the  wilclom,  or  the  love.]} 
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4  Here  I  behold  his  inmofr  heart, 

"Where  grace  and  vengeance  itrangely  join, Piercing  his  Son  with  ftiarpeft  fmart, 

To  make  the  purchas'd  pltafures  nine. 

5  O  !  the  fweeet  wonders  of  that  crof-, 
Where  God  the  Saviour  ldv'd  and  dv'd  ! 
Her  nobleft  life  my  fpirit  draws 
Frorri  his  dear  wounds,  and  bleeding  fide. 

6  I  would  for  ever  fpeak  his  name 
In  founds  to  mortal  ears  unknown, 

With  angels  join  to  praife  the  Lamb, 

And  worlhip  at  his  Father's  throne. 

XI.   Pardon  brought  to  our  fr/fs. 

!L How  heav'nly  is  the  place, 
Where  Jefus  fpreads  the  facred  feaft 

Of  his  redeeming  grace  ! 

2  There  the  rich  bounties  of  our  God, 

And  fweeteft  glories  fhine  ; 
Where  Jefus  fays,  that  /  am  L:s> 

And  my  Beloved's  mine, 

3  Here,  (fays  the  kind  redeeming  Lord, 
And  ihews  his  wounded  fide), 

See  here  the  fpring  of  all  your  joys , 
That  cpethl  ivhen  1  dfd  ! 

[4  He  imiles,  and  cheers  my  mournful  heart, 
And  tells  of  all  his  pain  : 

All  this  >  fays  he,  I  btre  for  thee, 
And  then  he  fmiles  agaha.] 

5  What  fhall  we  pay  our  heav'nly  Kiag 
For  grace  fo  vaft  as  this ! 
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He  brings  our  pardon  to  our  eyes, 
And  leak  it  with  a  kifs. 

[6  Let  fuch  amazing  loves  as  thefe 
Be  founded  all  abroad  j 

Such  favours  are  beyond  degrees, 
And  worthy  of  a  God.] 

[7  To  him  that  wauVd  us  in  his  blood 
Be  everlafling  praife, 

Salvation,  honour,  glory,  pow'r, 
Eternal  as  his  days.] 

XII.  The  gofpeUfeaJl,  Luke  xiv.  16,  &c. 

[i  T  TOW  rich  are  thy  provifions,  Lord  ! 

J[  X  Thy  table  farnifh'd  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  taftc. 

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  evVy  want  receivM  (apply. 

4  From  the  highway  that  leads  to  hell, 
From  paths  of  darknefs  and  defpair, 
Lord,  we  are  come  with  thee  to  dwell, 
Glad  to  enjoy  thy  prefence  here.] 

[5  What  Hull  we  pay  th*  eternal  Son, 
That  left  the  hcav'n  of  his  abode, 
And  to  this  wretched  earth  came  down. 

To  bring  us  wand'rers  back  to  God  ' 
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6  It  coft  him  death  to  fave  our  lives  ; 

To  buy  our  iouis,  it  coft  htt  own  -, 
And  all  the  unknown  joyb  lie  gives 
Were  bought  with  agonies  unknown.  » 

7  Our  everlafting  love  is  due 

To  him  that  ranfom'd  limners  loft ; 

And  pity'd  rebels,  when  he  knew 
The  vaft  expence  his  love  would  coft.] 

,  XIII.  Divine  love  making  afeajl,  and  calling  in  the 
guefis  :  Luke  xiv.   17,  22,  23. 

1  TJOW  fweet  and  awful  is  the  place, 
XjL    With  Chrijl  within  the  doors, 
While  everlafting  love  difplays 

The  choiceft  of  her  ftores  ? 

2  Here  ev'ry  bowel  of  our  God 
With  foft  compaffion  rolls, 

Here  peace  and  pardon,  bought  with  blood, 
Is  food  for  dying  fouls. 

[3  While  all  our  hearts,  and  all  our  fongs, 

join  t9  admire  t'lC  feaft, 
Each  of  us  cry,  with  thankful  tongues,        h 

11  Lord,  why  was  I  a  gucft  ? 

4  u  Why  was  I  made  to  hear  thy  voice, 
"   And  enter  while  there's  room  ; 

"  When  thoufands  make  a  wretched  choice, 

"  And  rather  narve  than  come  ?'] 

5  'Twas  the  fame  love  that  fpread  the  feaft, 
'That  fweetly  fore'd  us  in  : 

Elfe  we  had  ftill  refused  to  tafte, 
And  perHh'd.in  our  fin. 

[6  Fity  the  nations,  O  our  God  ! 
Ccnftrain  the  earth  to  come  : 
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fifcorious  word 

I  bring  the  (trangers  home. 

7   W  •  fee  thy  churches  full, 
[|  the  chofen  race 

May  with  one  voice,  and  heart,  and  foul, 
Sing  thy  redeeming  grace.] 

XIV.  The  Jong  of  Simeon,  Luke  ii.  23  :  Or,  A  fight 
qfCljrift  males  death  eafy, 

1  T^TOW  have  our  hearts  embr.ic'd  our  God, 
X^    We  would  forget  all  earthlj  charms, 
And  wiih  to  die,  as  Simeon  woivu, 

"With  his  young  Saviour  in  his  arms. 
2  Our  lips  fliould  learn  that  joyful  iong, 

Were  but  our  hearts  prepar'd  like  his  \ 
11  Our  fouls  ftill  willing  to  be  gone, 
11  An  J,  at  thy  word,  depart  in  peace. 

3  "  Here  we  have  feen  thy  face,  O  Lord, 
"   And  view'd  ialvation  with  our  eyes, 
"  Tailed  and  felt  the  living  word, 
"  The  bread  defcending  from  the  fkies. 

4  "  Thou  haft  prepar'd  this  dying  Lamb, 
"  Haft  Get  his  blood  before  our  face, 
fi  To  teach  the  terrors  of  thy  Dame, 
u  And  ihew  the  wonders  of  thy  grace. 

5  "  He  is  our  light,  our  moming-flar 
"  Shall  fhine  on  1  unkn   wn  ; 
r<  The  glory  of  thine  Ifn .tl  here, 

u  And  joy  of  fpirits  near  thy  throne." 

XV.  Our  Lord  Jefus  at  lis  own  table . 

IK  .      mYy  of  our  dying  Kor 
Awakes  a  thankful  tongue  : 

[r    r  H~^HK  .     mYy  of  our  dying  Lord 
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How  rich  he  fpread  his  royal  board, 

And  blefs'd  the  food,  and  lung. 
i  Happy  the  man  that  eats  this  bread, 

But  doubly-blefs'd  was  he 
That  gently  bow'd  his  loving  h'  ad, 

And  lean'd  it,  Lord,  on  thee. 

3  By  faith,  the  fame  delights  we  taftc 

As  that  great  fav'rite  d.d4 
And  fit  and  lean  on  Jefus*  breaft, 

And  take  the  heav'nly  bread.] 

4  Down  from  the  palace  of  the  ikies 
Hither  the  King  defcends  ! 

"  Come,  my  beloved,  eat  (he  cries) 
"  And  drink  falvation,  friends. 

£*5  "  My  flefh  is  food  asd  phyfic  too, 
u  A  balm  for  all  your  pains  ; 

"  And  the  red  ftreams  of  pardon  flow 

"  From  thefe  my  pierced  veins."] 

6  Hofanna  to  his  bounteous  love  ! 
For  fuch  a  feait  below  ! 

And  yet  he  feeds  his  fdints  above 
With  nobler  bleffings  too. 

£7  Come,  the  dear  day,  the  glorious  hour, 
That  brings  our  fouls  to  reft  ! 

Then  we  ihall  need  thefe  types  no  morei 

But  dwell  at  th'  heav'nly  feaft.] 

XVI.   The  agonies  of  Chrift. 

1   TVTOW  let  our  pains  be  all  forgot, 

J^  ̂    Our  hearts  no  more  repine  •, 

Cm  fu'ff'rings  are  not  worth  a  thought, 
When,  Lord,  compar'd  with  thine* 
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2  In  lively  figures  here  we  fee 

The  bleeding  Prinze  of  love  ; 

Each  of  us  hot*>e,  he  dy'd  for  me, 
And  then  our  griefs  remo1 

£3  Our  humble  faith  here  takes  her  rife, 
While  fitting  round  his  board  $ 

And  btck  to  Calvary  ihe  flies, 
To  view  her  groaning  Lord. 

4  His  foul,  what  agonies  it  felt 
When  his  own  God  witiuir 

And  the  lar^e  load  of  all  our  guilt 

Lay  heavy  on  him  too. 

j    But  the  Divinity  within 
Supported  him  to  bear : 

Dying,  he  conquer'd  hell  and  fin, 
And  made  his  triumph  there.] 

6  Grace,  wifdom,  juftice,  join'd,  and  wrought 
The  wonders  of  that  day  : 

No  mortal  tongue,  nor  mortal  thought, 
Qm  equal  thanks  repay. 

i 

j  Our  hymns  fnould  found  like  thofe  above, 
Could  we  our  voices  raife  ; 

Yes,  Lord,  our  hearts  (had  ail  be  love, 
And  all  our  lives  be  praife. 

XVII.  Incomparable  food;  Or,  The  flejh  and  blood  cf 
Chrift. 

[i   "TTTE  fing  th' amazihg  deeds 
VV      ̂ uu  gracc  divine  performs  ; 

Tii'  et  :rnal  God  comes  down  and  bleeds, 
To  nouriih  dying  worms. 

2  This  loui -reviving  wine, 

Dear  Saviour,  'tis  thy  Wood  ; A  a 
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We  thank  that  facred  fie  Hi  of  thine 

For  this  immortal  food.] 

3  The  banquet  that  we  eat 

Is  made  of  heav'nly  things  ; Earth  has  no  dainties  half  fo  fweet 

As  our  Redeemer  brings. 

4  In  vain  had  Adam  fought, 

And  iearch'd  his  garden  round  ; 
For  there  was  no  fuch  bleffed  fruit 

In  all  the  happy  ground. 

5  Th'  angelic  hoft  above Can  never  tafte  this  food  : 

They  feaft  upon  their  Maker's  love, 
But  not  a  Saviour's  blood. 

6  On  us  th'  almighty  Lord 
Beftows  this  matchleis  grace, 

And  meets  us  with  fome  cheering  word, 
With  pleafure  in  his  face. 

7  Come  all  ye  drooping  faints, 
And  banquet  with  the  King  ; 

This  wine  will  drown  your  fad  complaints, 

And  tune  your   voice  to  iing.    ; 
8  Salvation  to  the  name 

Of  our  adored  Chrijl : 
Through  the  wide  earth  his  grace  proclaim 

His  glory  in  the  high'ft. 

XVIII.   The  fame. 

i     I"  ̂ SUS  !  we  bow  before  thy  feet ; 
J      Thy  table  is  divinely  ftur'd  ; 
Thy  facred  flefh  our  iouls  have  eat, 

Tjs  living  bread  \  we  thank  thee,  Lord  ? 
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2  And  here  we  drink  our  Saviour's  blood  ; 

We  thank  thee,  Lord  .  'tis  generous  wine, 
Mingled  with  love  *,  the  fountain  llowM 
From  that  dear  bleeding  heart  of  thine. 

3  On  earth  is  no  Inch  fwectneis  found, 

For  the  Lamb's  flelh  is  beiv'nly  food  : 
In  vain  we  fearch  the  world  around 

For  bread  fo  fine,  or  wine  (b  s^ood. 

4  Carnal  prov-iicns  can,  at  b^r, 
But  cheer  the  heart,  cr  wrrm  the  h: 
But  the  rich  cordial  that  we  tade 
Gives  life  eternal  to  the  dead. 

5  Joy  to  the  Mafter  ol  the  feaft, 
His  name  our  fouls  for  ever  blefs  ; 

To  Gud  the  King,  and  Go  i  the  Priclt, 
A  loud  Hofantia  round  the  place. 

XIX.  Glory  in  the  croft :  Or,  Not  a/bamtd  cf  Ckriil. 
crucified. 

T  thy  command,  our  deareft  Lord, 
Here  we  attend  thy  dying  feaii  \ 

Thy  biood  like  wine,  Adorns  thy  board, 
And  thine  own  ilefh  feeds  evYy  gu-ir. 

2  Our  faith  adores  lug  love, 

'  And  trufts  for  life  in  one  that  dy'd  ; 
We  hope  for  hearnly  crowns  above, 

From  a  ier  crucify'd. 

3  Let  the  vain  world  pronounce  its  ihamc, 

And  fling  their  ft  o  the  caufe  •, 

"VVe  come  to  boaft  our  Saviour's  nam ■ 
ke  our  triumphs  in  his  cr 

A  a  2 
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With  joy  we  leave  the  fcoffiiig  age, 
He  that  was  dead  baa  left  his  tomb, 
He  lives  above  their  utmoft  rage, 
And  we  are  waiting  till  he  come. 

Eook  III.   I 

XX.     The  provifions  for  the  table    of  our   Lev  J t    c.\ 
The  tree  of  lft>  arid  river  of  love. 

I    T     ORD,  we  adore  thy  bounteous  hand, 
\  j    And  fing  the  folemn  feaft, 

"Where  fweet  celeftial  dainties  ftand 
For  ev'ry  willing  gueft. 

£  2  The  tree  of  life  adorns  the  board 
With  rich  immortal  fruit, 

And  ne'er  an  angry  flaming  fword 
To  gaard  the  palTage  to't. 

3  The  cup  (lands  crown'd  with  living  juice  ̂  
The  fountain  flows,  above, 

And  runs  down  (breaming  for  our  ufe, 
In  rivulets  cf  love] 

4  The  food's  prepaid  by  heavenly  art, 
The  pleasure's  well  refm'd  j 

They  fprtad  new  life  through  evVy  heart, 
And  cheer  the  drooping  mind. 

j  Shout  and  proclaim  the  Saviour's  love, Ye  faints  that  tafte  his  wine ; 

Join  with  your  kindred  faints  above, 
In  loud  Htfannas  jpiri. 

6  A  thoufand  glories  to  the  God 
That  gives  fuch  joy  a^  this ; 

Hcfanna!  let  it  found  abroad, 
And  reach  where  Jefis  is. 
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XX  [.    The  : 
and  dem 

[(    /^lOME,  let  us  lift  oi:r-  bigfcj 
^^4    High  as  our  joys  arife, 

And  join  the  fongs  above  the  iky, 
Where  pleafure  never  dies. 

2   Jefus,  the  God,  that  fought  and  bicd, 

And  conquer'd  when  lie  fell  ; 
That  rqfe,  and  at  his  chariot  wheels 

Dragg'd  all  the  pow'rs  of  hell.] 

[3   JefuSy  the  God,  invites  us  here 

*     To  this  triumphal  feaft, 
And  brings  immortal  bleffings  down 

For  each  redeemed  gueft] 

4  The  Lord  !  how  glorious  is  his  face  ! 
How  kind  his  fmiles  appear  ! 

And  oh !  what  melting  words  he  fays 

To  ev'ry  humble  ear  ! 

5  "  For  you,  the  children  of  my  love, 

"  It  was  for  youTdy'd; 
"  Behold  my  hands-  behold  my  feet, 

"   And  look  into  my  fide. 

6  "  Thefe  are  the  wounds  for  you  I  bore, 
M    The  tokens  of  my  pains, 

"  "  When  1  came  down  to  fr;e  your  f 
"  From  mifery  and  chains. 

[7   "   Juftice  unfheath'd  its  fiery  fword, 
"   And  plung'd  it  in  my  heart  ; 

u  Infinite  pangs  for  you  I  I 
"    \nd  moit  torment!: 

8   "  When  hell  and  all 
"  Stood  dreadful  in  n A  a  3 
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«  To  refcuc  thofe  dear  lives  of  yours, 
M  I  gave  my  own  aw 

9   "  But  While  I  bled,  and  groan'd,  and  dy'd, 
**  I  ruin'J  Satan's  throne  : 

<c  High  on  my  crofs  I  hung,  and  fpy'd 
"  The  monfter  tumbling;  down. 

io  <c  Now  you  mud  triumph  at  my  feaft, 
"  And  taite  my  flefh  and  blood, 

H  And  live  eternal  ages  blefs'd, 
"  For  'tis  immortal  food.'' 

ii  Victorious  God  !  what  can  we  pay 
For  favours  fo  divine  ? 

We  would  devote  our  hearts  away 
To  be  for  ever  thine.} 

2  2  We  give  thee,  Lord,  our  higheft  pralfe, 
The  tribute  of  our  tongues  \ 

But  themes  fo  infinite  as  thefe 

Exceed  our  nobleft  fongs. 

XXII.  The.  ccmpqjjlon  cf  a  dying  (Thrift. 

i    /AUR  fpirits  join  t'  adore  the  Lamb  : 
V^  Oh,  that  our  feeble  lips  could  move 
In  (trains  immortal  as  his  name, 

And  melting  as  his  dying  love  ! 

2  Was  ever  equal  pity  found  ? 

The  Prince  of  heav'n  refigns  his  breath, 
And  pours  his  life  out  on  the  ground, 
To  ranfom  guilty  worms  from  death. 

3  [Rebels,  we  broke  our  Maker's  laws  ;. 
He  from  the  threaten ings  fets  us  free,. 
Bore  the  full  vengeance  on  his  crofs, 

And  nail'd  the  curfes  to  the  tree.  J 
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[4  The  law  proclaims  no  terror  now, 
And  Sinai's  thunder  roars  do  n  1 
From  all  his  wound-;  new  bleffings  ilow, 
A  Tea  of  joy  without  a  Ihore. 

5  Here  we  have  wahYd  our  deepeft  Trains, 

And  heal'd  our  wounds  with  heav'nly  blood: 
Ble'Vd  fountain  !  fpringing  from  the  veins 
Of  Jcfujy  our  incarnate  God.] 

6  In  vain  our  mortal  voices  ftrive 

To  fpeak  companion  \o  divine  : 
Had  we  a  thoufand  lives  to  give, 
A  thoufand  lives  fhould  all  be  thine. 

XXIII.   Gra±e  and  glory  by  the  death  of  Chriit. 

[1    OITTING  around  our  Father's  board. 
^3   We  raife  our  tuneful  breath  ; 

Our  faith  beholds  her  dying  Lord, 
And  dooms  our  fins  to  death.] 

2  We  fee  the  blood  of  Jefus  fhed, 
Whence  all  our  pardons  rife ; 

The  fmner  views  th'  atonement- made. 
And  loves  the  facrifice. 

3  Thy  cruel  thorns,  thy  fhameful  crofs, 

x  Procure  us  heavenly  crowns  : 
Our  higheft  gain  fprings  from  thy  lofs  ; 

Our  healing  from  my  wounds. 

4  Oh  !  tis  impoflible  that  we 
Who  dwell  in  feeble  clay, 

Should  equal  fufFrings  bear  for  thc< 
Or  equal  thanks  repay. 
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XXIV.    Pardon  and  Jlrengtk  from  Chrift. 

1  X^ATHER,  wc  wait  to  ."eel  thy  grace* J^     To  fee  thy  glories  ihine  ; 
The  LorJ  will  his  own  fable  blefs, 

And  make  the  feaft  divine. 

2  We  touch,  we  tafte  the  heav'nly  bread, 
We  drink  the  facred  cup  : 

With  outward  forms  our  fenfe  is  fed, 

Our  fouls  rejoice  in  hope. 

3  We  (hall  appear  before  the  throne 
Of  our  forgiving  God, 

DreiVd  in  the  garments  of  his  Son, 
And  fprinkled  with  his  blood. 

4  We  (hall  be  ftrong  to  run  the  race, 
And  climb  the  upper  fky  v 

Chrijl  wrill  provide  our  fouls  with  grace>. 
He  bought  a  large  fupply. 

[5  I,et  us  indulge  a  cheerful  frame,, 
For  joy  becomes  a  feaft ; 

We  love  the  mem'ry  of  his  name 
More  than  the  wine  we  tafte.] 

XXV.   Divine  glories  and  graces. 

5  '     TOW  are  thy  glories  here  difplay'd. 
Great  God  how  bright  they  fhine^ 

While  at  thy  word  wre  break  the  bread, 
And  pour  the  flowing  wine  ! 

Here  thy  revenging  juftice  ftands, 
And  pleads  its  dreadful  caufe  ; 

Here  fa\  ing  mercy  fpreads  her  hands^ 
Like  Jefus  on  the  crofs. 
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3  Thy  faints  attend  with  evYy  gj 

On  this  great  facririce  •, 
And  love  appears  with  cheerful  face, 

And  faith  with  fixed  eyes. 

4  Our  hope  in  waiting  pofture  fits, 
To  heav  n  directs  her  light  ; 

Here  evVy  warmer  paflion  meets, 

And  warmer  pow'rs  unite. 

5  Zeal  and  revenge  perform  their  part, 
And  riling  on  deftroy  ; 

Repentance  comes  with  aching  heart, 
Yet  not  forbids  the  joy. 

6  Dear  Saviour,  change  our  faith  to  fight, 
Let  fin  for  ever  die  \ 

■  Then  I  tail  our  fouls  be  all  delight, 

And  ev'ry  tear  be  dry. 

I  Cannot  per  made  myfelf  to  put  a  full  period  to 

?fe  divine  hymns,  'till  I  have  addrefied  a  Spe- 
cial Jong  of  glory  to  God  the  Father,  the  Son,  and 

int.  Though  the  Latin  name  ci  it,  Glo- 
ria Patri,  be  retained  in  our  nation  from  the  Roman 

irchj  and  though  there  may  be  ibme  excellcs  of 
fupcrffitious  honour  paid  to  the  words  ofir,  which 

«may  have  wrought  (bine  unhappy  prejudices  in  weak- 
er Clin;  t  I  believe  it  ilill  to  be  one  of  the 

noble  parts  of  Chriftiap  worihip.  The  fubject  of  it 

is  the  doftr.nc  of  the  Trinity,*  which  is  that  peculiar 
glory  of  the  divine  nature,  that  our  Lord  Jefus  Chriiu 

has  ib  clear!)  revealed  unto  men,  and  U  i'o  necefury 
to  true  Chrifc  an  it  y.  The  aftion  is  praife,  which  is 
(  tie  of  the  moll  complete  and  exalted  p.^rts  of  Chrif- 
ti  n  worfiVp.  I  have  caft  the  fong  iiro  a  variety  of 
forms,  and  have  fitted  it  by  a  p  m}  cr  a  lar- 
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ger  paraphrafe,  to  be  fung  either  alone,  or  at  the  con- 
clusion of  another  hymn.  I  have  added  alfo  a  few 

Hofannas,  or  afcriptions  of  ialvation  to  Chriir,  in  the 
fame  manner,  and  for  the  fame  end. 

Afor.g  ofpraife  to  the  ever-bleffed  Trinity >  God  the  Fa- 
ther',  Son,  and  Spirit. 

XXVI.    ift  Long  Metre. 

I  LESS'D  be  the  Eather,  and  his  love> 
To  vvhofe  celeftial  fource  we  owe 

Rivers  of  endlefs  joy  above, 
And  rills  of  comfort  here  below. 

2  Glory  to  thee,  great  Son  of  God, 
From  whofe  dear  wounded  body  rolls 
A  precious  ftream  of  vital  blood, 
Pardon  and  life  for  dying  foul?. 

3  We  give  thee,  facred  Spirit,  praife, 
Who  in  our  hearts  of  fin  and  woe 

Makes  living  fprings  of  grace  arife, 
And  into  boundlefs  glory  flow. 

4  Thus  God  the  Father,  God  the  Sen, 
And  God  the  Spirit  we  adore, 
The  fea  of  life  and  love  unknown, 
Without  a  bottom  or  a  fhore. 

XXVIT.    I  ft   Common  metre. 

i    g^\  LORY  to  God  the  Father's  name*. 
\Jf  Who,  from  our  fmful  race, 

Chofe  out  his  fav'rltes  to  proclaim 
The  honours  of  his  grace. 
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2  Glory  to  God  the  Son  be  paid, 
Who  dwelt  in  bumble  clay, 

And,  to  redeem  us  from  the  dead, 
Gave  his  own  life  away. 

3  Glory  to  God  the  Spirit  give, 

From  whofe  almighty  pow'r 
Our  fouls  their  heav'nly  birth  derive, 

And  blefs  the  happy  hour. 

4  Giory  to  God  that  reigns  above, 
Tti  eternal  Three  and  One, 

Who,  by  the  wonders  of  his  love, 
Has  made  his  nature  known. 

XXVIII.    I  ft  Short  metre. 

i    T     ET  God  the  Father  live 

jLj    For  ever  on  our  tongues  ; 
Sinners  from  his  firft  love  derive 

The  ground  of  all  their  fongs. 

2  Ye  faints,  employ  your  breath 
In  honour  to  the  Son, 

Who  brought  your  fouls  from  hell  and  death, 
By  orFring  up  his  own. 

3  Give  to  the  Spirit  praife 
Of  an  immortal  ftrain, 

VTliofe  light  and  power,  and  grace  convey 
Salvation  down  to  men. 

4  While  God  the  Comforter 

Reveals  our  pardon'd  iin, 
O  may  the  blood  and  water  bear 

The  fame  record  within. 

r   To  the  great  One  and  Three, 

That  feal  this  grace  in  heav'n, 
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The  Father,  Son,  and  Spirit,  be 

Lternal  glory  giv'n. 

XXIX.    2d   Long  Metre. 

i    r^\  LORY  to  God  the  Trinity, 
\JT  Whofe  name  has  myfteries  unknown  ; 

In  efT-nce  one,  in  pL-rfon  three, 
A  focial  nature,  yet  alone. 

2  When  all  our  nobleft  powers  are  join'd, 
The  honours  of  thy  name  to  raife, 

Thy  glories  over-match  our  mind, 
And  angels  faint  beneath  the  praiie. 

XXX.   2d  Common  metre. 

3  fHBTlHE  God  of  mercy  be  ador'd, 
Who  calls  our  fouls  from  death, 

Who  faves  by  his  redeeming  word, 
And  new  creating  breath. 

2  To  praife  the  Father  and  the  Son, 
And  Spirit,  all  divine, 

Thf  One  in  Three,  and  Three  in  One, 
I^et  faints  and  angels  join. 

XXXL   2d  Short  metre. 

1  "        ET  God  the  Maker's  name 
J^j   Have  honour,  love,  and  fear. 

To  God  the  Saviour  pay  the  fame, 
And  God  the  Comforter. 

2  Father  of  lights  above, 
Thy  mercy  we  adore, 

The  Son  of  thy  eternal  love, 

A  nd  Spirit  of  thy  pow'r. 
3 
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KVII.    Or 

G1  IVIi  to  the  Fitlier  praife. 
y  to  the  Son, 

pirit  of  his  gr 
Be  equal  honour  done. 

XXXVIIT.     A  Jong  ofpraife  to  the  bkjjcd  Trinity. 

The  ill  as  the  cxlviiith  Pfalm. 

GIVE  jm mortal  praife 

3od  tke  Father's  love, 
>m forts  here^ 

d  better  hopes  above  : 
Ke  fent  his  own 

Eternal  Son, 
To  die  for  fins 
That  man  had  done. 

To  God  the  Son  belon 

Immortal  glory  too, 
Who  bought  us  with  his  blood 
From  ever: aft ing  woe  : 

And  now  he  live:, 

And  now  he  reigns, 
.And  fees  the  fruit 

Of  all  his  pains. 

To  God  the  Spirit's  name 
Immortal  worfhip  give, 

Whofe  new-creating  power 
Makes  the  dead  finner  live  : 

His  work  completes 
The  great  defign, 
And  fills  the  foul 

With  joy  divine. 
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XL.   The  y\  as  the  cxlviiitli 

nH  O  God  the  Father's  throne 
JL     Perpetual  honour 

■     i      I  the  I 
■ 

And  while  our  lips 
Their  tribute  bring, 
Our  faith  adoj 

Tr.  ,     wc  fing. 

XLI.    Or  thus  : 

I'^O  our  eternal  God, 
.     The  Father  and  the  Son, 

And  Spirit  all  divine, 
Three  myfteries  in  One, 

Salvation,  pow'r, 
And  praife  be  given 
By  all  on  earth, 

And  all  in  heav'n. 

The  HOSANNA;  or,  Salvation  afcribed  to  (Thrift. 

XLI  I.   Lotig  metre. 

i     TTOSANNA  to  King  David's  Son, 
•*  ̂   Who  reigns  on  a  iuperior  throne  ; 
We  blefs  the  Prince  of  heav'nly  birth, 
Who  brings  falyation  down  to  earth. 

2  Let  ev'ry  nation,  ev'ry  age, 
In  this  delightful  work  engage  : 
Old  men  and  babes  in  Si  on  Ting 

ll.e  growing  glories  of  her  King. 
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h,  and  Tea,  and  fky 
His  Wondrous  love  proclaim  ; 

Upon  his  head 
S ha  11  honours  reft, 
And  ev'ty  age 
Pronounce  him  bleft. 

A  TABLE, 
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Britain's    God  praifed,    b   1.    for       brought   to    the    church, 
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