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' ADVERTISEMENT

TO THERE

R EADERS

On the following HE A DS,

Of she different Editions of this Books

THE larger edition is prefaced with a
difcourfe on the right way of fiting
the Pfulms of David for Chriftian worthip;
wherein a plain account is given of the au-
thor’s general condu& in this imitation of
the pfalms, together with fome evident and
convincing arguments to fupportit. There
are alfo particular notes added at the end of
a great number of the pfalms, which explain
their evangelical fenfe, and fhew the reafon
why they are either paraphrafed or abridg-
ed in fuch a manner here.

At the requeft of many friends, the au-
thor has permitted this edition in a fmaller
form, to render it more portable and con-
venient for public worfhip; he thérefore
defires, and may reafonably demand thiz
picce of juilice of all his readers, that they

. o A A 2 A
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iv ADVERTISEMENT

will not 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 vindica-
tion of the whole performance.

Of the Ufe of this Pfalm-Book.

The chief defign of this work was to im-
prove pfalmody or religious finging, and to
encourage the frequent pradice of it in pu-
blic affemblies and private famil®s with
more honour and delight; yet the author
hopes the reading of it may alfo entertain
the parlour and the clofet with devout plea-
fure and holy meditations. Therefore he
would requeft his readers, at proper feafons
to perafe it through; and among 340 fa-
cred hymns, they may find out feveral that
fuit their own cafe and temper, or the cir-
cumftances of their families and friends;
they may teach their children fuch as are
proper for their age, and by treafuring
them up in their memory, they may be fur-
nifhed with pious retirement, or may enter-
win their friends with  holy melody.

* Of Chufing or finaing the Pfalm.
The perufal of the whole book will ac-
quaint every reader with the author's me-
thod, and by confulting the index or table

. -



to the READERS, v

' of contents at the end, he may find hymns
very proper for many occafions of the Chrif-
tian life and worthip; though no copy of
David’s Pfalter can provide for all, as I have
fhewn in the preface.

Or if he remembers the firft line of any
pfalm, the table of the firft lines will direét
where to find it.

Or if any fhall think it beft -to fing all
the pfalms in order in churches or families,
itmay de done with profit; provided thofe
. pfalms be omitted that refer to fpecial oc-
arrences of nations, churches, or fingle
Chriftians.

Of naming the pfalms.

Let the number gf thepjl;falm be named
_ diftin@ly, together with the particular metre,
and particular part of it: *As for inftance;
let us fing the 33d pfalm, 2 part, common
metre; or, let us fing the gift pfaim, 1ft
part, beginning at the paufe or ending at
the paufe; or, let us fing the 84th pfalm
2 the 148th pfalm, &c. And then read
over the firft ftanza before you begin to
fing, that the people may find it in their
books, whether you fing with or without
Icading line by line. :

Of dividing the Pfalm.

If the pialm be too long for the vme ot

43

7



to the REaDERS. . vii

without any meaning, till thenextlines
o give the fenfe of them.

‘ere to be withed alfo that we might
vell {o long upon every fmgle note,
oduce the fyllables to fuch a tirefome
with a conftant uniformity of time;
difgraces the mufic, and puts the
gation quite out of breath in fing-
: or fix {tanzas: Whereas, if the me-
‘finging were but reformed toa great-
d of pronunciation, we might often
the pleafure of a longer pfalm with
pence of time and breath; aad our
dy would be more agreeable to that
antient churches, more intelligible to
. and more delightful to ourfelves.

ember 3fF 1718
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vii ADVERTISEMENT.

The various meafures of the verfe are ﬁtteﬂ
to the tunes of the Old Pfalm-book. ‘

'To the common tunes fing all intitled Com-‘
mon Metre.

To the tune of the 100th pfalm fing all ln-1
titled Long Metre.

To the tune of the 25th pfalm fing Short 1
Metre.

To the soth pfalm fing one metre of thel
soth and 93d.

To the 112th or 127th pfalmfing one metre
of the 104th and 148th.

To the 11 3th pfalm fing one metre of the
19th, 33d. 58th, 89th, laft part, 96thy i
112th, 113th,

To the 122d pfalm fing one of the mcu'a
of the 93d, 122d, and 133d.

To the 148th pfalm fing one metre of the
84th, 121ft, 136th, and 148th.

Toa new tune fing on¢ metre of the ,;otll‘1
and 115th.



THE
SALMS or DAVID,

Imitated in the
1L ANGUAGE

OF THE -

IEW TESTAMENT,

PSALM 1. Common Metre.
be way and end of the righteous and the wicked,

BLEST is the man who fliuns the place
W here finners love to meet;*
Who fears to tread their wicked ways,

And hates the fcoffer’s feat,
But in the ftatutes of the Lord,

Has plac’d his chiief delight;
By day he reads or hears the words

And meditates by night.. ‘

As



10 PSALM 1.

3 [He, like a plant of generous kind
By living waters fet,
Safe from the ftorms and blafting wind,
Enjoys a peaceful flate.]
4 Green as the leaf, and ever fair
Shall his profeflion fhine;
While fruits of holinefs appear
Like clufters on the vine.
5 Not fo th’ impious and unjuft;
What vain defigns they form !
Their hopes are blown away like duft,
Or chaff before the ftorm.
G Sinners in judgment fhall not ftand
Amongtt the fons of grace,
‘When Chrift the judge at his right-hand
. Appoints his faints a place.
41 _His eye beholds the path they tread,
His heart approves it well;
~ But crooked ways of finners lead
Down to the gatcs of hell,

PSALM I Short Metre.
The faint happy, the finner mifcrable,
X HE man js ever bleft
Who fhuns the finner’s ways,
Among their councils-never flands,
Nor takes the fcogner’s place.
2 But makes the law.of God-
. His ftudy and delight, +  °
Amidf} the labours of the day,
"And watches of the night, -
3 He like a tree (hall thrive,
With waters near. the toots

° »



PSALM I tL

Freth as the leaf his name thall live,
His works are heav'nly fruit,
4 Not { th’ ungodly race,
They no fuch bleflings find :
“Their hopes fhall flce like empty chaff
Before the driving wind.
s How will they bear to ftand .
Before that judgment-feat,
Where all the faiats at Chrift’s right-hand’
In full aflembly meet ?
6 He knows, and he approves
The way the righteou: go:
But finners and their works fhall meet
A dreadful overthrow.

PSALM I. Long Metre.

Tbe difference between the righteous and the wickeds-

Appy the man whofe cautious feet
Shun the broad way that finners go,
W ho hates the place where Athcifls meet,
- And fears to talk as fcoffers do,
2 He loves t’ employ bis morning light
Amongft the ftatutes of the'Lord;
Aund {pends the wakeful hours of night,
With pleafure pond’ring o’er the word,

3 He, like a plant by gentle fireams,
Shall flounfh in immortal green;
And heav’n will thine with kindeft bwns
On ev’ry work his hands$ begin,

4 But finners find their counfels croft; R
As chaff before the tempeft flies; ‘e
So fhall their hopes be blown and loft,
Whea the laft trumpet fhakes the (kies,

‘A 6.

am
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5 In vain the rebel f._ s to ftand
In judgment with the pious race;
T he dreadful judge with ftern command
Divides him to a diff"rent place.

6 ¢ Straight is the way my faints have trod,
¢ I bleft the parh and drew it plain;
¢ But you would chufe the crooked road;
 And down it leads to endlefs pain.”

PSALM II. Short Metre.

‘Tranflated according to the divine pattern, A
iv. 24, &c. .
Chrift dying, rifing, interceding, and reigning
1 AKER and fov’reign Lord
Of heav’n, and earth, and fcas,
Thy providence confirms thy ward,
And anfwers thy decrees.

" 2 The thing fo long foretold
By David, are fulfiil’d,
When Jews and Gentiles join to flay
Jefus, thine boly 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;
Agaigft the Lord their pow’rs unite,
Againft his €hrift they join.
5 The Lord derides their rage,
" -7 And will fupport his thione;
" «He that hath rais’d him from the dead
Hath own’d him for his Son.
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. Pavss.
6 Now he’s afcended high,
And afks to rule the earth;
The merit of his blood he pleads,
And pleads his heav’oly birth, -
7 He afks, and God beflows
A large inheritance;
Far as the world’s remoteft ends
His kingdom fhall advance.

8 The nations that rebel
Mautt feel his iron rod;
He'll vindicate thofe honours welt
‘Which he receivd from God.

o [Be wife, ye rulers, now,
And-worfhip at his throne;
With trembling joy, ye people, bow
To God’s exalted Son. -
1o If once his wrath arife,
Ye perith on the place;
Then blefled is the foul that flies.
For refuge to hisgrace.)

PSAL M IL Cqmmon Metre,

1 HY did the nations join to flay
W The Lord’s anointed Son?
‘Why did they caft his laws away,

And tread his gofpet down?
2 The Lord that Gus above the fkies,
Derides their rage below,
He fpeaks with vengeance in his eyes,
And ftrikes their {pirits through,
« 1 call him my eternal Son,
¢ And raife him from the dead;
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¢ I make my holy hill his throne,
« And wide his kingdom fpread.

4 “ Afk me, my Son, and then enjoy
¢« The utmoft heathen lands:
« Thy rod of iron fhall deftroy
¢ The rebel that withftands.”

§ Be wife, ye rulers of the earth,
Obey th’ anointed Lord,
Adore the king of heav’nly birth,
And tremble at his word.

6 With humble love addrefs his throne;
For if he frown, ye die;
Thofe are fecure, and thofe alone,
‘Who on his grace rely.

PSALM II. Long Metre.
Chrif¥'s deatb. refurrettion, and afcenfion.
T HY did the Jews proclaim their rage?
The Romans why their fwords employ?
Againft the Lord their pow’rs engage
His dear anointed to deftroy?
2 “ Come, let us break his bands, they fay,
« This man (hall never give us laws;”
And thus they caft his yoke away,
And nail’'d the monarch to-the crofs.
4. But God, who high ip glory reigos,
_ Laughs at their pride, their rage controulsg
He’ll vex theirheart with ioward paias,
*_ And tpeak in thuader to their fouls,
- % I will maintain the king I made
*: 74 On Zion's everlalting hill,
¢ My hand fhall bring him from the dead,
 And he fhall ftand your tov'reign ftill.



PSALM IL 1

§ [His wondrous rifing from the earth
Makes his eternal godhead known ;
The Lord declares his heavenly bmh
“This day have I begot my Son.

6 “ Afcend, my Son, to my right-hand,
“ There thou fhalt afk, and 1 beftow
“ The utmoft bounds of Heathen lands;
“ To thee the Northera ifles (hall bow.”]

7 But pations that refift his grace
Shall fall beneath his iron ftroke;
His rod fhall crufh his focs with cafe,
As potters earthen work is broke,

Pausk.

8 Now ye that fit on earthly thrones,
Be wife, and ferve the Lord, the Lamb,
Now to his feet {ubmit your crowns,
Rejoice and tremble at his name,

9 With humble love addrefs the Son,

Left he grow angry, and ye die;
His wrath will burn to worids unknovm,

If ye provoke his jealoufy.

10 His ftorms fhall drive you quick to hell,
He is a God, and ye but dult:
Happy the fouls that know him well,
And make his grace their only trutt.

PSALM III. Common Metre, .
Doubts and fears ﬁﬁﬁprgﬂ, o# God our defence fm
Satan.

1 h Y God, how many are my fears$
How faft my foes increafe !
Confpiring my eternal death,
They break my prefent peaces
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2 The lying tempter would perfuade
There’s no relief in heav'n,
And all my fwelling fins appear

Too big to be forgiv'n.

3 But thou, my glory and my ftrength,
Shalt on the tempter tread,
Shalt filence all my threat’ning guilt,
And raife my drooping head.
4 [ cry’d, and from his holy hill
He bow’d a lift'ning ear;
I call’d my father, and my God,
And he fubdu’d my fear.

§ He fhed foft lumbers on mine eyes,
In fpite of all my foes;
1 ’woke, and wonder’d at the grace,
That guarded my repofe.J

6 What tho’ the hett of leath anu hell
All aro.’d aguinft me flood,
Terrors no more thall thake my foul;
My rfuge is my God.
7 Arife, O Lord, fulfil thy grace,
While 1 thy glory fing:
My God has broke the ferpent’s teeth,
And death has loft his fting.

8 Salvation to the Lord belongs,
His arm alonc can fave:
__Bleflings attend thy people here,

.And reach beyond the grave.
'-;,_-: - ‘RSALM ut 12 34,5 8 Long?
A Morning Plalm,
. Lord how many are my foes
In this weak ftate of flcth and bloo

Ve 'S



PSALM 1IV. 17
My peace they daily difcompofe,
Bat my defence and hope is God.
2 Tir'd with the burdens of the day,
To thee I rais’d an ev’ning cry;
Thou heard’ft when I began to pray,
And thine almighty belp was nigh.
3 Supported by thine heav’nly aid
1 Jaid me down, and flept fecure;
Not death thould make my heart afraid,
Tho’ I thould 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 fong.

PSALM IV. 1,2,3,35,6,7. Long Metre.

Hearing of Prayer, or, God our Portion, and
Chrift aur Hope,

1 Gonb of grace and righteoufnefs,
O Hear and attend when' J comphain;
Thou haft enlarg’d me in diftrefs,

Bow down a gracious ear again.

2 Ye fons of men, in vain ye try
To turn my glory into (hame;
How long will fcoffers 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’d. !

4 When our obedient hands have done
A thouland works of righteoufnefs,



18 PSALM IV.
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

But, Lord, thy light and love we pray;
Our fouls defire this heav'nly food.

6 Then fhall my chearful 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,
3 ORD, thon wilt hear me when ] pray;
L 1 am for ever thine; prys
1 tear before thee all the day,
Nor would I dare to fin,.

2 And while I reft my weary head
From cares and bus’nefs free,
*Tis fwect converfing on my bed
With my own heart and thee,
3 1 pay this ev'ning facrifice :
And when my work is done,
Great God, my faith and hope relies
Upon thy grace alone.
¢ Thus with my thoughts compos’d to peace,
I’ll give mine cyes to {leep; |
Thy hand in fafety keeps my days, ¢
And w;ll my lumbers kcep.
L . PSALM V..
For the Lord’s Day Morning.
)L ORD, in the morsing thou fhalt hean
My voice afoendmg kigh; :
| —_—, ;
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To thee will I diret my pray’r,
To thee lift up mine eye.

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

. Prefenting at his Father’s throne
Our fongs and our complaints.

. 3 Thou art aGod, before whofe fight
The wicked fhall not ftaand,
Sinners fhall ne’er be thy delight,
Nor dwell at thy right-hand.

4 But to thy houfe will I refort,
To tafte thy mercies there;
I will frequent thine holy court,
And worthip io thy fear.
5 O may thy Spirit guide my feet
In ways of righteoufnels!
Make ev'ry path of duty ftraight,
Aund plan before my face.

Pavusek.
6 My watchful enemics combine
To tempt my fect aftray;
They flatter with a bafe defign,
To make n.y {oul their prey.

7 Lord, crufh the ferpent ia the duft,
And all his plots deftroy;
While thofe that in thy mercy traft,
For ever fhout for joy.
8 The mch that love and fear thy name
~ Shall fee their hopes fulfill’'d;
«The mighty God will compals them
. - With favour asa thield.
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PSALM VI. Common Metre.
Complaint in Sicknefs : or, Difeafes heales
1 YN anger, Lord, rebukc me not,
I Withdraw the dreadful ftorm:
Nor let thy fury grow fo hot,
Againft a feeble worm.

2 My foul bow’d down with heavy cares,
My fleth with paio oppreft:
My couch is witnefs to my tears,
My tears forbid my reft,

3 Sorrow and pain wear out my days;
1 wafte the night with cries,
Counting the minutes as they pafs,
Till the flow morning rife.

4 Shall [ be Rill tormented more?
My eyes confum’d with grief;
How long, my God, how long before
Thine hand afford relief ?

§ He hears when duft and athes fpeak,
He pities all our groans,
He faves us for his mercies fake,
And heals our broken bones.

6 The virtue of his fov'reign word
Reftores our fainting breath;
For filent graves praife not the Lord,
Nor is he known in death.

PSALM VI. Long Metre,
i Temptations in Sicknefs overcome.
Fa | A fuffer thy rebukes,
s When thou with kindnefs doft ch:
-Bot thy fierce wrath 1 cannot bear,
10 let it mot againft me rife.
W
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Pity my languithing eftate,
And eafe the forrows that I feel ;
The wounds thine heavy hand hath made,
O let thy gentler touches heal !
See how I pafs my weary days

Tn fighs and groans; and when “tis night,
My bed is water’d with my tears;

My grief confumcs, and dims my fight,

4 Look how the pow’rs of nature mourn !
How long, almighty God, how long ?

. When fhall thiae hour of grace return 2
When fhall I make thy grace my fong ?
§ lfeel my fleth fo near the grave,

My thoughts are tempted to defpair ;
But graves can never praife the Lord,
For all is duft and filence there.
6 Depart, ye tempters, from my foul,

And all defpairing thoughts depart;
My God who hears my humble moan,
Will eafe my fleth, and chear my heart,

PSALM VIL

Guds Care of his People, and PunifSment of
Perfecutors.

! Y truft isin my heav'nly friend,
My hope in thce, my God
Rife, and my helplefs lif: defend
" From thofe that feck my blood,
2 With infolence and fury they
My foul in pieces tear,

." As hungry lions rend the prey

/

W hea no deliv’rers near.
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3 If I had e’er provek’d them firft,
Or once abus’d my foe,
Then let him tread my life to duft,
And lay mine honour low.

4 If there be malice found in me,
1 know thy piercing eyes;
1 fhould not dare appeal to thee,
Nor afk my God to rife.
g Arife, my God, lift vp thy hand,
Their pride and pow’r controul;
Awake to judgment, and command
Deliv’rance for my foul. -

PavUsE.

6 [Let finners and their wicked rage
Be humbled to the duft;
Shall not the God of truth cngage
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 themfelves are caft;
My God makes all their mifchief light
On their own-heads at laft,]
9 That cruel perfecuting race
. Muft feel his dreadful {word.
Awake, my foul,’and praife the grace,
And juftice of the Lord.
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PSALM VIII. Short Metre,

Gafs Sovereignty and Goodnefs : and Man's Doe
minion over the Creatures, ’

1 -Lorp, our heav'nly King,
Thy reime is all divine;

Thy glories round the earth are fpread,

And o’er the heav’ns they fhine.

2 When to thy works on high

1 raife my wond’ring eyes,
And fee the moon complete in light,
Adorn the darkfome fkies:

3 When I furvey the flars

And all their fhining forms,
Lord, what is man, that worthlefs thing,
A-kin to duft and worms?

4 Lord, what is worthlefs man

That thou fhould'ft love him fo?
Next to thine angels is he plac’d,
And lord ot all below.

§ Thine honours crown his head,
W hile beafts, like flaves obey,.
And birds that cut the air with wings, .
And fifh that cleave the fea,

6 How rich thy bountigs are!
And wond’rous are thy ways:
Of duft and worms thy pow’r can frame
A monument of praife.

7 [Out of the mouth of babes
And fucklings thou canft.draw

Surprifing honours to thy name,
And ftrike 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 condefcenfion, and glrification : or, |
made man.

3 Lorp, our Lord, how wond’rous gre:
Is thine exalted namc !
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 fky,
Thofe moving worlds of light,

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

That thou thould'ft vifit him with grace,
And love his nature fo:

4 That thine eternal Son fhould bear
To take a mortal form,
Made lower than his angels are,
To fave a dying worm.
§ [Yet while he livid on earth unknown,
" And men would not adore,
Th’ obedient feas and fifhes own
" his Godhead and his pow’r.
6 The waves lay fpread bencath his feet;
. And fith at his command, *
Bring their large fhoals to Peter’s pet,
Bring tribute to his hand,
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-7 Thefe lefler glories of the Son,

Shone thro’ the flethly cloud;
Now we behold him on his throne,
Aad 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_Jefus, our Lord, how wond’rous great
Is thine exalted name!
The glories of thy heav’nly ftate,
Let the whole earth proclaim,

PSALM VIII. Ver. 1, 2, Paraphrafed,
Firft part. Long Metre.

The hofanna of the children : or, Infants praifing .
Gad. :

1 LwmicuTY Ruler of the fkies,
Thro’ the wide earth thy nameisfpread,
And thine eternal glories rife,
O’er all the heav’ns thy hands have made,

2 To thee the voices of the young
A monument of honowr raife;
And babes with uninftructed tongue
Declare the wonders of thy praife.

3 Thy pow'r affifts their tender age
To bring proud rebels to the ground,
To flill the bold blafphemer’s rage,
And all their policies confound.

4 Children amidft thy temple throng
To fee their great Redeemer’s face;
7The Son of David is their fong,

And young hofanna’s fill the place,
_ ' B
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§ The frowning fcribes and angry priefts
In vain their impious cavils bring :
Revenge fits filent in their breafts,

While Jewith babes proclaim their King.

PSALM VIll. Ver. 3, &c. Paraphrafed,
Second part. Long Metre,

Adam and Chrift, lords of the old and new creation,
1 ORD, what was man, when made at firft,
Adam, the offspring of the duft,
That thou fhould’ft fct him and his race
But juft below an angel’s place!

2 That thou thould’®t raife his nature fo,
And make him lord of all below,
Make ev’ry beaft and bird fubmit,

- And lay the fithes at his feet?

3 But O what brighter glories wait
To crown the fccond Adam’s {tate?
‘What honours fhall thy Son adorn,
‘Who condefcended to be born 2

4 See him below his angels made;
See him in duft among the dead,
To fave a ruin’d world from fin:
Bat he fhall reign with pow’r divine,
§ The world to come redeem’d from all
The mis’ries that attend the fall,
New made, and glorious, fhall fubmit
At our exalted Saviour’s feet.

PSALM IX. Firft part.
. Wrath and mercy from the judgment feat.
r ITH my whole heart I’ll raife my fong,
\V Thy wonders I'll proclaim,



PSALM IX. . a5
for'reign judge of right and wrong
ilt put my foes to thame. '
1g thy majefty and grace;
1God prepares his throne
idge the world in righteoufnefs,
d make his vengeance known.
thall the Lord a refuge prove
r all the poor oppreft;
ve the people of his love, -
«d give the weary reft.

men that know thy name will troft
thy abundant grace:

‘hou haft ne’er forfook the juft,

'bo humbly feek thy face.

praifes to the righteous Lord,
'ho dwells on Zion’s hill,

> executes his threat’ning word,
ad doth his grace fulfil,

SALM IX. Ver.12. Second part,
The wifiiom and equity of providence.
HEN rhe great Judge fupreme and juft,
shall once enquire for blood, :
humble fouls :hat mourn in duft,
1ll find a faithful God.

rom the dreadful gates of death
oes his own children raife:

on’s gates with chearful breath
hey fing their Father’s praife.

oes fhall fall with heedlefs feet

to the pit thcy made;

finrers perith in the net

hat their own haads have fpread. :
- B2 s
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4 Thus by thy judgments, mighty God,
Are thy deep counfels known ;
When men of mifchief are deftroy’d,
The fnare muft be their own.

Pavuske.
§ The wicked fhall fink down to hell;
Thy wrath devour the lands
That dare forget thee, or rebel
Againft thy known commands.
6 Tho’ faints to fore diftrefs arc brought,
And wait and long ¢umplain,
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 feet, .
And man prevail no more.

8 Thy thunder fhall affright the proud,
And put their hearts to pain,
Malte them confefs that thou art God,
And they but feeble men.

N

PSALM X
Prayer heard, and faints faved: or, Pride, .
i and oppreffion punifbed. ’
For a hamiliation day.
2 ‘N 7HY doth the Lord ftand off fo fai
And why conceal his face,

When great calamities appear,
And times of deep diftrefs?

2 Lord, fhall the wicked flill deride
Thy juftice and thy pow'r?

———y
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7 advance their heads in prid'c;«
ill thy faints devour?

: thy judgments from their fight,
ien infult the poor;

ft in their exalted height,

they fhall fall no more.

God, lift up thine hand,

| our humble cry :

y shall dare to ftand

God afcends on high.

Pavusek.

the men of malice ragey

ay with foolith pride,

jod of heav’n will ne’er engage
fight on Zion’s fide.”

1 for ever art our Lord;
sow’rful is thine hand,

1 the heathens felt thy fword,
perith’d from thy land. °

iilt preparée our hearts to pray,
:aufe thine ear tohear; '
kens what his children fay,
puts the world in fear.

yrants fhall no more opprefs,
10re defpife the juft;

ghty finners fhall confefs

7 are but earth and duft,

PSALM XL

29

es the righteous and hates the wiched,

" refuge is the God of love,
Why do iy foes infult and Cry,
: B3
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*¢ Fly like a tim’rous trembling d
¢ To diftant woods or mountains

2 If government be all deftroy’d,
(That firm foundation of our pe:
And violence make juftice void,
Where fhall the righteous feek re:

3 The Lord in heav’n has fix’d his
His eye furveys the world below:
To him all mortal things are kno
His eye-lids fearch our fpirits thr

.4 If he affliés his faints {o far,
To prove their love, and try thei
What may the bold tranfgreffors
His very foul abhors their ways.

s On impious wretches he thall rain
Tempefls of brimftone, fire and d
Such as he kindled on the plain
Of Sodom, with his angry breath

6 The righteous Lord loves rightec
Whole thoughts and aétions are :
And with a gracious eye beholds
The men that his own image bea

PSALM XII. LongM

The faint’s fafety and hope in evil ti
of the tongue complained of, viz. bk

C.
1 ,OR D, if thou doft not foon
Virtue and truth will Ay av
A faithful man amongft us here,
Will fcarce be found if thou delay.

2 The whole difcourfe when neighb
Is fill’d with trifles loafe und vain;
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heir lips are flatt’ry and deceit,
ad their proud language is profaae.

at lips that with deceit abound

1all aot maintain their triumph long;

he God of vengeance will confound

heir flatt’ring and bla{pheming tongue,
Yet thall oor words be frce, they cry;
Oar tongue fhall be controul'd by none:
W here is the Lord will afk us why?

Or fay our lips are not our owa ?”

he Lord who fees the poor opprefs’d,
ad hears th* oppreflor’s haughty ftrain,
"ill rife to give his children reft,

or fhall they truft his word in vain,

by word, O Lord, tho’ often try'd,
oid of deceit fhall ftill appear;

ot filver fev’n times purify’d

rom drofs and mixture fhines fo clear.

‘hy grace fhall in the darkeft hour
efend the holy foul from harm;

'bo’ when the vileft men have pow’r,
o ev’ry fide will finners fwarm,

PSALM xﬁ. Common Metre.

viaint of a general corruption. of manners : or,
be promife and figns of Chriff's coming fo
ld'gmm‘ LR

_IELP Lord, for men of virtue faxl.
Religion lofes ground;
"he fons of violence prevail,
And rreacheries abound.
B 4
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2 Their oaths and promifes they break,
Yet aét the flatt’rer’s part;
With fair deceitful lips they {peak,
And witha double heart.

3 1f we reprove fome hateful lie,
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 g vile race of men
Is rais'd to feats of pow’r and pride,
And bears the fword in vain,

Pauss.
§ Lord, when iniquities abound,
And blafphemy grows bold,
‘When faith is hardly to be found,
And love is waxing cold:

6_Is not thy chariot haft’ning on?

Halt thou not giv’n the fign?

May we ot truft and live upon
A promife fo divine?

47 * Yes, faith the Lord, now will I rife,
¢« And make oppreflors flee?
# ] fhall appear to their furprize,
¢ And fet my fervantsfree.”

8 Thy word like filver fev’dt times try'd,
Thro’ ages fhall endire
The men that in thy truth confide,
Shall find the promife fure.
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. PSALM XIII. Long Metre.
wing with God under defertion: or, Hope in
darknzfs.
HOW long, O Lord, thall I complain,
Like one that feeks his God in vain 2
Canft thou thy face for ever hide 2
Aud [ ftill pray, and be deny’d 2

Shall I for ever be forgat,

Asone whom thou regardeft not?

$till (hall my foul thine abfence mourn ?
And f1ill defpair of thy return?

How long fhall my poor troubled breaft
Bewith thefe anxious thoughts opprel?
And Satan, my malicious foe,

Rejoice to fee me funkfo low?

Hear, Lord, and grant me quick relief,
Before my death conclude my grief,

If thou withhold thy heav'nly light,
Ifleep in everlafting night.

How will the pow’rs of darknefs boaft,
If but one praying foul be loft?

But [ have trufted in thy grace,

Aad fhall again behold thy face.
Whate’er my fears or foes fuggeft,
Thon art my hope, my joy, my reftr
My heart Mall feel thy love and raife
My chearful voice to fongs of praife.

PSALM XII Common Metie,

Complaint under tcmptations of the devil,

HOW long wilt thou conceal thy face
My God how long delay 2 :

Bs
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When fhall I feel thofe heav'aly |
Thar chafe my fears away ?

2 How long fhall my poor lab’ring
Wreftle and toil in vain ?
‘Thy word can all my foes contrc
And eafe my raging pain,
3 See how the prince of darknefs ¢
All his malicious arts,
He fpreads a milt around my eye:
And throws his fiery darts,

4 Be thou my fun, and thou my fhi
My foul in fafety keep;

Make hafte, before mine eyes are
1n death’s eternal {lcep.

s How would the tempter boaft al
If 1 become his prey 2

Behold the fons of hell grow prot
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 drea
7 Thou wilt difplay that fov’reign §
Where all my hopes have hun
1 fhall employ miy lips in praife,
And vict'ry hall be fung.

PSALM.XIV, Firf p

" By nature all men are finn

1 OOLS, in their hearts, believe
¢ That all religion’s gain,

* ¢ There is no God that reigns on

¢ Or minds th’ affairs of mgn.”
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From thoughts fo dreadfal and profane
Corrupt difcourfe proceeds;

And id their impious hands are found
Abominable deeds.

The Lord. from his celeftial throne,
Look’d dowa on things below,

Tofind the man that fought his grace,
Or di¢* 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 loves his name.

§ Their tongues are us’d to fpeak deceit,
Their flanders never ceafe:

How fwift to mifchief are their feet!
Nor know the paths of peace.

Such feeds of fin (that bitter root)
In ev’ry heart are found ;

Nor can they bear diviner fruit,
Till grace refine the ground.

- PSALM XIV. Second part.

The fally of perfecutors.

! A RE finners now fo fenfelefs grown,

That they the faints devour?

! And never worlhip at thy throne,
Nor fear thine awful pow’r ?

.2 Great God, appear to their furprize,

" Reveal thy dreadful name;

Let them nomore thy wrath defpile,

Nor turn our jope to thame,

3 Doft thou not dwell among the jull,

Angd yet our foes deridey

B6
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That we (hould make thy name our truft;
Great God, confound their pride..

4 O that the joyful day were come
To finith our diftrefs!
When God fhall bring his children home,
Our fongs fhall never ceafe.

PSALM XV. Common Metre,

Charatters of a faint, or a citizen of Zion : er, 1
qualifications of a Chriftian.
1 WHO fhall inhabit in thy hill,
O God of holinefs?
‘Whom will the Lord admit to dwell
So near his throne of grace?

2 The man that walks in pious ways,
And works with righteous hands;
That trufts his Maker’s promifes,
And follows his commands.

3 He fpeaks the meaning of his heart,
Nor flanders with his tongue;
Will {carce believe an ill report,
Nor do his neighbour wrong.

4 The wealthy finer he contemns,

Loves al] shat fear the Lord;
And tho’ to his own hurt he fwears,
Still he performs his word.
¢ His hands difdain a golden bribe,
And never gripe the poor;

" . 7This man fhall dwell with God on earth,

" And find his heav’n fecure.

-
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PSALM XV. Long Metre,

Religion and juftice, goodnefs and truth; or, Duticy
to God and man : or, The qualifications of a Chrif
tian.

I ‘ ‘7H0 fhall afcend thy heav'nly place,

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

2 Whofe hands are pure, whofe heart is clean,
Whofe lips flill fpedk the thing they mean;
No {landers dwell upon his tongue ;

He hates to do his neighbour wrong,

3 [Scarce will he traft an ill report,
Nor vent it to his neighbour’s hart:
Sinners of ftate he can defpifle,

But faints are honour’d in his eyes.]

4 [Firm to his word he ever ftood,
Aad always makes his promife good:
Nor dares to change the thing he {wears,
‘Whatever pain ar lofs he bears.] '

& [He never deals in bribing gold,
And mourns that juftice thould be fold;
‘W hile others gripe and griad the poos,
Sweet charity attends his door.]
6 He loves his enemies, and prays
For thofe that curfe him to his face;
And doth Yo all men ftill the fame . ‘3
That he would hope or with from themy . . .
Yet when his holieft works are done, B
“His foul depends on’ grace alone:
This is the man thy face fhall fee,
-And dwell for ever, Lord, with thee.
.
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PSALM XVI. Firft Part. Long l;l'etrc.

Confeffion of our poverty: and Saints the beft come~
pany : or, Good works prifit men, not God,
1 Referve me. Lord, ia time of need,
For fuccour to thy throoe I flee,
But have no merits therc to plead;
My goodnefs cannot reach to thee,

2 Oft have my heart and tongue confcft,
How empty and how poor [am;
My praife can never make thee bleft,
Nor add new glories to thy name.

3 Yet Lord. tiwv faints on earth may reap
Some prorit by the good we do;

" Thefe are the company 1 keep,
Thefe are the choiceft friends I know.

4 Let others chufe the fons of mirth
To give a relifh to their wine,
1 love the men of heav'nly birth, -
‘Whofe thoughts and language are divine.

PSALM XVE  Second Part. Long Metre,
Chrift's all fufficiency.
| HOW faft their guilt and forrows rife,
- Who hafle to leek fome idol god;
1 will not tafte their facrifice,
Their off’rings of forbidden blood.

%4 My God provides a richer cup,
;.. And nobler food to live upon,
1. 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 rights

.
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-And be his name for bleft, :
‘Who gives me fiveet advice by night.

4 I fet him ftill before mine eyes;
At my right hand he ftands prepar’d
To keep my foul from all furprife,
And be my everlafting guard.

PSALM XVL T7hird Part. Long Metre,
Courage in death_and hope of the refurrection,

1 HEN God is nigh, my faith is ftro
W His arm is my almighty prop: e
Be glad my heart, rejoice my tongue,

My dying fleth (hall reft io*hope.

2 Tho’ in the duft [ lay my head
Yet, gracious God, thou wilt not leave
My foul for eyer with the dead,

Nor lofe thy children in the grave, i

3 My fleth thall thy firft call obey,

Shake off the duft, and rife oa high;
Then (halt thou lead the wond’rous way
Up to shy throne above the fky.

4 There ftreams of endlefs pleafure flow;
And full difcov’ries of thy grace
( Which we bat tafted here below)
Spread heav’nly joys thro’ all the place..

PSALM XVI. 1,—~8. Firff Part. Com, Metreé\
Support and counfel from God without merit, . .

? AVE me, O Lord, from ev’ry foe;
ta thee my truft I place,
Tho’ all the good that [ can do
Can n¢’er deferve thy grace,
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2 Yetif 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 weod or flone ;
But my delightful lot is caft
‘Where the true God is known,

4 His hand provides my conftant food,
He fills my daily cup;
Much am 1 pleas’d with. prefent good,
But more rejoice in hope.
§ God is my portion and my joy ;3
His couniels are my light;
He gives me fweet advice by day,
And gentle hints by night,
" 6 My foul would all her thoughts approve
To his all-fecing eye;
Not death nor hell my hope fhall move
While fuch a frieud is nigh.

PSALM XVL Second Part. Common Metr
The death and refurreclion of Chrift.,
1 “ Y Set the Lord before my face,
¢ 1 He bears:my courage up;
¢ My heart and wongue their joys exprefs,
s« My fleth thall reft in hope.
2 “ My #pirit, Lord, thou wilt not leave
¢ Where fouls departed are;
¢ Nor quit my body to the grave,
¢ To {ee corruption there,
3 ¢ Thou wilt reveul the path of life; ~
** And raife me to thy thione; o

-~ »
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€< Thy courts immortal pleafure give,
“ Thy prefence joys unknown.”
4 [ 'Thus in the name of Chrift, the Lord,
The holy David fung,
Aud Providence fulfils the word
Of his prophetic tongue.
§ Jefus, whom every faint adores,
Was crucify’d and flain;
Behold the tomb its prey reftores,
Behold he lives again,
6 When fhall my feet arife and ftand
On heav’ns eternal hills;
There fits the Son at God’s right hand,
And there the Father fmiles.]

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

Portion of faints and finners : or, Hope and defpalr "
in death.
1 Risg, my gracious God
And make the wicked flee,
They are but thy chaftizing rod
To drive thy faints to thee,

2 Behold the finner dies,
His haughty words are vainj;
Here in this life his pleafure lyes,
' And all beyond is pain.
3 Then let his pride advance,
And boaft of all his ftore;
The Lord is my inheritance,
My foul can wifh no more,
4 1 fhall bebold the face
Of my forgiviog God; .
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And ftand complete in righteoufnefs,
Wath'd in my Savioor’s blood.

§ Thére’s a new heav’n begun
When I awake from death.

- Dreft in the likenefs of thy Son,

And draw immortal breath,

PSALM XVII. Long Metre.

Tke finners portion, and faints bope : or, The heav
of feparate fouls, and the refurretion.

1 ORD, I am thine; but thou wilt prove
My faith, my patience, and my love;
When men of fpite againft me join,
‘They are the fword, the hand is thine.

*" . @ Their hope and portion lyes below,

*Tis 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 cnough that thon art mine:
I fhall bebold thy blifsful face,
And ftand complete in righteoufnefs.

" 4 This life’s a dream, an empty fhow;

But the bright world to which I go,
Hath joys fubftantial and fincere;
‘Whea fhall I wake and find thee there?

§ O glorious hour ! O bleft abode !
I thall be near, and like my God !
And flefh and fin no more controul
The facred pleafures of the foul.

6 My fleth fhall lumber in the ground,
Tifl the laft trumpet’s joyful found ;

-
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Thea burft the chains with fweet farprize,
And in my Saviour’s image rife,

PSALM XVIL Fir¥ Part. Long Metre.

Ver. 1,—6, 15,—18,

Deliverance from defpair; or, Temptations over-

4

5

come.
HEE will I love, O Lord, my ftrength,
My rock, my tow’r, my high defence;
Thy mighty arm fhall be my traft,
For I have found falvation thence.

Death and the terrors of the grave

.8tood round me with their difmal (hades-

“‘While floods of high temptations rote,
And made my finking foul afraid,

I faw the op’ning gates of hell

With endlefs pains and forrows there,
Which none but they that feel can tell,
While 1 was hurried to defpair,

In my diftrefs 1 call’d my God,

W hen [ could fcarce believe him mine;
He bow’d his ear to my complaiat; '
Then did his grace appear diviae,
[With fpeed he flew to my relief,

As on a cherub’s wing he rode;

Awful and bright as lightaiog (hons

- The face of my deliv’rer God.

6

Temptations fled at his rebuke, ° ‘

The blaft of his almighty breath;

He fent falvation from on high,

And drew me from the depths of death.]

Great were my fears, my foes were great,
Much was their ftrength, and mote Wk VRS

PR
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Bat Chrift, my Lord, is conqu’ror flil}
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 pow’r.

PSALM XVIIL
Second Part. Ver. 20,~26. Long Metre,
Sincerity proved and rewarded.

] L OR D, thou haft feen my foul fincere,
Haft made thy truth and love appcar;
Before minc 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.

g What fore temptations broke my reft !
What wars and {trugglings in my breaft ?
But through thy grace that reigns within,
1 guard againft my darling fin.

4 That fin that clofe befets me ftill,

That works and firives againft my will;
“When fhall thy 'Spirit’s fov’reign pow’r
Deftroy it, that it rile no more,

§ [With an impartial hand, the Lord
Deals out to mortals their reward
The kind and faithful foul fhall find
A God as faithful and as kind,

6 The juft and pure thall ever fay;
Thou art more pure, more juft than they :
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And men that love revenge fhall know
God hath an arm of vengeance too.]

PSALM XVIIl. 7kird Part, Ver. 30, 31,
34, 35, 46, &c. Long metre.
Rejoicing in God; or, Salvation and triumph,
UST are thy ways, and true thy word,
Great Rock of my fecure abode;
Who is a god befide the Lord?
Or where’s a refuge like our God? §
*Tis he that girds me with his might,
Gives me his holy fword to wicld ;
And while with fin and hell { fight,
_Spreads his falvation for my fhield.
He lives (and blefled be my Rock)
The God of my falvation lives,
The dark defigns of hell are broke;
Sweet is the peace my Father gives.
Before the fcoffers of the age
I will exalt my Father’s name,
Nor tremble at their mighty rage, -
But meet reproach, and bear the thame,
To David and his royal feed
Thy grace for ever fhall extend;
Thy love to faints in Chrift their head"
Knows not a limit nor an end..

PSALM XVIIL Firft part. Conmdn Metre,
Victory and triumph over temporal enemies,
E love thee, Lord, and we adore,
Y Now is thine arm reveal’d;
Thou art our ftrength, our heav’nly tow'r,
Or bulwark and our fhield,
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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.

When God ouvr leader fhines in arms, -
What mortal heart can bear

T he 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 rebike
W hole a1 mies are difmay’d ;
His voice, his frown his angry look
Strikes all their courage dead.
6 He forms our gen’rals for the field
With all their dreadful fkill;
Gives them his awful fword ro wield,
And makes their hearts of fleel.
- 7 [He aims our captains to the fight,
' (Tho’ there his name’s forgot ;
He girded Cyrus with his might,
But Cyrus knew him not.)
-8 Oft has the Lord whole nations bleft
: For his own churches fake: :
The pow’rs that give his people reft
"Shall of his care partake.] -

PSALM XVIII. Second Part. Common Metre,
, The Congueror’s Song.
[ TO thine almighty arm we owe

The triumphs of the day;

.~
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Thy terrors, Lord, confound the foe,
And melt their ftrength away.
2 Tis by thine aid our troops prevail,
. And break united pow’rs;
Or burn their boafted fleets, or fcale
The proudeft of their tow’rs,

3 How have we chas’d them thro’ the field,
And trod them to the ground,
While thy falvation was our thield,
But they no fhelter found !

4 In vain to idol faints they cry,
And perifh in their blood;
Where is a rock (o great, {o high,
So pow’rful as our God ?
§ The Rock of Ifra’l ever lives,
His pame be ever bleft;
*T'is his own arm the vit’ry gives,
And gives his people reft.
6 On kings that reign as David did,
He pours his bleffings down;
Secares their honours to their feed,
And well fupports their crown.

PSALM XIX. Firft Part. Short metre,
The book of nature and fecripture.
For a Lord’s-day morning.

1 EHoLD the lofty {ky
Declares its maker God,
And all his ftarry works on high
Proclaim his pow’r abroad.

2 The darknefs and the light
Still keep their courfe the fa‘_mc-,
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Whils night to day, and day to night
Divinely teach his name,
3 In ev'ry diff'rent land
Their gen’ral voice is known;
* They fhew the wonders of his hand,
And orders of his throne.

4 Ye Britith lands rejoice,
Here he reveals his word,
‘We are not left to nature’s voice
To bid us know the Lord,

§ His ftatutes and commands
Are fet before our eyes,
He puts his gofpel in our hands,
Where our falvation lies.
6 His laws are joft and pure,
His truth without deceit,
His promifes for ever fure,
And his rewards are great,
7 Not honey to the tafte
. Affords fo much delight,
Nor gold that has the furnace pafs'd
So mach allures the fight.
8 While of thy works 1 fing,
- Thy glory to proclaim,
Accept the praife, my God, my King,
In my Redeemer’s name,

PSALM XIX. Second Part;. Short Me

God's word moft excellent ; or, Sincerity am
wazchfulnefs. '
For a Lord’s-day-morning.
I BEHOLD the morning fon
Begins his glorious way;

t
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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,

alls dead finners from their tombs,
And gives the blind their fight.

3 How perfeét is thy word !
And all thy judgments juft,
ever fure thy promife, Lord,
And men fecurely truft.

4 My gracious God, how plain
Are thy dire&ions givn!
0may 1 never read in vain,
But find the path to heav'n!

PavusE. .

5 I bear thy word with love,
And [ would fain obey;
:&and thy good Spirit from above
" To guide me, lefl I firay.
6 O who can ever find
, The errors of his ways?
Yet with a bold prefuraptuous mind
I would not dare tranfgrefs.
7 Warn me of ev'ry fin,
. Forgive my fecret faults,
Aod cleanfe this guilty foul of mine,

" Whofe crimes exceed my thoug!:ts.

& While with my heart and tongue
1 fpread thy praife abroad;
Accept the worthip and the fong,
.My-Saviour and m‘v: God.

49
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PSALM XIX, Long Metre.

. qhe books of nature and feripture compare:
. The glory and fuccefs of the gojpel.
1 THE heav’ns declare thy glory, Lord
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 pow’r confef3;
Bat the bleft volume thou haft writ
Reveals thy juftice and thy grace.

3 Sun, moon, and ftars convey thy praife
Round the whole earth, and never ftand:
So when thy truth begun its race,
1t touch’d, and glanc’d on ev’ry land.

4 Nor fhall 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.

Great Sun of righteonfnefs, arife,

Blefs the dark world®with heav'nly light;

Thy gofpel makes the fimple wile,

Thy laws are pure, thy judgments right.
6 Thy nobleft wonders here we view,

In fouls renew’d, and fins forgiv’n:

Lord, cleanfe my fins, my foul renew,

And make thy word my guide to heav’n.

PSALM XIX. To the tune of the 113th:
The book of wature and feripture.

1 REAT God, the heav’n’s well' order'd
Declarcs the glorics of thy name:

N
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There thy rich works of wonder thine,
A thoaofand ftarry beaaties there,
A thoufand radiant marks appear

Of boundlcfs pow’r, and fkill divine,

2 From night to day, from day to night,
The dawning and the dying light,
Leétures of heav'nly wifdom read;
With filent eloquence they raife
Our thoughts to our Creator’s praife,
Aud neither found nor language necd,

3 Yet their divine inftruétions run
Far as the journies of the fun;
And ev'ry nation knows their voice:
The fun, like fome young bridegroom dreft,
Breaks from the chambers of the eatt,
Rolls round, and makes the earth rcjoice,

4 Where'er he Ipreads his beams abroad,
He fmiles and fpeaks his maker God:
All natare joins to fhew thy praife:
Thus God in ev'ry creature fhines;
Fair are the book of nature’s lines,
But fairer is the book of grace.

PAvuUsE.

3 Llove the volumes of thy word;
What light and joy thofe leaves afford
To fouls benighted and diftreft!
Thy precepts guide my doubtful way,
} Thy fear forbids my feet to ftray,
Thy promife lcads my heart to reft.
+ 6 From thie difcoveries of thy law
i The perfec rules of life I draw:
l Thefe are my ftudy and delights
Ca
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Not honey {o invites the tafte,
Nor gold that hath the furnace paft,

Appears fo pleafing to the fight.

.7 Thy threatnings wake my {lumbring eyes
And warn me where my danger lies;

But ’tis thy blefled gofpel, Lord,
That makes my guilty confcience clean,
Converts my foul, {ubdues my fin,

And gives a free, but large reward,

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

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

And book of nature not in vain.

PSALM- XX,
Prayer and hope of viftory.
For a day of prayer in time of war.
OW may the God of pow’r and gra
Attend his people’s humble cry!
Jehovah hears when Ifra’l prays,
And brings deliv’rance from on high.
The name of Jacob’s God dcfends
Better than fhields or brazen walls;
He from his fan&uary fends
Succour and ftrength when Zion calls,

Well he remembers all our fighs,
His love excéeds our beft deferts:
His love accepts the facrifice

Of humble groans-and broken hearts,

2 In his falvation is our hope, .
And in the name of Ifra’l’s God,

N
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PSALM XX 3
Jur troops (hall lift their banners up,
Jur navies fpread their flags abroad.

tome truft in horfes train’d for war,

And fome of chariots make their boafts:
Our fureft expetations are

From thee, the Lord of i#av’nly: hofts.
rO may the memory of thy name
Infpire our armies for the fight!

Our foes fhall fall and die with fhame,
Or quit the field with fhameful flight.] -

Now fave us, Lord, from flavi(h fear,
Now let our hope be firm and ftrong,
Till thy falvation fhall appear, .

And joy and triumph raife the fong..

PSALM XXI. Common Metre.

Our King is the care of Heaven.
HE King, O Lord, with fongs of praife
Shall in thy ftrength rejoice;
And bleft with thy falvation, raife
To Keav'n his chearful voice.

Thy fure defence thro’ nations round:
Has fpread his glogious name;

And his fuccefsful altions crown’d.
With majefty and fame.

Then let the king on God alone
For timely aid rely;

His mercy fhall fupport the throne
And all our wants fupply.

Bat, righteous Lord, his {tubborn foes-
Shall feel thy dreadful hand:
T hy vengeful arm (hall find out thofe
That hate his mild command.
C3
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§ When thou againft them doft engage,
Thy juft, but dreadful doom
Shall, like a fiery oven’s rage,
Their hopes and them confume, *

G Thus, Lord, thy wondrous pow’r decla
And shus exalt ¢hy fame;
‘Whilft we glad fongs of praife prepare
For thine almighty pame,

PSALM XXI 1—9. Loog Metr
Chrift exalted to the kingdom.,

g Avid rejoic’d in God his ftrength,
Rais’d to the throne by fpecial gra
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 rais'd 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;
Bleffings of love prevent him ftill,
And crowns of glory, not of gold.

4 Honour and majefty divine
Around his facred temples thine,

Bleft with the favour of thy face,
And length of everlafting days.

s Thine hand fhall find out all his foes;
+ And as a fiery oven glows
‘With ragiog heat and living coals,
So fhall thy wrath devour their fouls.

v
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PSALM XXII. 1—I16. Figf Part,
Common Metre,

The fufferings and death of Chrift.
h HY has my God my foul forfook,
Nor will a fmile afford?
(Thus David once in anguifh fpoke,
And thus our dying Lord.)

2 Tho’ ’tis thy chief delight to dwell
Among thy praifing faints,
Yet thou canft hear a groan as well,
And pity our complaiots.

3 Our fathers trufted in thy name,
And great deliv’rance found;
But I'm a worm defpis’d of men,

- And trodden to the ground.

4 Shaking the head they pafs me by,
And laugh my foul to fcorn;
¢ In vain he trufts in God, they cry,
¢ Negleted and forlorn,”

§ But thou art he who form’d my flefh,
By thine almighty word,
And fince I hung upon the breaft
My hope is in the Lord.

6 Why will my Father hide his face,
When foes ftand threatning 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.
C4
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8 From earth and hell my forrows meet
Fo multiply the fmart;
They nail my hands, they pierce my feet,
And try to vex my heart.

9 Yct if thy fov'reign hand let loofe
The rage of earth and hell,
‘Why will my heav’nly Father bruife
The Son he loves fo well 2"
to My God, if poffible it be,
With hold this bitter cupz
But I refign my will to thee,
And drink the forrows up.

11 My heart diffolves with pangs unknown,
In groans 1 wafte my breath:
Thy heavy hand hath brought me down
Low as the duft of death..

12 Father, I give my fpirit up,
And traft it in thy hand;

My dying flefh thall reft in hope,
And rife at thy command..

PSALM XXIL 20, 21, 27,~31. Second Pe
Common "Metre.

ChrifP's fufferings and kingdom.
 « WY OW from the roaring lion’s rage,
« O Lord, protet thy Son,

¢t Nor leave thy. darling to engage
¢« The pow’rs of hell alone.

2 Thus did our {uff’ring Saviour pray
‘With mighty cries and tears;
God heard him in that dreadful dag,.
And chas’d away his fears.



‘PSALM XX 7,

Great was the vi&t’ry of his death,
His throne exalted high:

And all the kindreds of the earth
Shall worthip or {hall die,

A num’rous offspring maft arife
From his expiring groans;

They fhall be reckon’d in his eyes
Fou daughters and for fons.

The meek and humble fouls fhall fee
His table richly fpread;;

And all that feek the Lord fhall be..
With joys immortal fed:

Theifles thall know the righteoufnefs-
Of our incarnate God,

And natioas yet unborn profefs .
Salvation in his blood: -

PSALM . XXil. Long Metres
- ChrifPs fufferings and exaltation.
NOW let our mournful fongs record-
The dying forrows of our Lord,
When he complain’d in tears and blood
As one forfaken of his Ged.

The Jews beheld him thas forlorn,

And fhake their heads and laugh in fcornj:
“ Herefcu’d others from the grave;,

¢ Now let him try himfelf to fave, .

* Thisis the man did once pretend’

¢ God was his father and his friend ;

* ¥ Gad the blefled lov’d him fo,

- Wl!y dgth he fail to help bim now?

ople ! cruel priefts |
How tby d.roxmd like favage bealts:
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Like lions gaping to devour,
‘When God had left him in their pow’r. -
§ They wound his head, his hands, his feet,
Till ftreams of blood each other meet ;
By lot his garments they divide,
And mock the pangs in which he dy'd.
6 But God, his father, heard his ary;
Rais’d from the dead he reigns on high;
The nations learn his righteoufnefs,
And humble finners tafte his grace.

PSALM XXII Loog Metre,

God our fbepherd.
k] MY fhepherd is the living Lord; -
Now fhall my waats be well foppl
His providence and holy word ‘
Become my fafety and my guide,

2 In paftures where falvation grows
He makes me feed, he makes me reft;
There living water gently flows,

And all the food divinely bleft,

3 My wand’ring feet his ways miftake,
But he reftores my foul to peace,

And leads me, for his mercy’s fake,
In the fair paths of righteoufnefs,

4 Tho’ I walk thro’ the gloomy vale
‘Where death and all its terrors are,
My heart and hope fhall never fail,
For God my fhepherd’s with me there.

's . Amidft the darknefs and the dee
Thou art my comfort, thou my flay; .
Thy ftaff fupports my feeble fteps, .. :* -
Thy rod dire&ts my doubséul way. i

- | s -0
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*The fons of earth and fons of hell
Gaze at thy goodnefs, and repine
*To fee my table fpread fo well
‘With living bread and chearful wine,
[How I rejoice wherpon my head
Thy Spirit condefcends to reft!

- ¥Tis a divine anointing fhed

Like oil of gladnefs at a feaft,

'8 Surely the mercies of the Lord
Attend his houfhold all their days;
*There will I dwell to hear his word,
To feek his face and fing his praife.]

PSALM XXIII. Common Metre.

1 Y Shepherd will fupply my need,
Jehovah is his name;
In paftures freth he makes me feed
! Befide the living ftream.
2 He brings my wand’ring fpirit back
When I forfake his ways;
And leads me for his mercy’s fake
! In paths of truth and grace.
' 3 When I walk thro’ the thades of deaths
Thy prefence is my ftay,
A word of thy fupporting breath
Drives all my fears away,
4 Thy hand in fight of all my foes
Dorth ftill my table fpread
My cup with bleflings overflows,
T hine o}l -anoiats my head.

}'_ § The fiize Jeovifions of my God

Attend e gll my days;
! cé

59



60 PSALM XXII .

O may thy houfe be mine abodg,
And all my work be praife!
6 There would I find a fettled reft,
(While others go and come)

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

PSALM XXIII. Short Metre.

X HE Lord my fhepherd is,
1 thall 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 Loly name,

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

' d

Tho’ I fhould walk through death’s datk {h

My Shepherd’s with me there.
5 In fpite of all my foes
. Thou doft my table {pread, =
"Wy cup with bleflings overflows,
- - And joy 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.

| - N
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PSALM XXIV. Common Metre,.
Dwelling with God.
t HE earth for ever is the Lord’s,
With Adam’s num’rous race;
He rais'd its arches o’er the floods,
And built it on the feas.

2 But who among the fons of men.
. May vifjt thine abode?
He that has hands from mifchief clean,
W hofe heatt is right with. God:

T his is the man may rife and take
The bleflings of his grace:

7T his is the lot of thofe that feek
The God of Jacob’s face. *

4 "Now let our fouls immortal pow’rs,
.To meet the Lord prepare,
Lift up their everlafting doors,
* The King of glory’s near.

§ "The King of glory who can tell
The wonders of his might 2.
He rules the nations; but to dwell
‘With faints is his delight.

PSALM XXIV. Long Metre.
Saints dwell in heaven; or, Chriff’s afcenfion,

1 HIS fpacious earth is all the Lord’s,. -

-4 And menand worms, and beafts and birdss,
He rais’d the building on the feas, o
And gave it for their dwelling-place,

2. But there’s a brighter world on high; .-
Thy palace, Lord, above the fky;
‘Who fhall afcend that bleft abodey. .-

- Asd dwell fo near his Maker, God#: ™
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3 He that abhors and fears to fin,
‘Whofe heart is pure, whofe-hands are ¢
Him fhall the Lord the Savionr blefs,
And clothe his foul with righteoufnefs.

4 Thefe are the men, the pious race
That feek the God of Jacob’s face:
Thefe fhall enjoy the blifsful fight,
And dwell in everlafting light.

Pavusk.

§ Rejoicé ye fhining worlds on high,
Behold the King of glory nigh,

Who can this King of glory be ?
The mighty Lord, the Saviour’s he,

6 Ye heav’nly gates, your leaves difplay,
To make the Lord, the Saviour way:
Laden with fpoils from earth and heil,
The Conqu’ror comes with God to dwel

7Rais'd from the dead he goes before,
He opens heav’n’s eternal door,
To give his faints a bleft abode
Near their Redeemer and their God.

PSALM XXV. 1—11. Firft par
. Waiting for pardon and direttion.
¥ Y Lift my foul to God,
. A My truft is in his name;
Let not my foes that feek my blood
8till trivmph in my fhame,
2 Sin, and the pow'rs of hell
Pertuade me to defpair:

Lord, make me know thy cov’nant well,
.That I may *fcape the fnare, *

-
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3 F rom the firft dawning Jight
Till the dark evening rife,
For thy falvation, Lord, I wait
‘With ever longing eyes.
4 Remember all thy grace,
And lead me io thy truth;
Forgive the fins of riper- days,
Aad follies of my youth,
§ The Lord is juft and kind,
The meek fhall learn his ways,
And every humble finner find
The methods of his grace.
6 For his own goodnefs fake
He faves my foul from fhame;
He pardons (tho’ my guilt be great)
Thro’ my Redeemer’s name.

PSALM XXV. 12, 14, 10, 13. Second part,
Divine inftruétion.
1 HERE fhall the man be found
That fears t’ offend his God,
That loves the gofpel’s joyful found,
And trembles at the rod ?
2 The Lord fhall make him know
The fecrets of his heart,
The wonders of his cov’nant thow,
And all his love impart.

3 The dealings of his hand
Are truth and mercy ftill,
With fuch as to his cov’nant ftand,
And love to do his will..
4 Their fouls (hall dwell at eafs
Before their Maker’s face;
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" "Their feed (hall tafte the promifes:
In.their extenfive grace..

PSALM XXV. 1§——22. Third

Diftrefs of foul: om Backfliding and de,
1 INE eyes and my defire
Are ever to the Lord;:
I love to plead his promifes,
" - And reft upon his word.
2 Turn, turn thee to-my foul,
Bring thy falvation near;
‘When will thy hand releafe my feet-
Out of the deadly fnare?

3 When fhall the fov’reign grace:
Of my forgiving God; '
Reftore me from thofe dangerous ways.
My wand’ring feet have trod !

"' 4 The tumalt of my thoughts.
_ Doth but enlarge my woe;.
My fpirit languithes, my heart
: Is:defolate and low.
§ With every morning light:
. My forrow new begins;
Look on my anguith and my pain;
+ And pardon all my fins,.

e Pavuse,
-6 Behold the hofts of hell,
How ctuel is their hate?
Againft my life they rife and join
~ Their, fury with deceit,
7 Q keep my. foul from death,.
Nor put my hope to fhame...
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For I have plac’d my only truft
In my Redeemer’s name.

8 With humble faith I wait.
"To fee thy face again;
Qf lfra’l it fhall ne’er be faid,
He fought the Lord in vain,

PSALM XXVIL

Self-examination : or, Evidences of grace..
1 JUDGE me, O Lord, and prove my ways,
And try my reins, and try my heart;

My faith upon thy promife ftays,

Nor from thy law my feet depart,

2 1 hate to walk, I hate to fit

‘With men of vanity and lies:

The fcoffer and the hypocrite

Are'the abhorrence of mine eyes.

3 Amongft thy faints will T appear,
With hands well wafh'd in innocence;
But when I ftand ‘before thy bar,
The blood of Chrift is my defence.

4 I love thy habitation, Lord, e
"The temple where thine honours dwell;.
“There thall 1 hear thy holy word,

And there thy works of wonders tell.

5 et not my foul be join’d at laft
W ith men of treachery and blood,
Since I my days on earth have paft
Among the faints, and' near my God,

PSALM XXVIL 1—=6. Firf part..
*The church is our delight and fafety,
& YPVHE Lord of glory is my light, -
, And my falvation to0;

*
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“  God is my ftrength; nor will I fear
What all my foescando. -
2 One privilege my heart defires;
O grant me an abode

Among the churches of thy faints,
The tcmples of my God !

3 There thall I offir my requefts,
And fee thy beuuty fill;
Shall hear thy mcflages of love,
And there enquire thy will.

4 When troubles rife, and ftorms appear,
There may his children hide;
God has a fisong pavilion, where
He makes my foul abide.

§ Now fhall my head be lifted high
Above my foes around,
And fongs of joy and vn&ory
Within thy temple found.

PSALM XXVIIL 8,9,13,14. Secs

Prayer and hope.
i OON as I heard my Father fay,
“ Ye children, feek my grace,”
My heart reply’d without delay,
¢ Pll feek my Father’s face.”

2 Let not thy face be hid from me,
Nor frown my foul away;
God of my life, I fly to thee
In a diftrefling day.

3 Should friends and kindred near and de:
Leave me to want or die,
My God would make my life his care;
“And all my need fupply.



PSALM XXX
My fainting fle(h had dy’d with grief,
Had not my foul believ'd,
To fee thy grace provide relief,
Nor was my hope deceiv'd.
‘Wait on the Lord, ye trembling faints,
And keep your courage up;

He'll raife your fpirit when it faints,
And far exceed your hope.

PSALM XXIX,

Storm and thunder.
IVE to the Lord, ye fons of fame,
Give to the Lord renown aod pow’r,
Afcribe due honours to his name,
And his eternal might adore.

The Lord proclaims his pow’r alond.
Over the ocean and the land;

His voice divides the wat’ry cloud,
And lig htnings blaze at his command.
He fpeaks, and tempeft, hail and wind,
Lay the wide foreft bare around;

The fearfol hart, and frighted hind,
Leéap at the terror of the found,

T o Lebanon he turns his voice,

And lo, the ftately cedars breaks; -
The mountains tremble at the noife,
T he vallies roar, the defarts quake.
5§ The Lord fits fov’reign on the flood,
The Thund’rer reigns for ever king;
But makes his church his bleft abode,
‘W here-we his awful glories fing.

6 Ya geatier language there the Lord
"The counfels of his grace imparts:

62
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Amidft the raging ftorm his word
Speaks peace and courage to our hearts.

PSALM XXX. Firf part.
Sicknefs healed, and forrow removed.,
WiLL extol thee, Lord, on high,
At thy command difeafes fly ;
‘Who but a God can fpeak and fave
From the daik borders of the grave?

Sing to the Lord, ye faints of his,
And tell how large his goodncfs is;
Let all your pow'rs rejoice and blefs,
" 'While you record his holinefs,

3 His anger but a moment flays;
His Jove is life and length of days:
Tho' gricf and tears the night employ,
The morning {tar reftores the joy.

PSALM XXX, Ver,6. Second part.
Health, ficknefs and recovery.
X IRM was my health, my day was bright,
F And I prefum’d *twould ne’er be night s
Fondly I faid within my heart,
¢ Pleafure and peace fhall ne’er depare.”
Eut 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.
I cry’d aloud to thee, my God;
« What canft thou profit by my blood ?
« Deep in.the duft can I declare
« Thy truth, or fing thy goodnefs there

4 Hear me, O God of grace, 1 faid,
# And bring me from among the dead.??

[ 2}

»

("3}



PSAL M XXXL 69

ord rebuk’d the pains I felt,
rd’ning love remov’d my guilt,

ans, and tears, and forms of woe,
o’d to joy and praifes now;

my fackcloth on the ground,

fe and gladnefs gird me round.

gue, the glory of my frame,

2er be filent of thy name;

aife thall found thro’ earth and heav'n,
tnefs heal’d, and fins forgiv’n.

. XXXL §, 13—19,22,23. Firff part.

Deliverance from death.

D thine hand, O God of truth,
fpirit 1 commit;

haft redeem’d my foul from death,
fav’d me from the pit.

Alions of my hope and fear
atain’d a doubtful ftrife;
forrow, pain, and fin confpir’d
take away my life.

timus are in thy hand, I cry’d,
‘ho’ I draw pear the duft:”
art the refuge where I hide,
: God in whom I truit,

:e thy reconciled face
n thy fervant fhine, S
we me for thy mercy’s fake, -
I’m intirely thine.
Pavuse.
agin my hafte my tpirit faid,
muit deipair and dic,
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¢« Iam cut off before thine eyes;” !
But thou haft heard my cry.
6 Thy goodnefs, how divinely free!
How wond’rous is thy grace,
To thofe that fear thy majefty,
And truft thy promifes!

7 O love the Lord, all ye his faints, 1

And fing his praifes loud ;
He'll bend his ear to your complaints,
And recompence the pround.

PSALM XXXIL 7—13, 18,—21. Second pari.
Deliverance from flander and reproach,

1 Y heart rejoices in thy name,
My God, my help, my truft; .
Thou haft preferv’d my face from thame,
Mine honour from the duft.
2 ¢ My life is fpent with grief. I cry’d,
« My years confum’d 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 grown,
While to my neighbours I became
Forgotten and unknown.

4 Slander and fear on every fide
Seiz’d and befet me round,
I to the throne of grace apply’d,
And fpeedy refcue found,

Pavusk. )
§ How great delivirance thou haft wrought &
Before the fons of men ! :
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*The lying lips to filence brought,
And made their boaftings vain !

Thy children, from the ftrife of tongues,
Shall thy pavilion hide,

Guard them from infamy and wrongs,
And crufh the fons of pride.

‘Within thy fecret prefence, Lord,
Let me for ever dwell;

No fenced city wall’d and barr’d
Secures a faint fo well,

7t

PSALM XXXII. Short Metre.

Forgivenefs of fins upom confeffien.

1 BLEssED fouls are they
Whofe fins are, cover'd o’er !
divinely bleft, to whom the Lord
Imputes their guilt no more.

*2 They mourn their follies paft,
And keep their hearts with care;

[Cheir lips and lives without deccit *
Shall prove their faith fincere.

3 While 1 conceal’d my guilt,
I felt the felt’ring wound,
Till I confeis’d my fins to thee,
And, ready pardon found.

4 Let finners learn to pray,
Let faints keep near the throne;
Ouar help in times of decp diftrefs
1s found in God alonc,

p "4
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PSALM XXXII. Common Metre.

Free pardom, and fincere obedience: or, Confef
. and forgivenefs,
1 AppY the man to whom his God
No more imputes his fin,
But wafh’d in the Redeemer’s blood,
Hath made his garments clean!

2 Happy, beyond expreffion he
Whofe dcbts are thus difcharg’d;
And from the guilty bondage free
He feels his foul enlarg’d.

3 His fpirit hates deceit and lies,
His words are all {incere;
He guards his heart, he guards his eyes,
To keep his confcience clear,

4 While I my inward guilt fuppreft,
No quiet could I find;
Thy wrath lay burning in my breaft,
And rack’d my tortur’d mind,

5 Then I confelt my troubled thoughts,
My fecret fins reveal’d; .
Thy pard’ning grace forgave my faults,
Thy grace my pardon feal’d.
- This fhall invite thy faiats to pray;
W hen like a raging flood
Temptations rife, our {trength and ftay
* Is a forgiving God:

s H

~

.,
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PS ALM XXXII., Firft Part. Long Metre,
Rqadm and free Pardon; or, ffﬂﬁaztmg and
Santtification.

$LEST is the; man, for ever bleﬁ
Whole guilt is pardon’d bv his God,
‘Whole fins with forrow are confefs'd,
_ fnd cover’d awith his Saviour’s blood. )
¥ Bleft is the man to whom the Lord
" Tmpites vot hisi iniquities,
He s no merit of reward,
mot on works but grace relies.

'3 From gnlle his heart and lips are free,
His bumble joy, his holy fear, -

With deep repentince well agree,
Aﬂd Join to prove his faith fincere.

4 How glorious is that righteonfnefs.
That.Hides and cancels all his fins !
-'Whilea bright evidence of grace
Thn his whole life appears and fhines,

PSALM, XXXII. Second Pa_rt_.-lgng Metre.

- A guilty Confeience eafed by Confeffion and Pardom.
HILE! keep flence and conceal
My heavy guilt within my heart,
‘What torments doth my confcience feel !
‘W hat agonies of inward fmart!
2 1 fpread my fins before the Lord,
And all my fecret faults confefs;
“Thy gofpel fpeaks a pard'ning word,
Thine hofy- Spirit feals the grace,
_a For thisthall ev’ry humble foul
. Mike fwift addreffes to thy feat;
D

3 3 .
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‘When floods of huge temptations roll,
There thall they find a bleft retreat.

‘4 How fafe beneath thy wings1 lye,
‘When days grow dark, and {torms appear: - .
And when T walk, thy watchful eye
-Shall guide me fafe from ev’ry foare.

PSALM XXXIIL Firf Par?. Com. Metre;

Works of Creation and Providence.
1 Ejoice, ye righteous in the Lord,
: This work belongs to you:
Sing of his name, ‘his ways, his word, -
How holy, juft and true! -
2 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 fhining hofts' were made.

4 H2bid 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 ftand;
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 counfels ftand thro’ ev'ry age,
Aad in full glory (hines.

-~



PSALM XXXm. 75
PSALM XXXIII. Second Pert. Com, Metre,
Creatures vain, and God all fufficiens,
5 BLE_ST is the nation where the Lord
) Hath fix'd his gracious throne;
‘Where he reveals his heav’nly word,
Andcalls their tribes his own;.
3 Hiseye with infinite.furvey
" Does the whole world behold;
He form’d us all of equal clay, -
Asd koows our feeble mould. °

*3 Kings are ot refcu’d by the force
Qf armies from the grave:
Ner fpeed nor courage of an horfe
- Can the bold rider fave.

4 Vain is the firength of beafts or men,
X0 hope for fatety thence ; ' *
Byt boly fouls from God obtain
* A frong and furt defence.

§ God is their fear, and God their truft,
‘When plagues or famine fpread;

. His watchful eye fecures the jult
Among ten thounfand dead.

6 Lord, let our hearts in thee rejoice,
And blefs us from thy throne;
"For we have made thy word our choice,

And truft thy grace alone.
PSALMXXXIL Asthe 113th Plal. Fir Pars,
. Woarks of Creation and Providence. o
2 “§7%X ‘holy fouls, in God rejoice,

Yopr Maker's praife becomes your voice;
. Greatisyour theme, your fongs be new;
. &g of hiseame, his word, his ways,



76 PSALM XXXII

- His works of nature and of grace,
How wife and boly, juft and true!

2 Juftice and truth he ever loves,
And the whole earth his goodnefs proves,
His word the heav’nly arches {pread;
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 watry treafures know their place,
TIn the vaf* flore-houfe of the deep:
He fpake, and gave all nature birth,
And fires, and feas, and heav’n, and earth,

His everlalting orders keep.

4 Let mortals tremble and adore -+
.A Godof fuch refiftlefs pow'r, -

Nor dare indulge théir feeble rage:
Vain are your thoughts, and weak your han
But his eternal counfel ftands,

And rules the world from age to age.

PSALMXXXIII. Asthe 113th Pfal. Second P,
Creatures vain, and Ged all fufficient.
1 O Huppy nation where the Lord
Reveals the treafure of his word,
And builds his church, his earthly chroae
His eye the heathen world furveys
He form’d their hearts, he knows their way
But God their Maker is unknown.
2 Let Kings rely upon their hoft,
And of his ftrength the champion boafts
In vaio shey boaft, in vaio rely; e
In vain we truf? the brutal force,
Or 1peed, or courage of a horfe,
To guard his rider or wfy.

w

- ..



3 The eye of thy compaffion, Lord,
Doth more fecure defence afford:
‘When death of dangers threatning' ftand :
Thy watchful eye preferves the juft,
‘Who mike thy name their fear aad truft,
‘When wars ot famite wafte the land,

4 In ficknefs or the Gloody field,

Thaw our Phyfician, thou our Shield.
Send s falvation from thy throne;

We wait to fee thy goodnefs thine;

Let ws rejoice in help divine, .
'ha? our hope is God aloge. *

3 Y ORD;I willblefs thee all u‘:ays,

My foul Mhgll glory in thy.grace,
. While falnts rejoice to hear the fong,
4 Come, magnify the Lord with me,
» Come, let us all exalt his name;
. 1 {oughteh’ cternal God, and he
Has not expas’d my hope to-thame,
'3 1 told him all my fecret grief,
My fecret groaning reach’d his cars; -
He gave my inward pains relicf,
And calm’d the tumult of my fears,
4 To him the poor lift up their eyes,
Thelt faces feel the heav'nly thine;
A beaity of mercy from the fkies .
them ‘with light and joy dlivine.. |
§ His holy dnyigts picch théir cents - SRR
“ Around’ the mdgﬁm the Lords
B3 -

AR
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PSALM XXXV, A

PSALM XXXIV. Fir# Part. Long Metre, |
Gad's Care of the Saints : or, Deliverance by Prayer. -

: *Thy praife fhall dwell upon’my tongue:
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O fear and Jove him, all his faints,

Tafte of bis grace, and truft his word.

6 The wild youog Yions p'mch’d with pais
And huoger 1020 thro’ all the wood 3
But none (hall feek the Lord in vaid
Nor want fupplics of real g
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Long Metre.
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‘When med in deep
g He tells their tearss he counts their gr¢
1s Son redee™s their fouls from dea!

His Spirit hf_a\s their broken bones,
rThey in his praife employ theif reat
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PSALM XXXIV, 79
SALM XXXIV. 1,—10. 1f part.’Com. Metre.

Prayer and Prdife for eminent Deliverance.

. Y ’LL blefs the Lord from day to day;
I How good areall his ways !
Ye humble fouls that ufe to pray,
Conme, help my lips to praife.
2 Sing to the honour of his name,
How a poor fufferer cry’d,
Nor was his hope expos’d to fhame,
Nor was his fuit deny’d.

3 When threatning forrows round me ftood,
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 nfy tharpelt torments®eafe,
And filenc’d all my fears,

Pauss.

§ [O finneks, come and tafte his love,
Some, l?l his pleafant ways,
And let you! own experience prove
T he fweetnefs of his grace,

.6 He bids his angels pitch their tents
) nd- where his children dwell;
Tt ills their heav'nly care prevents
. Nogartnly tongue can tell.]
" 9 [0 love the Lord, ye faints of his;
§Tis eyg regards the juft! )
Bow jichly Bleis'd their portion is,
‘Who sueke the. Lord their truft}
e D 4



8o PSALM XXXIV.
8 Young lions pinch'd with hunger roar,
And famith in the ' wood :
But God fupplies his holy poor
With ev'ry needful good ]

PSALM XXXIV. 11,—22. Second Pars.
Common Metre.
Exhortations to Peace and Hélineﬁ.

1 OME, children, learn to fear the Lord,
And that your days be long,
Let not a falfe or fpiteful word
Be found upon your tongue,

2 Depart from mifchief. pra&tife love,
Purfue the works of peace;
So fhall the Lord your wdys 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 tafte
: Are fharp and tedious too, &
The Lord who faves them all at Jaft, .
Is their fupporter now.

g Evil fhall fmite the wicked dead ;
But God fecures Bis own,
Prevents the mifchief when they fide,
Or heals the broken bone.

6 When defolgtion like a flood
©’er the proud finner rolls,
Bainis find 8 refoge in their God,
For hexedeem’d theis fouls.



PSALM XXXV,

PSALM XXXV, 3,~9. Firff Part.

and faub o mﬁad‘d /M: or, In-
Prayer Jantes

precations.mixed with
TOW plead my caufe, Almighty God
‘With all the fons ofofﬁnfe ;
+ And fight agsinft the men of blood ;
Who fight againft my life. .
2 Draw eut thy , and Ito their
Lift thine ct:ng P : I
But to sy foul in mercy fay,
¢ am thy Saviour God.
They,plant their foares to eatch my feet;
3 nets of mifchief fpread :
P! the deftroyers in the pit
t their own hands have made,
4 Let fogs and darknefs hide their way,
Qipp’ry be their ground;
‘Thy wrath fhall make thcir lives a- ptey,
And all their rage confound.
[ fly like chaff before the wind,,
the angry breath;-
The angel of the Lord. behmd
Purfues them down t0 death;.
6 They lovethe road that leads to helis
; Then let the rebels die, -
I

PRY
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8 Then will I raife my tuneful voice
To make thy wonders known;
In their favation I'll rejoice,
Aad blefs thee for my own.

PSALM XXXV. Ver. 12, 13, 14, Second Pard

Love to Enemies: or, The Love of Chrift to finner.
typify’d in David, ,
i Ehold the love, the us love
That holy David fhowS¥;
Hark how his founding bowels move
To his affli®ted foes ! o

2 When they are fick, his foul complains,
And feems to feel the fmart;
The fpirit of the gofpel 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 pleadsand mourns;
And double bleffings on his head
The righteous God returns,
§ O glorious type of heav’nly grace!
Thus Chrift the Lord appears;
‘While finners curfe, the Saviour prays,
And pities them with tears,
i He the true David, Ifracl’s King,
-~ Bleft and belov'd of God,
Fo fave my.rebels dead in fin,

‘dfaid bis own deareft blood,

e
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PSALM XXXVI. g,~9.Long Metre.

perfeltions and providence of God; or, Gene-
neral providence and fpecial grace.,

1 IGH in the heav’ns, eternal God,
Thy goodnefs in full glory fhines;
Thy truth fhall break thro’ ev’ry cloud
That veils and darkens thy defigus. .

3 For ever firm thy juftice ftands,

. As mountains their foundations keep
Wife are the wonders of thy hands;
Thy judgments are a mighty deep.

3 Thy providence is kind and large,
Both man and beaft thy bounty fhare;
The whole creation 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 thadow of thy wings.

§ From the provifions of thy houfe
We thall be fed with {weet 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 fhall fee
The glories promis’d in thy word.
PSALM XXXVL. 1, 2, 5, 6,7,9. Common Metre,
Progtical atheifm expofed ; or, The being and attris
butes of Gud afferted. S
1 \ HILE men grow bold in wicked ways,
VY And yet a God they own, :
D6

.
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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 fhall fee with fore farprize
The terrors of thy pow'r. .
4 Thy juftice fhall maintaia its throne, |
Tho’ mountains melt away;
Thy judgments are a world unknown,,
A deep unfathom’d fea. .

§ Above thefe heav'ns created rounds,.
Thy mercies, Lord, extend;.  «.
Thy truth out-lives the narrow bounds
Where time and pature end.

6 Safety to man thy goodnefs brings,
Nor overleoks the beaft;
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.]



PSALM XXXVL
PSALM XXXVL 1—j7. Short Metre.

85:

¢ wickednefs of man, and the majeﬁy of Gad: or,

Prattical Afbetﬁn expofed,

] WHEN man grows bold in fio,
My heart withio me eries,
He hath no faltb of God within;
“ Nor fear before his eyes.” .
2 [He walks 2 while conceal’d,
In a.felf-ﬂatt’ring dream,
ill his dark crimes at once reveal'd;,
Expole his hateful name.

3 His lieart is falfe and foul,
His words gre fmooth and fair
"ifdom is banifh’d from his foul,
And leaves no goodaefs there.
« He plots upon his bed
New mifchiefs to fulfil:
 fets his  heart, and hand, and head
To pra&ife all thav's ill.
§ But there’s a dreadful God,
Though men renounce bis fear;
is juftice hid behind the cloud
Shall one great day appear.
6 His truth tranfcends the fky,,
In heav’n his mercies dwell;
ep as the fea his judgments lye,
His anger burns to hell,
44 How excellent his love, -
Whence all our fafety fprings¥.
' never let my foul remove

From' underneath hia M ; = ::-'

ya
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PSALM XXXVII, 1—15. Firf. past,
The Cure of envy, fretfulnefs, and unbelief: or, Ti
_rewards of the righteous and the wicked: or, 71
' world’s hatred, and the faint’s patience. -
VHY fhould 1 vex my foul, and fret
To fee the wicked rife? :
Or envy nners waxing great,
By violence and lies ?
2 As flow’ry grafs cut down at noon,
Before the evening fades,
So fhall their glories vanith foon,”
In everlafting thades.
Then let me make the Lord my truft,
3 And pratife all that’s good; -
" 8o fhall I dwell among the juft,
And he’ll provide me food,
4 1 to my God my ways commit,
‘And chearful wait his will; .
Thy hand, which guides my doubtful feet;.
Shall my defires fulfil, - " &ﬂ'
§ Minc innocence fhalt thou difplay,
And make thy judgments known,
Fair as the light of dawning day,
And glorious as thenoon. .
6 The meek at laft the earth poflefs,
And are the heirs of heav'n;
‘True riches, with abundant peace,
To humble douls are giv'n, -
‘ : .. Paussz, "
4 Reft in the Lord, and keep bis way,
Nor let y'oural;gcr rife,
‘Tho’ providence thould long delay, W
- To punith hapghryviseys. - - -

e J
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8 Let finners join to break your peace,
, And plot, and rage, and foam;
*The Lard derides them, for he fees
Their day of vengeance come,

9 They have drawn out the threatning iword,
Have bent the murd’rous bow,
To flay the men that fear the Lc;d _
‘And bring the righteous low,’

1o M God fhall break their bows, and burn
ir perfecuting darts,
Shall their own fwords againft them turn;
And pam furprife their hearts,

PSALM XXXVIL 16, 21, 26—3: Second part,

Charity o the poor : or, Religion in words and deeds,
2 WHY do the wealthy wicked boaft,
And grow profanely bold?
-The meaneft portion of the jaft,
Excels the finner’s gold. . q
2 The wicked borrows of his fnends, '
But ne’er defigos to pay;
The faint is merciful and leads,
Nor tarns the poor away.

3 H:s alms with lib’ral heart he gives
Amongﬁ the fohs of need;
His mem’ry to long ages hvcs,
And bleffed is his feed, .
4 His lips abhor to talk prafane;, i
To flander or defraud; . :
His ready tongue declares 1o men
Whathebat learn'd of God. -

The law'and pe!oftbahd :
5 Dcephmgz:u!lﬁhg . ' i
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Led by the Spirit and the word,
His feet thall gever flide. -
6 When finners fall, the righteous ftand
Preferv’d from ev'ry fnare,
They fhall poflefs the promis’d land,.
" And dwell for ever there,

PSALM XXXVIL 23—37. Third part,
The way and end of the rightetus and wickeds =
MY God, the fteps of pious men

Are order’d by thy will ;
Tho’ they thould fall they rife : again,
- Thy hand fupports them fill..
. 2. The Lord dchghts to foe their ways,.
" Their virtue he approves;
He'll ne’er deprive them of his grace, -
Nor leave the man he loves.. o
. 3 The heavnly heritage is theirs, Ce
A Their pertion and-their homes.

He feeds them mow, and makes them bm

of bleﬂings Jong to come. _

4 Wait on the Lord, ye fons of men, .

: Nor fear when tyranits frown;
* Ye fhall confefs their. pride was vain
When juftice cafts them down.

) Pauss.
] 'Pbe haughty finner have I fen,, Ty
' Nor fearing man nor God, ' :
v _ch a tall bay-tree fair and green;:
- Spreading his-arms abroad.

6 /And lo, he.yipifh'd:from the groun‘&
.Dcﬂmy’d by W _

4
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Nor root, nor branch, nor leaf was found
Whete all that pride had becn.

But mark the man of rightcoufnefs,
His fev'ral fteps attend;

T rue pleafure runs thro’ all his ways,
And peaceful is hisend. -

'PSALM XXXVIIL
uilt of Confcience and relief: or, Repentance and
° prayer for pardsn and bealth, :
MipsT thy wrath remember love,
A Reftore thy f&vant, Lord,
Nor let a Father’s chaltning prove
Like an avenger’s fward.

Thine arrows ftick within my heart,
My fleth is fortly preft; .

Between the forrow and the fmart
My (pirit finds no reft.

; My fins a heavy load appear,
And o’er my head are gone;
Too heavy they for me to bear,
Too hard for me t’ atone.

} My thoughts are like a troubled fea,
My head ftill bending down ;.
And I go mourning all the day,
Beneath my Father’s frown.

g Lord, I am weak and broken fore,
None of my pow’rs are whole;
The inward anguifh makes me roas,
The anguifh of my foul.

6 All my defire to thee is known,"
Thine cye counts ev’ry tear,':

And ev'ry.figh, and ev’ry groaw,,
Is potic’d by thine eak,. _
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7 Thou art my God, my only hope,
My God will hear my cry,
My God will bear my {pirit up,
When Satan bids me die.
8 [My foot is ever apt to flide,
My foes rejoice to fee't;
They raife their pleafure and their pride,
When. they {upplant my feet,

9 But I'il con:efs my guilt to thee,
And grieve for all my fin;
I'll mourn, how weak my graces be,
And beg fupport divine.
10 My God, forgive my follies paft,
And be for cver nigh;
O Lord of my falvation hafte,
Before thy fervant die.]

-

PSALM XXXIX. 1,2,3. Firfl part,
Watchfulnefs ov.;er_tbe tongue: or, Prudence and

zeal,

3 HUS I refolv’d before the Lord,
¢ Now will I watch my tongue,
¢ Left I let flip one finful word,
¢ Or do my neighbour wrong.”
2 And if I'm e’er conftrain’d to ftay
With mea of lives profane,
I’ll fet a double guard that day,
Nor let my talk be vain,

3 'l fcarce allow my lips to fpeak
The pious thoughts I feel,
Left fcoffers fhould th’ occafion take
To mock my holy zeal.

\
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et if fome proper hour appear,
1’H not be overaw’d,

sut let the fcoffing fioners hear,
That we can {peak for God.

SALM XXXIX, 4, 5”, 7. Second part,
The vanity of man as mortal,

TEACH me the meafure of my days,
Thou Muker of my frame;
* would furvey life’s narrow fpace,

And learn how frail I am,

A fpan is all that we can boaft,
Ar inch or two of time;
Man is but vanity and duft
1a all his fow’r and prime,

See the vain race of mortals move
Like thadows o’er the plain,
They rage and ftrive, delire and love,
- But all the noife is vain,
Some walk in honour’s gaudy fhow,
Some dig for golden ore,
They toil for heirs they know not who,
And ftraight are feen no more.
“What thould I wifh or wait for then
Fram creatures, earth and doft,
*They make our expeftations vain,
Aid difappoint our truft,
Now1 forbid my carnal hope,
My fopd defires recal!
I giveimy mortal int'reft up,
. Abd make my God my all.
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PSALM XXXIX. g=—13. m&m '
Sick-bed devotion - ou', Pleadmg without rzpum‘

OD of my h look gently dow
Behold (h ins lfgt y .

But 1 am dumb before thy thronc,
Nor dare difputc thy wilk

2 Difeafes are thy fervants, Loyd,
They come at thy command': o
I'll not attempt a murm’ring word, o -
-Againft thy chaft'ning hand. t

3 Yet may I plead with humble cries,
Remove thy fharp rebukes: e
My ftrength confumes, my fpirit dies,,
Thro’ thy repeated ftrokes,

4 Crufh'd as a moth bepeath thy hand,, '
We moulder to the duft; -
Our feeble pow’rs can ne’er withftand,
And all our beauty’s loft. ! ot

§ [This mortal life decays apace,
How foon the bubble’s broke I
Adam, and all his num’rous 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, T
When I thie fommons bear, st
. 4 But it my life be fpar'd s while o
Befere my laft remove, .
*Thy praife thall be nty bus'nefs &k, . ™
Andl’ndechp.thxlove, . _*?

>
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[ .
PSALM XL. 1, 2,3, 5, 17. I? part. Com. Met,
A fong.of deliverance from great difirefi.
I WAITED patient for the Lord,
He'bow'd f0 hear my cry;
[ Hefawme reﬁing on his word,
: And brought falvation nigh.
2 He rais’d me from a herrid pit,
Where mourning long 1 lay, 4
And froth my bonds releas’d my feet,
Decp bonds of miry clay.
3 Firm on a rock he made me ftand,
And taught my chearful tongue
To praile the wonders of his hand
In & new thankful fong.

4 Y1l fpread his works of grace abroad;
! The faints with joy (hall hear,
And finnerg learn to make my God -
Their only hope and fear. ’
§ How many are thy thoughts of love?
< Thy mercies, Lord, how great !
‘We have not words, nor hours enough
Their aumbers to repeat.
6 When Um aflited, poor and low,
And light and peace depart,
My God beholds my heavy woe,
And bears me on his heart..

PSALM XL. 6—9. Second part. Com. Metre.

The incarnation and facrifice of Chrift.

<t US faith the Lord, * Your work is vain,
. % Give your burnt off’rings o’er,

o Jo dyin goate-and bullocks flain,

: {‘Wéﬂ 'deﬁén no motre.”

~a,
t3
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2 Then fpake the Saviour, ¢ Lo, I'm here,
« My God, to do thy will; -
¢« Whate'er thy facred books declare,
¢ Thy fervant fhall fulfil,
3 % Thy law is ever in my fight,
¢ | 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 affames -
The body God prepares. - o
§ Much he reveal’d his Father’s '
And much his truth he thew’d, -
And preach’d the way of righteoufnefs, ’
Where great aflemblies ftood. e, -
"6 His Father’s honour touch’d-his heaxt,
He pity’d finners cries, -
And to fulfil a Saviour’s part,
~ Was made a factiﬁce.

Pavuss.

9 No blood of beafts on altars fhed,
Could wath the conicience clean,
But the rich facrifice he paid,
Atones for all our fin. ) .

8 Then was the great falvation fpread, .
And Satan’s kingdom thook ;
Thus by the woman’s promis’d feed,
The ferpent’s head was broke.
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[ PSALM XL. s—1o. Long Metre,

' CW our facrifice,,

| 1 Tmz wouders, Lord, thy love has wrought,
* - 1 Exceed our praife, furmount our thought;
Should I attempt the long detail,

My fpeech would faint, my numbers fail,

* 2 No blood of beafts on altars fpile,

¢ Can cleanfe the fouls of men from guilt;
Bat thou haft fet before our eyes

! An all-fufficient facrifice.

- 3 Lol thioe eternal Son appears,
7o thy defigns he bows his ears;
Affomes a body well prepar'd, .
"And well performs a work fo hard,
. 4 % Behald | come (the Saviour cries,
With love and daty in his eyes)
-e¢ [ come to bear the heavy load
s« Of fins, and do thy will, my God.
. g% *Tis written in thy great decree,
5w :{“E in thy book forgtold of me,
-¢¢ T muft fulfil the Saviour’s part;
¢¢'And lo! thy law is in my heart.
6 “ I'll magnify thy holy law,
«¢ And rebels to obedience draw,
¢ When on my crofs I'm lifted high,
« Or to my crown above the ky.
7  The Spirit (hall defcend and fhow
“ ¢ What thou haft done, and what I do; ;
¢ The wond’ring world fhall learn thy grace,
~ % Thy wikiom and thy righteoufucis,”

<

.i'

<
Y .
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PSALM XLL 173 3.

Charity to the poor : or, Pity to the afflit
1 LEST is the man whofe bowels m
And melt with pity to the poor,

. Whofe foul by fympathizing love

.. Feels what his fellow-faints eadure,

. 2 His heart contri¥es for their' relief,
More good than his own hands cin do;
He in the time of gen’ral grief, -
Shall find the Lord has bowels too.

3 His foul fhall live fecure on earth,

‘With fecret bleffings on tiis hedd,
‘When drought, and peftilence, and dem
Around him multiply their dead.

4 Or if he languith on his couch,

God will pronotnce his fins forgiv'n,
‘Will fave him with a healing touch, -
Or take his willing foul to heav'n.

PSALM XLIL i—s5. Firff par

" Defertion and hope : or, Complaint of abfen
- public worfbip. '
1 I1TH earneft longings of the minq
My God, to thee I look;
So pants the hunted hart to find
And tafte the cooling brook. *

" 2 When (hall 1 fee thy courts of grace,
' And meet my God again? .
So long an abfence from thy face
My heart endures with paia,
3 Temptations vex my wearyToul, ~ *
Asdeyracmyrepat;  C

»
.Gy
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" The foe infults without controul,
“ And where’s your God at laft2»

"Tis with a mournful pleafure now
1 think on antient Jays;
Then to thy houfe did numbers go,
And all our work was praife.
But why, my foul, dunk down fo fac
Beneath this heavy load?
- Why do my thougbts indulge de/pair,
And fin againft my God?
!z Hope in the Lord, whofe mighty hand
¢+ _ Can all thy woes remove,
. For I hall yet before him ftand,
Aund fing reftoring love.

PSALM XLIL. 6,—t11. Sreomd pars.
’Mllancbo.'y thoughts reproved; or, Hope in afflictios,
P MY {pirit finks within me, Lord,

. 4¥1 But I will call thy name to mind,
L And times of paft diflrefs record,
i When I have found my God was kind.

42 Huge troubles, with tumultuors noife,
( Swell like a fea, and round me {pread;
Thy water-fpouts drown all my joys,
And rifing waves roll o’er my head.

' Yet will the Lord command his love,

W hen I addrefs his throne by day,

Nor in the night his grace remove;

T he night fhall hcar me fing and pray.

1’1 caft myfelf before his feet,

And fay, “My Ged, my heav'nly Rock,

«« ‘W hy dath thy love fo long forget .

o The foul that groans beacath thy fxoke
- E ALl

v
L]
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§ I'll chide my heart that finks {o low,
Why fhould my foul indulge her grief?.
Hope in the Lord, and praife him too;
He is my reft, my fore relief.

6 Thy light and truth fhall guide me ftill,
Thy word fhall my beft thoughts employ,
And lead me to thine heav’nly hill,

My God, my moft exceeding joy.

PSALM XLIV. 1,2, 3,8, 15,-_—26‘.

 The church's complaint in perfecutian.
1 ORD, we have Leard thy works of old,
Thy works of pow'r 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;
Amongft them did thine arm appear,
Thy light and glory fhone.

3 In Godethey boafted all the day,
And in a chearful throng
. Djd thoufands meet to praife and pray,
And grace was all their fong.

4 Bat now our fouls are fciz’d with (hame,
Confufion fills opr face,
To hear the enemy blafpheme,
And fools reproach thy grace.
§ Yet have we not forgot our God,
Nor falfely dealt with heav’n,
Nor have our fteps declin’d the road
Of duty thau haft giv’a.

6 Tho’ dragons all around us roar
‘With theiv deflrutive breath,
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And thine own hand has bruis’d us fore
Hard by the gates of death,

Pausk.
2 We are expos’d all day to die,
As martyrs for thy caufe,
As theep for flaughter bound we Iye
By fharp and bloody laws,

8 Awake, arife, almighty Lord,
Why fleeps thy wonted grace ?
Why thould we look like men abhorr’d,
Or banith’d from thy face?

- 9 Wilt thou for ever caft us off,
And flill neglet our cries?
For ever hide thine heav'nly love

From our afflicted eyes ?

10 Down to the duft our foul is bowd,
And dies upon the ground;
Rife for our help, rebuke the proud,
Aund all their pow’rs confound.

11 Redeem us from perpetual thame,
Qur Saviour and our God ;
\ ‘We plead the honours of thy name,
The merits of thy blood.

PSALM XLV. Short Metre,

The glory of Chrift : the fuccefs of the gofpel, and ths
Gentile church,
1 Y Saviour and my King,
. Thy beauties are divine;
! Thy lips with bleflings overflow,
And ev’ry grace is thine.

2 Now make thy glory known,
Gird on thy dreadful fword,
E 2
3
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And ride in majefty to fpread
The conquefts of thy word,

3 Strike thro’ thy {tubborn foes,
Or melt their hearts t’ obey,
While joftice, meeknefs, grace and trath
Attend thy glérious way.

4 Thy laws, O God, are right;
Thy throne fhall ever ftand;
And thy vi&torious gofpel proves
A fceptre én thy hand,

§ [Thy Father and thy God,
Hath, without meafure, thed
His Spirit like a joyful oil
T’ anoint thy facred head.
6 Behold at thy right-hand
The Geatile church is feen, -
Like a fair bride in rich attire, ’
" And princes guard the queen.]

7 Fair bride, receive his love,
Forget thy Father’s houfe ;
Forfake thy gods, thy idol gods,
And pay thy Lord thy vows.
8 O let thy God and King
Thy fweetelt thoughts employ;
Thy children fhall his honours fing
In palaces of joy.

PSALM XLV. Common Metre.

The perfonal glories and government of Chri
I’LL {peak the honoors of my ng;
His form divinely fair; -
None of the fons of mortal race
May with the Lord compare.
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2 Sweet is thy fpeech, and heav’nly grace
Upon thy lips is thed;
'Thy God with bleffings infinite
Hath crown’d thy facred head.
3 Gird on thy fword, viorious Prince,
Ride with majeftic fway;
Thy terror fhall ftrike thro’ thy foes,
And make the world obey.

4 Thy throne, O God, for ever ftands;
Thy word of grace fhall prove
A peaceful fceptre in thy hands,
- To rule the faints by love.
5 Juftice and truth attend thee ftill,
But mercy is thy choice;
And God, thy God, thy foul (hall fill
With moft peculiar joys.

PSALM XLV. Firf Part. Long Metre.
The glory of Chrift, and power of his gofpel.
] OW be my heart infpir'd to fing
‘The glorics of my Saviour King,
Jefus the Lord; how heav'nly fair
His form ! how bright his beauties are !

2 OPer all the fons of human race
He fhives with a fuperior grace,
Love from his lips divinely flows,
And bleflings all his {tate compofe.

3 Drefs thee in arms, moft mighty Lord,
Gird on the terror of thy fword,
Io majefty and glory ride
With truth and meeknefs at thy fide,
4 Thine anger like a pointed dart
Shall picrce the foes of ftabborn heast;,
E3




102 PSALM XLV.

Or words of mercy kind and fweet
Shall melt the rebels at thy feet.

§ Thy throne, O God, for ever ftands,
Grace is the fceptre in thy hands;
Thy laws and works are juft and right,
Juftice and grace are thy delight.

6 God, thine own God, has richly thed
His oil of gladnefs on thy head,
And with his facred Spirit beft
His firft born Son above the reft.

PSALM XLV. Second Part. Losg}
Chrift and kis church; or, The myftical mar
3 ThE King of faints, how fair his fa
Adorn’d with majefty and gracet
He comes with bleffings from above; -
And wins the nations to his love,

2 At his right hand our eyes behold
The quecn array’d in pureft golds
The world admires her heav’nly drefs}
Her robe of joy and rightecufnefs.

3 He forms her beauties like his own,
He calls and feats her near his throne;
Fair ftranger, let thine heart forget
The idols of thy native {tate,

4 So fhall the King the more rejoice
In thee the fav'rité of his choice;
Let him be lov’d and yet ador’d,

. FopLe’s thy Maker and thy Lord.

5O h?y hour, when thou fhalt rife
To his fair palace in the fkies,

And all thy fons (a num’rous train)

Each like @ prince in glory réign.

Vo
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endlefs honours crown his head;
ev’ry age his praifes fpread;

le we with chearful fongs approve
: condefcenfions of his love,

PSALM XLVI. Firf part.

hurch's fafety and triumph among naticnal
“defolations.

Y O D is the refuge of his faints,

X When ftorms of tharp diftrcfs invade;
: we can offer our complaints

iold him prefent with his aid.

t mountains from their feats be hurl’d
wn to the deep and buried there:
avalfions thake the folic world,

1 faith fhall never yield to fear,

ud may the troubled ocean roar,
facred peace our fouls abide,

hile ev’ry nation, ev’ry fhore

embles, and dreads the fwelling tide.
ere is a fiream whofe gentle flow
»plies the city of our God;

8, love, and joy ftill gliding thro’,

1 wat'ring our divine abode.

at facred ftream, thiue holy word,
at all our raging fear controuls:

cet peace thy promifes afford,

d give new fircogth to fainting fouls.

n enjoys her monarch’s love,

ure agdinft a threatning hour;

r can her firm foundations move,

it on his truth, and arm’d with po's.
E4
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PSALM XLVI. Second part,
God fights for his church.
1 ET Sion in her king rejoice,
Tho’ tyrants rage, and kingdoms rif¢
He utters his almighty voice,
T he nations melt, the tumult dies.

2 The Lord of old for Jacob fought,
And Jacob’s God is flill our aid:
Behold the works his hand has wrought,
‘What defolations he has made.

3 From fea to fea thro’ all the fhores
He makes the noife of battle ceaie;
When from on high his thuader roars,
He awes the trembliog world to peace.

4 He breaks the bow, he cuts the fpear,
Chariots he burns with heav’nly flame;
Keep filence all the earth, and hear
The found and glory of his name.

5 * Be ftill, and learn that I am God,
¢ T’ll be exalted o’er the lands,
¢ T will be known'and fear’d abroad,
¢ But flill my throne in Zion ftands.”

6 O Lord of hofts, almighty King,
While we o near thy prefence dwell,
Our faith fhall fit fecare, and fing
Defiance to the gates of hell.

PSALMWM XLVIL
Chrift afcending and reigning.
1 For a fhout of facred joy
To God the fov'reign King !
Let ev’ry land their tongues employ,
Aud hymns of triumph fing.
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2 Jefus our God afcends on high;
His heav’nly guards around

Attend him rifing thro’ the fky,

‘With trampet’s joyful found.

3 While angels fhout and praife their King,
Let mortals learn their firains;
Let all the earth his honours fing;
Oer all the carth he reigns.

4 Rchearfe his praife with awe profound,.
Let knowledge lead the fong,
Nor mock him with a folemn found
Upon a thoughtlefs tongue.

§ InIfra’l ftood his antieat throne,
He lov’d that chofen race;
But now he calls the world his own,.
And heathens tafte his grace,

6 The Britih.iflands are the Lord’s,
There Abraham’s God is known
‘While pow’rs and princes, fhields and {words
Submit before his throne,

PSALM XLVII. 1,—8. Firff Part.

The church is the honour and fafety of a nation.
1 [ REAT is the Lord our God,
And let his praifc be great;
He makes his churches his abode,
His moft delightfyl feat.

2 Thefe temples of his grace,

How beaatiful they ftand!
The honours of our native place,
Aaund bulwarks of our land.J-

In Sion God is known
- A refuge ia diftrefs ;-
Egs
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How bright has his falvation fhone
Through all her palaces,
4 When kings againft her join'd,
And faw the Lord was there,
In wild confafion of the mind
They fled with halty fear,
§ When mavies tall and prood
Attempt to fpoil our peace,
He fends his tempeft roaring lond,
And finks them in the fess.
6 Oft have our fathers told,
Our eyes have often feen,
How well our God 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 wond’rous grace,
And feek deliv’rance there.

PSALM XLVIIL 10,—~14. Secend P:
The beauty of the church ; or, Gofpel worfbig
order.

1 AR as thy name is known
The world declares thy praife; -
Thy faints, O Lord, before thy throne
Their {fongs of honour raife,
2 With joy let Judah ftand
On Sion’s chofen hill,
Proclaim the wonders of thy hand,
And counfels of thy will.

" 3 Let firangers walk around
The city where we dwell,

s '
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Compafs and view thine holy ground,.
And mark the building well:

4 The orders of thy houfe,
‘The worthip of thy court,
The chearful fongs, the folemn vows,
' And make a fair report.

& How decent and how wife !
How glorious to behold ¢
Beyoad the pomp that charms the eyes,.
And rites adorn’d with gold.
6 The God we worfhip now
Will guide us till we die, -
‘Will be our God while he. e below,
And ours above the fky.

PSALM XLIX. 6,—14. 1/ Part. Com.Metre,

. Pride and death; or, The vanity of life and rickes..
3 HY doth the man of riches grow
W To infolence and pride,
To fee his wealth and honours flow
With ev’ry rifing tide?.
2 [Why doth he treat the poor with fcorn,
Made of the felf-fame clay,
And boaft as tho’ his fleth were born
Of better duft than they?]

3 Not all his treafures can procure
His foul a thort reprieve,
Redeem from death one guilty hour,.
Or make his brother live.

4 [Life is a bleffing can’t be fold
The ranfom is too high;
Juftice will ne’er be brib’d with gold,
That man may never die.)
’ Eé6
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5 He fees the brutith and the wife,
The tim’rous and the bravs,
Quit their poffeffions, clofe their eyes,
And haften to the grave,

6 Yet ’tis his inward thought and pride,
¢ My houfe fhall ever ftand;
¢ And that my name may long abide,
¢ 1'll give it to my land.” . _
7 Vain, are his-thoughts, his hopes are loft, -:
How foon his mem’ry dies!
His name is written in the duft
Where his own carcafs lies.
Pause,
8 This is the folly of their way;
And yet their foos as vain
Approve the woids their fathers fay,
- And at their works again.
9 Men void of wifdom and of grace,
If honour raife them high,
Live like the beaft, a thoughtlefs race,
And like the beaft they die.
10 [Laid in the grave like filly fheep,
Death feeds upon them there,
>Till the laft trompet break their fleep
In terror and defpair. ]

PSALM XLIX. 14, 15. Second Part,
Common Metre.

Death and the refurrection.-

X E fobs of pride that hate the juft,- "

And trample on the poor, .
“When death has brought you down t daft.
- Your pomp fhall rile no more.

S~
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2 The laft great day thall change the fcene;
- When will that hour appear ?
When fhall the juft revive, and reign
O’er all that {corn’d them here ?
3 God will my naked founl receive,
When fep’rate from the flefh;
And break the prifon of the grave,
To raife Iny bones afrefh,

> 4 Heav'n is my everlafting home,
Th’ inheritance is fure ;
Letmen of pride their rage refume,
But D'l repine ao more:

PSALM XLIX. Long Metre.

?Ze rich finner's death, and the faint’s refurrefion,
W H'Y do the proud infult the poor,
And boaft the Jarge eflates they have;
How vain are riches to fecure
"Their haughty owners from the grave !

2 They can’t redeem one hour from death
With all the wealth in which they truft;
Nor give a dying brother breath,

When God commands him dowa to duft,

3 There the dark earth and difmal (hade

Shall clafp their naked bodies round;
_‘That fleth fo delicately fed

Lyes cold, and moulders in the ground.

4 Like thoughtlefs fheep the finner dies,
Laid in the grave for worms to eat:
The faints fhall io the morning rife,
And find th’ oppreflor at their-feet.

g His houours perith in the duft,
Aud pomp, and beauty, bisth, anc\b\eot
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That glorions day exalts the jaft,
To full dominion o’er the proud.

6 My Saviour fhall my [ife reftore,
And raife me from my dark abote :
My fleth and foul fhall part no more;.
But dwell for ever near my God,

PSALM L. 1,—6. Firft ﬁart. ct;mm Metre

The laft judgment : or, The faints rewarded.
1 TH E Lord, the judge before his throne
Bids the whole esrth draw nigh,
The nations near the rifingffan,
And near the weftern fky.

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 come,
Bright flames prepare his way,
Thunder and durknefs, fire and ftorm
Lead on the dreadful day. '

4 Heav'n from above his call fhall hear,

Attending angels come,

And earth and hell thall know; and fear
His juftice and their doom.

¢ But gather all my faints (he cries)
* That made their peace with God

¢ By the Redeemer’s facrifice,
¢ And feal’d it with his blood.

6 ¢ Thcir faith and works brought forth to light
¢ Shall make the world confefs '
¢ My fentence of reward is right, *
*" And heav’n adore my grace.

V. "
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PSALM L. Ver. 1o, 11,14, 1§, 23. Second part:
Common Metre,
Obedience is better than facrifice. .
= HUS faith th Lord, * Thefpacious fields,
. % And flocks and herds arc mine,
¢ O’er all th cattle of the hills
% I claim a right divioe,
2 * I alk no (heep for facrifice,
¢¢ Nor bullocks burnt with fire;
¢ To hope aad loye, to pray and praife,
¢¢ Isall thae I require,
¢« Call upon me when trouble’s near,

¢ My hand fhall fet thee free;
¢ Then fhall thy thankfol lips declare
¢ The honour due to me.
4 * The man that offérs hamble praife,
¢ He glorifies me beft: =
¢ And thofe that tread my holy ways
¢ Shall my falvation tafte.

PSALM L. 1, 3,8, 16, 21, 22. Tkird Part,
Common Metre.

The judgment of Hypocrites, ‘
b WH E N Chrilt tojudgmeat fhall defcend,
And faints furround their Lord,
He calls the nations to attend,
And hear his awful word.

2 % Not for the want of bullocks flain
“ Will [ the world reprove:
% Altars asidl rites, and forms are vai

¥ Without the fisc of Jove,

»
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3 “ And what have hypocrites to do,
 To bring their facrifice ? -
¢ They call my ftatutes juft and true,
¢ But deal in theft and lies,
4 * Could you expect to "fcape my fight,
- ¢ And fin without controal ?
¢ But T thall bring your crimes g light
« With anguifh in your foul.

§ Confider, ye that flight the Lord,
Before his wrath appear;
If once you fall beneath his fword,.
There’sno deliv'rer there,

PSALM L. 7%rd Part. Long Metre
* L[]

Hypocrify expofed..
1 HE Lord, the judge, his churches w.
Let hypocrites attend and fear,
Who place their hope in rites and forms;.
But make not faith nor love their care.

2 Vile wretches dare reheaife his name
With lips of faltehood and deceit 3
A triend or brother they defame,
Aund footh and Hatter thofe they hates

3 They watch to do their neighbours wrong
Yet dare to feek their Maker’s face;

. JThey take his cov’nant ob their tongue,,
But break his laws, abufe his grace,

" 4 To heav'n they lift their hands unclean;;
1. 6’3 with luft, defi’d with blood ;
By night they praltife ev’ry fio,
By day their mouths draw near to God. .
§ And while bis judgments long delay,
They grow fecure and fin the mores

Vo
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They think he (leeps as well as they,
And put far off the dreadful hour.

6 O dreadful hour ! when God draws near,
And fets their crimes before their eyes !
His wrath their guilty touls (hall tear,
And no deliv’rer dare to rife. .

PSALM L. Toanew tune,

The laft judgment. .
| HE Lord, the fov'reign, fends his fam-
mons forth,
Calls the fouth nations, and awakes the north; *
Erom eaft to weft the founding orders fpread
Thro’ diftant worlds and regions of the dead:
No more (Lall Atheifts mock his long delay;
His vengeance {lecps no more : Behold the day !
2 Behold the Judge defcendss his guards are
‘Tempeft and fire attend him dowa the fky : | nigh,
Heav'n, earth, and hell drawnear; letall things come
To hear his juftice and the finner’s doom;
But gather firft my faints (the Judge commands)
Bring them, ye angels, from their diftant lands.

3 Behold my cov’nant ftands for ever good,
Seal’d by th’ eternal facrifice in blood,
And fign’d with all their names; theGreek, the Jew,
‘That paid the antient wor(hip or the new,
There’s no diftinction here; come, fpread their
thrones,
And near me fet my fav’rites and my fons.

4 [ their almighty Saviour and their God,
1 am their Judge: Ye heav’os proclaim abroad
My juft eternal fentence and declare
‘Thofe awful truths that finners dread to heary
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Sianers in Zion, tremble and retire;
1 dvom the paiated hypocrite to fire.

5 Not for the wanr o' goats or bullocks flaim
Do I conlenn thec; Lulls and goats are vain
‘Withont the flu:nes of love: In vain the flore
Of brutal cff ings that were mine before ;

Mire are the tamer beafls and favage brezd, [feed.
Flocks, herds, and fields, and forefts where they

6 If 1 were hungry, would I afk thee food ?
When did | thirft, or diink thy bullocks blood 2
Can | be flatter’d with thy cringing bows,
Thy foiemn chatt’rings ind fantaftic vows,
Are my eves charm’d thy veftments to behold,
Glaring in gems, and gay in woven gold?

7 Unthinking wretch! how couldft thou hope

to pleafe

A God, a Spirit, with fuch toys as thefe?
‘While with my grace and {tatutes on thy tongue
Thou lov’ft deceit, and doft thy brother wrongs;
Yu vain to pious forms thy zeal pretends,
Thieves and adult’rers are thy chofen friends.

8 Silent I waited with long fuff’ring love,
But didft thou hope that 1 fhould ne’er reprove?
And cherifh fuch an impicus thought within,
That God the righteous would indulge thy fin2
Bchold my terrors now; my thunders roll,

And thy own crimesaffright thy guilty foul.

o Sinners, awake betimes; ye fools, be wife;
Awake before this dreadful morning rife;
Change your vain thoughts, your crooked works
amend; )
Fly to the Saviour, make the Judge your friend;
Left like a lion his laft vengeance tear
Your trembling fouls, and no deliv’rer near:

P
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PS ALML. To theold proper tune,

The laft Fudgment.

1 THE God of glory fends his fummons forth,
Calls thefouth nations, and 1w akes thenorth;
From caft to welt the fov'reign orders tpread,
Thro’ diftant worlds and regions of the dead.
The trumpet founds ; bell trembles ; heav'n rejsices
Lift up your heads, ye faints, with chearful voices.

.2 No more thall Athcifts mock his long delay;
dis vengeance fleeps n more: behold the day;
3chold the Judge defcends; his guards are igh;
Cempeftsand fire attend him dowa the fky.
Vhen God appears, all nature [ball adore him,
Ybile finners tremble, faints rejoice before him.

3 * Heav'n, earth, and iicli, draw near; let all

things come

¢ To hear my juftice and the finn=r's dooms

¢ But gather firft my isints; (the Judge com=
mands)

¢ Bring them, ye angels, fro their diftant lands.”

Vhen Chrift returns, wake every chearful paffion :

rnd fbout ye faints, he comes for your falvation,

4 ** Behold my cov’nant ftands for ever good,
¥ Scal’d by th’ eternal facrifice in blood, | Jew,
'* And fign’d with all their names; the Greck, the
'* That paid the antient worfhip or the new;
There's no diftinction here, join all your vaices,

And raife your beads, ye faints, for heav'n refoices.

5 *“Here (faith theLord) ye angels, fpread their

: thrones,

‘ And pear me feat my fav'rites and wy lons,
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¢ C-me, my redeem’d, pofiefs the joys prepar’d
* F . time began, ’tis your divine reward

Whe CFrift raturns, wake ev'ry chearful g affion ;
sind fbout, ye fainti, be comes for your falvation,

Pavusek the firft,

6 “ 1 am the Saviour, I th’ almighty God,
¢ 1 am the Judge: Ye heav’ns proclaim abroad
8 My juft cternal fentence, and declare
¢ Thofe awful truths, that finners dread to hear.
Wkhen Ged app:ars, all nature foall adore bim ;
Wiile fiiners tremble, faints rejoice before bim.
74 sf:t:md forth, thon bold blafphemer, and pro-
ane,
¢ Now fuci my wrath, nor call my threatnings vain;
* Thou hypocrite, onc. dreft in faints attire,
¢ ] deom the painted hypocrite to fire,
Fulgmnt preceeds ; hell irembles; heav'n rejoices ;
Lift up your hands, ye faints, with chearful voices.
8 ¢ Not for the want of goats or bullocks {lain
¢ Do I condemn thee ; bulls and goats are vain
¢ Without the flames of love: in vain the ftore
 Of brutal off"rings that were mine before.,
Earthis the Lord’s : all nature fball adore him ;
« Riile fiuners tremble faints rejosce before him.

S ¢ “I1f I were hungry, would I afk thee food ?
« When did I thirft, or drink thy bullock’s blood?
¢t Mine are the tamer beafts, and favage breed, -
* Flocks, herds, and fields, and forefts where they
feed.
Al is the Lord's be rules the wide creation s
Gives finners veng'ance, and the faints Jalvation.
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» ¢ Can1 be flatter’d with thy cringing bows,

hy folemn chatt’rings and fantaftic vows ? |
‘¢ my eyes charm’d thy veftments to behold, '
aring in gems and gay in woven gold ?

is the Fudge of hearts, no fair difguifes

fereen the guilty when his veng'ance rifes

Pauss the fecond.

t ¢ Unthinking wretch! how couldft thow
hope to pleafe

God, a Spirit, with fuch toys as thefe ?

hile with my grace and ftatutes on thy tongue,

hou lov’(t deceit and doft thy brother wrong,

ment proceeds ; hell trembles ; heav'n rejsices ;

up your heads, ye faints, with chearful voices.

2 ¢ In vain to pious forms thy zeal pretends;
hieves and adult'rers are thy chofen friends:
7hile the falfe flatt’rer at my altar waits,

is harden’d foul divine inftruction hates,

is the Judge of hearts ; no fair difguifes

Jereen the guilty when his veng'ance rifes.

3 * Silent I waited with long:{uf'ring love;
ut didft thou hope that I thould ne’cr reprove 2
od cherifh fuch an impious thought withia,
‘hat the Il Holy would indulge thy fin?

God appears ; all nature join ¢ adore him;
gment procecds, and finners fall before him,

4 * Beho!d my rerrors now 3 my thundersroll,
nd thy uwa crimes affright thy guilty foul;
ow ke aiion thall my veng’ance tear

"by blecding heart, and no deliv’vex neas.

W o
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Fudgment eoncludes ; hell trembles ; heav'n re
Lift up your beads, ye faints, with chearful 1

Epiphonema,

Sinners, awake betimes; ye fools be wife!

. Awake before this dreadful morning rife;
Change your vain thoughts, your crooked

amend,

Fly to the Saviour, make the Judge your fi
Ttken join, ye faints ; wake every chearful paj
When Chrift returns, he comes for your falva

PSALM LI Firft Part. Long Me

A penitent pleaéing for pardon.

HEW pity, Lord, O Lord, forglve,

Let a repenting rebel live; i
Are not thy mercies large and free?
May oot a finner truft in thee? .

2 My crimes are great, but not furpafs
T he power and glory of thy grace:
Great God, thy nature hath no bound,
50 let thy pard’ning love be found,

3 O wath my foul from every fin,

) ” And make my guilty conicience clean:
Here on my heart the burden lyes,
And paft offences pain mine eyes.

4 My lips with fhame my fins confefs
Againft thy law, againft thy grace;
Lord, fhould thy judgment grow fevere,
lam condemn’d but thou art clear.

§ Should fndden veng’ance feize my bréah
I mult pronounce thee juftin death: .-
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And if my foul were fent to hell,
Thy righteous law approves it well.

6 Yet fave a trembling finner Lord,
Whofe hope flill hov’ring round thy word,
Would light on fome fweet promiic there,
Some fure fupport againft defpair.

t19

PSALM LI. Second part. Long Metre.
Original and attual fin confeffed.
! ORD, 1 am vile, conceiv’d in fin;
And born unholy and unclean:
Sprung from the man whofe guilty fall
Corrupts the race, and taints us all,

2 Soon as we draw our infant breath,
The feeds of fin grow up for death;
*Thy law demands a perfeét heart;
But we're defil’d in ev’ry part.

3 [GreatGod, create my heart a-new,
And form my {pirit pure and true;
O make me wife betimes, to fpy
My danger and my remedy, ]

% Bchold I fall before thy face;
My only refuge is thy grace:
No outward forms can make me clean;
The leprofy lycs deep within. '
5 No bleeding bird nor bleeding beaft,
Nor hyflop branch, nor fprinkling prieft,
Nor running brook, nor flocd, nor fea;
Can wath the difmal ftain away.
& Jefgs, my God. thy blood alone
Hal, pow'r, fufficient to atone,
‘Thyblood can make me white as fnow;
. No Jewith types could cleanie me fa.
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7 While gni't difturbs and breaks my peace,
Nor fle(h nor foul hath reft or eafes
Lord, let me hear thy pard’ring voice,
And make my broken bones rejoice.,

PSALM. LI 7%rd Part. Long Metre, '

The Backflider reflored; or, Repentance and Faith
in the Blood of Chrif?,
1 Thou that hear’ft when finners cry,
Tho’ all my crimes before thee lye,
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.  w-

3 Icannot live without thy light,
€aft out and banifh’d from thy fight;
Thine holy joys, my God, reftore,
And guard me that 1 fall no more.

4 Tho’ I have griev'd thy Spirit, Lord,
His help and comfort ftill afford:
And let a wretch come pear thy throne '
To plead the merits of thy Son.

§ & broken heart, my God, my King, -
Is a!} the facrifice 1 bring;
The God of grace will ne’er defpife
A broken heart for facrifice.

6 My foul lyes humbled in the duft,
And owns thy dreadful fentence juft;,
Look down, O Lord, with pitying eye, i
Aad fave the foul condemn’d ta die, | Lo

.,
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7 Then will T teach the world thy ways;
Sinners (hall learn thy fov'reign grace;
I’ll lead them to my Saviour’s blood,
And they thall praife a pard’ning God,

j8 O may thy love infpire my tongue!

Salvation fhall be all my fung,
And all my pow'rs th)ll join to blefs
The Lord, my (trength and rightcoufnefs.

PSALM LI 3,—13. Firf part. Com. Mct

Original and aftual fin confeffed and pardonzd
1 ORD, 1 would fpread my fore difire(s
and guilt before thine eyes;
Againft thy laws, agunﬂ thy grace,
How high my ciimes arife !

2 Should'ft thou condemn my foul to hell

And cruth my flefh to duft,
Heav’n would approve thy vengeance well,
And earth mult own it juft,
3 I from the ftock of Adam came,
Unholy and unclean,
All my original is (hame,
And all my nature fin.

4 Born ina world of guiit, T drew
Contagion with my breath;
And as my davs advanc’d, 1 grew
A jufter prey for death.
5 Cleanfe'me, O Lord, ‘and chear my foul
With thy forgiving lovc,
O make ity brokea {pirit whole,
And bid my pains remove.

. © 6 Letnot thy Spirit quite depart,

Nor diive me from thy face;
®
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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.

PSALM LI 14,—17. Second part. C~m Metrt
Repentance and faith in the blood of Chrift.
2 O GOD of mercy, hear my call,
My loads of guilt remove;
Break down this feparating wall,
That bars me from thy love.

2 Give me the prefence of thy grace,
Then my rejoicing tongue
Shall fpeak aloud thy righteoufnefs,
And make thy praife my fong.

-3 No blood of goats, nor heifer flain
For fin could €’er atone;
The death of Chrift thall ftill remaia
Sufficient and alone.

4 A foul oppreft with fin’s defert,
My God will ne’er defpife:
A humble groan, a broken heart,
Is our beft facrifice.

PSALM LIL 4,—6.
Viflory and deliverance from perfecution.
R RE all the foes of Sion fools,

Who thus devour his faints ?
Do they not know her Saviour rulcs,
Aund pities her complaiats ?

3 They fhall be feiz’d with fad furprife;
For God’s revengiog arm s
L4
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Scatters the-bones of them that rife
To do his children harm.

In vain the fons of Satan boaft

~ Of armies in array;
‘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 !

Jacob with all the tribes fhall fing,
And Judah weep no more.

123

PSALMLYV. 1,—8, 16, 17, 18, 22. Com. Métre.‘

Support for the afflicted and tempted foul,
GOD, my rcfuqe, hear my cries,
Behold my flowing tears,

For earth and heil my hart devife,

And triamph in my fears,

2 ‘Their rage is level'd at my life,
My foul with guilt they load,
And fill my thoughts with inward ﬁnfe,
To fhake my hope in God.

3 With inward pam my heart-ftrings found,
1 groan with ev’ry breath;
Horror and fear befet me round
Amongft the (hades of death.

4 O were 1 like a feather’d dove,
And innocence had wings;
I'd iy and make a long remove
From all thefe reftlefs things.
§ Lét me to fome wild defart go,
And find a peaceful home,
Where ftorms of malice never blow,
Tempmuons Dever Come.
Fa
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6 Vain hoj rpu and vain inventions all,
To *{cape the rage of hell!
. The mighty Gad on whom I call,

. Can fave me here as well, - :
. PAUSE. Ty
7 By mormng light I'll feek his faee, 2‘?{- s

At noon repeat my cry.
The night fhall hear me a& hum A
Nor will he long deny. = == v
8 God fhall preferve my foul from fear, -
Or fhield me when afraid; )
+Ten thoufand angels muftappear, - *™:":
,If he command their aid. .
9 1 caft my burdens on the Lord,
The Lord foftains them all-
My courage refts upon his word
T hat faints fhall never fall,

3o My higheft hopes fhall not be vain,
My Jips fhall fpread his praife;
- While cruel and deceitful men,
Scarce live out half their days:

PSALM Lv. 15, 16,17, 19, 22, Sbort!e
;;_;'-;_ Dangerou: projj)mty or, Daily’ dewtwcf

raged.

ET finners take their courfe, .- »
L And chufe the road to deafb; .
..; Bnt in the worfhip of my God - 3
& " Tlt{pend my daily breath. - . *: ;7
i g My thoughts addrefs his throne, . - 133
N w’hen morning brings. the light; -3
37 feek his blefling <very nooR,. .
e And pay my.Vows at mght.
PRTI N
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} Thou wilt regard my cries,
O my eternal Ged,

hile finners perith in furprife,
Beneath thine angry rod.

Q“'—._agaufc they dwell at eafe,
<" Apd no fad changes feel,
‘either fear nor truft thy name,

‘Nor learn: to de thy will,

s But I with all'my cares,
‘Will lean upon the Lord,

caft my burdens on his arm,.
And reft upon his word.

6 His arm fhall well fuftain’
The children of his love;

1¢ ground on which their fafety ftands,
No carthly pow’r can move.

PSALM LVL
shverance “from opprefion and falfehood: or,
God’s care of his people, in anfwer to faith
and prayer.
O Trou whofe juftice reigns on high,
And makes th’ oppreflor ceafe,

Behold how envious {igners try

To vex and breakmy peace.
The fons of violence and lies,.

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

My refuge is thy word.
In God moft holy, juft, and true,

1 have repos’d my truft;
Nor will | fear what fleth can do;

The offspiing of the duft.

. F 3
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4 They wrelt my words to mifchief ftill,
Charge me with unknown faults;
Mifchicf doth all their counfels fill,
And malice all thir thoaghts,

& Shall they elcape without thy frown?
Mouft their devices ftand ?

O calt the haughty finner down, '
And let him know thy hand, -~ -

-

Pavss. - -
6 God counts the forrows of his faints,
Their groans affet his ears;
Thou haft a book for my compliints,
A bottle for my tears:

9 When to thy throne 1 raife my cry,
The wicked fear and flce; '
So fwift is pray’r toreach the fky,
So near is God to me, .

8 In thee, moft holy, juft, and true,
I have repos’d my truft;
Nor will I fear what man can do,
The offspring of the duft.

9 Thy lolemn vows are on me, Lord,
Thou fhalt receive my praife;
Tl fing, ¢ How faithful is thy word,
¢ How righteous all thy ways.”

10 Thou haft fecur’d my foul from death,
O fet thy pris'ner free! :
That heart and hand, and life and breath

May be employ’d for thee.
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PSALM EVIL
Praife for protection, grace and truth,

Y God, in whom are all the'fprings
S & Of boundlefs love, and grace unknown,

Jit%e me beneath thy fpreading wings,
B the dark cloud is overblown.

Jp to the beav’ns’l fend my cry,

Che Lord will my defires perform;

1c fends his angels from thg fky,

And faves me from the thieatning ftorm.,

Je thou exalted, O my God,

\bove the heav’ns where angels dwell;
Thy pow’r on earth be known abroad,
ind land to land thy wonders tell.

Ay heart is fix’'d; my fong (hall raife
mmortal honours to thy name;
\wake, my tongue, to found his praife,
Ay tongue, the glory of my frame.
figh o’er the earth his mercy reigos,
And reaches to the utmotft fky;

{is truth to endlefs years remains,

NV hen lower worlds diffolve and die.

3¢ thou exalted, O my God,
Above the heav’ns where angels dwell;
Cby pow’r on earth.be known abroad,

And hnv land thy wonders tell.
s

PSALM LVIIL, As the 113th Palm,

Harning to magifirates.
UpGes, who rule the world by laws,
J -Will ye defpife the righteous caufe,
Whed th' ipjur'd poor before you fandat
Fa

¥



128 PSALM LVIIL

Dare ye condemyg the righteous poor,
And let rich finuers “fcape fzcure, .
While gold and greatnefs 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 invade the rights of God,
And fend your bold decrees abroad,
To bind the coufcience 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 ftops her ears
Againft the pow’r of charming founds,

4 Break out their teeth, eternal God,
Thofe teeth of lions dy’d in blood;
And crufh the ferpents in the duft:
As empty chaff, when whirlwiods rife,
Before the fweeping tempeft flies,
So let their hopes and names be loft.

5 Th’ Almighty thunders from the fky,
Their grandeur melts, their titles die,
As hills of fnow diflolve and run,
Or fnails that perith in their flime,
Or births that come before their time,
" Vain births, that never fee the fun.

6 Thus fhall the vengeance of the Lord
Safety and joy to faints afford; -
And all that hear fhall join and fay,
& Sure there’sa God that rules on high,
¢ A God that licars his children cry,
% And will their fuff’rings well repay.
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PSALM LX. 1,—5. 10—I2.
t @ day of bumiliation for difappointments in
war. )
¥ ORD, haft thou calt the nation off?
4 Muft wé for ever mourn?
‘Wilt thou indulge immortal wrath 2
Shall mercy ne’er return?

The terror of one frown.of thige,.
Melts all our ftrength away;

Like men that totter drunk with wiae;
We tremble in difmay.

Great Britain fhakes beneath thy ftroke,
And dreads thy threatning hand ;

O heal the ifland thou haft broke,
Confirm the wav’ring land.

Lift up a banner in the field,
For thofe that fear thy name;
Save thy beloved with thy fhield,
And put our foes to thame.

Go with our armies to the fight,
Like a confed’rate God:

1o vain confed’rate pow’rs unite
Agaiaft thy lifted rod.

Our troops thall gain a wide renown,
By thine aflifting haod;

>Tis God that treads the mighty down,
And makes the feeble ftand.

PSALM LXL 1,—6. Safety in God
] REN overwhelm’d with grief,
"' My beart within*me dics,-
dpl.:s and far from all relief
Tv bav'n Lift mine ejes,
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2 O lead me to the Rock
That’s high above my head,
Aad make the covert of thy wings
My fthelter and my fhade,

3 Within thy prefence, Lord,
For ever I'll abide;
Thou art the tow’r of my defence,
The refuge where 1 hide;

4 Thou giveft me the lot
Of thofe thar fear thy name;
If endlefs life be their reward,
I thall poffefs the fame.

PSALM LXII g,—I2
No truft in the creatures : or, Faith in divine gra
and power.
1 Y fpirit looks to God alone;
My rock and 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 befqre his face:
‘When helpers fail, and foes invade,

God is our all-fufficicnt aid.
3 ‘Falfe are the men of high degree,
" The baler sort are vanity;
Laid in the balance both appear

~ Light as a puff of empty air.

¥ Make not increafing gold your truft,

Nor fet your heart on glittring dufts -

Why will you grafp the ﬂeeti_n% fmoke, -

& And not believe what God has fpoket :
§ Once has his awful voice-declar’d,. . .- .
Osce and again wy ears biava bwady < - -
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¢ All pow’r is his eternal due;
* He muft be fear’d and trufted too.”

‘or fov'reign pow’r reigons not alone,
frace is a partner of the throne;

Thy grace and juftice, mighty Lord,
hall well divide our laft reward.

SALM LXIIL 1,2,5, 3,4. Firff pard,
Common Metre.
‘The morning of a Lord’s day. *
ArrY, my God, without delay, .
1 hafte to' feek thy face;
ly thirfty fpirit faints -
Without thy ‘che
o pilgrimson t*
Beneath ™ '
«ng for «

Ak A 4
iy C :
T

lo
[
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Thus will T lift my haods to pray,
And tune my lips to fing,

PSALM LXIL 6,—10. Second part,

Common Metre.

<

v Mdmgbt thoughts recolle@ed, -

I 'T WAS in the watches of. the night,
" uaig - . I thought upon thy pow’r,
ﬂ"‘- ! "~ 7 “-eip fight,
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PSALM -LXII Long Metre.

mging after God; or, The love of God better than
Ife.

GREAT God, indulge my humble claim,
Thou art my hope, my joy, my reft;
The glories that-compofe thy name

Stand all engag’d to make me bleft.

Thou Great and Good, thou Juft and Wife,
Thou art my Father and my God:

And [ am thine by facred ties;”

[hy fon, thy fervant bought with blood,

With heart and eyes, and lifted hands.
For thee I long, to thee I look,

As travellers in. thirfty lands

Pant for the cooling water-brook,

‘With early feet I love t* appear
Among thy faints, and feek thy face;
Oft have I feen thy-glory there,
And felt the pow'’r of lbv'reign grace,

Nor fruits nor wines that tempt our tafte,
Nor all the joys our fznfes know, '
Could make me fo divinely bleft,

Or raife my chearful paffion fo,

My life itfelf, without thy love,

No tafte of.pleafure co1ld afford;

*T'would but a tircfome burden prove,

I{ i were basifh’d from the Lord.

Amidft the wakeful hours of night,

W h=d-baly carcs 2fHiét my head,

On: thought of thee gives new dclight, ¥
Aad adds reirefhmznt to my bed.. '
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8 1! life my hands, I'll raife my voice,
‘While I have breath to pray or praifes
This work fhall make my heart rejoice,
And fpend the remnant of my days.

PSALM LXIIL. Short Metre,

Secking God,
1 MY God, permit my tongue
This joy, to call thee mine;
And let my early cries prevail
To tafte thy love divine.
2 My thirity faiating foul
Thy mercy does implore:
Not travellers id 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 quickning grace,

4 For life witheut thy love
No relith can afford;
No joy can be compar’d with this,
To ferve and pleafe the Lord,
§ TFo thee I'll lift my hands,
And praife thee while I live;.
Not the rich dainties of a feaft
Such food or pleafure give.

6 In wakeful hours of night,
1 call my God to mind:
1 think how wife thy countfels are,
And all thy dralings kind,

__ 7 Since thou haft been my help,.
‘To thee my fpirit flies,
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Aad on thy watchful providence
My chearful hope relies,

8 The thadow of thy wings
My foul in fafety keeps:
I follow where my Father leads,
And he fupports my fteps.

PSALM LXV. 1,—5. Firf part. Long Metre,

Public prayer and praife,
1 T HE praife of Sion waits for thee,
My God; and praife becomes thy houfe s
There fhall thy faints thy glory fee,
And there perform thelr public vows,

2 O thou, whofe mercy bends the fkies
To fave, whea humble finners pray;
All lands to thee fhall lift their eyes,
And iflands of the Northern fea,

3 Againft my will my fins prevail,

But grace fhall purge away their ftaing
The blood of Chrift will never fail
To wath my garments white agaia,

4 Bleft is the man whom thou fhalt chufe,
And give him kind accefs to thee:
_Give him a place within thy houfe,
‘To tafte thy love divinely free,

PauUss.

§ Let Babel fear when Sion prays;
Babel, prepare for long diftrefs,
‘Whea Sion’s God himfelf arrays
Ta terror and in righteoufnefs.

% With dreadful glory God fulfils
What bis afflicted faints requell;
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And with almighty wrath reveals
His love, to give his churches reft.

7 Then fhall the flocking nations run
To Sion’s hill, and own their Lord;
The rifing and the fetting fun
Shall fee the Saviour’s name ador’d,

PSALM LXV. 5,—13. Second part., Long Métre:

Divine providence in air, earth, and fea; or, The
God of nature and grace.

1 HE God of our falvation hears-
The groans of Sion mix’d with tears;
Yet ‘when he comes with kind defigas,
Thro’ all the way his terror fhines.
2 On him the race of man depends,
Far as the earth’s remoteft ends,
‘Where the Creator’s name is known,
By nature’s feeble light alone.

3 Sailors, that travel o’er the flood,
Addrefs their frighted fouls to God,
When tempefts rage, and billows roar;

" At dreadful diftance from the fhore..

4 He bids the noify tempelts ceafe ;
He calms the raging croud to peace,
‘When a tumult’ous nation raves,.
Wild as the winds, and loud as waves,

" § Whole kingdoms, {haken by the ftorm,
He fettles in a peaceful form;
Mountaios eftablith’d by his hand,
Firm on their old foundations ftand.
6 Bchold his enfigns fweep the sky, c
Now comets blaze, and lightoings flys. . .7

b
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" The heathen lands, with fwift furprife,
From the bright horrors tarn their eyes.,

#; At his command the morning ray
Smiles in the eaft and leads the day,
He guides the [un’s declining wheels
Over the tops of weftern hills.

" 8 Seafons and times obey his voice;

The ev’ning and the moin rejoice
To fee the earth made foft with fhowers,
Laden with truit, and dreft io 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 difpenfe.

10 The defart grows a fruitful field,
Abundant food the vallies yield;
The vallies thout with chearful voice,
And neighb'ring hills repeat their joys.

1t The paftures fmile in green array,
There Jambs and lavger cattle play;
The larger cattle 2nd the lamb,

. Each in his language {peaks thy name.

12 Thy works pronounce thy pow'r divine;
O’er every field thy glaies thine;
Thro’ ¢v’ry moath thy gifts appear;
Great God! thy goodnefs crowns the year.

PSALM LXV. Firff Part. Common Metre,

A prayer hearing God, and the Gentiles called.
I RAISE waits in Sion, Lord, for thee;
There fhall our vows be paid;
Thou hatt an ear when finners pray,
All flefh fhall feek thine aid.
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2 Lord, otit iniquities prevail,
But pard'ping grace is thidé,
And thou wilt grant us power aod skill
To conquer ev'ry fin.

3 Blefs'd are the mca whom thoa wilt chals ¥
To bring them near thy face,
Give thém a dwelling in thine houfe;
To feaft upon thy grace. - '
4 In anfw’ring what thy church reqnelh,
Thy truth and terror (hme, .
And works of dreadful righteoufnefs.
Folfil thy kind deﬁgn e
§ Thuos thall the wond'ring nationsfee. =~ - |
. The Lord is good and julk; . - el
And diftant iflands fly to thee,
And make thy name their traft.

6 They dread thy glitt’ring tokens, Lord,
When figns in heav’n appear;.
But they thall learn thy holy word)
And love as well as ¥

PSALM LXV. Second Part.. Common Méte.

* Tbe providence of God in air, earth, and ﬁn (3

The bleffing of rain.

3 Tls by thy firength the mountains fisad,

God of eternal pow'r; -
“*The fea grows calm at thy command,
And tempefis ogale to roar.
2 Thy morning light and ev'ning thade - - 4 -
Sueceffive comforts bring: - A
“Thy plenteous fruits make harveft ﬁ. :
Thy fowers adore the fpring, * vz

y |
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Seafons and times, a0d moons and hours,
Heav'n, earth, and air are thine;

When clouds diftil in fruitful thowers,
The author is divine.

Thofe wand’ring ciftcrns in the fky
Born by the winds around,

With watry treafures well {upply
The furrows of the ground,

The thirfty ridges drink their fill
And ranks of corn appear;

Thy ways abound with bleffings ftill,
Thy goodnefs crowas the year.

SALM LXV. 7birdpart, Common Metre,

The bleffings of the fpring ; or, God gives rain.
A pfalm for the hufbindman.

GOOD is the Lord, the heavaly King,
Who makes the earth his care;
Vifits the paftures ev'ry {pring,

Aad bids the grafs appear. .

The clouds, like rivers 1ais'd on high,
Pour out, at thy command,

Their watry bleflings from the sky,
To chear the thirlty land.

The foften’d ridges of the field:
Permit the corn to fpring;

The valleys rich provifion yield,
And the poor lab’rers fing,

The little hills on ev’ry fide

_ Rejoice at falling thow’rss- =
hé meadows drets’d in all their pride

. Perfome the air with flow'ys,
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§ The barren clods, refrefh’d with rain,
Promife a joyful crop;
The parching grounds look green again,
And raife the reaper’s hope.
6 The various months thy goodnefs crowns,
How bounteous are thy ways ! :
The bleating flocks fpread o’er the downs,
And fhepherds thout thy praife. -

PSALM LXVI. Firff Part.

Governing power and goodnef; or, Our grage iri
by affiittions. ’

1 QUING, all ye nations, to the Lord;
Sing with a joyful noife ;
Wirth melody of found record
His honours and your joys.

2 Say to the Pow’r that fhakes the sky,
¢ How terrible art thou:
¢ Sinncrs before thy prefence fly,
 Or at thy feet they bow.”

3 [Come, fee the wonders of our.God,-
How glorious are his ways?
In Mofes’s band he puts 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 trinmph in their God. ]
5 He rules by his refiftlefs might;
Will rebel mortal dare
Provoke th’ Eternal to the fight,
And tempt that dreadful war?

S
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J blefs our God, and never ceafe;
Ye faints, fulﬁl his pralﬁ-,

He keeps our life, maintains our peace,
And guides our doubtful ways,

Lord, thou haft prov'd our fuff’ring fouls,
To make our graces thine;

3o filver bears the burning coals,
The metal to refine.

Thro’ watry deeps and fiery ways
We march at thy command,

Led to poflefs the promis’d place
By thine unerring hand.

[PSALM LXVIL 13—20. Second Part,

Praife to God for hearing prayer,
NOW fhall my folemn vows be paid
To that almighty Pow’r, |
That heard the lona requefts 1 made
1n my dittrefsful hour.

My lips and chearful heart prepare
To make his mercies known ;

Come ye that fear my God, and hear
The wonders he has done.

When on my head huge forrows fell,
I fought his heav'nly aid;

He fav’d my finking foul from hell,
And death’s eternal fhade,

If fin lay cover’d inmy heart
While pray’r employ’d my tongnue,

The Lord had (hewn me no regard,
Nor 1 his praifes fung.

But God: (his name be ever bleft)’
s fet my spirit free,
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Nor turn’d from him my poor requeft,
Nor turn’d his heart from me,

PSALM LXVIL

The nation’s profperity, and the church's incroafe
1 HINE, mighty God, on Britain thine
With beams of heav'oly grace;
Reveal thy pow’r thro’ all our coafts,
And fhew thy fmiling face,

2 [Amidft our ifle exalted high
Do thou our glory ftand,
And like a wall of guardnan 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 Saviour and their Gaod ?

4 Sing to the Lord, ye diftant lands,
Sing loud with folemn voice;
While Britifh tongues exalt his pmfc
And Britifh hearts rejoice.

§ He, the great Lord, the fov’teign Jndge,
That fits enthron’d above, -
‘Wilely commands the worlds he made. *
In juftice and in love.
6 Eanh {hall obey her Maker’s will,
And yield a full increafe; -
Our God will crown his chofen ifle
With fruitfulnefs and peace.

9 God the Redeemer fcatters round
His choiceft favours here,
‘W hile the creation’s utmoft bound
Shall fee, adore, and fear.

Womn)
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PSALM LXVIL Firf Part. 1,—6, 32,3,

The vengeance and compalfion of God,

X LET God arife in ajl his might,
And put the troops of hell to flight;
As {moke that fought to cloud the skies
Before the rifing tempeft flies.

-2 [He comes array’d in burning flames ;
Juftice and vengeance are his names;
Behold his fainting foes expire
Like melting wax before the fire.]

3 He rides and thunders thro’ the sky;
His name Jehovah founds on high:
Sing to his name, ye fons of grace;
Ye faints rejoice before his face.

4 The widow and the fatherlefs

Fly to his aid in fharp diftrefs!
In him the poor and helplefs find
A Judge that’s juft, a Father kind.

§ He bréaks the captive’s heavy chain,
Aud pris’ners Tee-the light again;
Bt rebels that difpate his will,

Shall dwell in chains and darknefs ftill,

Pavuse.

6 Kingdoms and thrones to God belong;
Crown him ye nations, in your fong:
His wond’rous names and pow'rs rehearfe;
His honours (hall earich your verfe.

7 He thakes the heav'ns with loud alarms;
How terrible is God in arms!
In Ira’l are his mercies known,
Ira’l is his peculiar throne,
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8 Proclaim him King, pronounce him bleft;
. He’s your defence, your joy, your reft;
‘When terrors rife, and nations faint,
God is the ftrengih of ev’ry faint,

PSALM LXVIIL 1y, 18. Second Par?.

Chriff's afcenfion, and the gift of the Spirit.
1 LORD, when thou didft afcend on high,
Ten thoufand angels fillI'd the {ky;
‘Thofe heav’nly guards around thee wait,
Like chariots that attend thy ftate,

2 Not Sinai’s mountain could appear
More glorious when the Lord was there;
While he pronounc’d his dreadful law,
And ftruck the chofer tribes with awe,

3 How bright the triumph none caa tell,
When the rebellious pow’ss 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,

W ith gifts and grace for rebel men,

That God might dwell on earth again.

PSALM LXVIIL Third Part. 19, 9,20, 21, 22.

Praife for temporal ble[fings ; or, Common and fpe-
cial mercies. .
1 \VE blefs the Lord, the Juft, the good,
. - Who fills our hearts with joy and food ;
W ho pours his bleflings from the skies,
Acd loads our days with rich fupplies. -

2 He fends the fon his circuit round,
To chear the fruits, to-warm the grotind ;.
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e bids the clouds, with plenteous rain,
Refreth the thirfty earth again.

[is to his care we owe our breath,

ind all our n-ar efcapes from death :
safety and bhealth ro God belong,

1e heals the weak, and guards the ftrong,

Je makes the faint ar ! finner prove
The common bleffings of his love; -
But the wide difference that remains
s endlefs joy or endlefs mairs.

The Lord that bruis’d the ferpent’s head,
On all the ferpent’s feed fhall tread,

The ftubborn finner’s hope confound,
And fmite him with a lafting wound,

But his right hand his Tints thall raife
From the decp earth, or deeper feas:
Andbring them to his courts above,
There fhall they tafte his {pecial love,

SALM LXIX. 1,—14. Firft Part. Com. Met,
The Sufferings of Chrift for ctir Salvation,
LT AV E me, O God, the fwclling floods
‘¢ Break in upon my foul:

I fink; and forrows o’er my hcad
¢ Like mighty watcrs roll.

¢ I cry till all my voice be gone,

“ In ceais I wafte the day;
¢« My God, bchold my longing eycs,

¢ And fhorten thy delay.
¢ They hate my fwul without a caufe,. .

¢ Andflill their number grows, o
¢ Mcre than the hairs around my héad, -

* And miglty arc my foes.

G

7~



S
146 PSALM LXIX,

4 “ *T'was then I paid that dreadful debt
¢ That men could never pay,
¢ And gave thofe honours to thy law,
* Which finners took away.”

§ Thus, in the great Meffiah’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
¢ Salvation in my name, '
« For | have borne their heavy load
¢ Of forrow, pain and fhame.

¢ Grief like a garment cloath’d me round,
¢« And fackcloth was my drefs,

« While I procur’d for naked fouls
¢ A robe of righteouinefs.

8 ¢ Amongft my brethren and the Jews
_ ¢ [ like a ftranger ftood,
«¢ And bore their vile reproach, to bring
¢ The Gentiles near to God.

9 ‘“ Icame in finful mortals ftead,
’ « Todo my Father’s will,
* Yet when [ cleans’d my Father’s houfe,
¢¢ They fcandaliz’d my zeal.
10 * My faflicg and my holy groans
¢ Were made the drunkard’s fong;
¢ But God from his celeftial throne
 Heard my complaining tungue,
11 ¢ He fav’d me from the dreadful deep, «
¢ Nor let my foul be drowa’d;
*» He rais’d and fix’d-my finking feet
"¢ O well-eftablifh’d ground, -

/i‘\
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x2 * "Twasin a moft accepted bour
4 My pray’r arofc on high,
e And for my fake my God fhall hear
¢ The dying finner’s cry.”

Common Metre.

The Paffion and Exaltation of Chriff.
b O W let our lips with holy fear
And mournful pleafure fing
*The fuff’rings of our great High Prlcﬂ,
The forrows of our King. :

2 He fioks in floods of deep diftrefsy
How high the waters rife !
‘While to his heav’nly Father’s ear
, Hefends perpetual cries.

3 “ Hear me, O Lord, and fave thy Son,
“ Nor hide thy fhining face;
& Why thould thy fav’rite look like one
« Forfaken of thy grace?

4 “ Withrage they perfecute the man
s¢ That groans beneath thy wound,
« While for a facrifice I pour
« My life upon the ground.
5 ¢ They tread my honour to the duft,
“ And laugh when I complain;
¢ Their tharp infulting flanders, add
¢ Frefh anguith to my pain.
6 * All my reproach is known to thes,
« The {candal and the thame;
¢ Reproachi has broke my bleeding hcart,
"¢ Apgd lies defil'd my name.

ln
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« 1 look’d for pity, but in vain;
¢ My kindred are my grief;

« I alk my friends for comfort round,
¢« But meet with no relief,

8 « With vinegar they mock my thirft,
© ¢« They give me gall for food; -
¢¢ And fporting with my dying groans,
¢ They triumph in my blood.
o * Shine into my diftrefled foul,
¢ Let thy compaffions fave;
¢« And tho’ my flefh fink down to death,
¢ Redeem it from the grave,

vo ‘¢ I fhall arife to praife thy name,
«¢ Shall reign in worlds unknown,
«¢ And thy falvation, O my God,
¢¢ Shall feat me on thy throne.”

PSALM LXIX. Zhird Part. Common Metre,

Chrift's obedience and death ; or, God glorified and
JSinners faved.

1 Ather, I fing thy wondrous grace,
1 blefs my Saviougly name,
He bought falvation faf"the poor,
And bore the finner’s fhame.
2 Hie deep diftrefs has rais’d us high,
His duty and his zeal
Fulfill'd-the law which mortals broke,
And finifh’d all thy will.
3 His dying groans, bis living fongs
Shall berter pleafe my God,

Than harp or trumpet’s folemn found,
"Than goats or bullocks blood,
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This thall his humble followers fee,
And fet their hearts atreft;

They by his death draw near to thee,
And live for ever bleft.

; Let heav’n, and all that dwell on high
To God their voices raile, -
While lands and feas affift the {ky,
And join t’ advance the praile.

5 Zion is thine, moft holy God ;
Thy Soa fhall blefs her gates:
And glory purchas’d by his blood
For thy own Ifra’l waits,

PSALM LXIX. Firff Part. Long Metre.

Chrift's paffion and finner’s Salvation.
X E E P in our hearts let us record
The deeper forrows cf our Lord;
Behold the rifing billows roll,
. To overwiclm his holy loul.

2 In long complaints he fpends his breath,
‘While hofts of hell, and pow’rs of dcath,
And all the fons of malice join
To cxecute their curft defign.

3 Yet, gracious God, thy pow’r and love
Has made the curfe a bleffing prove;
Thofe dreadful fuff’rings of thy Son
Aton’d for fins which we had doae.

4 The pangs of our expiiing Lord .
The honours of thy law reftord: ~ .
His forrows made thy juftice kaowa,
Aund paid for follies not his own.

§ O for his fake our guilt forgive,
Aad Jet the mourning finoer live s
: Gj3 .

w o N -
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The Lord will hear us in his name,
Nor fhall our hope be turn’d to thame,

PSALM LXIX. 7, &c. Second Part. Long Metre,
Chrifi’s fufferings and zeal.
WAS for my fake, eternal God,
Thy Son fuftain’d that heavy ‘Joad
Of bafe reproach and fore difgrace,
And fhame defil’d his facred face,

2 The Jews his brethren and his kin,
Abus'd the man that check’d their fins
‘While he fulfill'd thy holy laws,

‘They hate him, but without a caufe,

3 [* My Father’s houfe, faid ile, was made

¢ A place for worfhip, not for trade;”

‘Then fcatt’ring all their gold and brafl.

He fcourg’d the merchants from the place.]

4 [Zeal for the temple of his God
Confum’d his life, eXpos 'd his blood;
Reproaches at thy glory thrown

He fe!t, and mourn’d them as hisown.}

5 [Eis friends forfook, his followers fled,
‘While foes and arms furround his head-
They curfe him with a {lund’rous tangue,
And the falfe judge maintains the wrong ]

¢ His life they load with hateful lies,
And charge bis lips with blalphemies;
They nail him to the thameful tree;
There i:ung the man that dy’d for me.’

7 [ Wretches with hearts as hard as ftones
n(ult his picty and groans;
Gall was the food they gave bhim there,
And mock’d his thirft with vincgar. )

e
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3ut God beheld; and from his throne \

darks out the men that hate his Son;
Che hand that rais’d him from the dead,
Shall pour the veng’ance on their head.

PSALM LXXI. §,—9. Firff Part.
The aged faint’s reflection and Hope,
MY God, my everlafting hope,
{ live upon thy truth;
Thine hands have held my childhood up,
And ftrengthen’d all my youth.

My fleth was fathion’d by thy pow’r
Wi ith all thefe limbs of mine;

And from my mother’s painfal hour
I’ve been entirely thine, .

still has my life new. wonders feen
Repeated every year;

Behold my days that yet remain,
I truft them to thy care. .

Caft me not off when firength declines,
When hoary hairs arife;

And round me let thy glory fhine
Whene’er thy fervant dies.

Then in the hift’ry of my age,
When men review my days,

They’ll read thy love in ev'ry page,
In ev’ry line thy praife,

'ALMLXXL. 15,14,16, 23,22,24. Second part.
Chrift our firength and righteoufnefs.
Y Saviour, my almigbty friend,
Whet I begin thy praife,
Where will the growing numbers ead,
~ The ombers of thy grace?
G 4
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Thon art my everlafting truft,
Thy goodnefs I adore !

And fince I knew thy graces firft,
I fpeak thy glories more.

3 My feet fhall travel all the length
Of the celeftial road;
And march with courage in thy ﬁrength
To fee my Father God.

4 WhenI am filI'd with fore diftrefs
For fome furprizing fin,
I'll plead thy perfect r'ghteoufncfs,
And mention none but thine.

§ How will my lips rejoice to tell
The viét’ries of my King !
My foul redeem’d from fin and hell
Shall thy falvation fing.

6 [My tongue fhall all the day proclaim
My Saviour and my God,
His death has brought my foes to fhame,
And drown’d them in his blood.

7 Awake, awuke, my tuncful pow’rs;
Vith this delightful fong
£'11 entertain the darkeft hours,
Nor thiok the fcafon long].

PSALM LXXIL 17,—21. Third Part,

The cged chriffian’s prayer and fng: or, Old a
Deatbh, ard the Refurrelion.

4 O D of my ckildhood, and my youth,
X The gnide of all my days,
1 have declar'd thy heav'nly truth,
And told thy wondious ways.
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2 Wilt thou forfuke my hoary hairs,
Aad ivave my fainting heart?
- Who 'hali fultsin my finking years,
If God my ftrength depart?
3 ‘Let me thy pow’r and truth proclaim
To the furviving age,
And leave a fuvour of thy name
Whea I fhall quit the ftage.

4 Theland of filence and of death
Attends my next remove ;
O may thefe poor remains of breath
Teach the wide world thy love!

Pausk.
§ Thy righteoufoefs is deep and high,
Unfearchable thy deeds:
Thy glory [preads beyond the fky, .
And all my praife exceeds.

6 Oft have I heard thy threat'nings roar,
And oft endur’d the grief:
But when thy hand has preft me fore,
Thy grace was my relief.
% By long experience have I known
Thy fov'reign pow’r to fave ;
At thy command 1 venture down
Securely to the grave.
8 When I lye bury’d deep in duft,
My fleth (hall be thy care;
‘Thefe withering limbs with thee I truft
T0 raife them ftrong and fair,

Gs
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PSALM LXXIL Firff Part,
. The Kingdom of Chrift.

1 REAT God, whofe univerfal fway
G 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 juftice fhall avenge the poor,

And pride and rage prevail no more.
3 With pow’r he vindicates the juft,
And treads th’ oppreflor in the duft;
His worfhip and his fear fhall laft, ]
Till hours, and years, and time be paft.

4 Asrain on meadows pewly 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 over {preading deathr
Revive at his firft dawning light,

And defarts bloflom at the fight.

% ‘The faints fhall flourifh in his days,
Dreft in the robes of joy and praife;
Peace like a river from his throne
Shall flow to nations yet unknown.

PSALM LXXII. SeondPart,
s Chrif’s Kingdem among the Gentiles.
'3 JESUS fhall reign where'er the fun
' Does his fucceffive journeys run;
His kingdom ftretch from thore to fhore,
Till moons fhall wax and wane DO woTe.
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'[Behold the iflantds with their kings,
And Europe her beft tribute brings;
From North to South the princes meet
To pay their homage at his feet.

There Perfia, glorious to behold,
There India fhines in Eaftern gold;
And barbarous nations at his word
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 {weet perfume fhall rife
With ev'ry mornlng facrifice.

People and realms of every tongue
Dwell on his love with fweeteft fong;
Aud infant voices fhall proclaim
Their early bleflings on his name.
Bleflings abound where’er he reigns,
The pritoner leaps to lofe his chains;
The weary find eternal reft,

And all the fons of want are bleft.

[ Where he difplays his healing power,
Death and the curfe are known no more
In him the tribes of Adam boaft

More bleflings than their father loft.

Let ev’ry creature rife and bring,
Peculiar honours to the King;
Angels defcend with fongs again,
And carth repeat the long Amen.]

JALM LXXIIL. Firff Par#, Common Metre.
Hicted Saints happy, andprofperous Sinners curfeds
i OW Y'm convinc'd, the Lord is kind

To men of heart fincere
G 6
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Yet once my foolith thoughts repin’d,
And border’d on defpair.

2 I griev'd to {ce the wicked thrive,
And {poke with angry breath,
« How plcalant and profane they live!
“ How peaceful is their death!

3 ¢ With well-fed fleth and haughty cyes
¢ 1 hey 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,
¢ And cleanfe my heart in vain,
¢ Fer 1 am chaften’d all the day,
¢ The night rcnews my pain.”
§ Yet while my tongue indulg’d complaiats,
1 felt my heart reprove;
¢ Sure I fhall thus offcnd thy faints,
* And grieve the men 1 love.”

6 But ftill I found my doubts too hard,
The confli¢t too fevere,
Till I retird to fearch thy word,
And learn thy fecrets there.

7 There, as infome prophetic glafs,
I faw the finner’s feet
High mounted on a {lippery place
Befide a fiery pit.

8 1 heard the wretch prophanely boaft,
Till at thy frown he fell;
His honours in a dream were loft,
And Le awakes in hell.
9 Lord, what an envious fool T was
How like a thoughtlefs beall !
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Thus to fufpet thy promis’d grace,
And think the wicked bleft.

10 Yet I was kept from full defpair,
Upheld by power unknown :
That bleffed hand that broke the {nare,
Shall guide me to thy throne.

PSALM LXXIII. 23—28. Second part.
Common Metre.
God our portion here and hereafter.

1 OD, my fupporter, and my hope,
My help for evgr near:
Thine arm of mercy held me up,
When finking in defpair.
2 Thy counfels, Lord, fhall guide my feet,
Thro’ this dark wildernefs;
Thine hand conduét me pear thy feat,
To dwell before thy face,

Were I in heav’n without my God,
*Twould be no joy to me;

And whilft this earth is my abode,
1 long for none but thee.

4 What if the iprings of life were broke,
And fleth and heart fhould faiat,
God is my foul’s eternal rock,
The ftrength of ev’ry faint.
5 Behold, the finners that remove
. Far from thy prefence die;
Not all the idol-gods they love,
Can fave them when they cry.

6 But to draw near to thee, my God,
Shall be my fiyeet employ ;
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My tongue fhall found thy works abroad,
And tell the world my joy.

PSALM LXXIIL. 22,8, 6, 17-~20. Long Metre;
The profperity of finners curfed.
1 ORD, what a thoughtlefs wretch was I,
To mourn and murmur and repine,.
To fee the wicked plac’d on high,
1n pride and robes of honour fhine!

2 But, O their end, their dreadful end ¥
Thy fanctuary 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,

Y’ll never eavy them again, :
There they may ftand with hanghty eyes,
Till they plunge decp in endlcfs pain,

4 Their fancy’d joys, how faft they flee?
Juit like a dream when men awakes;
Their fongs of toftelt harmony,

Are but a preface to their plagues.

s Now I cfteem their mirth and wine,,
Too dear 10 purchafe with my blood;
Lord, ’us enough that thou art mine, .
My life, my portion, and my God.

PSALM LXXIII, Short Metre.
The myflery of providence unfolded,
1 Q URE there’s a iighteous God,
Nor is 1engion vain:
Tho’ men of vice may boaft aloud,
And men of grace complaia,
2 1 faw the wicked rife,
Aund fclt my heart repine,

M N
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YWhile haoghty fools with fcornful eyes,
In robes of honour fhine. _ .

3 [Pamper'd with wanton eafe,
Their fleth looks full and fair,
Their weaith rolls in like flowing feas,
And- grows without their care.

4 Free from the plagues and paias
That pious fouls endure,
Thro’ all their life opprefion reigns,
And racks the humble poor. ,

§ Their impious tongues blafpheme
The everlalting God:
Their malice blafts the good man’s name,
And fpreads their lies abroad,

6 But [ with flywing tears
Iadulg’d my doubts to rife;
# Js there a God that fees or hears
*  “ The things below the fkies?*}

.7 The tumults of my thought
Held me in hard tufpence,
Till to thy hoale my feet were brought,
To learn thy juftiee thence.

8 Thy word with light and pow’r
Did my miftakes amend ;
1 view'd the finners life before,
But here | learn’d their end,
9 On what aflipp’ry ftecp
The thoughtlels wretches gos
And O that dicalful fiery decp,
That waits their fall bolow ¢
10 ‘ord, at thy feet I bow,
My thoughts no mere repine;,
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I call my God my portion now,
And all my pow’rs are thine.

PS ALM LXXIV.
The church pleading with God under fore perfecuty

1 ILL God for ever caft us off?
His wrath for ever fmoke
Againft the people of his love,
His little chofen flock ?

2 Think of the tribes fo dearly bought
With their Redeemer’s blood ;
Nor let thy Sion be forgot,
Where once thy glory ftood.

3 Lift up thy feet, and march in hafte,
Aloud our ruin calls;
Sec 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 pow’r.
§ How are the feats of worfhip broke !
They tear thy buildings down,
And he that deals the heavieft {troke,
Procures the chief renown.
6 With flames they threaten to diftroy
Thy children in their neft;
« Come, let us burn at once they cry,
¢ The temple and the prieft.”
7 And {iill to heighten our diftrefs,
“Thy prefence is withdrawn;

2,



e epeny p, g

‘PSALM LXXIV. 161

‘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 feers mourn;
There’s not a foul amongft us knows
The time of thy retprn.

-Pauss.

9 How long, eternal God, how long,
. Shall men of pride blafpheme !
Shall faints be made their endlefs fong,
And bear immortal thame ?

10 Canft thou for ever fit and hear
Thine holy name profan’d ? /
And ftill thy jealoufy forbear,
And ftill with-hold thine hand ?

11 What firange deliv'rance haft thou fhown
In ages long before ?
And now no other God we own,
No other God adore,

12 Thou didft divide the raging fea
By thy refiftlefs might,
To make thy tribes a 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 thine,
And mark the fun his way?

14 Ha'h not thy pow'r form’d ev'ry coaft,
And fet the earth its bounds,
With fummer’s heat, and winter’s froft,
ia tigir perpetual rounds?
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15 And fhall the fons of earth and duft
That facred pow’r blaipheme !
‘Will not thy hand that torm’d them firft,
Avenge thine injur’d pame?

16 Think on the cov’nant thou haft made,
And all thy words of love;
Nor let the birds of prey invade,
And vex thy mourning dove.

17 Our foes would triumph io our blood,
- And make our hope their jefts
Plead thy own caufe, almighty God,
And give thy children reft.

% PSALM LXXV.
Power and government from God alons,

Applied to the glorions Revolution by king Wil

liam, or the happy acceflion of king George to
the throne.

] TO thee, moft holy, and moft High,
To thee we bring our thankful praifes
Thy works declare thy name is nigh,
Thy works of wonder and of grace.

2 Britain was doom’d to be a flave,

Her frame diffolv’d; her fears were greats
® ‘When God a new fupporter gave,

To bear the pillars of the ftate,

3 He from thy hand receiv’d his crown,
And {ware to rule by wholefome laws;
His foot (hall tread th’ oppreffor dows,
His arm defend the righteous caufe.

4 Let haughty fioncrs fink their pride;
Nox lif: o high their {cornfual heady

~~
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But lay their foolith thoughts afide,
own the kiog that God hath made,

ach honours never come by chance,
Nor do the winds promotion blow;
*Tis God the Judge doth one advance,
*Tis God that lays another low,

No vain pretence to royal birth,

Shall fix a tyrant on the throne;

! God, the great Sov'reiga of the earth,
‘Will rite, and make his juftice known,

4 ‘His hand holds out the dreadful cup,
Of yengeance mix’d with various plagues,
‘To make the wicked drink them ap, |
Wring out, and tafte the bitter dregs, ¢

8 Now fhall the Lord exalt the juft, '

And while he tramples on the proud,

Aud lays their glory in the dutt,

My lips fhall fing his praife aloud.]

PSALM LXXVL

rael faved, and the Afyrians defiroyed : or, Gods
vengeance againjt his-ciamics proceeds from bis
church,

t IN Judah God of old was known;
His name in Itra’l great,
In Salem ftood his holy throne,
- And Sion was his feat,
2 Among the praifes of his faints, - .
His dwelling there he chote: -
Therz he receiv'd their jak complaints,
Againdt their haughty foes.
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3 From Zion went his dreadful word,
And broke the threatning {pear;
The bow, the arrows, and the fword,
"~ And crufh’d th* Affyrian war.

4 Wkat are the earth’s wide kingdoms elfe,
But mighty hills of prey?
The hill on which Jehovah dwells
Is glorious more than they.

§ "Twas Zion’s King that flopp’d the bmlh
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 horfe and chariot fell s
Who knows the terrors of thy rod!
Thy veng’ance who can tell?

7 What pow’r can ftand before thy fight .
When once thy wrath appears?
When hcav’a fhines round with dreadful [
The earth lyes flill 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.

¢ [Vow to the Lord, and tribute bring,
Ye princes fear his frown:
His terrors fhake the proudeft king,
And cuts an army down.

10 The thunder of his fharp rebuke
Our hauvghty foes fhall feel;
For Jacob’s God hath not forfook,
But dwells in Zion ftill.]
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PSALM LXXVIL Firf Part,
Melancholy affaulting, and hope prevailing.
0 God I cry’d with mournfal voice,
I fought his gracious ear, '
1 the fad day when troubles rofe,
And fill’d the night with fear.
ad were my days, and dark my nights,
My foul refus’d relief’;
thought on God the juft and wife,
Bat thoughts increas’d my gricf.
iill I complain’d, and ftill oppreft,
My heart began to break;
Ay God, thy wrath forbid my reft,
And kept my eyes awake,

vy overwhelming forrows grew,
Till I could fpeak no more;

I'hen I within mylelf withdrew,
And call’d thy judgments o’er.

[ call’d back years and antient times
‘When I beheld thy face;

My fpirit fearch’d for fecret crimes
That might with-hold thy grace,

[ call’d thy mercies to my mind
Which I enjoy’d before;

And will the Lord no morg be kind 2
His face appear no more?

Will he for ev:‘caﬁ me off?
His promife ever fail?

Has he forgot his tender love?
Shall anger ftill prevail ?

Bat [ foibid this hopelef's thousht,
Thus dark, defpairing frame,
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Remembring what thy hand bath wrought;
Thy hand is flill the fame.
¢ VPll think again of all thy ways,
And talk thy wonders o’er,
Thy wonders of recov’ring grace,
‘W hen flefh could hope no more.

50 Grace dwells with juftice on the throne;
And men that love thy word
Have in thy fan&uary known
The counfels of the Lord.

« PSALM LXXVII. Secondpart.

€omfort derived from antient providences:
Ilfrael delivered from Egypt, qnd brought
Caraan. '
3 ¢ "OW awful is thy chaﬂ’l’ng rod!
(May thy own children fay)
¢ The great, the wife, the dreadful God?
 How holy is his way !”

2 I’ll meditate his works of old; -
The King that reigns above,
I'll bear his antient wonders told,
And learn to truft his love,
3 Long did the houfe of Jofeph lye
With Egypt's yoke oppreft;
Long he delay’d to hear their cry,
Nor gave his people reft |
4 The fons of good old Jacob feem’d
Abandon’d to their focs;
@ But his almighty arm redeem’d
T he nation that he chofe.
§ Ifra’l bis people and his theep,
. Muft follow where he callss

—
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He bids them venture thro’ the deep,
And made the waves their walls,

& The waters faw thee, mighty God,:
The waters faw thee come;
Backward they fled, and frighted ftood,
To make thine armies room.

g Strange was thy journey thro’ the fea,
Thy footfteps, Lord, uaknown ;
‘Terrors attend the wond’rous way,
That brings thy mercies down.

8 [Thy voice, with terror in the found,
Thro’ clouds and darkaefs brokes
All heav’n in lightning thone around,
And carth with thunder thook.

9 Thine arrows thro’ the fkies were hurl'd,
How glorious is the Lord!
Surprife and trembling fe:z’d the world,
And his own faints ador’d.
10 He gave them water from the rock;
And fafe by Mofes’ hand,
Thro’ a dry defart led kis flock
"Home to the. promis’d land. }

PSALM LXXVIIL. Firft part.

Providences of God recorded: or, Pious education
and infbrution of cbildren.
1 Y  ET children hear the mighty deeds,
W hich God perform’d of old;
"W bich in our younger years we faw,
And which our fathers told.

2 He bids us make hif"glories known;
His works of pow'r and grace;
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And we'll convey his wonders down
Thro’ ev'ry rifing race.
3 Our lips :hall tell them to our fons,
And they again to theirs,
That generations yet unborn
May teach them to their heirs.

4 Thus fhall they learn in God alone
Their hope fecurely flands,
That they may ne'er forget his works
But praife his commands.

PSALM LXXVIII. Second Part.

Yrael's rebellion and puniflment; cr, The fins and
chaftifements of God's people,
1 ‘W hat a ftiff rebellious houfe
Was Jacob’s antient race!
Falie to their own moft folemn vows,
And to their Maker’s grace.

2 They broke the cov’nant of his love,
And did his laws defpife,
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 :
WA hat dreadful tokcns of his might
Sprcad o’er the {tubborn land !

4 They faw him cleave the mighty fea,
And march’d in fatety thro’,
Wiih watry walls to goard their way,
Till they had *feap’d the foe.
;s A wondrous pillar mark’d the road, -

Coumpos'd of fhade and light;

ﬂ
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1y it prov’d a fhelt’ring cloud,
leading fire by night.
om- the rock their thirft fupply’d;
he guthing waters fell,
ran in rivers by their fide,
conftant miracle.

hey provok’d the Lord moft high,
ad dar’d diftruft his haad:

an he withebread our hoft fapply
Amid(t this defart land ?”

Lord with indignation heard,
nd caus’d his wrath to flame;
terrors ever ftand prepar’d
‘'o vindicate his name.

?SALM LXXVIIL 7Wird Part,

mifbment of luxury and intemperance; or,
Chaflifement and falvation,

‘THEN Ifra’l fins, the Lord reproves,
And fills their hearts with dread;

he forgives the men he loves,

«nd fends them heav'nly bread.

fed thenr with a lib’ral hand,

«und made his treafires known;

gave the midnight-clouds command
~o pour provifion down.

: manna like a morning fhow’r

ay thick around their feet;

: corn of heav'n, {o light, fo pure,

is though ’twere angels meat.
they in murm'ring language faid,

* Maocna is all cur fealt;

51
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¢« We loath this light, this airy bread;
« Ve muft have flefh to tafte,

¢ Ye thall have fleth to pleafe your luft,
The Lord in wrath reply’d; '

And fent them quails like fand or daft,
Heap'd up from fide to fide,

6 He gave them all their own defire;
And greedy as they fed,
His veng’ance burnt with fecret fire,
And fmote the rebels dead.

7 When fome were {lain, the reft return'd,
And fought the Lord with tears;
Under the rod they fear’d and moura'd
But foon forgot their fears. -

8 Oft he chaftis’'d and ftill forgave,
Till by his gracious hand
The nation he refolv'd to fave,

Poflfs’d the promis’d land.

- PSALM LXXVIIL 32, &c. Fourth Par

Backfliding and forgivene[s; or, Sin punifbed
Jai~ts faved.
I REAT God, how oft did 1fra’l prove
By turns thine anger and thy love?
There in a glafs our hearts may fee
How fickle and how falfe they be.

2 How foon the faithlefs Jews forgot
The dreadful wonders God had wrought!
Then they provoke him to his face, -
Nor fear his pow’r, nor truft his grace.

3 The Lord confum’d their years in prlla,
And made their travels long and valp;

,—\ . %
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tedious march thro’ unknown ways
‘ore out their ftrength and fpent their days,

‘t when they faw their brethren (lain,
hey moarn’d and fought the Lord again:
il’d him the Rock of their abode,

heir high Redeemer and their God,

heir pray’rs and vows. before him rife
s flatt’ring words or folemn lies,

Thile their rebellious tempers prove
ilfc to his cov’nant and his love,

=t did his fov’reign grace forgive

he men who not deferv’d to live;

is anger oft away he turn’d,

r elfe with geatle flame it burn’d.

e faw their fleth was weak and frail,

e faw temptations flill peevail ; _
'he God of Abraham lov’d them ftill,
.nd led them to his holy hill, '

PSALM LXXX,

church’s prayer under affliftions or, The Vines
yard of God wafted.

"NREAT Shepherd of thine Ifrael,

X Who didft between the cherubs dwell

:nd lead the tribes, thy chofen (heep,

afe through the defart and the deep.

by church is in the defart now,

hine from on high and guide us thro’;
“urn us to thee, thy love reftore,

Ve thall be fav'd, and figh no more.

sreat God, whem heav'nly hofls obey,
fow iong {hall we lament and pray, s
H 2
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And wait in vain thy kind return ?
How long fhall thy fierce anger burn?

4 Inftead of wine and chearful bread
Thy faints with their own tears are fed;
Turn us Yo thee, thy love reftore,
We fhall be fav’d and figh no more.

Pause I,
5 Haft thou not planted with thy haads
A lovely vine in Heathen lands?
Did not thy pow'r defend it round,
And heav’nly dews earich the ground!

6 How did the fpreading branches (hoot,
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 defac’'d?
Why hatt thou laid her fences wafte ?
Strangers and foes againfl her join,
And every beaft devours the vine.

8 Rcturn, 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,

Pavse II,

o Lord, when this vine in Canaan grew,
Thou waft its ftrength and glory too !
Artack’d in vain by all its foes,

*Till the fair Branch of promife rofe.

10 Fair Branch, ordain’d of old to fheot
From David’s ftock, from Jacob's root;
Himff a noble Vine, and we
The leilcr branches of the Tree:

—~~
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hy own Son; and he fhall ftand

ith thy ftrength at thy right-hand;
rit-born Son, adorn’d and bleft *
sow’r and grace above the reft,

or his fake attend our cry, .
on thy churches left they die;
us to thee, thy love reftore,

1all be fav’d and figh no more.

>SALM LXXXI. 1, 8,—16.

ning of God to his People; or, Spiritual
.bleffings and punifbments. :

ING to.the Lord aloud, o
) And make a joyful noife; ;® " -
wr ftreogth, our faviour Gody ™~ - ‘
t Ifra’l hear his voice. SV ‘

From vile idolatry o

Preferve my worthip clean’:

the Lord who fet thee free

From flavery and fin.

Strerch thy defires abroad,
And I'll fupply them welf;
if ye will refufle your God,
If Ifra’l will rebel,

I'll leave them, faith the Lord,
To their own lufts a prey,

let them run the dang’rous road,
*T'is their own chofen way,

Yet O7! that all my faiats
Would hearken to my voice!
1 I would eafe their fore complaints,
And bid their hearts rejoice.
H3

F 2
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6 ¢ While I deftroy their foes,
 I’d richly feed my flock,
“ And they fhould tafte the ftream that flows
¢ From their eternal Rock,

PSALM LXXXIIL
God the fupreme governor ; or, Magifirates warned
1 AMong th’ affemblies of the great,
A przater Ruler takes his feat;
‘The God of heav’n as judge, furveys
"Thofe geds on earth and all their ways,

2 Why will ye then frame wicked laws?
Or why fupport th’ unrighteous caufe ?
‘When wiil ye once defend the poor,
‘That finacrs vex the faints no more?

3 They know not, Lord, nor will they know 3
Dark are tho ways in which they go;
‘Their name of earthly gods is vain,
For they fhall fall and die like men.

" 4 Arife, O Lord, and let thy Son

Poflefs his univerfal throue,
And rule the nations with his rod;
He is our Judge, and he our God.

PSALM LXXXIIL
- A complaint againft perfecutors.
[ ND will the God of grace
: " Perpetual filence 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 threataing head
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gainft thy hidden ones

‘heir counfels they employ,
alice, with her watchful eye,
arfues them to deftroy.

‘he noble and the bafe

ito thy paftares leap ;

o0 and the ftupid afs

onfpire to vex thy fheep,
Come, let us join, they cry,
To root them from the ground,
not the name of faiats remain,
Nor mem’ry fhall be found,

wake, almighty God,

nd call thy wrath to mind;
iem like forefts to the fire,

r ftubble to the wind.

onvince their madnefs, Lord,
nd make them feek thy name:
their ftubborn rage confound,
‘hat they may die in fhame.
‘hen thall the nations know
‘hat glorious dreadful word -

h is thy name alone,
nd thou the fov’reign Lord.

«M LXXXIV. Firf Part. LongMctrc.
The pleafure of public war_'/btp. Y

"OW pleafant, how divinely fair,

: O Lord of hofts, thy dwellinfs aret
h long defire my fpirit faints .
meet th* affemblies of thy faints, -
feth wonld reft in thine abode,
panting heart cries out for Gody - -

H 4
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My God, my King, why fhould 1 be -
8o far from all my joys and thee?

3 The fparrow chufes where to reft,
And for her young provides her neft;
But will my God to fparrows grant
‘That pleafure which his children want; -

¢ Bleft are the faints who fit on high
Around thy throne of majefty;

Thy brighteft glories fhine above,
And all their work is praife and love,

§ Bleft are the fouls that find a place
‘Within the temple of thy grace;

There they bchold 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.

4 Chearful they walk with growing ftrength,
Till all fhall meet in heav’n'at length,
Till all before thy face appear,

And join in nobler worfhip there.

PSALM LXXXIV. Second Part. Long Me
]

God and his church ; or, Grace and Glory.
I REAT God attend while Zion fings

The joy that from thy prefence {pring

To fpend one day with thec on earth
Exceeds a thonfand days of mirth,

2 Might I enjoy the meaneft place
‘Within thy houfe, O God of grace,

B
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 sents of eafe, por thrones of pow'r,
nld tempt my feet to leave thy door.

1 is our fun, he makes our day;

| is our fhield, he guards our way
m all th’ affaalts of hell and fin,
m foes without and foes within.

needful grace will God beftow,

I crown that grace with glory too!
gives us all things, and with-holds
real good from upright fouls.

jod, our king, whofe fov’reign {way
+ glorious hofts of heav’n obey,

1 devils at thy prefence flee,

1 is the man that trufts in thee.

>SALM LXXXIV. 1, 4, 2, 3, 10.
Paraphsafed in Common Metre.

t in ordinances of worfbip; or, God prefent
in his churches.

lY foul, how lovely is the place
To which thy God reforts!

s heav’n to fee his fmiling face,
Tho’ in his earthly courts.

ere the great monarch of the fkies
{is faving pow’r difplays,
dlight breaks in upon our eyes,
With kind and quickning rays.
ith his rich gifts the heav’nly Dove,
dcfoends and fills the place,
ile Chrift reveals his woandrous love,
And fheds abroad his grace.
Hs
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4 There, mighty God, thy words declare
The fecrets of thy will;
And flill we feek thy mercy there,
And fing thy praifes fill,

Pause,
§ My heart and fleth cry out for thes,
‘While far from thine abode;
When thall I tread thy courts, and fee
My Saviour and my God ?

6 The {parrow builds herfelf a neft,
And foffers no remove;
O make me like the fparrows bleft,
To dwell but where I love. ,

7 To fit one day beneath thine cye,
And hear thy gracious voice,
Exceeds a vhole eternity
Employ'd in carnal joys.
8 Lord, at thy threfhold [ would wait
While Jefus is within, :
Rather than fill a throne of ftate,
Or live in tents of fin,
9 Could I command the fpacious land,
And the more boundlcfs fea,
For ope bleft hour at thy right-hand
I'd give them both away.

PSALM LXXXIV. Asthe 148th Plaim.
Longing fer the houfe of Godo

b | Orp of the worlds above,
How pleafant and how faiz -
‘The dweilings of thy love,
‘Thy carthiy wmples ate!
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"To thin~ abode
My beart afpires, .
With warm defires,
To fee my God.
The fparrow for her young
With pleafure fecks a neft,
And wand’ring fwallows long
'To find their wonted reft:
My fpirit faints,
‘With equal zeal,
'To rife and dwell
Among thy faints.

O happy fouls that pray
"Where God appoints to hear !
© happy men that pay
Their conftant fervice there!
They praife thee flill ;
And happy they '
‘That love the way
To Zion’s hill.

They go from firength to ftrength,
Thro’ this dark vail of tears,
Till each arrives at leagth,
‘Fill each in heav’n appears.

O glorious feat,

‘When God our king

Shall thither briag

Our willing fect !

. Pauss.

"To fpend one facred day,
Where God and faints abide,.
Affords diviner joy
Than thoufand days befides

Ho6
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‘Where God reforts, - .
i love it more

‘To keep the door

Than fhime in courts,

6 God is our fun and fhield,
Our light and our defence'
With gifts his hands are fill'd,
‘We draw our bleffings thcncc‘
He fhall beftow
On Jacob’s race
Peculiar gr:
And glory tao%. '
7 The Lord his people loves;
His hand ro gnood with-holds
From thofe his heart approves,
From pnre and pious fouls;
+ Th.ice huppy he,
O God of hofts,
‘W hofe fpirit trufts
Alone in thee.

PSATLM LXXXV. 1,—8. Fir# Part.
#aiting for an anfwer to Prayer ; or, Deliveranc
begun and compleated.

1 OR D, thon halt call’d thy grace to mind,

« Thou haft revers’d our heavy doom ;

So God t rgave when Hra’l finn’d,

And brought his wand’ring captives home.
2 Thou haft begun to fct us free,

And made thy ficrceft wiath abates

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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Make kmown thy truth, fulfil thy word ;
‘We wait for praife to tune our voice.

4 We wait tehear what God will fay ;
He'll fpeak, and give his people peace:
Bat let them run no more aftray,

Left his returniog wrath increafe.

PSALM LXXXV. Ver 9, &c. Second Part.
Salvation by Chriff,
I Alvation is for ever nigh
The fouls that fear and truft the Lord :
And grace defcendiog from on high
Freth hopes of glory (hall afford.

2 Mercy and truth-on earth are met,
Since Chrift the Lord came down from heav's,
By his obedience fo complete
Juftice is pleas’d, and peace is giv'n.

3 Now trath and honour (hall abound,
Religion dwell on earth again,
And heav’nly influence blefs the ground,
In our Redeemer’s gentle reign.

4 His righteoufnefs is gone before,
To give us free accefs to God:
Our wand’ring feet fhall ftray no more,
But mark his fteps, and keep the road,

PSALM LXXXVI. Ver. 8,—13,
A general fong of praife to God,
x AMong the princes, earthly gods,
There’s none hath pow’r divine;
Nor is their nature, mighty Lord,
.Nor are their works like thine.
2 The nations thou haft made, fhall bring
Their off rings round thy throne;

P
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For thou alone doft wond’sous 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 toague
Shall thofe {weet wonders tell,
How by thy grace my ficking foul

Rafe from the deeps of hell.

PSALM LXXXVIL

Fe church the birth-place of the faints;: or, Fe
and Gentiles united in the Chriffian church.
1 G O D in his earthly temple lays
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 defcribd of old 2
W hat 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,
Sha:l shere begin their lives anew:
-Angels and men fhall jein to fing
"The hill where living waters fpring.
5 When God makes up his laft account
Of natives in his holy mount, ..

S
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*Twill be an honour to appear
As one new-born or nourith’d there!

PSALM LXXXIX. Fiff Part. Long Metre,

The covenant mads with Chrift: or, The true
David.

OR ever thall my fong record

The truth and mercy of the Lord,
Mercy and truth for ever ftand
Like heav’n eftablith’d by his hand.

Thus to his Son he fware, and faid,

¢¢ With thee my cov’nant firft is made;
¢¢ In thee fhall dying fioners live,

¢¢ Glory and grace are thine to give.

¢ Be thou my prophet, thou my prieft;
¢ Thy children fhall be ever bleft;

¢ Thou art my chofen King; thy throne
¢¢ Shall ftand eternal like my own,

¢ There’s none of all my fons above
¢ So much my 1mage or my love;
¢ Celeftial pow’rs thy fubjeéts are,

¢ Then what can earth to thee Oomparc’ ¢

«¢ David, my fervaat, whom [ chofe

“ Tc goard my flock, to crufh my faes,
¢ And rais'd him to the Jewith throne,
¢« Was but a fhadow of my Son.” -

6 Now let the church rejoice and fing,
Jcfus her Saviour and her King;
Argels his heav’nly wonders fhow,
Aud faints declare his works below:
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The faithfulnefs of God.

I Y never-ceafing fongs thall (ho
M The mercies of the Lord; b
And make fucceeding ages know

How faithful is his word.
2 'The facred truths his lips pronounce
Shall firm as heav'n endure;
And if he fpeak a promife once,, .
Th’ eternal grace is fure,
3 How long the race of David held
The promis’d Jewith throne!
But there’s 2 nobler cov’nant feal’d
To David’s greater Sea,
4 His feed for ever fhall poffefs
A throne above the fKies;
The meaneft fubje¢t 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.

PSALM LXXXIX. 7, &c. Second par?.
 The pawer and majefly of God; or, Reverential
. worfhip.

g I'T H rev'rence let the faints appear,
U .» And bow before the Lord, Ppeary
His high commands with rev’rence hear,
And tremble at his word.

2 How terrible thy plorice bet
How bright thigc armies fhige ¢

~~~
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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 re

On thy fupporting hand; :

Darknefs and day from Eaft to Welt
Move round at thy command, -

4 Thy words the raging wind controul,
And rule the boift'rous deep;
‘Thou mak’ft the fleeping billows roll,
*The rolling billows fleep.

§ Heav'n, earth, and air, and fea are thine,
« And the dark world of hell;
How did thine arm in veng’ance fhine
‘When Egypt durft rebel !

€ Juflice and judgment are thy throne,
Yet wondrous is thy grace:
‘While truth and mercy join’d in one,
Invite us near thy face.

PSALM LXXXIX. 15, &c. Third Part,
A bleffed gofpel.
1 Left are the fouls that hear and know.
The gofpel’s joyfuol found :
Peace thall attend the path they go,
And light their fteps furround.

2 Their joy fhall bear their fpirits up
Thro’ their Redeemer’s name;
His righteoufnefs exalts their hope,
Nor Satan dares condemn.

3 The Lord our glory and defence
Strength and falvation gives !
1fra’l, thy Kiog for ever reigns,
- Thy God for ever lives.
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PSALM LXXXIX, 19, &c, Fourth Part,

Chrift's mediatorial kingdom; or, His divine and
buman nature,

1 E AR what the Lord in vifion faid
And nade his mercy known:
‘ Sinners, behold, your help is laid
‘ On my almighty Soa.”
2 Behold the man my wifdom chofe
Among your mortal race;
His head my holy oil o’erflows, !
The Spirit of my grace.

3 High fhall he reign on David’s throne, -
My people’s better King ;
My arm (hall beat his rivals down,
And ftill new fubjeéts bring.

4 My truth (hall guard him in his way
With mercy by his fide,
‘While in my name thro’ earth and fea
He fhall in triumph ride.

§ Me for his Father and his God
He thall for ever own,
Call me his Rock, his high abode,
And I'll {upport my Son.

6 My firft born Son array’d in grace
At my right hand fhall fit;
Beneath him angels know their place,
And monarchs at his feet.
7 My cov’nant ftands for ever faft,
My promifes are ftrong;
Yirm as the heav'ns his throne fhall laft,
His fced endure as long,

P,
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oS ALM LXXXIX. 30, &c. Fifth part.

2 covenant of grace unchangeable; or, Affliction
without rejection.

YET (faith the Lord) if David’s race,

The children of my Son, _

Should break my laws, abufe my grace,
And tempt mine anger down:

Their fins 1’ll vifit with the rod,
And make their folly fmart;
But I'll not ceafe to be thelr God,

Nor from my truth depart,

My cov’nant I will ne’er revoke,
But keep my grace in mind;

And what eternal love hath fpoke,
Eterna! truth fhall bind.

Once have I fworn ([ need no more)
And pledg’d my holinefs,

To feal the facred promife fure
To David and his race.

The {un fhall fze his offspring rife
And fpread from fea to fea,

Long as he travels round the fkies
To give the nations day.

Sure as the moon that rules the night
His kingdom fhall endure,

Till the fix’d laws of (hade and light
Shall be obferv’d no more.
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»

PSALM LXXXIX. 47, &c. Sixth Part,
Long Metre.

DMortality and bope.
A funeral Pfalm.

Emember, Lord, our mortal ftate,
How frail our life, how thort the date!
Where is the man that draws his breath
Safe from difeafe, fecure from death ?

Lord, while we fec whole nations die,
Our fleth and feofe repine and cry,

« Muft death for eyer rage and reign ?
¢ Or haft thou made mankind in vain?

« Where is thy promife to the juft!

¢ Are not thy fervants surn’d to duft !
But faith forbids thefe mournful fighs,,
And fecs the {leeping duft arife,

That glorious hour, that dreadful day
Wipes the reproach of faints away,
And clears the honour of thy word ;
Awake our fouls and blefs the Lord.

PSALM LXXXIX. 47, &c. Laff Part.
As the 113th Plalm.

Life, death, and the refurrettion.
Hiok, mighty God, on fecble man; - -
How few his hours, how fhort his fpan!
Short from the cradle to the grave.
Who can fecure his vital breath .
Againft the bold demands of death,
With {kill to fly, or pow’r to fave?

Lord, fhall it be for ever faid,
¢ The race of man was only made
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¢ For ficknefs, forrow, and the duft !®
Are not thy fervants day by day ’
Sent to their graves, and turn'd to clay?
Lord, where’s thy kindnefs to the juft?

; Halt thou not promis’d to thy Son,

And all his feed a heav’nly crown?

Bat fleth and fenfe indulge defpair;
For ever blefled be the Lord,
That faith can read his holy word,

And find a refurrection there,

4 For ever bleffed be the Lord, :
‘Who gives his faints a long reward,
For aH their toil, reproach, and pain; ®
Let all below, and all above,
Join to proclaim thy wondrous love,
And each repeat their loud Amen.

189

PSALM XC. Long Metre,

Man mortal, and God eternal,
A mournful fong at a funeral,

1 HR O’ ev’ry age,. eterndl God,

: Thou art our reft, our fafe abode:
High was thy throne eler heav’'n was made,
Or earth thy humblefootftool laid.

2 Long hadit thou reign’d ¢’er time began,
Or duft was fathion'd to a man;
Ard long thy kingdom fhall endure,
When earth and time (hall be no more,
3 Bat man, weak man, is bora to die,
Made up of guilt and vanity:
Thy dreadful fentence, Lord, was juft,
% Retuara, ye finners, to your duft.,”

—~
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4 [A thoufand of our years amount
Scarce to a day in thine account;
Like yefterday’s departed light
Or the Jaft watch of ending night.}

PauUsE,
5 Death, like an overflowing ftream,
Sweeps us away; our life’s a dream 3
An empty tale; a morning flow'r
Cut down and wither’d in an bour.].
6 [Our age to feventy yearsis fet;
How fhort the term | how frail the flategt
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 expeéted vears!
Thy wrath awakes our humble dread
We fear that pow’r that ftrikes us dead.]

8 Teach us, O Lord, how frail is man;
And kindly lengthen out our fpan,
Till a wife care of piety
Fit us to die, and dwell with thee.

PSALM XC. 1,—35. Firft part. Common Metr
Man frail, and Ged eternal, \

1 O UR God, our help in ages paft,
Our hope for years to come,
Our fhelter from the ftormy blaft,
And our eternal home,

2 Under the fhadow of th; throne
Thy faints have dwelt fecure
Sufficient is thine arm alone,
And our defence is fure.

A .
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g Before the hills in order ftood,
Or earth receiv’d her frame,
From everlafting thou art God,
To endlefs years the fame.

4 Thy word commands our fleth to duft,
¢« Return ye fons of men:”
All nations rofe from earth at firft,
And turo to earth again,

§ A thoufand ages in thy fight
Are like an ev’ning gone;
Short as the watch that ends the night
Before the rifing fun.

6 [The bufy tribes of fleth and blood
With all their livéW and cares
Are carried downwards by the flood,
And loft in following years.

7 Time, like an ever-rolling {tream,
Bears all its fons away;
They fly, forgotten, as a dream
Dies at the op’ning day.
8 Like flow’ry fields the nations ftand
Plcas’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.

L]
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PSALM XC, 8,11,09, 10, 12. Second Par?,
Common Metre.

Infirmities and mortality the effec? of fin; or, Life,
old age, and preparation for death, ‘
1 ORD, if thine eyes furvey our faults,
And juftice grows fevere,
Thy dreadful wrath exceeds our thoughts
114 burns beyond our fear.

~ vhine anger turns our frame to duft; -’
By one offence to thee,
Adam, with all his fons, have loft *
Their immortality.
3 Life like a vain amuf®ment flies,
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, _

Ard drag thefe 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 lcarn the heav’aly art
T’improve the hours we have,
That we may at the wifer part,
And live beyond the grave.

4

S
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SALM XC. 13, &c. Third Part. Com.Metre,

Breathing after Heaven,
ETURN, O God of love, return;
Earth is a tirefom® place:
How long fhall we thy children mourn
Otr abfence from thy face ?

. Let heav’n fucceed our prinful years,
Let fin and forrow ceafe,
And in proportion to our tears
So make our joys increafe,

i "Thy wonders to thy fervants thow,
Make thy own work complete,
Then fhall our fouls thy glory know,
And own thy love was great.

} Then (hall we fhine before thy throne
In-all thy beauty, Lord;
And the poor fervice we have done
Meet a divine reward,

PSALM XC. s, 1o, i2. Short Metre,

The Frailty and Shortnefs of Life,
1 LOR D, what a feeble piece

Is this our mortal frame?
Our life how poor a trifle ’tis,

That fcarce deferves the name!
2 Alas, the brittle clay ) .
That built our body firft!
And ev’ry month and-cv’ry day
*Tis mould’ring buck toduft.
3 Our moments fly apace,
Kor will our minutes flay;
Jufl iike a fiood our hafty days
Are fwecping us away.
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4 Well, if our days muft fly,
We'll keep their end in fight,
We'll fpend them all in wifdom’s way,
And let them fpeed their flight,

5 They’ll waft us fooner o’er
This lite’s tempeftuous fea;
Soon we fhall reach the peaceful thore
Of bleft eternity.

PSALM XCL 1—j. Firftpart,

Safety in public difeafes and dangers.
I HF that hath made his refuge God,
Shall find a moft fecure abode
Shall walk all day beneath his fhade,
And there at night fhall reft his head.

2 Then will T fay, «“ My God, thy pow’r
¢ Shall be my fortrefs and my tow’r :
é¢ 1 that am form’d of feeble duft
¢ Make thine almighty arm my truft.

3 Thrice happy man! thy Muker’s care
Shall keep thee from the fowler’s fnare,
Satan the fowler, who bertrays
Unguarded foulsa thoufand ways.

4 Juft as a hen prote&ls her brood

From birds of prey that feek their blood,

Under her feathers, fo the Lord

Makes his own arm his people’s guard.
5 1f burning beams of noan confpire

To dart a peftilential fire,

God is their life, his wings are fpread

To fhield them with an healthful fhade,
6 1if vapours with maligoant breath

Rile ibick, and fcatter midnight death,

SN,
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Iira’l is fafe: The poifon’d air
Grows pure, if lira’ls God be there,

PavusE.

7 What tho’ a thoufand at thy fide,
At thy right-hand ten thoufand dy'd,
Thy God his chofen people faves
Amongft the dead, amidft the graves.

B So when he fent his angel down,
Tomake his wrath in Egypt known,
And flew their fons, his careful eye
Patft all the doors of Jacob by.

9 But if the fire, or plague, or fword,
Receive commiffion from the Lord,
To ftrike his faints among the reft,
Their very pains and deaths are bleft.

10 The fword, the peftilence, or fire,
Shall bat fulfil their beft defire;

From fins and forrows fet them free,
And bring thy children, Lord, to thee,

PSALM CXI 9—16. Second Par?,
Protettion from death, guard of angels, vidlory and

deliverance.
1 E fons of men, a feeble race;
Expos’d to ev'ry foare,
Come, make the Lord your dwelling place,
And try, and truft his care,

2 No ill fhail enter where you dwell;
Or if the plague come nigh,
And fweep the wicked down to heli,
*Twill raife his faints on high.
3 He'll give his angels charge to kecp
Your feet in all their waysy
12
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Time, that doth all things elfe impair,
Still makes them flourifh ftrong and fair.

4 Laden with fruits of age they thew,
The Lord is holy, juft and true; -
None that attend his gates fhall find
A God unfaithful or unkind.

PSALM XCIII. ift Metre. As the 100th Pfali

The eternal and Severeign God.
1 TEHOVAH reigns: He dwells in light,
Girded with majefty and mightz
The world created by his hands,
Still on its firft foundation ftands.

2 Bute’r this fpacious world was made,
Or had its firft foundations laid,
Thy throne eternal ages ftood,
Thy felf the ever-living God.

3 Like floods the angry nations rife,
And aim their rage againlt the tkies;
Vain floods, that aim their rage fo high !
At thy rebuke the billows die.

4 For ever fhall thy throne endure;
Thy promife {tands for cver lure;
And everlafting holincis
Becomes the dwellings of thy grace.

PSALM XCILIL 2d Metre. As the old scth Pl

1 HF Lord of gloryreigns : hereignsonhi
T His robesof flate ue ftrength and maje
This wide creation rofe at his command,
Tuilt by his word, and "ftablifl’? by his hand:
ivong thood his throue ere ke bewan creatiom,
And his own Guodhead is tae fire tovedation.

S
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2 God is th’ eternal king : thy foes in vain
Raife their rebellions to confound thy reign:
I vain the ftorms; in vain the floods arite,
@nd roar, and tofs their waves againft the fkies;
Foaming at heav’n they rage with wild commotion,
But heav’n’s high arches {cora the fwelling ocean,

" 3 Ye tempefls rage no more; ye floods be ftill
And the mad world fubmifive to his will:

Builet or his truth, his church moft ever ftand;
Firm are his promifes, and ftrong his hand :

8ee his own fons when they appear before him,
Bow at his footftool, and with fear adore him.

PSALM XCIII. 3d Metre. As the old 122 Pfalm,

T THE Lord Jehovah reigns,
Aud royal ftate maintains,
His head with awful glories crown’d;
Array’d in robes of light,
Begirt with fov’reign might,
And rays of majefty around.
2 Upheld by thy commands
The world fecurely ftands;
And fkies and ftars obey thy word
Thy throne was fix'd on high
Before the ftarry {ky;;
Eternal is thy kingdom, Lokd.

In vaio the noify croud,
Like billows fieice and Joud,
Again{t thine empire rage and roar;
In vain with angry fpite
The furely nations fight,
Ang dalb ike waves againit the fhore.
. ia4
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4 Let floods and nations rage,
And all their pow’rs engage,
Let fweliing tides affalt the fky,
The terrors of thy frown
Shall beat their madnefs down 3
Thy throne for ever ftands on high.

§ Thy promifes are true,
T hy grace is ever new;
There fix'd thy church fhall ne’er remove:
Thy faints with holy fear
Shall in thy courts appear,
And fing thine everlafting love.

Repeat thefourth flanza to complete the tune.

PSALM XCIV 1, 2,7—14. Firft part.

Saints chaflifed, and finners deftroyed ; or, Inftwuc:
tive afflictions.
1 O God, to whom revenge belongs,
Proclaim thy wrath aloud;
et fov'reign pow'r redrefs our wrongs,
Let joftice fmite the proud.
2 They fay, « The Lord nor fees nor hears;™
¢ When will the fools be wife? '
Can he be deaf, who form’d their ears?
Or blind, who made their eyes?

3 He knows their impious thoughts are vaia,
And rhey fhall feel his pow’r;
Hi: wrath fhall pierce their fouls with pain
Iu fome furprizing hour.
4 Butif thy fhints deferve rebuke,
Thou haft a gentler rod;; )
Thy providences and thy book
Shall make them know their God.
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§ Bleft is the man thy hands chaftife,
And to his duty draw;
Thy fcourges make thy children wife,
When they torget thy law.
6 But God wiil ne’er catt off his faints,
Nor his own promife break ;
He pardons his inheritance
For their Redeemer’s fake.

PSALM XCIV. 16,—23. Second Part.

€od cur fupport and comfort ; or, Deliverance from
temyj.tation and perfecution.

3 7HO wil! arife and plead my right
\-‘l Aguinft my owm’rous toez, ¢
‘W hi.e earth and hell their force unite,

And all my hopes oppofe ?
2 Had not the Lord, my rock, my help,
Suftain’d my fainting head,
My life had now in filence dwelt,
My foul amongft the dead.
3 “ Alas! my {liding feet! ” 1 cry’d, .
Thy promife was my prop; .
Thy grace ftood conftant by my fide,
Thy Spirit bore me up.
4 While multitudes of mournful thoughrs - -
Within my bofom 10ll,
Thy boandlefs love forgives my faults,
Thy comforts chear my foul.
§ Pow’rs «f iniquity may rife,
And frame pernicious laws;
But God, my refuge, rules the fkies,
He will dfend my caufe. '
ls
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6 Let malice vent her rage alond,
Let bold blafphemers {coff;
The Lord our God fhall judge the proud,
And cut the finners off,

PSALM XCV. Common Metre,

A pfabm before prayer.

3 QVING te the Lord Jehovah’s name,
And in his ftrength rejoice;
Wten bis falvation is our theme,
Exalted be our voice.

2 With thaoks approach his awful fight,
And pialms of bonour fing;
The Lord’s a God of boundlefs might,
The whole creation’s king.

3 Let princes hear, let angels know,
How mean their natures feem,
Thofe gcds on high, and gods below,
When once compar’d with him.

4 Earth, with its caverns dark and deep,
Lics in his fpacious hand;
He fix’d the feas what bounds to keep,
And where the hills muft ftand.

8 Come. and with humble fouls adore,
Come, kneel before his face;
O may the creatures of his pow’r
Be children of his grace!
€ Now is the time; he bends his ear,
And wuits for your requeft;
Come, lelt he rouze his wrath, and fwear,
* Ye fhall not fee my telt’

_—
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PSALM XCV. Short Metre.
A pfalm before [-rmon.

1 OME, found his praife abroad,
And hymas of glory fing:
Jehovah is the fovereign God,
The univerial king.

2 He form’d the deeps unknown;
He gave the feas their bound;
The wat’ry worlds are all his own,
And all the {olid ground.

3 Come, worfhipat his throne,
Come, bow before the Lord:
‘We are his works, and not eur own,
He form’d us by his word.

4 To-day attend his voice,
Nor dare provoke his rod;
Come, like the people of his choice,
And own your gracious God.
§ But if your ears refufe
The language of his grace,
And hearts grow hard like ftubborn Jews,
That unbelieving race,
6 The Lord in veng’ance dreft
Will lift his hand, and fwear,
¢ You that deipife my promis’d reft,
_* Shall have no portion there.

PSALM XCV. 1,2, 3, 6—11. Long Metre,

Canaan loft through unbelief; or, A warning to dr-
: laying Sinners.
3 OME, let our voices join to raife
A lacred fong of folemn praifey-
16
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God isa fov’reign King: rehearfe
His honours in exalted verfe.

2 Come, let our fouls addrefs the Lord,
‘W ho fram’d our natures with his word;
He is our fhepherd, we the fheep
His mercy chofe, his paftures keep.
3 Come let us hear his voice to day,
The counfels of his love obey;
Nor let our harden’d hearts renew
1 he fins and plagues that Ifracl knew

4 Yra’l, that faw his works of grace,
Yet tempt their Maker to his face;
A faithlefs unb«lieving brood,
‘That tir’d the patience of their God.

5 Thus faith the Lord, * How falfe they provat
““ Forget my pow’r; abufe my love;
¢ Since they defpife my reft, I fwear,
¢ Their feet fhall never enter there.

6 fLook back, my foul, with holy dread,
And view thofe anticnt rebels dead ;
Attend the offer’d grace to day,

Nor lofe the blefling by delay.

7 Scize the kind promife, while it waits,.
And march to Zion’s heav’nly gates ;
Belicve, and take the promis’d reft:
Obey, and be for ever bleft.]

PSALM XCVI 1, 10, &%c. Common Metre,
Chrift's firft and fecond coming.
1 C ING to the Lord, ye diftant lands,
Ye tribes of ev’ry tongue;
His new difcover’d grace demands
A pew 20d nobler fong,
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2 Say to the nations, Jefus reigns,
God’s own almighty Son;
His power the fioking world fuftains,
And grace furrounds his throne,

3 Let beav’n proclaim the joyful day,
Joy thro’ the earth be feen;
Let cities fhine in bright array,
And fields in chearful green,

4 Let an unufual joy furprife
The iflands of the fea:
Ye mountains fink, ye vallics rife,
Prepare the Lord his way.

§ Behold he comes, he comes to blefs
The nations as their God;
To thew the world his righteoufnefs,
Apnd fend his truth abroad.

6 Bat when his voice fhall raife the dead,
And bid the world draw near,
How will the guilty nations dread,
To fee their Judge appear?

PSALM XCVI Asthe 113th Pfaim,

The God of the Gentiles.

1 ET all the carth their voices raife,
To fing the choiceft plalm of praife,
To fing and blefs Jehovah’s name:
‘His glory let the heathens know,
His wonders to the nations thow,
And all his faving works proclaim.
2 ‘Thcheathens know thy glory, Lord;
‘The wondring nations read thy word,
o Britain is Jehovah known;,

i
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Our worthip fhall no more be paid
To gods which mortal hands have made;
Our maker is our God aloae.

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 barb’rous nations fear his name !
Then fhall the race of man confefs
‘T he beauty of his holinefs,
And in his courts his grace proclaim.

PSALM XCVIL. 1—s5. Fir# Part.

Chrift reigning in heaven, and coming to Fudgment,
3 HE reigns; the Lord. the Saviour reigns!
Praife him in evangelic ftrains:
Let the whole earth in fongs rejoice,
And diftant iflands join their voice.

2 Deep are his couniels and unknown;
But grace and truth fopport his throne.
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 tombe;
Before him burns devouring fire,
The mountains melt. the feas retire.

4 His ememics with fore difinay,
Fly from the fight, and favn the dagy

/‘\
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"Then lift your heads, ye faints, on high,
And fing, for your rédemption’s nigh.

PSALM XCVIH. 6—9. Second part.
Chriff’s incarnation.

1 HE Lord is come; the heav’ns proclaim
His birth; the pations learn his name:
An unknown ftar dire@s the road
Of Eaftern fages to thcir God.

2 All ye bright armies of the fkies,
Go, worfhip where the Saviour lyes:
Angels and kings before him bow,
T hofe gods on high, and gods below,
3 Let idols totter to the gromd,
And their own worfhippers confound :
But Judah fhout, but Zion fing,
And earth confefs her fov’reign King.

PSALM XCVIL. Third part.
Grace andglory.
X TH’ Almighty reigns exaited high
er all the earth, o'er all the {ky;
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 fhame:
He guards the fouls of all his friends,
And trom the fnares of hell defends.

3 Immortal light, and joys unknown,
Are for the faints in darknefs fown;
Thale glorious feeds fhall fpring and rife,
And the bright harveft blefs our eyes, -

«} Rejaice ye righteous, and record

The facred honours of the Lasd.
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None but the foul that feels his grace
Can triumph in his holinefs.

PSALMXCVIL 1, 3, 5—7, 11. Com. Metr
Chrif's incarnation and the laft judgment.
1 E iflands of the nortlern fea
Rejoice, the Saviour reigns:
His word like fire prepares his way,,
And mountajas melt to plains.’

2 His prefence finks the proudeft hills,
And makes the valleys rife:
The humble foul enjoys bis fmiles,
The baoghty finoer dies.
3 The heav’ns his rightful pow’r proclaim:
The idol gods around
Fill their own worfhippers with thame,.
And totter to the ground.
4 Adoring angels at his birth
Make the Redeemer known ;
Thus thall he come to judge the earth,.
And angels guard his throne.
5 His foes fhall 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 {gints in darknefs here,
Shall rite and {pring in worlds unknown.
And arich harveit bear.,

PSALM XCVIIL Firft Part.
Praife for the gofpel.

1 O our almighty Maker. God,
T New honours be addrelks,

.



PSALM XCVIL 209

His great falvation fhines abroad, =?
And makes the nations bleft.

He fpake the word to Abrab’'m firft,
His troth fulfils the grace;

The Gentiles make his name their truft,
And learn his righteoufnefs.

Let the whole earth his love proclaim
With all her diffrent tongues;

And fpread the honours of his name
In melody and fongs.

PSALM XCVIIl. Second Part.
The Meffiak’s coming and kingdom.
OY to the world; the Lord is come;
Let earth receive her King;
Let ev'ry heart prepare him room,
And heav’'n and nature fing.
Joy to the earth; the Saviour reigns;
Let men their fongs employ; .
While fields and floods, rocks, hills and plains
Repeat the founding joy.

No more let fins and forrows grow,
Nor thornsinfeft the ground;
He comes to make his bleffings flow
Far as the curfe is found.
He rules the world with truth and grace,
And makes the nations prove
The glories of his rightecufuels,
And wonders of his love.

PSALM XCIX. Fir# Part.
Chrift's kingdom and majefty.
HE Gud, }-tovah, reigns,
Let zil the naticas feats
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Let finticrs tremble at bis throne,
And faints be humble there,

2 Jefus the Saviour seigns,
Let earth adore its Lord;
Bright cherubs his attendaats {tand;
Swift to fulfil his word,

3 In Zion is his throae,
His honours are divine;
His church fhall make his wonders know,
For there his glories fhine.

4 How holy is his name!
How terrible his praife
Juftice and truth, and judgment join,
In all his works of grace.

PSALM XCIX. Second part,
A boly God worfbipped with reverence.
1 Xalt the Lord our God,
And worthip at his feet:
His nature is all holinefs,
And mercy is his feat,

2 When Ifra’l was his church,
‘When Aarcn was his prieft,
When Mofes cry’d, when Samuel pray'd,
He gave his people reft.
3 Oft he forgave their fios,
Nor would deftroy their race;
And oft he made his veng’aace 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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PSALM C. Firlt Metre. A plain Tranflation.

Praife to our creator,
3 E nations round the earth, rejoice
Before the Lord, your fov'reign king:
Serve him with chearful heart and voice,
‘With all your tongues his glory fing.

a2 The Lord is God; ’tis he alone
Doth life and breath, and being give:
We are his work, and not our own;
The fheep that on his paftures live. .

3 Enter his gates with foags 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 race of man fhall find
His truth from age to age endure.

PSALM C. Second Metre. 4 paraphrafe,

b SING to the Lord with joyful voice;
Let ev'ry land his name adore;
The Britifh ifles fhall fend the noife
Acrofs the ocean to the thore.

2 Nations attend before his throne
With folema fear, with facred joy:
Koow that the Lord is God alone;
He can create, and he deftroy. .

3 His fov’reign pow’r without our aid
"Made us of cluy, 20d form’d us mea:
And when like wand'ring theep we ftray'd,
He brought us to his fold agaia. ’
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4 We are his people, we his care,
Our fouls, and all our mortal frame:
What lafting honours fhail we rear,
Almighty Maker, to thy name?

5 We'll croud thy gates with thankful fongs,
High as the heav’os our voices raife;
And carth 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 2s a rock thy truth muft ftand,
‘Whea rolling years fhail ceafe to move..

PSALM CI. Long Metre.

The magiftrates plalm.
1 '\AErcy and judgment are my fong;
l And fince they both to thee belong,
My gracious God, my righteous king,
To thee my fongs and vows I bring.
2 If I am rais’d to bear the fword,
I'll take my counlels from thy sord;
Thy juftice and thy beav’u:y grace
Shell be the pattern of my ways.
3 Lct vifdom all my afticns guide,
Ard lez my God with me refide;
No wicked thing fhall dwcll with me,
Which may provoke thy jealoufy.
4 No fons of flander, rage and fliife,
Shall be companions of my life;
‘The hacghty look, the heart of priic
‘Within my doors fh:li ne’er abiic.
3 L1 fearch the land, wnd ralfs oo 550
" To zofts of Bosour, wealtk w2

LR

)“\
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*he men that work thy holy will
hall be my friends and fav'rites ftill.]

1 vain fhall finners hope to rife

iy flatt’ring or malicious lies;

\nd while the innocent I guard,
Che bold offender fhan’t be fpar’d.

The impious crew (that fatious band)
shall hide. their heads or quit the land;
And all that break the public reft,
Where I have pow'r fhall be fuppreft.

PSALM CI. Commoa Metre,

A Pfalm for a mafter of a family.
OF juftice and of grace I fing,
And pay my Cod 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;
['ll foffer ncthing near me there

That (hall offend thine eyes,

The man that doth his neighbour wrong
By falhood or by force, :

"The fcornful eye, the fland’rous tongue,
I'll thruft them from my doors.

I'll feek the faithful and the jaft,
And will their help enjoy;

Thef: are the frieads that 1 (hall truft,
The fervants I'll employ.

T wretch, that deals in fly deceit,
Vil nor endure a night;

The Yior's ongue | ever bate,
Any banifa tyom my fight.

—J
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6 I'll purge my family atound,
And make the wicked flee;
So fhall my houfe be ever found
A dwelling fit for thee.

PSALM CIL 1,—~13, 20, 21. Firf Pen,
A prayer of the affficled.
EAR me, O God, nor hide thy face,
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
Diflolving in the air;
My ftrength is dry’d, my heart is broke,
And finking in defpair,

3 My fpirits flag, like withering grafs
Burnt with exceffive hedt:
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 hop&
1 fit and grieve zlone.
5 My foul is like a wildernefs,
W here beafts of midnight howl;
- ‘There the fad raven finds her place,
And there the fcreaming owl
6 Dark difmal thoughts and boding fears
Dwell in my troubled breaft;
w mlc fharp reproaches wound my caus.
Nor give my {pirit reft.
7 My cup is mingled with my woes,
And tears are my repafl;

e
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My daily bread like afhes grows
Unpleafant to my tafte.

: Senfe can afford no real joy
To fouls that feel thy frown;
Lord, ’twas thy hand advanc’d me high,
Thy hand hath caft me down.

» My looks like wither’d leaves appear;
And Jife’s declining Jight ’
Grows faint as ev’ning fhadows are,
That vanifh into night.

10 But thou for ever art the {ame,
O my eternal God ;
Ages to come fhall know thy name,
And fpread thy works abroad.

11 Thon wilt arife, and thew thy face,
Nor will my Lord delay
Beyond th’ appointed hour of grace,
“That long expetted day. .

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.

PSALM CII 13,—21. Second Part.

Prayer beard, and Zion reflored.
1 ET Zion and her {ons rejoice,
Behold the promis’d hour:
Her God hath heard her mourning voice,
And comes t’exalt his pow’r.

2 Her duft and ruins that remaia
Are precious in our eyes;
“Thofe ruins fhall be built again,
And all that duft fhall rife."
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3 The Lord will raife Jerufalem,
And 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 fces their fighs arife.

5 He frees the fouls condemn’d to death,
And when his faints complain,
It fhan’t be faid, ** That praying breath
¢ 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 CIL 23,—28. Third Parf.

Man’s mortality, and Chriff's eternity ; or, Sait
die, but Chrift and the church live.

1 YT is the Lord our Saviour’s hand
Weakens our ftrength amidft the race;
Difeafe aud death at his command
Arrelt us, and cut fhort our days.

2 Sparc us, O Lord. aloud we pray,
ivor lcr our fun go down at noon;

~ "T'hy. vears are one eternal day,
And muft thy children die fo foon?

3 Yet in the midft of death and grief,
" This thought our forrow fhall affuage;
¢ Our Father and our Saviour Jive:
* Chiiit is the fame thro’ ev’ry age.
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was he this earth’s foundations laid;

av’n is the building of his hand:

is earth grows old, thefe heav’ns fhall fade,
W all be chang’d at his command.

ae ftarry curtains of the fky

ke garments fhall be laid afide;

1t ftill thy throne ftands firm and high;
by church for ever muft abide.

tfore thy face thy charch fhall live,
od on thy throne thy children reign;
*his dying world (hall they furvive,
1d the dead faints be rais'd again.

ALM CIIL 1,—7. Firf# Part. LoangMetre.

leffing God for his goodnefs to foul and body.

LESS, O my foul, the living God;
Call home thy thonghts that rove abroad,

et all the pow’rs within me join

i work and worthip fo divine,

lefs, O my foul, the God of grace,

s favours claim the higheft praife:

Vhy fhould the wonders he hath wrought

e loft in filece, and forgot ?

Cis he, my foul, that fent his Son

(0 die for crimes which thou haft done;
€ owns the ranfom, and forgives

he hourly follies of our lives,

he vices of the mind ke heals,

0d cures the pains that nature feels,
edcems the foul from hell, and izves
Ur walling life from threat’ning graves.
Qr youth decay’d his, pow’r repairs;
13 mercy Crewns our growing vears:
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He fatisfics our mouth with good,
Aad fills our hopes with heav’aly food.

6 He fees th’ oppreflor and th’ oppreft,
And often gives the fuff’rers reft !
But will his juftice more difplay
In the laft great rewarding day.

7 [His pow’r he fhew’d by Mofes’ hands,
And gave to 1fra’l his commands ;
But fent bis truth and mercy down
To all the nations by his Son.

8 Let the whele earth his pow’r confefs;
Let the whole earth ddore his grace;
The Gentile with the Jew fhall join
In work and worfhip fo divine.]

PSALM CIIlL. 8,—18. Second Part.
Long Metre.

Cod's gentle chaflifement ; or, His tender mergy

his peaple.

1 H E Lord, how wond’rous are his waj
T How firm his truth ! how large his gra
He takes his mercy for his throne;

And thence he makes his glories known.,

2 Not half fo high Lis pow’r hath fpread,
Tke ftarry heav’ns above our head,
As his rich love exceeds our praife,
Exceeds the higheft hopes we raife.

3 Not half fo far hath nature plac’d
The rifing morning from the Weft,
As his forgiving grace removes
The daily guilt ot thofe he loves.

4 How flowly doth bis wrath arife!
Op 1wifter wings ialvavion Swas
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And if he lets his anger burn,
How foon his frowns to pity turn!

§ Amidft his wrath compaffion thines;
His ftrokes are lighter than our fins;
And while his rod correéts his faints,
His ear indulges their complaints,

6 So fathers their young fons chaftife,
‘With gentle hands and melting eyes:
The children weep beneath the fmart,
And move the pity of their heart.

Pavss.

7 ‘The mighty Gad, the wife and joft,
Knows that our frame is feeble dutft,
And will no heavy loads impofe
Beyond the ftrength that he beftows,

8 He knows how foon our nature dies,
Blafted by ev’ry wind that flies;
Like grafs we fpring, and die as foon,
Or morning flow’rs that fade at noon.

9 Bat his eternal love is fure
To all the faints, and fhall endure;
From age to age his truth fhall reign,
Nor childrens children hope in vain,

PSALM CIIL 1,—7. Firff Part. Shors Metre,

Praife for fpiritual and temporal mercies,
1 Blefs the Lord, my foul;
Let all within me join,
And aid my tongue to blefs his name,
Whofe favours are divine,

2 O blefs the Lord, my foul;
Nor let his mercies lye
X2



220 PSALM CIIL

Forgotten in unthankfulnefs;
And without praifes die.

8 ’Tis he forgives thy fins,
*Tis he relieves thy pain,
*Tis he that keals thy ficknefless
And makes thee young again.

4 He crowans thy life with love,
When ranfom’d from the grave; -
He that redeem’d my fou! from hell,
Hath fov’reign pow’r to fave.
§ He fills the poor with good ;
He gives the fuffrers reft;
The Lord hath judgments for the proud,
And juftice for th’ oppreft.

6 His wond’rous works and ways
He made by Mofes known;
But fent the world his truth and grace,
By his beloved Son.

PSALM CIII. 8,—18. Second Part.
Short Mctre.

Abounding compaffion of God; or, Mercy in ¢
midft of jud;ment.
1 Y foul, repeat his praife
W hofe mercics are fo great ;3
Whofz anger is {o flow to rife,
So ready to abate.

2 God will not always chide;
And when his ftrokes are felt,
His ftrokes are fewer than our crimes,
And lighter than our guilt,
3' High as the heav’ns are rais'd
Above.the ground we wead,

.
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fo far the riches of his grace
Our higheft thoughts exceed.

4 His pow’r fubdues our fins,
And his forgiving love
Far as the Eaft is from the Weft,
Doth all our guilt remove,
§ The pity of the Lord
To thofe that fear his name,
Is fuch as tender parents feel:
He kaows our feeble frame,

6 He knows we are but duff,
Scatter’d with ev'ry breath;
His anger, like a rifing wind,
Can fend us fwift to death,
7 Our days are as the grafs,
Or like the morning flow’r:
If one fharp blaft fweep o’er the field,
It withers in an hour..

8 But thy compaffions, Lord,
To endlefs years endare;

And childrens children ever find

Thy words of promife fure.

PSALM CIIl. 19,—22. Third Part. Short Metse,
God’s univerfal dominiom ; or, Angels praife
the Lord.
1 T HE Lord, the fov’reign king,
Hath fix’d his throne on high;
@'er all the heav'nly world he rules,
And all beneath the fky.

2 Ye angels, great in might,
And fwift to do his will;
Blefs ye the Lord, whofe voice ye h:ar,
‘Whofe pleafure ye fulfil,
K3

w
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3 Let the bright hofts who wait
The orders of their King,
And guard his charches when they pray, :
Join in the praife they fing. '

4 While ail his wond’rous works
Thro’ his vaft kingdom (hew
Their Maker’s glory, thou, my foul,
Shalc fing his graces too.

PSALM CIV.

The glory of Ged in creation and providence.
1 Y foul, thy great Creator praife;
When cloth’d in his celeftial rays
He in full majefty appears
Aul, like a robe, his glory wears.

Note, This Pfalm may be fung to the tune of th
Old v12th or 127th Pfalm, by adding thefe two
lines to every flanza, viz, )

Great is the Lord; what tongue can frame
An equal honour to his name?

Oiherwife it muft be fung as the 10cth Pfabn,
= The heav’ns are for his curtains fpread,
Th’ unfathom’d deep he makes his bed:

Ciouds are his chariot, when he fics
On winged {lorms a-crofs the fkies.

3 Angels, whom his own breath infpires,
His minifters are flaming fires;
"And Wwift as thought their armics move
“To bear his veng ance or his love.

4 The world’s foundations by his hand
Are pois'd, and (hull for ever dand:
He binds the ccean in his chain,
Left it fhoeid ciown the et gl

—
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Afhen earth was cover’d with the flood,
Which high above the mountains ftood,
Xe thunder’d, and the ocean fled,
oefin’d o its appointed bed.

Ihe fwelling billows know their bound,
And in their channels walk their round;
Ket thence convey’d by fecret veins,

Xhey {pring on hills, and dreach the plns,
Ede bids the cryftal fountains flow,

Aad chear the valleys as they go;

"Tame heifers there their thirft allay,

dnd for the ftream wild affes bray.

From pleafant trees which thade the brink,
"The lark and linnet light to drink;

“Their fongs the lark and linnet raife,

And chide our filence in his praife,

PavusE I,

God, from his cloudy ciftern, pours
On the parch’d earth enriching thow’rs: _
The grove, the garden, and the field, v
A thoufand joyful bieflings yield. ’

He makes the grafly food arife,
And gives the cattle large fupplies;
‘With herbs for man, of various pow’s,
To nourith nature, or to cure.

What noble fruit the vines produce !
The olive yields a thining juice;
Our hearts are chear’d with gen’rous wine,
With inward joy our faces thiae.
t O.biefs his name, ye Britons, fed
With nature’s chief fupporter, breads
’ K 4
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While bread your vital ftrength imparts,
Scrve him with vigour in your hearts,

Pavuse II.

13 Behold the ftately cedar ftands
Rais’d in the foreft by his hands;
Birds to the boughs for thelter fly,
And build their pefts fecure on bigh.

14 To craggy hills afcends the goat; '
And at the airy mountaias foot
The feebler creatures make their eell;
~ He gives them wifdom where to dwell

15 He fcts the fun his circling race,
Appoints the moon to change her face;
And when thick darknefs veils the day,
Calls out wild beafts to hunt their prey.

16 Fierce lions lead their young abroad,
Aund roaring afk their meat from God;
But when the morning- beams arife
The favage beaft to covert flies.

17 Then man to daily labour goes;
The night was made for his repofe;.
Sleep is thy gift, that fweet relief
From tirefome toil and wafting grief.

18 How ftrange thy woiks! how great thy
And ev’ry land thy riches fill;
Thy wifdom round the world we fee,
"This fpzcious earth is full of thee.

19 Nor lefs thy glories in the deep,
W here fith in miliions {wim and creep,
With wond’rous motions, fwift or {low,
Still wand'’ring in the paths below,

S~
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20 There fhips divide their watry way,
And flocks of {caly monfters play;
There dwells the huge Leviathan,
And foams and fports in fpite of man..

Pause III.

21 Vaft arz thy works; almighty Lord,.
All nature refts upon thy word,
And the whole race of creatures ftands,.
Waiting their portion from: thy hands.

22 While each receives his diff ‘rent food,
Their chearful looks pronounce it good :
Eagles and bears, and whales and worms
Rejoice and praile in diff"rent forms.

33 But when thy face is hid they mourn,
And dying to their doft return;
Both man and beaft their fouis refign: :
Life, breath, and fpirit, all is thine,

24 Yet thou canft breath-on dufl again,
And fill the world with beafts and men;
A word of thy creating breath-

Repairs the waftes of time and death.

25 His works, the wonders of his might,
Are honour’d with his own delight:

How awful are his glorious ways !
The Lord is dreadful in his praite.

26 The carth ftands trembling at thy firoke,.
And at thy touch the mountains {moke;
Yet humble fouls may fee thy. face,

And tell their wants to fov’reign grace.

27 In thee-my hopes and wifhes meet,.
And mak: my meditations fweets,
Ks
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Thy praxl'cs fhall my breath employ,
Till it expire in endlefs joy.

28 While haughty finners die accurft,
Their glory bury’d with their duft, -
1 to iny God, my heav’nly king,
Immortal hallelujabs fing.

PSALM CV. Abridged.

Ged's condutt of Yrael, and the plagues of Egypt.
1 IVE thanks to God, invoke his- ‘name,
And tell the world his grace;

Sound thro’ the earth his deeds of fame,
That all may feek his face.
2 His cov’ndnt, which he kept in mind
For nund’rous ages paft,
To num’rous ages yet behind,
In equal force fhall laft.

3 He fware to Abraham and his feed,
And made the blefling fure: -
Gentiles the antient promife read,
And find his truth endure.

4 “ Thy feed fhall make all nations bleft,”
(Said the Almighty voice)
% And Canaan’s land fhall be their reft,
¢ The type of heav'nly joys.”

5 [How large the grant! how rich the grace ¥
To give them Canaan’s land,

When they were ftrangers in the place,
A little feeble band ! :

6 Like pilgrims thro’ the countries round

Securely they remov’d;

And haughty kings, that on them "rcwn'd
chercny he reprovd,

-
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2 % Touch mine anointed, and my arm
 Shall foon revenge the wrong;

¢ The man that does my prophets harm,

¢¢ Shall know their God is ftrong.”
8 Then ket the world forbear its rage,
Nor put the church in fear :..
Jfra’l muft live thro' ev'ry age,
And be th’ Almighty’s care.]

Pause L.

9 When Pharaoh dar’d to vex the faints,
And thus provok’d their God,
Mofes was fent at their complaints,

Arm’d with his dreadful rod.
10 He call’d for darknefs, darknefs came
Like an o’erwhelming flood; .

He turn’d each lake and ev'ry ftream

To lakes and ftreams of blood.

11 He gave the figo, and noifome flies
Thro’ the whole country fpread;
And frogs, in croaking armies, rife
About the monarch’s bed.,

12 Thro’ ficlds, and towns, and palaces,
The ten-foid veng’ance flew:
Locufts in fwarms devour’d their trees,
And hail their cattle flew,
33 Then by an angel’s midnight ftroke,
The flower of Egypt dy’d;
The ftrength of ev’ry houfe was broke,
Their glory and their pride.

2 4 New let the world forbear its rage,
Nor pag the church in fear.
K6
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Jfra’l muft live thro' ev'ry age,
And be th Almighty’s care.
Pavuske IL '
15 Thus were the tribes from bondage broogh
And left the hated ground;
Each fome Egyptian fpoils had got,
And not one feeble found.
16 The Lord himfelf chofe out their way;.
And mark’d their journies right,
Gave them a leadiog cloud: by day,
A fiery guide by night.
37 They thirft; and waters from the rock'
In rich abundance flow,.
And followwing flill the courfe they took
_ Ranall the defart thro’,
18 O wondrous ftream! O-blefled type-
Of ever flowing grace! '
So Chrift our rock maintains our life-
Thro’ all this wildcrnefs.

19 Thus guarded by th’ Almighty’s hand,.
The chofen tribes poffc ft
Canaan the rich, the promis’d land,
And there cnjoy’d their reft.
20 Tken let the world forbear its rage,,
The church renounce btrfear
Ifra’! muft live thro ev'ry age,
And be th’ Almigkty's care.

PSALM CVL' 1—s, -Firft parts

Praz'fe to God; or, Conmunion with Saintsi

O God the great, the ever bleft,
Let fongs ot bonour be addr:ﬂ:-

o
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His mercy firm for ever ftands;
Give him the thaoks his love demands.

2 Who knows the wonders of thy ways?
Who fhall falfil thy boundlefs praife ?
Bleft are the fouls that fear thee flill,
And pay their daty to thy will,

3 Remember what'thy mercy did
For Jacob’s race, thy chofen feed ;
And with the fame falvation biefs
The meaneft ippliant of thy grace;

4 O may I fee thy tribes rejoice,
And aid their triumphs with my’ voice !
This is my glory, Lord, to be
Join’d to- thy faints, and near to @e.

P

PSALM CVL. Second Part. 7,8, 12—14, 43—48
frael punifbed and pardsned;; or, God's unchangeable

love.

OD of eternal love,
How fickle are our ways.!
And yet how oft did Ifra’l prove
Thy conftancy of grace!

2 They faw thy wonders wrought,
And then thy praife they fung;
But foon thy works of pow'r forgot,
And murmur'd with their tongue,

3 Now they believe his word,
W hile rocks with rivers ﬂow,
Now with thcir luft provoke the Lord,
Ang he reduc’d them low,

. 4 Yet when they mourn’d their faults,
He hearker’d to their graans,
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Brought his own cov'nant to his thoughts,
And call’d them ftill his fons.

§ Their names were in his book,
He fav’d them from their foes:
Oft he chaftis’d, but ne’er forfook
The people that he chofe.
6 Let Ifra’l blefs the Lord,
‘Who lov'd their antient race;
And Chriftians join, the folemn word
Amen to all the praife.

PSALM CVIL Firft Part.
Ifrael led to Cannan, and Chriftians to heaven.

1 GIVE thanks to God; he reigas above, -
Kind are his thoughts, his name is low
His mercy ages paft have known,
Aund ages long 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 hdd broke
Their fetters and th’ Egyptian yoke,
They trac’d the defart, wand’ring roun
A wild and folitary ground. . :

4 There they could find no lé.ding roid,
Nor city for a fix’d abode; . -

- Nor food nor fountain to afluage
Their burning thirft, or hunger’s rage.}

§ In their diftrefs to God they.cry'd,

Gud was their Saviour and thcir gnide;
He led their march far wand’ring round,
2T was the night path to Canaan’s grounds
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Thus whea our firft releafe we gain
From fin’s old yoke, and Satan’s chain,
‘We have this defart world to pafs,

A dang’rous and a tirefome place,

! He feeds and clothes us all the way,
He guides our footfteps left we ftray,

- He guards us with a pow’rful hand,
And brings us to the heav’nly land.

' O let the faints with joy record !
The truth and goodnefs of the Lord
How great his works ! how kind his ways?
Let ev’ry tongue pronounce his praife.

PSALM CVIL SeondPart,

Correétion for fin, and releafe by prayer,
ROM age to age exalt his name,
-God and his grace are {lill the fame;
He fills the hungry foul with food,
And feeds the poor with ev’ry good.

: But if their hearts rebel and rife
Againft the God that rules the fkies,
¥ they rejet s heav’nly word,
And flight the counfels of the Lord.

3 He'll bring their fpirits to the ground,
And no deliv’rer fhall be found;
Laden wih griefghey wafte their breath
In darkaefs and the fhades of death.

4 Then to the Lord they raife their cries,
He makes the' dawning light arife,

" And fcatters all that difmal fhade,
That hing {o heavy round their head,

§ He cuts the bars of brafs in two,
And lets the finiling pris’ner tad's,

23t
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Takes off the load of guilt and grief,
And gives the lab’ring foul relief.
6 O may the fuas nf men record
The wondrous goodaefs of the Lord !
How great his works! how kind his ways!'
Let ev'ry tongue pronouace his praife.

PSALM CVH. Third Part,

Intemperance tunifbed and pardoned ; or, A pfls
Jor the glutton and the drunkard.
1 AIN man, on foolith pleafures bent,
Prepares for his own punithments.
‘What pains, what lothfome maladies
From luxury and luft arife !.

2 The drunkard feels his vitals: wafte,
Yet drowns his health to pleafe his tafte;:
°Till all his active pow’rs are loft,
And fainting life draws near the duft,

The glutton groans, and loaths to eat;
His foul abhors delicious meat ;
Nature with heavy loads oppreft
‘Would yield.-to death to be releas’d,.

# Then how the frighted finners fly
To God for hclp with carnelt cry!
He hears their groans, prolongs their breath,
And faves them from approaching death,
No med’cines could effet the cure
So quick, fo cafy, or fo fure:
The deadly. fentence Ged repeals,
He fends his fov'reign word and heals,

6 O may the fons of men record
‘The wondrous goodnefs of the Lard!.
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And let their thankful off’rings prove
How they adore their Maker’s love.

PSALM CVIL Fourth Part, Long Metre.
Deliverance from florms and Shipwreck; or, The
Jeaman’s Song.
b OULD you behold the works of God,
- His wonders in the world abroad,
Go with the mariners, and trace
The unknown regions of the feas.

2 They leave their pative fhores behiad,
And feize the favour of the wind;
Till God command, and tempefls rife,
‘That heave the ocean to the fkies,

3 Now to the heav’ns they mount amain,
Now fink to dreadful deeps again;
What ftrange affrights young failors feel, .
And like 2 {taggering druckard reel !

4 Whenland is far, and death s nigh,
Loft to all hope, to God they cry:
His mercy hears their loud addrefs,
And fends falvation in diftrefs.

§ He bids the winds their wrath affuage,
The furious waves forget their rage;
>Tis calm; and failors fmile to fee
The haven where they with’d to be.

G O may the fons of men record
The wond’rous goodnefs of the Lord ¢
Let them their private offrings bring,
And in the church his glory fing,

&
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PSALM CVIL. Fourth par:. Common Metre.

The marirer’s pfalm.
1 HY works of glory, mighty Lord,
Thy wonders in the deeps,
The fons of courage fhall record,
Who trade in floating fhips.

2 At thy command the winds arife,
And fwell the tow’ring waves;
The men aftosith’d mount the fkies,
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 flutt’ring breath,
And hopelefs of the diftant fhore,
Expet immediate death ]

§ Then to the Lord they raife their cries,
He hears the loud requeft,
And orders filence thro’ the fkies,
And lags the floods to reft.

6 Sailors rejoice to lofe their fears,
And fee the ftorm allay’d:
Now to their eyes the port appears;
There let their vows be paid.

7 *Tis God that brings them fafe to land;
Let ftupid mortals know
That waves are under his command,
Andall the winds that blow.
8 O that the fons of men would praife
The goodaefs of the Lord ¢

/\
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And thofe that fee thy wondrous ways
Thy wondrous love record.

, PSALM CVIL Laf Part.
Colonies planted: or, Nations bleft and punifbed.
, A Pfalm for New England.

| WHEN God, provok’d with daring crimes,
Scourges the madnefs of the times,
He turns their fields to barren fand,
And dries the rivers from the land.

2 His word can raife the {prings again,
And make the wither’d mountains green,
Send fhow'ry bleflings from the fkies,

And harvelts in the defart rife. .

3 [Where nothing dwelt but beafts of prey,
Or men as fierce and wild as they,
He bids th’ opprelt and poor repair,
And builds them towns and cities there.

4 They fow the fields, and trecs they plant,
Whole yearly fruit {upplies their want:
Their race grows up from fruitful focks,
"Their wealth increafcs with their flocks,

§ Thus they arc bleft; but if thcy fin,
He lets the hcathca natioas in,
A favage crew invades their lands,
Their princes, die b§ barb’rous hands,

6 Their captive fons expos’d to {corn,
Wander unpity’d and forlorn:
The country lyes unfenc’d, untill'd,
Aud defolation {preads the field.

7 Yetii the humbled nation mourns,
Aigaia his dreadtul hand he turas;



I
236 PSALM CIX.

Again he makes their cities thrive,
And bids the dying churches live. T

8 The righteous with a joyful fenfe,
Admire the works of providence;
And tongues of atheifts fhall no more
Blafpheme the God that faints adore.

9 How few with pious care record
Thefe wondrous dealings of the Lord s
But wife obfervers ftill fhall find
The Lord is holy, juft, and kind.

PSALM CIX. Ver, 1,—35, 31.

Love to enemies fram the example of Chriff.

1 GOD of my mercy and my praife,
Thy 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 {landers faife and vain,
They compafs’d him around.

3 Their mis'ries his compaffion move,
Their peace he ftil: puriu’d;
They render hatred for his Iove,
And evil for his good..
4 Their malice rag’d withoat a caufe,
Yet with his dying breath,
He pray’d for m* d’rers on his crofs,
And bleft his foes in dcath.
§ Lord, thall thy bright example fhine
la vain before my eyes?
Give me a foul a-kia to thine,
To love miac encmies.

N
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The Lord fhall on my fide engage,
And in my Saviour’s name

I thall defeat their pride and rage
Who flander and condemn.

17 -

PSALM CX. Firft Part. Long Metre;

rift exalted, and multitudes: converted; or, The
Succefs of the Gofpel,
HUS the eternal Father fpake
To Chrift the fon; « Afcend and fit
¢ At my right hand, till I (hall make
¢ Thy foes fubmiffive at thy feet.

¢ From Zion fhall thy word proceed,

«¢ Thy word, the fceptre in thy haod,

¢ Shall make the hearts of rebels bleed

¢ And bow their wills to thy command,’

¢ That day fhall fhew thy pow’r is great,

¢ When faints fhall flock with willing minds,
¢ And finners croud thy temple-gate,

¢ Where holinefs in beauty fhines,”

O blefled pow’r ! O glorious day !
‘What a large vi¢t'ry fhall enfue!
And converts who thy grace obey,
Exceed thedrops of morning dew.

P S A L M CX. Second Part. Long Metre,
The kingdom and pricfhood of Chrift,
t HUS the great Lord of earth and fea
Spake to his Son, and thus he fworc;
« Eternal fhall thy priefthood be,
¢ And change from hand to hand no more.

2 ¢ Aaron and all his fons muft die:
¢ Lutcverlafting life is thine, -
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¢ To fave for ever thofe that fly
“ For refuge from the wrath divine,

3 ¢ By me Melchifedek was made
« On earth a king and prieft at once;
¢ And thou, my heav’nly Prieft, fhalt plead,
¢t And thou, my King, fhalt rule my fons.
4 Jefus the prieft afcends his throne, !
While counfels of eternal peace, |
Between the Father and the Son,
Proceed with honour and fuccefs.

§ Thro’ the whole earth his reign fhall fpresd,
And crufh the pow’rs, that dare rebel;
Then fhall he judge the rifing dead,

And fend the guilty world to hell,

6 Tho’ while he treads his glorious way,
He drinks the cup of tears and blood,
The fuff’rings of that dreadful day
Shall but advance him near to God.

PSALM CX., Common Metre,
Chriff’s kingdem and priefihcod.
1 YESUS, our Lord. afcend thy throune,
And pear thy Father fit:
In Zion fhall thy pow’r be known,
"And make thy fo&_-_fubmit(
2 ‘What wonders fhall tﬁy gofpel do!
Thy converts fhall farpafs -
“The num’rous drops of morning-dew
And own thy fov’reign grace.

§ God hath pronounc’d a firm decree,
Nor changes what he fwore;
" ¢ Eternal fhall thy priefthood be,
" ¢ When Aaron is no more,

S~
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% Melchifedek that wond’rous prieft,
« That king of high degree,

“ That holy man who Abraham bleft
“ 'Was but a type of thee.”

§ Jefus our prielt for ever lives,
To plead for us above:
Jefas our king for ever gives
The bleflings of his love.

6 God fhall exalt his glorious head
And his high throne maintain,
Shall ftiike the pow'rs apd princes dead
- 'Whe dare oppofe his reign.

PSALM CXL Firf Pars,

The wifdom of God in his works,
SONGS of immortal praife belong
To my almighty God:
He has my heart, and he my tongue,
To fpread his name abroad.

2 How great the works his hand has wroug]
How glonous in our fight!
And men in ev’ry age have fought
His wonders with. delight,

3 How moft exa¢t is nature’s frame!
How wife th* Brernal mind !
His counfcls newg¥ change the fcheme
That his fir@fthoughts defign’d.
4 When he redeetn’d his chofen fons,
He fix'd his cov’nant fure:

The orders that his lips pronounce
To endlefs years endure. '

§ Natare and time, and earth and fkies,
‘Thy heav’nly fkill p:odam
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‘What fhall we do to make us wife,
But learn to read thy name?

6 To fear thy pow’r, to truft thy grace
Is our divineft {kill;
And he’s the wifeft of our race
That beft obeys thy will.

PSALM CXI. Second Part.

The perfetlions of God.
I REAT is the Lord, his works of-might
Demand our nobleft fongs;
Let his affembled faints unite
Their harmony of tongues,

2 Great is the mercy of the Lord,
He gives bis children food ;
And ever mindful of his word,
He makes his promife good.

3 His Son, the great Redeemer, came
To feal his cov’nant fure:
Holy and rev’rend is his name,
His ways are juft and pure.
4 They that would grow diyinely wife,
Muft with his fear be
Our faireft proof of kn
In hating ev'ry fin. |

PSALM CXIl. As

The bleffings of the Bral man
T HAT man is bleft wio ftands in awe

Of God, and loves h:s law:

His fced on earth fhall be renown’d;
His haufe the feat of wealth, fhall be
Anp inexhaufted treafury,

And with fucceffive honours exownd,
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'ral favours he extends,

ae he gives, to others lends:
:n’rous pity fills his mind :

1at his charity impairs,

es by prudence in affairs,

{ thus he’s juft to all mankind.

nds, while they his alms beftow’d,
ory’s future harveft fow'd:

: fweet remembrance of the juft,
green root, revives and bears

1 of bleffings for his heirs,

ien dying nature {leeps in duft,.

with threat’ning dangers round,
v’d fhall he maiantain his ground:
conicience holds his courage up:
>ul that’s fill’'d with virtue’s light,
s brighteft in affliétion’s night;

1 fees in darknefs beams of hope.

Pawse.
dings never can furprize

:art, that fix’d on God relies, .
" waves and tcoglief(ls roar around: -

hipwreck of his

d all their hope agifglory drown'd.

’ find thir expedtations croft,

and their envy, pride and fpight,

down to everlaltiggnight,

3 all their names in dukaefs loft.}
L
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PSALM CXII. Long Metre,
The blefings of the pisus and charitable.
TH rics happy man who fears the Lod
Loves his commands, and trufts hisw
Honour and peace his daysattend,
And bleffings to his fced defcend.

Compaflion dwells upon his mind,

To works of mercy flill inclin’d:

He lends the poor fome prefent aid,

Or gives them, not to be repaid.

When times grow dmik, and tidings {pread

That fill his neighbours ronnd with dresd,

His heart is arm’d againft the fear,

For God with all his pow'r is there.

His foul well fix’d upon the Lord,

Draws-heav’nly courage from his word;

Amid{} the darkndfs light thall rife,

To chear bis heart, and blefs his eyes,

He hath difpers’d his alms abroad,

His woiks are fii!l bcfore his God;

His name on earth thall long remain,

White envious finncrs fret in vain,
P3ALM CXII Common Metres.

Liber ity rcwarded,

-

: t Arov is he Wat fears the Lord,

Aud foilowalais commands,
W ho lends the poor without reward,
Cr gives with li,’nl’hands.
As pity dwells within his breaft
To a'l the fons of need;
Sc Gol hall aafwer his requeft
Wiih bleflings cn his fecd.
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3 Np evil tidings (hall furpnze
His well eftablifh’d mind;
. His foul t6 God, his refugc flies,
And leaves his fears behind.

4 In times of general diftrefs
Some beams of light fhall‘ fhine,
To fhew the world his rightcauinefs,
Andgive 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..

PSALM GXIIL, Proper Tune.
The majefly and condefcenfion of Gad,

L § YE that delight to ferve the Lord,
The honours of his name record,
His facred name fer ever blefs:
‘Where’er the circling fun difplays
His 1rifing beams, or {etting rays,
Letlands and feas his pow’r confefs.

2 Not time, nor nature’s narrow rounds,
Can give his vaft doginion bounds;
The heav’ns are fa
Let no created great dare
‘With our eternal God compare, _
Arm’d with his ated might,
3 Hebows his gloﬂ fead to view *
What the briglt ho(® of angels do.
And bends his caye to mortal things;
His fov’reign hand exalts the pcor,
He takes the needy from the door,
And makes them company for kioge.
.2

low his height:

243
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4 When childiefs families defpair, =
He fends the blefling of an heir
Fo refcue their expiring name;
The mother with a thankful voice
Proclaims his praifes and her joys:
Let ev’ry age advance his fame,

" PSALM CXI Lang i\fe;re. .
God fovereign and gracious. -

1 E fervants of th’ almighty King, -
In ev’ry age his priifes fing; -
‘Where’er the fun fhall rife or fet,
The nations fhall his praife repeat.

2 Above the earth, beyond the fky,
Stands his high throne of majefty;
Nor time nor place his pow’r reftrain,
Nor bound his univerfal reign,

Which of the fons of Adam dare,
Or angels with their God compare?
His glories how divinely bright,

‘W ho dwells in uncreated light !

4 Bchald his love, he ftoops to view
‘What faints above and angels do;
And condcfcends yet more to know
The mean affairs of then below,

. b o:
5 From duft and cottgges obfcure
. His grace exalts thﬁmbl poor;

(7]

‘Gives them the honogdf of Bas fons,

And fits them for thér Jeav’nly throncs,
6 [ A word of his creatlng voice

Can make the barren houfe rejoice:

Tho’ Sarzh’s nincty years were paft,

The promis’d feed is born at laft

—_——
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With joy the mother views her fon,

And tells the wonders God has done :

Faith may grow ftrong when fenfe defpairs;
If nature fails, the promife bears. ]

PSALM CXIV.
Miracles attending Ifrael’s journey. -

HEN Ifra’l, freed from Pharaoh’s haad,

[ Left the proud tyraat and his land, -
‘The tribes with chearful homage owan
‘Their King, and Judsh .was his throne,

A-crofs the deep their journey lay;

The deep divides 1o make them way;
Jordan beheld their march, and fled

- With backward current to his head.

The mountains fhook like frighted fheep,
Like lambs the little hillocks leap;

Not Sinai on her bafe could ftand,
Coafcious of fov’reign pow’r at hand.
What pow’r could make, the deep divide?
Make Jordan backward¥oll his tide?
Vvhy did ye leap, ye little hills? -

And whence the fright that Sinai feels?
Let ev’ry mouatain, ew’r§ flood ’

Retire and know ay’ apgftoaching God,
‘The King of Ifra{y fée #im here;
Tremble thou earthifglldre, and fear.

6 He thunders, and all-phture mourns,

The rock to ftanding pools he turns;

Pliats {pring with fountains at his word,

And fircs and feas confefs the Lords
L3
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PSALM CXV. Firft Metre. -

The true God our Refuge; or, Idolatry re, md
1 OT to ourfelves wha are but da :
Not to ourfelves is ﬁlory due,
Eternal God, thou only juit,
Thou only gracious, wife and true.

2 Shine forth in all thy dreadful name;
Why fhould a Heathen’s haughty tongue -
Infult us, and to raife our fhame, :
Say, * Where’s the God you've ferv’d (blm‘!

3 The God we ferve maintaios his thrope
Above the clouds, beyond the fkies;, * !
Thro’ all the earth his will is donc, R
He knows our groans, he hears'our- cms.

4 But the vain idols they adore
Are fenfclefs fhapes of ftorie and wood;
At beft a mafs of glit’ring ore, -
A filver faint, or goldén god. . .

5 [With cyes and ears, they carve their head;
Deaf are their ears, their eyes are blind;
In vain are coftly ¢ff'rings.made,
And vows arc {catter™d in the wind,

6 Their fect were nevelvinade to move,
Nor hands to fave when mortals pay ;
Mortals that pay them fear.or love,

~ Seem to be blind andigleaf gs they.] -

7 O Ifr2’l, make the Inq - ‘hope,
Thy help, thy refu M thy reft;

" The Lord fhall build thy ruins up,

And blefs the people and the prieft.

8 The dead no more can fpeak thy praife,
They dwell in filence 20d the grave,

B,
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But we fhall live to fing thy grace,
And tell the world thy pow’r to fave.

SALM CXYV. Second Metre. As the new tﬁnc
of the soth Pfalm.

Popifb idolatry reproucd.
A Pfalm for the 5th of November.
OT to our names, thou only jult and true-

Not to our worthlefs names is glory due:
'hy pow’r and grace, thy truth and jultice claim
omortal honours to thy fov'reign name.
sine thro’the earth from heav’n thy bleft abode,
or let the Heathens fay, And where’s your God 2

Heav'n is thine higher court: 'There ftands thy
throne,-

nd thro’ the lower worlds thy will is done:

ur God fram’d all this earth, thefe heav’ns he
fpread,

at fools adore the gods their hands have made;

‘he kneeling croud, with lgoks devout, behold

‘heir ﬁlver-favxours, and their faints of gold.

[Vain are thofe artful fhapes of eyes and cars
'he molten image neither fegs nor hears:
‘heir hands are helplefs, nor their feet can move,
‘hey have no fpeech, nor'thought, nor pow'r,
nor love;
et fottith mortals make their long complamts
"o their deaf idols, and theu' movelcfs faints,

The rich have ftatuedfgell adorn’d with gold;
*he poor content with gl of coarfer mould,
Vith tools of iron carve the fenfelefs ftock
«opt from a trec, og broken from a rock:
>eople and pricft drive on the folemn trade,

\ad truft the gods that faws and hammers made)
La
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§ Be heav'n and earth amaz’d | *T'is bard to
“‘Which is morc ftupid, or their gods, or they,
O Ifra’l, truft the Lord: he hears and fees,
He knows thy forrows, and reftores thy pes
His worthip does a thoufand comforts yield,
He is thy help, and he thine heav’nly fhield,

6 O Britain, truft the Lord : Thy foes in va
Attempt thy ruin, and oppofe his'reign;
Had they prevail’d, darknefs had clos'd onr
And death and filence had forbid his praife:
But we are fav’d, and live: let {bnp arile, -
And Briuin blefs the God that built the flio

‘PSALM CXVL Firf Part,
Recovery from Sicknefs.

1 T Love the Lord: he heard my cries,
And pity’d ev'ry groan:
Long as 1 live, when troubles rife,
I'll haften to histhrone.

2 Ilove the Lord: he bow’'d his ear,
And chas’d my griefs away;
O let my heart no more defpair,
While I have breath to pray f
3 My fleth declio’d, my fpirits fell,
And [ drew near the dead,
‘W hile inward pangs, and fears of hell
Perplex’d my wakeful pead
4 “ My God, I cryd, thy fervant fave,
¢ Thou ever good and juft;
“ Tky pow’r can refgue from the grave,
“ Thy pow’r is all my truft. '
5 The Lord beheld me fore diftreft,
" He bids my pains removes

S~~~
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{. Return, my foul, to God thy reft,
For thou haft known his love.

6 My God hath fav’'d my foul trom death,
And dry’d my fallmg tears:
Now to his pranﬁ: £’ll fpend my breath,
And my remainiog years.

PSALM CXVI. 12, &c. Second Part.

¥ows made in trouble paid in the'church; or, Public
thanks for private deliverance.

1 \ HAT fhall I render to my God
For all his kindnefs tfhown !
My feet fhall vifit thine abode,
My fongs addrefs thy throne.

2 Among the faints ghat fill thine houfe
My off’rings fhall be paid;
There fhall my zeal pérform the vows
My foul in anguifl made. _
3 How much is mercy‘thy delight,
Thou ever-blefled God !
How dear thy.fervants in thy fight!
How precious is their blood !

4 How happy all thy fervants arc!
How great thy grace to me!
My life, which thou haft made thy care,
Lord, I degote to thee.

5 Now I am thme, for gyer thine,
Nor fhall my.purpofe move;
Thy band hath.laps’d my bonds of pain,
And bound me with thy love,
6 Here in thy courts I leave my vow,
And thy ri¢h grace record; .
Ls
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Witnefs, ye faints, who hear me now,
" 1f I forfake the Lord.

PSALM CXVIL. Common Metre.

Praife ts God from all nations.

1 All ye nations, praife the Lord,
/7 Each with a diff’reat tongue;
Ia ev'iy language leara his word,
And let his pame be fung,

2 His mercy reigns thro’ ev'ry land ;
Proclaim his grace abroad ;
For cva firm his truth fhall ftand;
Praife ye the faithful God.

PSALM CXVIL Long Metre.

t ROM 2!l that dwell below the fkies;
' Let the Creator’s praife arife

Let the Redeemer’s amc be fung
Thro’ ev'ry land, by cv'ry tongue.

2 Eterpai are thy mercics, Lord;
Eternal truth attends thy.word:
Thy praife fhall found from fhare to fhore,
*Till funs fhall rife and fet no more.

PSALM CXVII, Short Metre.

1 HY name, almighty Lord,
Shall found thro’ diftant lands 3
Gieat is thy grace, and fure thy word:
Thy truth for ever ftander

2 Far be thine honour fpfead,
Ard long thy praile endure,
*Till morning light and ev’ning fhade
© Shall be cxchang'd no wore,

A
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> SALM CXVIIL Figf part. Gmp3,
: Deliverance from a tumyly,
T HE Lord appears my helper no
Nor is my faith afraid per bow,
What all the fons of earth can do,
Since heav’n affords its aid.

*Tis fafer, Lord, to hope in thee,
And have my God my friend,
Than truft in men of high dcgrec,

And on their truth depend.

Like bees my focs befet me round,
A large and angry {warm;

But I fhallall their rage confound
By thine almighty arm,

*Tis thro’ the Lord my heart is ﬂrong,
In him my lips rejoice;

While his falvation is my fong,
How chearful is my voice! - -

Like angry bees they"girt me round;
W hen God appears théy fly :

So burning thorn¢ with crackling found,
Make a fierce blaze and die.

Joy to the faints, and peace belongs;
The Lord protets their days:
Let Ifra’l tune immortal fongs
To his almighty grace.

SALM CXVIIl. Second Part. 17,21,
Pubiic prau@for deliverance from death.
LOR D, thod*haft heard thy fervant oy,
And rcfca’d from the grave:
Now fhall ke live; (and none can dIC,
—If God refolv to fave.)
: L6
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2 Thy praiie more conltant than before,
Shall fill 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 {hall wor(hip thiéte,
The boufe where all the righteous go,
Thy mercy to declare.

4 Among th’affemblies of thy faints
Our thaokful voice we raife ;
There we have told thee our complaints,
And there we fpeak thy praife.

PSALM CXVIIL Third Part. 22,2

Chrift the foundation of bis church,

1 Ehold the fure foundation Stone
Which God in Zion lays,
To build our heav’nly hopés upon,
And his eternal praile,
2 Chofen of God, to finners dear,
. And faints adore the name,
‘They truft their whole falvation here,
Nor fhall they fuffer fhame.

3 The foolifh builders, fcribe and prieft,
Rejeét it with difdain;
Yet on this Rock the church fhall reft,
And envy rage in vain.
4 What tho’ the gates of hell withftood,
Yct muft this building rite;
?Tis thy own work, almighty God,
And wondrous in our eyes.

.

-~
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PSALM CXVIIL Fourth Part, 24, 2§, 26.

Hofanna; the Lord’s day ; or, Chriff's refurrettion,
and our falvation.

1 FPYHIS is the day the Lord hath made,
He culls the hours his own; -
Let heav’n rejoice, let earth be glad,
Aad praife furround the throne.

2 To-day he rofe and left the dead,
And Satan’s empire fell ;
To-day the faints his triumphs {pread,
And all his wonders tell.

3 Hofanna to th’ anointed King,
To David’s holy Son: -
Help us, O Lord, defcend and bring
Salvation from the throne.

"4 Bleft be the Lord who comes to men
With meffages of grace;
‘Who comes4a God his Father’s name
To fave our Tinful race.

§ Hofanna in the higheft ftrains
The church on earth can raife;

- The higheft heav’ns in which he reigus,
Shall give him nobler praife.

" PSALM CXVIIL 22,—27. Short Metre.

An Hofanna for the Lord's day ; or, A new fing
of falvation by Chiiff,
I E E what a living Stone
The builders did refufe;
Yet God hath built his church thercon
In fpite ot cnvious Jews.
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2 The fciibe and aogry prieft
Rejet thine only Son;
Yet on this Rock fhall Zion reft,
As the chief corner-ftone.

3 The work, O Lord, is thine,
And wondrous in our eyes;

- *This day declares it all divine,

This day did Jefus rife.

4 This is the glorious day
That our Redeemer made;
Let us rejoice, and fing, and pray,
Let all the church be glad.
§ Hofanna to the Kiag
Of David’s royal blood:
Blefs him ye faints; he comes to bring
Salvation from your God.

6 We blefs thine koly word
Which all this grace difplays:
And offer on thine altar, Lord, ’
" Our facrifice of praiic. o' ¢

PSALM CXVIII. 22, 2;,‘}. Long Metre,

4n hfanna for the Lord’s day ;' or, A new Jfong of
Jalvation by Chriff,

z L O! what a glorious Corner-Stone
The Jewith builders did refufe;
But God hath built his church thereon
In fpite of envy, and the Jews.

2 Great God; the work is all divine,
The joy and wonder of our eyes;
‘This is the day that proves it thine,
The day that faw our Saviou ife,

e
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jinners rejoice, and faints be glad:
Jofanna; let his name be bleft:

A thoufand honours on his head,
Nith peace aad light and glory reft!

n God’s own name he comes to bring
Jalvation to our dying race;

Let the whole church addrefs their King
With hearts of joy, and fongs of prailc.

PSALNM CXIX.

have collected and difpofed the moft ufeful ver.
of this Pfalm under eighteen different heads, and
ned a divine fong upon each of them. But the
fes are much tranfpofed, to attain fome degree
'onne&ion. o
o fome places among the words, Jew, commadhds,.
gments, teflimonies, § have ufed gofpel, word,
ce, truth, promifes, &c. as more agreeable o
New Teftament, and the common language of
iftians; and it equally aofwers the defign of the
Imift, which was t® recommend the holy fcripture.

PSAL 'M*";i CXIX. Firft Part.

The bleffednefs of faints, and mifery of finners.
Ver. 1, 2, 3.

B LEST are the undefil’d in heart,
Whofe ways are right and clean;
Who never from thy law depart,

But fly from ev’ry fin,

Bleft are the men that keep thy word,
And pratife thy commands; -
With their whole heart they feck the Lord,
And ferve thee with their hapdw,
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Ver. 165. ,
Great is their peace who love thy law; "z,
3 How firm their fouls abide; ’, L;}

Nor can a bold temptation draw

Their fteady feet afide.
Ver. 6. _
4 Then fhall my heart have inward joy, .

And keep my face from (hame,
When all thy ftatutes I obey, >
And honour all thy name. U
Ver. 21, 118.
§ But haughty finners God will hate, ;
The proud fhall die accurft; . ..
The fons of falthood and decaif” . 85 =% .
Are trodden to the duft.
Ver. 119, 113.
6 We as the drofs the wicked are $
And thofe that leave thy ways
Shall fee falvation from afar, °
But never tafte thy grace.
PSALM CXIX. Second part.
Secret devation and fpiritual mindednefs ; or, G
Sant converfe with Gud,
Ver. 137, 5,{? _
3 O thee, before the dawdfng light,
My gracious God, I pray;
1 meditate thy name by night,
And keep thy law by day.
Vg 80
2 My fpirit faints to fee thy grace,
Thy promife bears me up;
And v hiic falvation long delays,
Thy word fupports my hope.
) Ver. 103.
3 Scven times a day 1 \ift my hands,
Aad pay my thaoks 10 thee s

VY
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Thy rightcous providence demands
Repeated praife from me.
Ver. 62.
4 When midnight-darkncfs veils the fkies,
~. 1 call thy works to mind;
My thoughts in warm dcvouon rife,
- And fweet acceptance find.
PSALM CXIX. 7hird Part.
Profy ﬁom‘ of fincerity, repentance, and obedience.
Ver. §7, 6o.
HOU art my portion, O my God:
. Soon as I kaow thy way,
My heart makes hafte t’ obey thy word,
And fuffers no delay.
Ver. 30, 14. .
2 I chufe the path of heav'nly truth,
And glory in my choices
Not all the 1iches of the earth .
Could make me o rejoice, “

3 The teftimonies qf thy grace,
I fet before my eyes;
Theace I'derive my daily ftrength,
Aund there my comfort Jycs.
. Ver. 59.
4 If once Iwander from thy path,
I think upon my ways,
Then turn my feet to thy compands,
And trult thy pard’ning grace.
Ver. 94, 114.
5 Now I am thine, for ever thine,
O fuve thy fervant, Lord:
Thou art my kicld, my hiding-placs,
My hope is in th) word.
Ver. 112,
4 'Thou haft inclio’d this heart of mine
Thy ftatutes to fulil:
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And thus till mortal life thall end
‘Would I perform thy will,

PSALM CXIX. Feurth part.

Inftruction from feripture.
Ver. 9. '
O W fhall the young fecure their hearts,
And guard their lives from fin;
Thy word the choiceft ruies imparts
To keep the confcience clean,
Ver. 130.
2 When once it enters to the mind,
It fpreads fach light abroad,
‘The meaneft fouls inftrution find,
And raife their thoughts to.God.
Ver. 1c5.
3 ’Tis like the fun, a heav’nly light
That guides us all the day;
And through the dangers of the night,
A lamp to lead our way.
Ver. 99, 1co.

4 The men that keep thy law with carc.
And meditate thy word, :
Grow wifer than their teachers are, , -

And better know the Lord. :
¢ Ver. 103, 113.
§ Thy precepts make me truly wife;
I hate the finner’s road;
1 hate my own vain moughts that rife,
But love thy law, my God.
Ver. 89, 90, of.

G [ The fairy heav'ns thy rule obey,
The earth maintains her piace;
Aund thefe thy fervanis night and daw

Thy fkill acd pow’s exprefs,

~~
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r Bat {till thy law and gofpel, Lord,
Have leffons more divine;
Not earth {tands firmer than thy word,
Nor ftars fo nobly fthine, ]
Ver. 160, 140, 9, 116.
3 Thy word is everlaﬁing truth;
How pure is-ev’ry page!
Thar holy book thall gaide our youth,
And well fupport our age.

'PSALM CXIX. Fifeh Part.
Delight in feripture; or, The word of Gad dwe ”xqg

in us.
Ver. 97.
How I love thy holy law !
*Tis diily my delights -
Aund, thence my meditations draw
ivine advice by night,
Ver. 148.
2 My waking cyes prevent the day
To medirite thy word:
My foul with longing melts away
To hear thy golpsl, Lord.
.o ver. 2,13, 54 -
3 How doth thy word my heart eagage!
How gvell employ my toague -
And in my tirelome pulgnmJge »
Yields me a heav'nly fong.
Ner. 19,7103,
& Am I a ftranger, or at home,
*Tis my perpetual feaft;
Not honey dropping from 'the comb
So much aliures the tafte.
Ver. 72, 127.
No trcafures {o enrich the mind;
Nor fhall thy word bs fo\d

~
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For loads of filver well refin’d,
Nor heaps of choiceft gold.
Ver. 28, 49, 175.
6 When nature finks, and ipirits droop,
Thy promifes of grace
Are pillars to fupport my hope,
And there I.write thy praife.
PSALM CXIX. Sixth Part.
Hclmg/.'r and comfort from the word.
Ver. 128,
I L ORD, I efteem thy judgments rijght,
And all thy ftatutes juft;
“Thence I maintain a conftant fight
With ev’ry flatt’ring luft.
Ver. 97, 9
2 Thy precepts often I furvey:
I keep thy law in fight,
Thio’ all the bus’nefs of the day,
To form my actions right.
Ver. 62.
3 My heartin midnight filence cries,
“ How {weet thy comfortsbe;”
My thoughts in holy wonder rife,
And bring their thanks to the
Ver. 162.
4 And when my fpirit diinks her @i:*
Atfomggood word of thine,
.Not riigh cFgmeu that fhare the fpoil
Have joys compar’d to mite.
PSALM CXIX. Scventh Part.
.Enped'tﬂzm of nature, amd perfeflion of feriptu
Ver. 96. paraphrafed.
1 E T all the heathen writers join,
To ferm one perfet book,
Great God | if once compar’d with thine,
How mean their Writings 100k

P
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~

Not the moft perfect rules they gave L

Could fhew one fin forgiv'n,
Nor lead a ftep beyond the grave;
But thine conduét to heav'n,

I’ve feen an end of what we call
Perfe&tion here below; .

How fhort the pow’rs of nature fall,
And can no farther go.

Yet men would fain be juft with God,
By works their hands have wrought;

But thy commands, exceeding broad, .
Extend to every thought.

In vain we boaft perfc&ion here,
While fin defiles our frame,,

And finks our virtues down o far
They fcarce deferve the name,

Our faith and love, and ev’ry grace
Fall far below thy word ;

But perfet truth and righteoufefs
Dwell only with the Lord.

PSALM CXIX. . Eighth Part.

261

he word of God ¥ the faints portion; or, The ex-

cellency, and variety of fcripture, -
-Ver. 1 * 1. paraphrafed. .

L OR Dy I have made thy word my choice,

My laftiog heritage;
‘There fhall my noblélt pow’rs rejoice,
My warmeft thoughts engage.

. T’ll read the hift’ries of thy love,
And keep thy laws in fight,
‘Whi'e thro’ the promifes L rove,
With ever freth delight. .
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3 'Tisa broad land of wealth unknown,
Where fprings of life arife,
Seeds of immortal blefs are fown,
And hidden glory lyes.
4 The beft relief that mourners have,
It makes our forrows bleft;
Our faireft hope beyend the grave, .
And our eternal reft.

PSALM CXIX, Ninth Part.
Dcfere of knowledge : or, The teaching of the Spiri
with the word.
Ver. 64, 68, 18.
1 HY mercies fill the earth, O Lord,
How good thy works appear !
Open mine eyes to read thy word,
And fee thy wonders there,
Ver. 73, 125.
2 My beart was fafhion’d by thy hand,
My fervice is thy due,
O make thy fervant underftand
The duti!ﬁe muft do.
. "« Ver. 19.
3 Since I’m a ftranger here belpw, -
Let not thy path be hid;- |
But mark the road my feet fhould go,
And be my conftant guide. - -
Ver. 26.',, "~
4 When I confefs’d my wamﬁ‘ing ways,
Thou heard’ft my foul cdmplain;
Grant me the teachings of thy grace,
Cr I fhall firay again.
Ver. 33, 34.
£ 1f God to me his ftatutes (hew,
And heav'oly truth impart,
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His work for ever I'll purfue,
His law fhall rule my heart,
Ver. 50, 71. .
6 This was my comfort when I bore™.
" Variety of gricf;
1t made me learn thy word the more,
And fly to that relief.
Ver. §1.
7 [ln-vain the proud deride me now; -
V’ll ne’er forget thy law,
Nor let that blefled gofpel go,
Whence all my hopes I draw.
Ver. 27. 171,
8 When I have learn’d my Father’s will,
I'll teach the world his ways;
My thankful lips infpir’d with zeal
Shall loud pronounce his praifc. ]

PSALM CXIX. Zenth Part.

PIeadmrr the promifes.
Ver. 38,
BEhold thy waiting f@t, Lord,
Devoted to thy fear;
Remember %\d confirm thy word,
For all’ my hopes are there.
...+ Ver. 41, 58, 107,
2 Halt thou not-writ falvation down,
And prodfs'd quick’ning grace ?
Doth not . keart addrefs thy throne?
And yet thy love delays.
Ver. 124, 42.
3 Mine eyes for thy falvation fail;
O bear thy fervant up;
Nor let the fc fiing lips prevail,
Wko dare reproach my hope.
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Ver. 49, 74.
4 Didft thou not raife my faith, O Lord !
Then let thy truth appear:
Saints {hall rejoice’in my reward,
And truft as well as fear.
PSALM CXIX. Eleventh Part.
Breathing after holinefs.
Ver. 3, 33. )
1 O That the Lord would guide my way:
To keep his ftatutes flill !
O that my God would grant me grace
To know and do his will !
Ver. 2¢.
2 O fend thy Spirit down to write
Thy law upon my heart! '
Nor let my tongue indulge deceit,
Nor at the liar’s part.
Ver 37, 36.
3 From vasity turn off my eyes;
Let no corrupt defign,

Nor covetous defjres arife
Within this gpf mine.

€r 133.
4 Order my footfteps by thy word,
And make my heart fincere;
Let fio have no dominion, Lord,
But keep my conicience clear, |
Ver. 196. .. °
5 My foul hath gone too far aftray,
My feet too often flip;
Yet fince I've not forgot thy way,
Retore thy wand'ring (hecp.
Ver. 35.
6 Make me to walk in thy commands,
*Tis a deligh:ful road;
Nor let my head, or heart, or honds,
Offend againlt my God.
<
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PSALM CXIX. Twelfth Part.
reathing after comfort and deliverance,
Ver. 153.
Y God, confidér my dxﬂrefs,
Let mercy pléad my caufe:
mugh I have finn’d againft thy grace,
I can’t forget thy laws.
Ver. 139, 116.
rbid, forbid the fharp reproach,
Which I 1o juftly fear;
shold my life, uphold my hopes,
Nor let my thame appear.
Ver. 122, 1 35-
: thou a furety, Lord, for me,
Nor let the proud opprefs; °
at make thy waiting feivant. fee
The fhinings of thy face.
Ver. 82.
'y eyes with expe&tation fail,
My heart within me cries,
‘When will the Lord his 't fulfily
¢ And make my comfor.t“é” '
Ver. 132.
0ok down upon my forrows, Lord,
And fhew thy grace the fame,
8 thou art ever wont t’afford
‘To thofe that'love thy name.

PSALM CXIX. Thirteenth Part,
Holy fear, and tendernefs of confcience.
Ver. 10. ’
Ith my whole heart [’ve fought thy face,
O let mc never firay,
rom thy-commands, O Gad of grace,
Nor tread the finners wayy_ -

r
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Ver. 11.
2 Thy word I've hid within my heart
To keep my confcience clean,
And be an everlafting goard
From ev’ry rifing fin.
Ver. 63, §3, 158.
3 I'm a companion of the faints, .
Who fear and love the Lord;
My forrows rife, my nature faints,
When men tranfgrefs thy word. !
Ver. 161, 163.
4 While fimers do thy gofpel wrong,
My fpirit ftands in awe;
My foul abhors a lying tongue,
But loves thy righteous law.
Ver. 161, 120.
5 My heart with facred rev’rence hears
The threat’nings of thy word;
My fleth with holy trembling fears
The judgments of the Lord.
Ver. 166, (72.
6 My God, g, 1 hope, 1 wait
For th ation fhill;
‘While thy whole law is my delight,
And [ ¢bey thy will,
PSALM CXIX, Fourteenth Part,
Benefit of afflictions, and fupport under them
Ver. 153, 81, 82, :
] Oefider all my forrows, Lord,
And thy deliv’rance fend;
My foul for thy falvation faints,
When will my troubles end ?
Ver. 71.
2 Yct 1 have found *is good for me
To bear my Fathec'stody

———
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Afflitions make me learn thy law,
And live upon my God.
Ver. s50.
3 This is the comfort I enjoy -
When new diftrefs begins;
I read thy word. 1 run thy way,
And hate my former fins.
Ver. 92. :
4 Had not thy word been my delight -
When ecarthly joys were fled, - .
My foul, oppreft with forrows weight,
Had fuok among(t the dead.
Ver. 75. .
5 1know thy judgments, Lord, are right,
Tho’ they may feem fevere;
The fharpeft fuffrings 1 endure
Flow from thy faithful care,
Ver. 67.
6 Before I knew thy chaft'ning rod
My feet were apt to ftray;

But now I learn to keep thy jgerd,
Nor wander from thy w‘r

PSALM CXX. Fifteenth Part.

Holy refolutions.
" Ver. 93. .
1 That thy ftatates ev’ry hour
Might dwell upon my mind:
Thence I derive a quick’ning pow’r,
And daily peace 1 find. :
Ver. 15, 16.
2 ‘To meditate thy precepts, Lord,
Shall be my fweet employ;
My foul (hall nc’er forget thy word,
Thy word is all my joy.
M2
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_ Ver. 32
3 How would I'run in thy commands,
If thou my heart difcharge
From fin and Satan’s hateful chains,
And fet my feet at large? ..
Ver. 13, 46.- - -
4 My lips with courage fhall declare
Thy ftatutes and thy name;
1'll fpeak thy word, tho’ kings thould hear,
Nor yield to finful fhame, :
- .: Ver. 61, 69, 70.
g Let bands of perfecutors rife
To rob me of my right,
Let pride and malice forge their lies,
Thy law is my delight,
. Ver. 113,
6 Depart from me, ye wicked race,
W hofe hands and hearts are ill:
I love my God, I love his ways,
And muft obey his will, - :

PSALMICXIX. Sixteenth Part,
Prafy for quickning grace.
“Ver. 28, 37.
1 Y foul lyes cleaving to the duft;
Lord, give me life divine:
From vain defires, and ev’ry luft
Turn off thefe eyes of mine.
2 I need the influence of thy grace
To fpeed me in thy way,
Left I thould loiter in my race,
Or turn my fect aftray,
. “ Ver. 107.
3 When fore afflitions prefs me down,
I need thy quickning pow’rs;
Thy word that I have refted on
Shall help my heaviefk hours.

e
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Ver. 156, 4o.
. Are not thy mercies fov’reign flill
Atd thou a faithful God?
Wilt thou not grant me warmer zeal
To run the heav’nly road?
' Ver. 159, 40.
i Does not my heart thy precepts love,
And long tc fee thy face?
And yet how (low my {pirits move
Without enliv’ning grace !
Ver. 93.
i Then fhall I love thy gofpel more,
And ne’er forget thy word,
Whea I have fclt its quick’ning pow’s
To draw me near the Lord.

PSALM CXIX. Seventeenth Part.

Cuourage and perfeverance under perfecution s or,
Grace fbining in difficulties and trials.

Ver. 143, 284

4 HEN paia and angun e me Lord,

‘All my fupport is from thy word:
My foul diffolves for heavinefs,
Uphold me with thy ftrength’ning grace.
Ver. 51, 09, 110,

2 The proud have fram’d their fcoffs and lics,

They watch my feet with envious eyes,
And tempt my foul to fhares and fin,
Yet thy commands I ne’er decline.

Ver. 161, 78.

3 They hate me, Lord, without a caufe,
They hate to fee me love thy laws;
But [ will truft and fear thy name, -
Till pride and malice die with ﬂml\e.

M3 '
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PSALM CXIX. Laft Part.
San8lified afflittions ; or, Delight in the word of Cu
Ver. 67, 59.

Ather, 1 blefs thy gentle hand;
How kind was thy chaftizing rod
That forc’d my confcience te a ftand,
And brought my wand’ring foul to God !

2 Foolith and vain | went aftray
Ere I had felt thy fcourges, Lord,
1 left my Guide, and loft my way;
But now I leve and keep thy word,”
Ver. 71.
3 *Tis good for me to wear the yoke,
For pride is apt to rife and fwell;
*Tis good to bear my Father’s ftroke,
That I mlght learn his ﬁatutes well,
Ver. 72. e
4 The law that ifTues from thy mouth
Shall raife my chearful paffions more
Than all the treafu;es of the South, .
Or Weftern o goldcn ore.
& Ver. 7
5 Thy hands have made my ‘mortal frame,
Thy Spirit form’d my foul within;
Teach me to know thy wondrous. name,
And guard me fafe from death and fin.
Ver. 74.
6 Thea all that love and fear the Lord
At my falvation fhall rejoice:
For I have hoped in thy word,
And made thy grace my only choice.
PSALM CXX.
Complaint of quarrelfume neighbours ; or, A dev
wifb for peace.
HOU God of love, thon evex blet,’
Pity my fuff ring Naxe,

el N
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Vhen wilt thou fet my foul at reft
From lips that love deceit?

[ard lot of mine ! my days are caft
Among the fons of firife,

N hofe never ceafing brawlings wafte
My golden hours of life.

) might I fly to change my place,
How would I chufe to dwell

n fome wild lonefome wildernefs,
And leave thefe gates of hell !

deace is the blefling that I feek,
How lovely are its charms!

.am for peace; but.when I {peak,

" ‘They all declare for arms,

New paflions flill their fouls engage,
And keep théir malice firong, — -=

What (hall be done to curb thy rage,
O thou devouring tongue !

3hould burning arrows fmite thee thro’,
Strict juftice would approvegs

But I had rather fpare my foe, :*
And melt his heart with love.

PSALM CXXI, Long Metre.

Divine proteétion.
P to the hills 1 lift mine eyes,
Th’ cternal hills beyond the fkies;
T heace all her help my foul derives;
There my almighty Refuge lives.
He lives; the everlafting God,
That built the world, that fpread the flosd ;
The heav’ns with all their hofts he made;
And the dark regions of the deads
M 4
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He guides our feet, he guards our way;
His morning {miles blefs all the day;

He fpreads the ev'ning veil, and keeps
The filent hours while Ifra’l fleeps.

Ifra’l a name diviaely bleft,

May rife {ccure, fecurely reft;
The holy Guardian’s wakeful eyes
Admit no {lumber nor furprife.

No fun {hall fmite thy head by day,
Nor the pale moon with fickly ray
Shall blaft thy couch; no baleful ftar
Dart his malignant fire {o far.

Should earth and hell with malice burn,
Still thou (halt go, and ftill return

Safe in the Lord! bis heav’nly care
Defends thy life from ev’ry fnare.

On thee foul fpirits have no pow’r;:
And in thy laft departing hour

Angels that trace the airy road,

Shall bear thee homeward to thy God.

PSALM CXXI. Common Metre.

Prefervation by day and nighs.
O heav’n 1 lift my waiting eyes,
There all my hopes are laid;
The Lord that built the earth and fkies
Is my perpetual aid.

Their feet fhall never flide to fall,
Whom he defigns to keep;

His car attends the fofteft call;
+1is eyes can never fleep.

He will fuftain our weakeft pow’rs
With his almighty arm,
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And watch our moft unguarded hours
Againft furprifing harm,

4 Ifra’l rejoice, and reft fecure,
Thy keeper is the Lord ;
His wakeful eyes employ his pow’t
For thine eternal guard.
§ Nor fcorching fun, nor fickly moon
Shall have his leave to imite;
He thields thy head from burniag nooan,
From blafling damps at night.

5 He guards thy foul, he keeps thy breath,
Where thickeft dangers come;
Go and return, fecure from death,
Till God commands thee home.

PSAL M CXXI As the 148th Pfalm.

God cur preferver.

g UPward I lifc mine eyes,
From God is all my aid;

The God that built the fkies,
And earth and nature made;
God is the tow’r
To which I fly;
His grace is nigh
In ev’ry hour.

+ My feet thall never flide,
And fall in fatal inares,
Since God my guard and guide.
Dcfends me trom my fears,

Thole wakeful eyes

That never fleep

Skall [fra’l keep

W heu dangers rife.
M
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3 No burning heats by day,
Nor blafts of ev’ning air
Shall take my health away,,
1f God be with me there:

Thou art my fun,
And thou my ihade,
To guard my head
By night or noon.

4 Haft thou not giv'n thy word
To fave my foul from death!
And I can truflt my Lord
‘To keep my mortal breath;

P’ll go and come,
Nor fear to die,

Till from on high
Thou call me kome.

PSALM CXXII. Common Metr:

Gaing to church,

1 O W did my heart rejoice to hear
My friends devoutly fay,
* In Zion let us all appear,
“ And kvep the folemn day !
2 Ilove her gates, I love the road;
: The church adorn’d with grace
Stands like a palace built for God
To ftew his milder face.
"3 Up to her courts with joys unknown:
The holy tribes repair ;
The Son ef D.vid holds his throne,
And fits in jadgm. nt there.
4 He bears our praifes and complaints §
And while his awfol voee
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Divides the finners from the falnts,
‘We tremblie and rejoice.

3 Peace be within this facred place, .
- And joy a conftant gueft!
With holy gifts and heav'nly' grace
Be her attendants bleft! ]
6 My foul fhall pray for Zion \ﬁill,
While life or breath remains;
‘Where my beft friends, my kindred dwell;
There God my favlour reigns.

PSALM CXXIL. Proper tune,

Going to church.
¥ OW pleas’d and bleft was I,
To hear the people cry,
% Come, let us feek our God to day;”
Yes, with a chearful zeal
We hafte to Zion’s hill,
And there our vows and honeurs pay.

2 Zion thrice happy place
Adorn’d with wondrous grace,
And walls of firength embrace thee round ¢
In thee our tribes appear
To pray, and praife, and hear
The facred gofpel’s joyful found.
3. There David’s greater Son
Has fix’d his royal throne,
He fits for grace and judgment there;:
He bids the faints be glad, .
_ + He makes the finner fad, .
And bumble fouls rejoice with fear,
4 May peace attend thy gate,
4ad joy within thee wait
M6
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To blefs the foul of ev'ry gueft;
The man that {ecks thy peace,
And wifhes thine increafe,

A thoufand bleffings on him reft!

§ My tongue repeats her vows, -
¢ Peace to this facred houfe!”
For there my fricods and Kindred dwell ;
And fince my glorious God
Makes thee his bleft abode,
My foul fhall ever love thee wcll.

Repeat the 4th flanza to complete the tune,

PSALM CXXIL
Pleading with _fubmifion.
1 O Thou whofe grace and juftice reiga
Enthron’d abave the fkies,
To thee our hearts would tell their pain,
To thee we lift our eyes.

2 As fervants watch their mafter’s hand,
And fear the angry firoke!.
Or maids before their miftrefs ftand,
And wait a peaceful look:

3 So for our fins we juftly feel
Thy difcipline, O God;
‘et wait the gracious moment ftiil,
Till thou remove thy rod.
4 Thofe that in wealth and pleafure live,
Our daily groans deride,
 And thy delays of mercy give
Frcfh courage to their pride.
35 Cur foes infult us. but our hope
1n thy compaffion lies;
This thought fhall bear our fpirits up,.
That God will not defpife.
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PSALM CXXIV.
A Song for the fifth of Nuvember.
AD not the Lord, may Ifracl fay,
Had not the Lord maintain’d our fide,
‘When men, to make our lives a prey,
Rofe like the fwelling of thetide;

2 ‘The fwelling tide had ftopt our brcath
So fiercely did' the waters roll, o
We had been fwallow’d deep in death;
Proud waters had o’erwhelm’d our foul.

3 Weleap for joy, we fhout and fing
‘Who juft efcap’d the fatal ﬁrokc, \
So flies the bird with chearful wmg,
‘When once the fowler’s fnare is broke,

4 For ever blefled be the Lord,
Who broke the fowler’s curfed fnare,
‘Who fav’d us from the murd’riog fword,
And made our lives and fouls his care.

§ Ouor helpisin Jehovah’s name,
Who form’d the earth, and built the fkies;
He that upholds that wond’reus frame,
Guards his own church with watchful eyes.

PSALM CXXV. Common Metre.
The faint’s trial and fafety,
1 NsHaKEN as the facred hill,
4nd firm as mouatains be,
Fiim as a rock the foul fhall reft
That leans, O Lord, on thee,

2 Not walls nor hills, could guard fo well
Old Salem’s happy ground,
As thofe eternal arms of love
That ev’ry faint furround.



278 PSALM CXXV.

3 While tyrants are a finarting fcourge
‘To drive them near to God,
Divine compaffion does allay
The fury of the rod.

4 Deal gently, Lord, with fouls fincere,
And lead them fafely on
To the bright gates of paradile,
Where Chrift their Lord is gone. \

§ But if we trace thofe crooked ways.
That the old ferpent drew,
The wrath that drove him firft to helk
Shall {mite his followers too.

PSALM CXXV. Short Metre,
The faints trial and fafety : or, Moderated affficti

I IRM and unmov'd are they
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 facted grouad,
So God and his almighty love
Embrace his faints around.

3 What tho’ the Father’s rod
Drop a chaftizing ftroke,
Yet left it wound their fouls too deep,
Its fury (hall be broke.

4 Deal gently, Lord, with thofe
W hofe faith and pious fear,
Whofe hope and love, and ev’ry grace
Proclaim their hearts fincere.
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§ Nor fhall the tyrant’s rage
Too long opprefs the faint;

The God of Ifra’l will fupport;
His children, lefl they faint,

6 Butif our flavith fear °
Will chufe the road to hell,
‘We muft expe& our portion there,
Where bolder finners dwell.

PSALM CXXVI Long Metre,
Surprizing deliverance.
| HEN God reftor'd our captive ftate,
Joy was our fong, and grace our theme;
- The grace beyond our hopes fo great,
‘That joy appear’d a painted dream.
2 The fcoffer owns thy hand, and pays
Unwilling honours to thy name;
While we with pleafure fhout thy praife,
‘With chearful notes thy love proclaim,

3 When we review our difmal fears,
*Fwas hard to think they’d vanith foy
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 fced with {adnefs leaves,
‘Will thout to fee the harveft yield
-A welcome load of joyful (heaves,
PSALM CXXVI. Common Metre.
The joy of a remarkable converfion ; or, Melancholy

removed,

3 '\V r1{EN God reveal’d his gracious name,
., And chang’d my mournful ftate,

My rapture feem’d a pleafing dream,
The grace appear’d fo grears

4
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2 The world beheld the glorious change,.
And did thy hand confefs; .
My tongue broke out in unknown ftrains,
And fung furprizing grace.
3 “ Great is the work.” my neighbours cry'd,
And own’d the pow’r divine;
¢ Great is the work,” my heart reply’d,
« And be the glory thine.”

4 The Lord can clear the darkeft (kies,

Can give us day for night;

Make drops of facred forrow rife
To rivers of delight.

Let thofe that fow in fadnefs wait
Till the tair harveft come,

They fhall confefs their theaves are great,
And fhout the bleflings home,

6 Tho’ feed lye bury’d long in duft,
It fhan’t deccive their hope!
The precious graia can ne’er be loft,
For grace iniures the crop.

PSALM CXXVII. Long Metre.
The bieffing of God on the bufinefs and comferts |
Iife.

5 YF God fucceed not, all the coft
And pains to build the houle are loft;
It God the city will not keep,
The watchful guards as well may flecp.
2 What if you rife before the fun,
And work and toil when day is done,
Carcful and {paring cat your biead,
“To fhun that poverty you dvead.



e EE——————————— ]

PSALM CXXVIIL 281

3 ’Tisall invain, till God hath bleft;
He can make rich, yet give us reft:
Children and friends are bleffings too,
1f God our fov’reign make them fo.

4 Happy the man to whom he fends
Obedient children, faithful fricnds:
How fweet our daily comforts prove
‘When they are feafon’d with his love!

PSALM CXXVII. Common Metre.
God allin all,

1 YF God to build the houfe deny,
I The builders work in vain;
And towns without his wakeful eye,
An ufelefs watch maintain.

2 Before the morning-beams arife,
Your painful work renew,

And till the ftars afcend the fkics
Your tirefome toil purfue.

3 Short be your flcep, and coarfe your fare;
In vain, 1ill God has bleft;
But it his {miles attend your care,
You fhall have food and reft,

4 Nor children, relatives, nor friends,
Shall real bleffings prove,
Nor all the earthly joys he {ends,
If fent without his love,

PSALM CXXVIIIL
Family bleffings.
1 HappY man, whole foul is fiI'd
‘With zeal and rev’rend awe!
His lips to God their honours yield,
. His life adorns the law.



PSALM CXXIX.
) Perfecutors punifbed. -
1 UP from my youth, may ¥ra’l fay.
Have I beeh hurs’d-in tears;
My griefs were conftapt as the day, ™
_ And tedious as the years.
2 Up from.my youth I bore the tage,
Of all the {ons of ftrife; >
Oft they affl’d my riper age, ¢
But oot deftroy’d my life. e
3 Their cruel plow had torn my fleth,
' With forrows long and deep,
Hpurly they vex'd iny wounds afrefh,
““Wer let my forrows fleep.
4 The Loxd grew angry on his throne,
Asd with impartial eye,
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Meafur’d the mifchiefs they had done,
Then let his arrows fly.

; How was their infolence furpriz'd,
To hear his thanders roll !

- And all the foes of Zion feiz’d
With horror to the foul.

S Thus thall the men that hate the faiats,
Be blafted from the fky;
Their glory fades, their courage faints,
And all their projelts die.,

% [What tho’ they flourith tall and fair,
They have no root beneath ;
Their growth fhall perith in defpair,
And lye defpis’d in death, ]
8 [So corn that on the houfe-top ftands,
No hope of harveft gives;
The reaper ne’er fhall fill his hands,
Nor binder fold the (heaves,

9 It fprings and withers on the place;
No traveller beftows :
A word of blefling on the grafs,
Nor miads it as he goes. ]

PSALM CXXX. Commoa Mectre.

Pardoning grace.
1 OUT of the deeps of long diftrefs,
The borders of defpair,
1 fent my cries to feek thy grace,
My groans to move thine ear.

2 Great God, fhould thy feverer eye,
And thine impartial hand,
Mark and revenge iniquity,
No mortal flefh could ftand.



7 Then in the Lord let Ifral tralt,
Let Ifra’l feek his face;

The Lord is good as well as ]nﬁ
And plenteous in his grace:

8 There’s full redemption at bis throne
For fioners long enflav'd;
The great Redeémer is his fon:
And 1fra’l fhall be fav'd.

_ PSALM CXXX. .Long Metre,
Pardoning grace. .

s & JROM deep diftrefs and troubled thc
' To thee, my God, I rais’d my crie
If thou feverely mark our faults,

. “Mo fleth can ftand before thiae eyes.

2 But thou haft built thy throne of grace
Free todifpenle thy pardons there, .
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That finners may approach thy facs, )
And hope, and iove, as well as fear. \
As the benighted pilgrims wair, =~ .

And long and with for breaking day,
So waits my foul before thy gate;.
‘When will my God his face difplay.?

My truft is fix’d opon thy word,

Nor fhall I truft thy word invain;
Let mourning fouls addrefs the Lord
And find relief from all their paia.

Great is his love, and large his grace,
Thro’ the redemption of his Son:

He turns our feet from finful ways,
And pardons what our hands have done.

 PSALM CXXXL
Humility and fubmiffion.

S there ambiticn in my heart?
Search, gracious God,'and feeg

Or do 1a& a haughty part?
Lord, I appeal to thee.

I charge my thoughts, be humble fhll
And all my carriage mild,

Content, my Father, with thy will,
And quiet as a child.

The patient foul, the lowly mind
Shall have a large reward:

Let faints in forrow lye refiga’d,
And truft a faithful Lord.
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8 Here let him hold a lafting throne,
.* And as his kingdom grows,
Frefh honour fhall adorn his crown,
And fhame confound his foes,

PSALM CXXXIII. Common Metre,
Brotherly love.
I O, what an entertaining fight
Are brethren that agree,
Brethren, whofe chearful hearts unite
In bands of piety!

2 When ftreams of love from Chrift the fpring -
Defcend to evry foul, :
And heav’nly peace with balmy wing
Shades and bedews the whole.
~ *Tislike the oil divinely fweet
¥ On Aaron’srev’rend head,
The trickling drops p:ifum’d his feet,
And o’er his garments fpread.
4 'Tis pleafant as the morning dews
That fall on Sion’s hill,
Where God his mildeft glory thews,
And makes his grace diftil,

PSALM CXXXIII. Short Metre,
Communion of faints; or, Love and Worfbip iné
Family
I BLEST are the fons of peace,
Whofe hearts and hopes arc one,
Whofc kind defigns to ferve and pleafe
Thro’ all their aétions run.
2 Bleft is the pious houfe
W here zeal and friendfhip meet,
Their fongs of praife, their mingled vows
Make their communion fweet.

/"\
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3 'Thus when on Aaron’s head
They pour’d the rich perfume,
Che oil thro’ all his raiment fpread,
And pleafure £ilI'd the room.,

4 Thus on the heav’aly hills
The faints are bleft above,
Where joy like morping dew diftils,

* And all the air is love,

PSALM CXXXIII. As the 122d Plalm,
The bleffings of friendfbip, . ..
1 OW pleafant ’tis to fee
Kindred and friends agree,
¥ach in their proper ftation move,
And each fulfil their part
‘With fympathizing heart,
Ia all the cares of life and love! - z
2 ’Tis like the vintment fhed
On Aaron’s facred head,
Divinely rich, divinely fweet,
The oil thro’ all the room
Diffus’d a choice perfume,
Ran thro’ his robes, and bleft his feet,

3 Like fruitful (how’rs of rain
That water all the plain,
Defcending from the neighb’ring hills;
Such ftreams of pleafure roll -
Thro’ ev'ry friendly foul, . . ..
‘Where love like heav’nly dew diftils.
Rcpeat the firfl ftanza to compleré the tune,

PSALM CXXXIV.
Daily and Nightly Devotion.
X E that obey th’ immortal King,
L Aticend his holy place. -
N
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Amongft his faints he ever dwells;
His charch is his Jerufalem.

PSALM CXXXV. $~—12.8econd Part,
The works of creation, providence, redemption o
Ifrael, and Deftrullion of Enemies, )
I GRuT is the Lord, exalted high,
Above all pow’rs, and ev’ry throne;
‘Whate’er be pleafe in earth or fea, |
Or heav’n or hell, his hand hath dooe.

2 At his command the vapours rife,
The lightnisgs flafn, the thuaders roarg
He pours the rain, he brings the wind,
And tempeft from his airy fore,

g *Twas he thofe dreadful tokens fent,
O Egypt, thro’ thy {tabborn {and;
Whea all thy firft-born, beafts and men;
Fell dead by his avenging hasd.,

4 ‘W hat mighty nations, mighty kings
He flew, and their whole country gave
Tolfra’l, whom his hand redeem’d,
No more to be proud Pharaoh’s {lave.

« His power the fame, the fame his y

5 Thal:(;'aves us from the hofts of hc%lr:aoe'
And heav'n he gives us to poflefs,
Whence thofe apoftate angels fell.

PSALM CXXXV. Common Metre,
Praife dye to God, not to idals,

1 . A WaKE, ye faints, to praife your King,
Your fweeteft paffions raife, .
Your pious pleafure, while you fing,
Increafing with the praife.
N 2
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2 Great is the Lord ; and works unknown
Are his divine employ :
But ftill his faints are near his throne,
His treafure and his joy.

3 Heav'n, carth and fea confefs his hand ;
He bids the vapoursrife;

Lightning and ftorm at his command
Sweep thro’ the founding fkies,

4 All pow’r that Gods or kings have clum
Is found with him alone;
But Heathen gods fhould ne’er be nam’d
‘Where our Jehovah’s known,

§ Which of the flocks or ftones they truft
Can give them thow’rs of rain; |
In vain they worthip glitt’ring duﬁ
And pray to gold in vain.

6 [Their gods have tongues that cannot talk,
Such as their makers gave;
Tkeir fcet were nc’er defign’d to walk,
Nor hands have pow’r to fave.

*

» Blind are thcir eyes, their ears are deaf,
Nor hear when mortals pray;
Mortals, that wait for their relief,
Are blind and deaf as they. )

8 O Britain, know thy living God,
Serve him with. faith and fear;
He makes thy churches his abode,
And claims thine honours there.

PSALM CXXXVI, Common Metre.
Gad's wonders of creation, providence, redemption o
. Jfracl, and falvation of his people.
1 IVE thanks to God the fovrewgn Lard,
G ¢« Hismercies {ill endure

RN

-
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And be the King of Kings ador’d,
¢« His truth is ever {ure.”

2 What wonders hath his wifdom done !
How mighty is his hand !” .
Heav’n, earth and fea, he fram’d alone:
¢ 'How wide is his command !”

3 The fun fupplies the day with light:
¢ How bright his counle!s thine”
The moon and {tars adorn the night: -
¢ His works are all divine.”

¢ [He ftruck the fons of Egypt dead:
¢ How dreadful is his rod !”
And thence with joy his people led:
¢ How gracious is-our God !”

§ He cleft the fwelling fea in two;
¢ His arm is great in might:”
And gave the tribes a paffage thro’
¢ His pow’r and grace unite.”
6 But Pharaoh’s army there he drown’d;
¢ How glorious are his ways !”
And brought his faints thro® defart ground :
“ Eternal be his praife.”
7 Great monarchs fell beneath his hand ;
¢ Vicoribus is his fword ;”
‘While Ifra’l took the promis’d land:
¢ And faithful is his word.”]
8 He faw the nations dead in fin;
¢ He felt his pity move:”
How fad the ftate the world wasin!
‘¢ How boundlefs was his love !
9 He fent to fave us from our wWoes,
“* His goodnefs never failey®

N3 Al
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From death, and hell and ev'ry foe;
“¢ And ftill his grace prevails.”
10 Give thanks to God the heav'nly king;.
¢ His mercies ftill endure”
Let the whole earth his praifes fings
“ His truth is ever fore.” .

PSALM CXXXVIL As the 148th Plalm,

z GIVE thanksto God moft high,
The univerfal 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’as alope. -

“ Thy mercy, Lord,
¢t Shall ftill endure;
¢ And ever fure

¢ Abides thy word.”

3 Hs wifdom fram’d the fun
To crown the day with light;
The moon and twinkling ftars,

. 'To chear the darkfome night.

¢ His pow’r and grace
¢ Are {tijl the fame;
¢ And let his name

¢¢ Have endlefs praile.



PFSALM CXXXVELE
& [He fmote the firlt born fons,

The flow’r of Egypt, dead;
And thence his chofen: tribes.
‘With joy and glory led.

¢ Thy mercy, Lord,

¢ Shall flill endure;

¢ And ever fure

¢ Abides thy word.

s His pow’r and lifted rod
Cleft the red-fea in two;
And for his people made
A wond’rous paffage thro’,

¢ His pow’r and grace -
¢¢ Are ftill the fame:

¢¢ And let his name

¢ Have endlefs praife.

‘6 Baut cruel Pharaoh there
With all his hoft. he drown’d
And brought his 1fra’} fafe
Thro’ a long defart grouad.

* Thy mercy, Lotd,"
¢ Shall ftill endure;
¢ And ever fure

* Abides thy word.

Pause.

% The kings of Canaan felt
Beneath his dreadfill hand';
While his own fervants took.
Pofleflion of their land.

¢« His pow’r and grace

¢¢ Are ftill the fame;

‘¢ And let his name

“ Have endlefs praife.]
N 4
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. 8 He faw the natjons lye

All perithing in fin,

And pity’d the fad ftate

The ruin’d world wasin.
¢ Thy mercy, Lord, .
¢ Shall ftill endure; -
¢ And ever fure
¢¢ 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 .
« Are {till the fame; - ..
¢ And let his name
‘¢ Have endlefs praife.

10 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.

PSALM CXXXVI. Abridged. Long Me

1 'VE to our God immortal praife !
Mercy and truth are all his ways;
“¢ Wonders of grace to God belong,
“ Repeat his mercies in your fong.
2 Give to the Lord of lords renown,
The King of kings with glory crown ;
¢ His mercies ever fhall enduie
¢ When lords and Kings axe kaown a0 m

e
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3 He built the earth, he fpread the (ky,
And fix’d the ftarry lights on high:

¢ Wonders of grace to God belong,
¢ Repeat his mercics in your fong,

4 He fills the fun with morning light,
He bids the moon direct the night:
« His mercies ever fhall cndure,
¢ When funs and moons (hall thine no more,

§ The Jews he freed from Pharaoh’s hand,
And brought ther to the promjs’d land :
¢ Wonders of grace to God belong,
¢ Repeat his mercies in your fong,

G He faw the Gentiles dead in fin,
And felt his pity work withinz,
¢ His mercies ever fhall endurc,
¢ When death and fin fhall reign no more,

2 He fent his Son with pow’r to fave
From guilt and darknefs, and the grave:
¢ Wonders of grace to God belong,
¢ Repeat his mercies in your fong.

8 Thro’ this vain world he guides our feet,
And leads us to his heav’nly feat:
¢ His mercies ever fhall endure,
* When this vain woild fhall be no more.

PSALM CXXXVIIIL
Refloring and prz/’wmg grace.
[ \ ITH all my pow’rs of heart and tongue
I’ll praife my Maker in my fong:
Angels {hall hear the notes I raife,
Approve the fong, and join the praife.

2 Angels that make thy church their care,
Shall witnefs my devotions thexey
Ns
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While holy zcal direts my eyes
To thy fair temple in the fkies.]

3 D’ll fing thy truth and mercy, Lord,
I’ll fing the wonders of thy word ;
Not all thy works and names below
So much thy pow’r and glery thow,
‘4 To God I cry’d when troubles rofe;
He heard me, and fubdu’d my foes;
He did my rifing fears eontroul
And firength diffus’d diro” all my foul.
% The God of heav’n maintains his ftate,
Frowns on the proud, and fcorns the greaty
But 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 foul revive,.
And keep my dying faith alive.

g GraceWill complete what grace begins,.
T'o fave from forrows or from fins:
Tle work that wifdom undertakes
Eternal mercy ne’er forfakes.

PSALM CXXXIX, Firf? Part. Long M

The all-fecing God.
a I CRD, thou haft fcarch’d and feen me t.
.4 Thine eye commands with piercing vi
My rifing and my rcfting hours,
My heart and flelh with all their pow’rs.
2 My theughts, before they are my own,
Are to my God diftin&ly known;
He. koows the'words 1 mean to {peak,
£re from my op'ning Yigs Wey etz

-
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3 Within thy circling pow’r I ftand;
On ev'ry fide I find thy hand:

Awake, aflecp, at home, abroad,
I am furrounded ftill with God.

4 Amazing knowledge ! vaft and great!
‘What large extent! what lofty height !
My foul, with all the pow’ts I boaft -

Is in the boundlefs prolpect loft. .

§ “ O may thefe thoughts poffefs my breafl,
¢ Where’er [ rove, where’er | reft!
¢ Nor let my weaker patlions dare
¢ Conicnt to fin, for God is there.,”

. Pausz L.

6 Could I fo-falfe, fo faithlefs prove,”
To quit thy fervice and thy love,
‘W here, Lord, could I thy prefence fhun,.
Or from thy dreadful glory run:!

7 ¥ up to heav’n I take my flight,
*Tis there thou dwell’ft enthron’d in light;,
Or dive to hell, there veng’ance reigns,
And Satan groans beneath thy chains.

8 If mounted on a morning ray
1 fly beyond the Weftern Sea,
Thy fwitter hand wouid firft arrive,
And there arreft thy fugitive,

9 Or fhould I try to fhun thy fight
Beneath the preading veil of night,
One glance of thine, one piercing ray,
‘Would kindle darknefs into day.

1z * O may thefe thou%lhts poflefs my treaft
 Whad'er 1 rove, where'er I reft!
N6 - '
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¢ Nor let my weaker paffions dare
¢ Conicat to fin. for God is there,

Pause II.
11 The veil of night is no difpuife,
No fcreen from thy all-fearching eyes;
Thv hand can feize thy foes as foon
Thro’ midnight fhades as blazing noon,

12 Midnight and noon in this agree,
Great God, they’re both alike to thee;
* Not death can hide what God will {py,
And hell lyes naked to his eye.

13 ** O may thefe thoughts poffefs my breaft,
¢ Where'r 1 rave, where'er I reft !
¢ Nor let my weaker pafiions dare
« Confent to fin for God is there.

PSALM CXXXIX Second Part. Long Mecu

The wenderful furmation of man,
3’ WAS from thy tand, my G d, I came,
I A work of foch a curious frame 3
In me thy fearful wonders (hige,
And each proclaims thy fkiil divine,
= Thine eyes did all my limbs furvey,
Which yet jn dark confufion lay;
. Thou faw'ft the daily growth they tcck,
Form'd by _die.'_mbdel of thy book.
3 By thee my growing parts were nam’d,
And whar thy fov’reign counlcls fram’d,
-{The breathing lungs, the beating heart) .
Was copy’d with un:rring art, <
4 Axlaff to thew my Maker’s name, .
Ged ftamp’d bis image ou my frame, £
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And in fome unknown moment join’d
The finith’d members to the mind.

§ There the young feeds of thought began,
- And all the paffions of the man:
Great God, our infant-nature pays
* Immortal mbt.te to thy praife,
PAUSE.
6 Lord, fince in my advancing age
I've alted on life’s bufy ftage,
Thy thoughts of love to mc furmount
The pow’r of numbcrs to recount. ~},1

7 I could furvey the ocean o’er
And count each fand that makes the ﬂxore. .
Before my fwifteft thoughts could trace
The num’rous wonders of thy grace.

8 Thefe on my heart are flill impreft,
With thefe I give my eyes to reft;
And at my wakiog hour 1 find .
God and his love poflcis my mind.

PSALM CXXXIX, Third Part. Long Mctre.

Sincerity profeffed and grace tried; or, the heart-
Jfearching God.

X MY God, what inward grief I feel
When impious men traofgrefs thy will!
1 mourn to hear their lips profane,
"Take thy tremendous name in vain,

2 Does not my foul deteft and hate
The fons of malice and deceit?
Thole that oppofe thy laws and thee,

{§ coant them encmies :0 me.

3 Lord, fearch my foul. try ev'ry thought; .
TEY’ my own heart acule me oot
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Of walking in a falfe difguife
I beg the trial of thine eyes.

4 Doth fecret mifchief lurk withig?
Do I indulge fome unknown fin?
O turn my feet whene’er I firay,
And lead me in thy perfet way.

PSALM CXXXIX. Firft Part, Com. Metr

God is every where,

1 TN all my vaft concerns with thee
In vain my foul would try
‘To fhun thy prefence, Lord,. or flee:
The notice of thine eye, -
2 'Thy all-furrounding fight furveys
My rifing and my reft,
My public walks; my private ways,
And fecrets of my breaft. '

3 My thoughts lye open to the Lord
Before they’re form’d within;
And ere my lips pronounce the word.
He knows the fenfe I mean.

4 O wondrous knowledge, deep and high !
Where cun-a creature hide !
Within thy circling arms I lye,
Befet on ev’ry fide.
§ So let thy grace furround me fill,.
And lik~ a bulwark prove,
To guard my foul frem ev'ry ill,
Secur'd by fov’reign love.
Pauske.
6 Lord, where fhull guilty fouls retire
Fergotten and unknown?

b
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>
Yn hell they meet thy dreadful fire,
In heav’n thy glorious throne.

7 Should I fupprefs my vital breath
To 'fcape the wrath divine,
Thy voice would break the bars of death,
And make the grave refign.

8 If wing’d with beams of morning light
1 fly beyond the Weft,
Thy hand, which muft fupport my flight,
W ould foon betray my reft,
o If o’er my fins I think to draw
The curtains of the night,
Thofe flaming eyes that guard thy law
. -Would turn the (hades to. light,

10 The beams of noon, the midnight hour
Are both alike to thee:
O may I neer provoke that pow’r
From which I cannot flee.

PSALM CXXXIX. Second Part. Com Meatre..

The wifdom of God in the formation of man,
3 WHEN I with pleafing wonder ftand,
And all my frame furvey,
Lord, ’tis thy work; [ own thy hand
Thus built my humble clay.

2 Thy hand my heart and rcins poffeft
* Where unborn nature grew;
Thy wifdom all my features trac’d,
And all my members drew:

3 Thioe eve with niceft care furvey'd
The growth of ev’ry part: ‘
Till the whole fcheme thy thovghts had laid
Was copy’d by thy ase - KRS

%
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4 Heav'n, earth, and fea, and firc and wind
Shew me thy wondrous kil ;
But [ review myfelf, and find
Diviner wonders ftill.
§ Thy awful glories round me fhine,
My flefh proclaims thy pranfe,
Lord, to thy works of nature join -
Thy miracles of grace.

PSALM CXXXIX. 14, 17, 18. Third Pant
Common Metre.
The mercics of God innumerable.
An Evening Pfaln. .
't LOR D, when | count thy mercies oer,
‘4 They ftrike me with furpriie;
Not all the fands that fpread the thore
To equal numbers rife.
2 My fleth with fear and wonder ftands,
The produét of thy fkill,
And hourly bleflings from thy hands
Thy thoughts of iove reveal.
3 Thefe oo my heart by night I kecp;
How kind, how dear to me!
O may the bour that ends my {leep
Still find my ‘thoughts with thee.

PSALM CXLI 2,3,4, 5.
Watchfulnefs and brotherly Yeprodf.

A Morning or Evening Pjalm.

s Y God, accept my earl) VOWS, .
Like morning incenit in thige houfe,

Apd it my n.ghdy wor thip rile

bwecl bt tbe ev'uing lacile. .



PSALM CXLIL 305

2 Watch o'er my lips, and guard them, Lord,
From ev'ry rath and heedlefs word ;
Nor let my-feet incline to tread
The guilty path where finners lead.

3 O may the righteous, when I ftray,
Smite and reprove my wand’ring way ¢
Their gentle words, like ointment thed,
Shall never bruife, but cheer my head.

4 When I behold them preft with grief,
T’ll cry to heav’n for their relicf;
And by my warm petitions prove
How much I prize their faithful love,

PSALM CXLIL
God is the hape of the helplefs.
1 O God I made my forrows known,
From God I fought relief;
In long complaints before his throne
. 1 pour’d out all my grief.

2 My foul was overwhelm’d with woes,
My heart began to break;

My God, who all my burdens knows,
He knows the way I take.

3 On ev'ry fide, I calt mine eye,
And found my helpers gone,
While friends and (trangers paft me by
Neglected or unknown,

4 Then did I raife a louder cry,
And call’d thy mercy near,
¢« Thou art my portion when I die,
¢ Be thou my refuge here.”

g Lord.Iam brought exceeding low,
Now Ict thine ear attend, =™ -
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And make my foes who vex me know
I've an Almighty Friend.
6 From my fad prifon fet me free,
Then fhall I praife thy name,
And holy men fhall join with me,.
Tby kindaefs to proclaim,

PSALM CXLHL
Emplaint of beavy afflictions in mind and bo
3 Y righteous Judge, my gracious God
Hear when 1 fpread my hands abros
And cry for fuccour from thy throae, -
O make thy truth and mercy known,
2 Let judgment oot againft me pafs;
Behold thy fervant pleads thy grace:. .
Should juftice call us to thy bar,
No man alive is guiltlefs there,

3 Look down in pity, Lord, and fee
The mighty woes that burden me;
Down to the duft my life is broughe,.
Like one long bury’d and forgot.

4 1 dwell in darknefs and unfeen,

My heart is defolate within;
My thoughts in mufing filence trace
‘The antient wonders of thy grace.

§ Thence I derive a glimpfe of hope
To bear my finking fpirits up;

I firetch my hands to God again,
And thirft like parched lands for rain.

6 For thee I thirft, I pray, I mourn; .

When will thy {miling face revarny,
Shall all my joys on earth removel
And God for ever hide his\ove?
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My God, thy long delay to fave,
‘Will fink thy pris'ner to the grave; . .-
My heart grows faint, and dim mine eye;
Make hafte to help befare I die.
The night is witnefs to my tears,
Diftrefling pains, diftrefling fears;
O might I hear thy morning voice,
How would my weary’d pow'rs rejoice !
In thee I truft, to thee figh,
And lift my heavy foul on high;
For thee fit waiting all the day,
And wear the tirefome hours away.

o Break off my fetters, Lord, and.thow
‘Which is the path my feet fhould go;
1f fnares and foes befet the road
1 flec to hide me near my God.

1 Teach me to do thy holy will,
And lead me to thy heav’nly hill ;.
Let the good Spirit of thy love
Condu@® me to thy courts above.

2 ‘Then fhall my foul no more complain,
The tempter ther fhall rage in vain;
Aund flcth, that was my foe before,
Shall never vex my fpirit more.

PSALM CXLIV. Firff part. 1,12
Affifance and viclory in the fpiritual warfare.
. OR ever blefled be the Lord,
My Saviour and my fhield;
He fends his Spirit with his word,
To arm me for the field.

When fin and hell their force unite,
He makes my foul bis care,
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Ioftruts me to the heav’nly fight, -
And guards me thro’ the war,

3 A friend and helper {o divine
Doth my weak courage raife;
He makes the glorious vi&t’ry mine,
And his fhall be the praife. -

PSALM CXLIV. Second Part. 3, 4,5,
The vanity of man, and condefcenfion of Gol,
1 OR D, what is man, poor feeble man,
Born of the earth at firft?
His life a fhadow, light and vain,
* Still hafting to the duft.

2 O what is feeble dying man,
Or any of his race,
That God fhould make it his concern
To vifit him with grace!

3 That God who darts his lightnings down,
‘Who fhakes the worlds above,
Aad mountains tremble at his frown,
How wond’rous is his love !

PSALM CXLIV. Third Part. ¥2,—1
Grace absve riches ; or, The happy nation
1 I_IAppy the city, where their fons
Like pillars round a palace fet,
And daughters bright as polifh’d ftones
Give {trength and beauty to the fiate.

2 Happy the country, where the fheep,
Cattle, and corn, have large increafe;
Where men fecurely work or fleep,
Nor fons of plunder break the peace.

Happy the pation thus endow'dsy
3 B u:: Iilyu.)re divingly blelX are Yodie
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whom the all-fufficient God - ’
nfelf with all his grace beftows.

PSALM CXLV. Long Metre.’
The greatnefs of God. o
Y God, my king, thy various praife
Shall fill the remnant of my days:
1y grace employ my humble tongue
Ul death and glory raife the fong.
1¢ wings of ev’ry hour thall bear
me thankfiil tribute to thine ear;
1d ev'ry feting fun thall fee
:'w works of duty done for thee.

hy truth and juftice I'll proclaim;

hy bounty flows, an endlefs ftream

hy mercy fwift, thine anger (low,

1t dreadful to the ftubborn foe.

hy works with fov'reign glory -fhine, .
ad fpeak thy majefty divine; _
:t Britain round her fhores proclaim -
he found and honour of thy name.

st diftant times and nations raife
he long fucceflion of thy praife:
od unborn.ages make my fong

he joy and labour of their tongue.

ut who can fpeak thy woad’rous deeds?
hy greatnefs all our thoughts exceeds;
aft and unfearchable thy ways,

aft and immortal be thy praife.

‘ALM CXLV. 1—9, 11, 13. Firf} Part,
The greatnefs of God.
ONG as [ live Il blefs thy name,
My King, my God of love;
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My work and joy fhall be the fame,
1n the bright world above. .
2 Great is the Lord, his pow’r unknows,
And let his praife be great: 7
1’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 facred fong
Shall join their chearful voice.
4 Fathers to fons thall teach thy name,
And children learn thy ways;
Ages to come thy truth proclaim,
And nations {found thy praife.

§ Thy glorious deeds of antient date
Shall thro’ the world be known ;
Thine arm of pow’r, thy heav’nly ftate

‘With public fplendor fhown.
6 The world is manag’d by thy hands,
Thy faints are rul’d by love;;
And thine eterpal kingdom ftands,
Though rocks and hills remove.

PSALM CXLV. Second Part. 7,%
. The goodnefs of God.,
1 SWEET is the mem’ry of thy grace,
My God, my heav’nly king:
Let age to age thy righteoufnefs
In founds of glory fing. '
2 God reigns on high, but not confines
His goodaefs to the fkies;
Throngh the whole earth his bounty fhine
And ev’ry want fupplies.

A
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‘With longing eyes thy creatures wait -
On thee for daily foad,
Thy lib’ral band provides their meat,
And fills their mouths wijth good.
| How kind are thy compaffions, Lord?
How flow thine anger moves?{
But foon he fends his pard’ning word
To chear the fouls he loves.

1 Creatures with all their endlefs race
Thy pow’r and praife proclaim;
But faints that tafte thy richer grace
Delight to blefs thy name.

PSALM CXLV. 14,17, &c. Third Part.

Mercy to fufferers ; or, God hearing Prayer.
t LE T ev’ry tongue thy goodnefs fpeak,
Thou fov'reign Lord of ali ;
Thy ftrength’ning hands uphold the weak,
And raife the poor that fall,
2 When forrow bows the fpirit down,
Or virtue lyes diftreft
Beneath fome proud oppreflor’s frown,
_ Thou giv'ft the mourners reft.
3 "The Lord fupports eur tott'ring days,
And guides our, giddy youth:
Holy and juft are ali his ways,
And all his words are truth.

4 He koows the pain his fervants feel,
He bears his children cry,
And their beft wifhes to fulfil
His grace is ever nigh.
§ His mercy never fhall remove
From men of heart fincere;
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He faves the fouls, whofe humble love
Is join'd with holy fear. - -
6 [His ftobborn foes his fword fhall fay,
And pierce their hearts with pain;
But none that ferve the Lord fhall fay,
¢ They fought his aid in vain.”}
7' [My lips thall dwell upon his praife,
And fpread his fame abroad;
Let all the fons of Adam raife
The honours of their God.]

PSALM CXLVI. Long Metre.

Praife to God for bis goodnefs and truth,
1 PRaiﬁe ye the Lord, my heart thall join
In work fo pleafant, fo divine;
Now while the fleth is mine abode,
And when my foul afcends to God.

2 Praife fhall employ my nobleft pow’rs,
While immortality endures;
My days of praife fhall ne’er be paft,
While life and thought and being laft.
3 Why fhould I make a man my truft?
Princes muft die and turn to duft; -
Their breath departs, their pomp and pow’s
- And thounghts all vanifh in an hour.

.4 Happy the man, whofe hopes rely
On Hr2l's God: hé made the {ky,
And carth and feas with all their train,
And tone fhall find his promife vain.

5 His truth for ever ftands fecure:
He faves th’ oppreft, he feeds the poor;
He iends the labing confcience peace,
And grants the pris'ncr {weet releafe.
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The Lord hath eyes to give the blind;
The Lord fopports the finking mind;
Je helps the ftranger in diftrefs,

The widow and the fatherlefs.

He loves his faints, he knows them well,
Bat turns the wicked down to hell : -
Thy God, O Zion, ever reigns;
Praife him in everlafting firains,
PSALM CXLVL As the r13th Pfalm,
Praife to God for his goodnefs and truth,
I’LL praife my Maker with my breath;
And when my voice is loft in death
Praife fhall employ my nobler pow’rs:
My days of praife fhall ne’er be paft
While life and thought and being laft,
Or immortality endures.

Why fhould I make a man my truft?
Princes muft die and turn to duft;

Vain is the help of fleth and blood:
Their breath departs, their pomp and pow'r
Atcd thoughts all vanith in an hour,

Nor can they make their promife gocd.

Happy the man whofe hopes rely
On fra’l’s God: he made the fky,
And earth and feas with all their train:
His truth for ever ftands fecure;
He faves th’ oppreft, he feeds the poor,
And none fhall find his promife vain.

The Lord hath eyes to give the blind; -
The Lord fupports the finking mind;

He fends the lab’ring conicience peace,
He helps the ftranger in diftrefs,
The widow and the fathcrlefs,

And grants the pris'ner fweet releale.
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s He loves his faints, he knows them well, -
But turns the wicked down to hell:
Tty God, O Zion, ever reigns:
Let cv'ry tongue, let ev’ry age
1o this exalted work engage;
Praite kim in everlafting ftrains.
6 1'll praife him while he lends me breath,
And w*cn my voice is loft in death,
Praife fhall employ my nobler pow'rs;
My days of praile thall ne’er be patt,
‘While life and thought and being laft,
Or immortality endures,

PSALM CXLVIL, Firf Part.
Tte divine nature, providence and grace,
1 Raife ve the Lord: ’tis good to rzife
Our hearts and voices in his praife:
His nature and his works invite
To make this duty our delight.

2. The Lord builds up Jerufalem,
And gathers nations to his pame:
His mercy melts the ftubborn foul,
And makes the broken fpirit whole.

3 He form’d the ftars, thofe heav’nly flames,
He counts their numbers, calls their names:
His wifdom’s vafl and knows no bound,

A deep where all our thoughts are drown'd,

4 Greatis our Lord, and great his might; |
And all his glories infinite:
He crowns the meek, rewards the juft,
And treads the wicked to the duit.

PAUSE.
§ Sing to the Lord, exalt him high,

W ho fpreads his clouds all round the fky:



ere he prepares the fruitful rain,
r lets the drops defcend in vain.

makes the grafs the hills adorn,

d clothes the {miling fields with corn;
1e bzaft with food his hands fupply,

d the young ravens when they cry.

‘hat is the creature’s {kill or force,

ae fprightly man, the warlike horfe,
1e nimble wit, the ative limb !

1 are too mean delights for him,

1t faints are lovely in his fight;

¢ views his children with delight:

: fees their hope, he knows their fear,
ad dooks and loves his image there.

PSALM CXLVIL. Second Part.
Summer and winter.
A Song for Great Britain.
) Britain praife thy mighty God,
And make his honours known abroad;
: bid the ocean round thee flow :
»t bars of brafs could guard thee fo.

ay children are fecure and bleft;
ay fhores have peace, thy cities reft;
¢ feeds thy fons with finelt wheat,
id adds his biefling to their meat.

tay changing feafons he ordains,
aine early and thy later rains:

s flakes of foow like wool he fends,
ad thus the fpringiog corn defends.

“ith hoary froft he ftrows the ground ;
s hail defcends with clatt’ring found:
hefe is the man {o vainly bold,
bat dares defy his dreadful cold!

. 02

»



316 PSALM CXRVIL

5 He bids the Southern breezes blow ;
The ice diflolves, the waters flow -
But he hath ncbler works and ways
To call the Britons to his praife

6 Toall the ifle his lays are fhown;
His gofpel through the nation known;
He hath oot thus reveal’d his word
To ev'ry land. Praile ye the Lord.

PSALM CXLVIL 7,—9, 13,—18. Com.

The feafons of the year.
1 ‘A 7ITH fongs and honours founding k
Addrefs the Lord on high; "
Over the heav’ns he fpreads his clound,
And waters veil the fky.

2 He fends his fhow’rs of blefling down
To chear the plains beiow ;
He makes the grafs the mountains crown,
And corn in valleys grow.

g He gives the grazing ox his meat,
He hears the ravens cry;
But man, who taftes his fineft wheat,
Should raife his honours high.

4 His fteady counfels change the face
Of the declining year;
He bids the fun cut fhort his race,
And wint’ry days appear.
5 His hoary froft, his fleecy fnow,
Deicend and clothe the grounds
T he liquid ftreams forbear te flow,
1nicy fevaisbound. -
n from s dreadful Notes onw
6 W‘;;e pours the aing A,

/‘—\
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“he wretch- that dares this God defy
Shall find his courage fail.

fe fends his word and melts the fnow,
The ficlds no longer mourn:

Ie calls the warmer gales to blow,
And bids the fpring return,

The changing wind, the flying cloud,
Obey his mighty word:

With fongs and honours founding loud.
Praife ye the fov'rcign Lord.

PSALM CXLVIII. Proper Metre.
Praife to God from all creatures.

YE tribes of Adam, join ,
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.

Thou fun with dazzling rays,
And moon that rules the night,
Shine to your Maker’s praife,
With ftars of twinkling light.
His pow’r declare,
Ye floods on high,
And clouds that fly
In empty air.
The fhining worlds above
Ia glorious order ftand,
Or in fwift courfes move
By his fupreme command,
O3
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He fpake the word,
And all their frame
From nothing came
‘To praile the Lord,
4 He mov’d their mighty wheels
In unknown ages paft,
And each his word fuffils
‘While time and nature laft,
In diff°rent ways
His works proclaim
His wond’rous name,
Aud fpeak his praife,

_ Pavsz.

§ Let all the earth-born race,
And monfters of the deep,
‘The fith that cleave the feas,
Or in their bofom fleep,

From fea and fhore
Their tribute pay,
And ftill ditplay
‘Their Maker’s pow’r,

6 Ye vapours, hail and foow,
Praife ye th’ almighty Lord,
And flormy winds that blow
To execute his word.

When lightnings (hine,
Or thunders roar,

Let earth adere

His hand divine.

7 Ye mountains near the fkies,
With lofty cedars there,
And trees of humbler fize,
‘That fruit in pleaty bear;
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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 fov’reign king;
And while you rule ustere,

.. His heav’nly 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 infancy and age
Their feeble voices join:

Wide as he reigns
His name be fung
By ev’ry tongue

In endlefs ftrains,

10 Let all the nations fear
The God that rules above;
He brings his people near, .
- Aod makes them tafte his love;

‘While earth and fky
Attempt.his praife,
His faints thall raife
His honours high.

PSALM CXLVIIL. Paraphrafed in Long Metre.,

Univerfal praife to God.

I JF.OUD ballelgjahs to the Loxd,

3

From diftant worlds whege creavoxes Ay

04
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Let heav’n begin the folemn word,
And found it dreadful down to hell.

Note, This Pfalm may be fung to the tune of
old v v ath, or 127th Pfalm, if thefe two knes be
ded to every flanza, viz.

Each of his works his name difplays,

But they can nc'er fulfil the praife.

' Otherwife it muft be fung to the ufual tunes of
Loog Metre. ‘
2 The Lord ! how abfolute he reigas !

Let ev'ry angel bend the kaee;

Sing of his love in heav'nly ftrains,

And fpeak how fierce his terrors be.

3 High on a throne his glories dwell,
An awful throoe of (hining blifs:
Fly thro’ the world, O fua, and teil
How dark thy beams compar’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
To join their praife with blazing fire ;
Let the firm earth and roﬁiug fea

+ In this eternal fong confpire.

6 Ye flow’ry plains, proclaim his {kill ;
Valleys lye low betore his eye:

And let his praife from ev'ry hill .

. Rite tuneful to the ncighbring fky.

7 Ye ftubborn oaks, and ftately pines
Berd your high branches and adore :
Praile him, ye beafts, in diff ’rent ftrains,
“The lamb mufl bicat, the lion roar.

=
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B Birds, ye muft make his praife your theme,
Nature demands a fong from you:
‘While the dumb fith that cut the {tream -
Leap up and mean his praiics too,

9 ‘Mortals, can you refrain your tongue,
When nature all around you fings 2
O for a thout from old and young,

From humble {waios and lofty kings !

10 Wide as his vaft dominion Iyes T
Make the Creator’s name be known ;
Loud as his thunder fhout his praife,

And found it Jofty as his throne,

11 Jehovah! ’tis a glorious word !
O may it dwell on ev'ry tongue !
But faints who beft 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 3
From all below and all above,

Loud hallelujahs to the Lord,

PSALM CXLVIIE. Short Metre,

Univerﬁzl praife.
1 E T ev’ry creature join
aife th’ eternal God ;
Ye heav’nly hof{)sr, the fong begin -

And found his name abread,

2 Thou fun with golden beams,
And moon with paler rays, -
Ye farry lights, ye twinkling flames,
Shine to your Maker’s praife,
3 He built thofe worlds above,
And fix’d their wond’rous frame;
By his command they ftand or move,
And ever fpeak his name,
Os
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4 Ye vapours, when ye rife,
_ Or fall in thow’rs or fnow,
Yeshuaders murm’ring round thg fkies,
His pow’r and glory (how.
§ Wind, bail, and flathing fire,
Agree to praife the Lord,
‘When ye in dreadful ftorms confpire
" To execute his word.

6 By all his works above
His honours be expreft
But faints, that tafte his faving love
" Should fing his praifes beft.

Pause L

7 Let earth and ocean know
They owe their Maker praife;
Praifc him, ye watry worlds below,
And monfters of the feas.

8 From mountains near the fky
Let his high praife refound,
From humble fhrubs and cedars high,

And vales and fields around.

9 Ye lions of the wood,
And tamer beafts that graze,
Ye live upon his daily food, -
‘And he expets your praife.
10 Ye birds of lofty wing,
On high his praifes bear;
Os fit on flow’ry boughs, and fing
’ Your Maker's glory there.

11 Ye creeping ants and worms,
His various wifdom fhow,
And flies in ali your fhining fwarms,
 Praife him that dreft youto..

——
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12 By all the earth-born race
His honours be expreft,
Baut faints that know his heav’nly grace
* Should learn to praife him beft,

Pavuse IL
13 Monarchs of wide command,
Praife ye th’ eternal King;
Judges adore that fov’reign hand,
Whence all your honours fpring,

14 Let vigorous youth engage
To found his praifes high;
‘While growing babes and withering age
Their feeble voices try.
15 United zeal be fhown
His wondrous 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,
Bat faints that dwell fo near his heart
Should fing his praifes beft.

PSALM CXLIX.
Praife God, all bis faints : or, The faints judge the
world,

rid
kA LL ye that love the Lord rejoice
And let your fongs be new ;
Amidft the church with chearful voice
His later wonders thew.
2 The Jews the le of his y
Shall their Rl:edoezmer ﬁng:gﬂme
And Gentile patioas join the praife
While Zion owns'h"e; King,
(V]
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3 The Lord takes pleafore in the juft,
‘Whom finners treat with fcoro;
The meek that lye defpis’d'in daft
Salvation .fhall adorn.
4 Saints fhall be joyful in their King
Ev’n on a dying bed:
And like the fouls in glory fing,
For God fhall raife the dead.
Tkhen his high praife thall fill their tongues
5" Their hand fhall wield the fwords —
And veng'ance fhall attend their foags,
The veng’ance of the Lord.

6 When Chrift the judgment-feat afcends,
And bids the world appear,
‘Thrones are prepar’d for all his friends
Who humbly lov’d him here.

7 Then fhall they rule with 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 honoars for the faints remains
Praife ye, and love the Lord.

PSALMCL. 1,2,6.
Afong of praife.
3 YN God’s own houfe pronounee his praifc,
A His grace he theje reveals;

"To heav’n your joy and wonder raje,
For there his glory dwells.
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2 Let all your facred paffions move,
While you rehearfe his deeds;
But the great work of faving love
Your higheft praife excceds.

3 All that have motion, life and breath
Proclaim your Maker bleft;

Yet when my voice expires in death,
My foul fhall praife him beft.

The CHRISTIAN DOXOLOGY.

Long Metre.

O God the Father, God the Son,
And God the Spirit, Three in Ocs,
Be honour, praife, and glory giv'n
By all oa earth, and all in hcav'n.

Commoa Metre.

ET God the Father, and the Son,
And Spirit be ador’d,
Where there are works to make him known
Or faints to love the Lord.

Common Metre. Abere the tune includes twaflanzas.
’ L '
HE God of mercy be ador'd,
Who calls our fouls from death, . -
Who faves by his redeeming word,
And new creating breath,
AL
" "To praife the Father aod the Son,
And Spirit all divine.
"The One in Three. and Thiec in Ones
Let faints and angels join.
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Short Metre.

YE angels round the throne, ~ -

And faints that dwell below,

‘Worfhip the Father, praife the Son,
And blefs the Spirit too.

As the 113th Pfalm.

OW to the great and facred Three,
The Father, Son, and Spirit be
Eternal praife and glory giv',
Thro' all the worlds where God is known,
By all the angels near the throne,
And all the faints in earth and heav'n,

As the 148th Pfalm.

O God the Father’s throne
- Perpetual honours raife;
Glory to God the Son,
To God the Spirit praife;
- With all our pow’rs,
Eternal King,
Thy name we fing,
Whﬂe faith adores.

. THE END.

TN
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Note, Inthis Table I have not direfted to the fe-
veral Parts or Metres of the Plalm, leff it fhould
breed too great a confufion of figures. What is fouzht
in any Pfalm, may cafily be found. by turning a leaf
or twe backward or forward, to the dijflinét Parts or

-Metres,

If you find not what word you feck in this Table, fock
another of the [ame fignification: or, feck it under
Jfome of the mire general words, fuch as God, Chrift,
Church, Saints, Pfalm, Prayer, Praife, Aflliction,
Grace, Deliverance, Death, &,

A
D AM the firft and
fecond, their domi-
nion 8

AflliGed, pity to them 41,
35. and tempted, fup-
ported 55, 145, 146.
their prayer 102, 143.
faints happy 73, 119,

14th part, 94.
AflliGtions, hope in them
42, 13, 77. Support and
profit 119, 14thpart. In-
ftruction by them ¢4, 119
18th part, fan&ified 94,
119, 18th part, Courage
in them 119, 19th part,
removed by prayer 84,
107. Submiffion to them
123, 131, 39. from men,
Jee perfecution, In mind

and body 143. trying our
graces 66, 119, 17th
part. without rejection
89. of faints and fin=
ners different 94. gentle
103, moderated 125,
very greay 102, 143, 77.
Aged faints refle®ion and
hope 71.
All feeing God 139
Angels, guardian, 34, 91.
all fubje& to Chriit 8y,
97 praife the Lora 103.
prefeat in churches 138,
Appeal to God againft
perfecutors 4. concerne
ing our fincerity 139.
bamility 131. -
Afcenfion of Chrift 24,
68, 47, 110
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@onverfion and joy 126.
at the afcenfion of Chrift
110. of Jews and Gean-
tiles 87, 106, 96

Corredtion, fec affliion

Corruption of manaers
general 11, 12

Counfel and fupport from
God 16, 119

Courage in death 16, 17,
91 in perfecution 119,
17th part

Covenant made withChrift
89. of grace unchange-
able 89, 106

‘Creation and providence
135,136, 33, 104, 147,
148

Creatures, no truftin them
62, 33, 146, vain and
God all fufficient 33.
praifing God 148

D

DAILY devotion g,

1

D43y9of humiliation for dif-
appointments in war, 60

Death and refurretion of
Chrift 16, 69. of faints
and finners 17, 37, 49.
and {ufferings of Chnit
22, 69. Deliverance from
it 31. and pride 49, and
the relurrecion 49, 71,
89. Courage in it 16, 17,
23. the effett of fin go.

DetenceinGod 3,121 and
falvation in God 18, 6t

Delaying finners w

95
Delight and fafety
church 48, 27, §
thelawof God 119
8th and 18th par
God 63, 42,73, 8
Deliverance begun
perfeéted 8. fron
fpair 18. from dee
trefs 34, 40. from
31, 118. from opp1
and falfehood §6.
perfecution §3, 9
Pprayer 34 40, 85,
from fhipwreck
from flander 31,
prizing +26. from
tations 3, 6, 13,18
a tumult 118,
Defertion and diftre
foul 25, 13, 38, 1,
Defire of knowledge
gth part. of holinef
11th part. of co
and deliverance
12th part, of quick
grace 119, 16th p:
Defolations, the cht
fafety in them 46
Defpair and hope in
17, 49. Deliverance
it 18, 130
Devotion daily s35,
141. on a fick-be:
6. fee moming,
ing, Lord’s day
Direction and parde



his perfonal glories and
government 4§, praifed
by children 8. prieft and
king 110. his refurrec-
tion on the Lord’s day
118. our ftrength and
righteoufnefs 41. his
fufferings and kingdom
2, 23, 69. his fufferings
for our falvation 69. his
zeal and reproaches ibid.
Chriftians  qualifications
15, 24. church made of
Jews and Gentiles 87
Churchits beauty 45, 48,
122. the birth place of
faints 87, built on Je-
fus Chrift 118. Delight
and fafety in it 27. De-
ftru&ion of enemies pro-
ceeds fromthencey 6. ga-
ther’dand fettled 132 of
the Gentiles 45, 47. God
fights for her 46. 10, 30.
God’sprefence therer32,
84. God’s fpecial delight
87, 133. God’s garden
92. Going to it 122, the
houfé¢ and care of God
135. of the Jsws and
Geantiles 8y . its increafe
67. prayer in diftrefs
80 perfecuted, fze per-
fecution. Reftored by
prayer 85, 102, 107. its
fafety io national defo-
Tations 46, is the fafety
. @nd honour of a nation

ar

48. the fpoufe of Chrift
45 its worfhip and ord-
er 48. Wrathagainft ene-
mies proceeds thence 76
Colonies planted 107
Comfort, holinefs and
pardon 4, 32, 119, 11th
and 12th parts, and fup-
portin God 94, 16. from
antient providences 77,
143. of life bleft 127,
and pardon 130,
Company of faints 16, 109
Complaint  of abfence
from public worfhip 42.
of ficknefs 6. defertion
13. pride, Atheifm, op-
prefhion, &c. 10, 12 of
temptation 13. general
102. of quarreifome
neighbours 120, of hea-
vy affliGtions, in mind

and body 143
Compaflien of God 103,
1455 147
Communion with {aints
106, 133

Confeflion of our poverty
16. of fin, repentange,
and pardon 32, 51, 38,
130, 143

Confcience tender 119,
13th part, its guilt re-
lieved 38, 32, 51, 130.

Contention complained of
120

Converfe with GaA v,

24 pact &3



the true God 96, 98,

ar

G’Zriﬁcation and conde-
fcenfion of Chrift 8, 45
Glory of God in our ful-
vation 69. and grace

promifed 84, 97, 89
Glutton 98. and drunk-
ard 107
God all in all 127. all-
fecing 139. all fuilidi-
ent 16, 33. his being,
attributes  and  provi-
dence 36, 65, 147. his
care of faints 7, 34. his
creation and providence
33, 104, &c. our defence
and falvation 3, 61, 33,
11§ cternal and fove-
reign and holy 3. eternal
and man mortal 9o,
102, faithfulnefs 105,
111, 89. glorified and
finners faved. 69. good-
pefs and mercy 143,
303. goodneis and truth
145, 146. governing
power and goodnefs 66.
greatand good 144, 68,
14, 147. heart fearche
ing 139. our only hope
and help 142. the judge
9, §0, 97. kind to his
people 145, 146. hisma-
jefty 97. and condefcenfi-
on 113, 144. mercy and
truth 36, 103, 136, 89,
145, made man 8. of

as e

natare aod grace 65, his
perfections 511, 36, 145,
147. our portion and
Chrift our hope 4. our
portioo here and here-
after 73. his power and
majelty 68, 89. 93, 96.
praifed by children 8. our
preferver 121, 138, pre-
fent in his churches 84,
our refuge in natiopal
troubles 46. our fhep-
herd 22. his fovereignty
and goodnefs to man 8,
113, 144. our fupport
and comfort, 94. fu-
preme governor 82, 93,
7. his vengeance asd
compzffion ¢8, 7. un-
changeable 89, 111. his
-univerfal dominion 103.
his wifdom in his works
111, 139. worthy of all
praife 145, 146, 150

Good works 15, 24, 112.
profit men, not God 16

Goodnefs of God 8, 103,
111, 145, 346
Gofpel its glory and fuc-
cefs 19, 45, 110. joy=
ful found 89, 98. wor-
fhip and order 48

Government of Chrift 45.
from God 7§

Grace its evidences, er
felf examination26,139.
aborve riches 144. with-
out merit 16, 32, of

I~
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Chrift 45, 72. and pro-
vidence 33, 36, 135,
136, 147.prefervingand
reftoring 138. truth and
protedion 57. tried by
afit®ion 17, 66, 125,
and glory 84, 97. par-
doning 130
Guilt of confcience reliev-
ed 38, 32, 51, 130,
| .

HAPPY faint and curfed
finner 1

Harvelt 65, 126, 147

Health, ficknefs, and re-
covery 6, 30, 31, pray-
ed for 6, 38, 30

Heartknown to God 139

Hearing of prayer and fal-
vation 4, 10, 66, 102

Heaven of feparate fouls
and refurreétion 19. the
faints dwelling place 24

Holinefs, pardon and com -
fort 4. defired 119, 11th
part, profeft 119, 3d
part, 139

Hope in darknefs 13, 77,
143. of refurre&ion 16,
7 1. and defpair in death
17, 49. and prayer 27.
for nétory 20. and direc-
tion 42. in affliGtions 42,

1
H:fznna of thechildren 8,
for the Lord’s-day 118
Houfehold, fee family
Humiliation day 10. for

difappointment 6o
Humility and fubmiffion
131, 139 °

Hypocrites and hypocrify
12, 50
I
IDOLATRY reproved

16, 115, 13§

Jehovah 68, 83, reigns
93; 96, 97

Jews, fee lrael

Images, fecidolatry

Imprecations and charity
35

Incarnation g6, 97, 98.
and facrifice of Chrift 40

Infants 139, fee children

Inftru&tion from God 25.
from fcripture 119, 4th
and 7th parts, in piety

34

Inftructive afliQions 94

Iniemperance punithed; 8.
and pardoned 107

Joy of converfion 126,
Jee delight

Ifrael faved from the Af-
fyrians 76. faved from
Egypt, 2ad brou;ht to
Canaan 135, 136. 77,
160, 10-, rebellion and
puni(hment 78 punithed
and pardoned 106, 107.
travels in the wilderncis
107, 114

Judgment and mercy o,
65, day 1, Q. q4. q1.
93,149 Il G g
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jufltice of providerce 9.
and truth towards men

1¢
juliiﬁcation free 32,130
K

KING is the care of hea-
ven 21

King William and King
George

Kingdom of Chrift, fee
Chrift

Knowledgedefired 19,119
oth part

L

L AW of God, delight in
it 119

Liberality rewarded 41,
112

Life and riches their va-
nity 49. fhort and feeble
8§9. 90, 144

Longiag after God 63. 42

Lord's day, pfalm 93,
118. morning §, 19, 63

Love of God to the righ-
teous  and hatred to the
wicked 1, 11. to our
neighbour 15 of Chrift
tofinners 3§ of God bet-
ter than hite 63. of God
unchangeable 1c6. 89.
0 encmes 109, 3.
brotrerly 133. and wor-
fhip ina ramily sbia.

Luxury punithed 58, and
pardon’d 107

M
MAGISTRATES wam-

ed 58, 82. qualifications
101, raifed and depofed

75
Majefty sf God 68. fz¢God
Man his vanity as mortal,
39, 89, 90. 144. domis
nion over creatures 8,
mortal and Chrift eters
nal, 102. wonderful for-
mation 139
Mariners pfalm 107
Marriagemyftical 45
Mafter of a family 101
Meditation, 1, 63, 119,
sthand 6th parts
Melancholy reproved 42.
and hope 59. removed
126 '
Mercies common and fpe-
cial 68, 103. fpiritual
and temporal 103 In.
numerable 139, Ever-
lafling 136. Kecorded
107. and judgment o,
and truth of God 36
103. 89, 136. 14§, 146
Ment difclaimed 16
Mefhiah, fee Chrift
Midnight thoughts 63,
139, 119, sth and 6th
parts
Minifters ordained 132
Miracles in the wildernefs
14
Morning pfalm 3. 141,
of a fabbath 5, 19, 63
Mortality of man 3y, 49,
9o, md hope /g, and
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ternity 98 102
N

I’s honour and
the church 48.
'y 67, 144, bleft
ithed 107
deliverance 67,
114, 120. defo-
the churches
od triumph in
)
ad feripture 19,
h part, of man

land pfalm 197
he sth 115, 124
0

ENCE fincere
139. better than
§0

death 9o, and
tion 71, 89
:nce, omnifci-
nniprefence, &c,

P
N, holinefs and
4. of backfliding
dire&ion 2. and
ace prayed for
1 coafeflion 31.
nal and a&ual fin
otiful with God

under afli&ions
der perfecutions

in darknefs 77,
1

Peace aad holinefs encou-
raged 34. with men de-
fired 120

Perfe@ions of God 111,
145, 147, 36 .

Perfecuted faints, their
prayer and faith 35 44,
74, 80, 83

Perfecution, vitory over
and deliverance from it
7> §2, 94. courage in it
119, 17th part

Perfecutors punifhed 7,
129, 149. their folly 14,
complained of 35, 44,
74, 80, 83. deliverance
from them 94, 9, 10

Perfeverance 138, in trie
als 1 9. 17th part

Perfonal gloties of Chrift

§
P:ﬂilence. Prefervation
init gf
Piety. Inflrutions there-
in 34. fee faint '
Pity to the afflited 41.
Jee charity, God
Pleading without repiving
39, 123. the promifcs
119, 10th part
Poor, charity to them 15,
37, 43, 112

- Portion of faints and fine

ners 11,17 37

Poverty confeffed 16

Power and majefty of God
89 68,145. fee God

Practical atheifm 14, 36

'
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t'raife to God from chil-
dren 8 for creation and
providence 33, 104. to
our Creator 100 from
all creatures 148. for
eminent deliverance 34,
118 general 86, 145,
150. for the gofpel 98,
for health reftored 30,
116. for hearing prayer
66, 102. to Jefus Chrift
45. from all nations
1.4. and prayer public
65 . for protedtion, grace
ard truth 57, for provi-
derce and grace 26 for
rain 65. :47. from the
faints 549, 150, for
temporal bleffings 68,
147. for temptations o-
vercome 18. for vitory
in war sbid,

Prayer heard 4, 34, 65,
66. in time of war 20.
and hope of victory 27,
praife public 65. and
kope 24. in church’s di
ftrefs £o. heard and Zion
reflored 1c2. and faith
cf perfecuted faints 35,
37, 56 and praife for
deliverance 34 for re
pentance and pardon,
&c. 38. fee complaint

Preferving grace 1.8

Yrefervation in public
dangers 46, 91, 112
daily 121

Pride and Atheifm, and
oppreflion punifhed 10,
12 and death 49

Priefthood of CkLrift 1,
110 ‘

Princes vain 62, 146

rofeffion of fincerity and
repentance, &c 119, 3d

part, 139. falfe 50

Promifes and threatenings
81. pleaded 119. 10th
part

Profperity dangerous ¢35,

3

Profpercus finners curfed
37 4.-73

Prote¢tion, truth  and
grace 57. by cay and
night 12

Providence, its wifdom
and cquuty 9. and crea-
tion 33 .35, 136. and
grace 36, ;47. and per-
teions of Gud 36 its
myitery unfolded 7 3. re-
corded 77, 48, 107. in
air, earth and fea 33,
65, 89, 105, 107, 147

Prudence and zeal . g

Pfalm for folaiers 1 8, 6o.
for old age 71 for huf-
bandmen 65. for a fune-
ral 89, 9o ferthe Lord’s
day ¢2. before prayer
¢§. buiore fermous Jiid.,
for n:agiftrates ro1. for
houfcholdersior for ma-
rinkrs 107, for gluttons

o
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lrunkards 107. for
England sbid for
ifth of November

12¢, for Great
in i;! 147. fee
, even. &c.

praife for private
ies 116,118. forde-
ince 124. worfhip,
ice from it com-
ed of 42. worfhip
ded on 122. prayer
praife 65, 84
iment of finners I,
37. and falvation
81, 106, fee afflic-

fes holy 119, 15th

Q
LIFICATIONS of
iriftian 15, 24
‘elfome neighbours

iening grace 119,
1 Pll't

R
[ from heaven 135,
147
rery from ficknefs
o, 116
sing in God 18, fee
delight .
ive duties 15, 133
ion and juftice 15, in
Is and deeds 37
ious education 34,

} 4

‘Refolutions  holy

Remembrance of former
deliverances 37, 143

Repentance, confeffion and
pardon’ 32. and prayer
for pardon and ftrength
38. and faith in tha
blood of Chrift g1

Reproach removed 31, 37

Refignation 39, 123. 13L

119,
15th part

Reftoring grace 138, 23

Refurrection and death
of Chrift 2, 16. of the
faints 16, 17, 49, 71.
and death 49, 71, 89
99

Reverence in worfhip 89,

9

RZvolution by King Wil-
lam 55

Riches their vanity 49.
compared with grace
144

Righteous, fee faints

Righteoufnefs from Chrift
71. fee falvation par-
don, Chrift

S

SABBATH, fer Lord’s
day ‘

Sacrifice 40, §1, 69. in-
carnation of Chrilt 40

Safety in public dangers
91. and triumph of the
church in national de-
folations 46. in God 61,
and delightinthe chass
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27

Saints happy, and finners
curfed 1, 11, 119, 1ft
part. fafety in evil times
12, 46. the beft compa-
ny 16. chara&erifed 14,
24. and finners portion
1, 17 dwell in heaven
35, 24. punithed and
faved 98, 106. God’s
care of them 34. reward
at laft 50, 90, 92. and
finners end 37, 1, (I.
patience and world’s ha-
tred 37. chaftized and
finners deltroyed 94. die,
but Chrift lives 302. pu-
nifthed and pardoged 106,
307. condu&ed to hea-
ven 106, 107, tried and
preferved 66, 125, af-
fli&ticns moderated 125,
judging the world 149

Salvation of {aints 0. and
triuroph 18. and defence
in God 61. by Chrilt 69,

85

San&ified afflictions 119,
lalt part, y4

Satan fubdued, 3, 6, 13

Scripture compared. with
the book of pature 19,
119, 7th part. Inftruéti-
on trom it 119, 4th part,
Delight in it 119, §th
and - 8th parts Holinefs
and comfort from it 119,
6th part. Pertectians

119, 7th part,
-and excellency 11
part. Attended w
Spirit 119th, gth
Scafons of .the ye
147

Seaman’s fong 107

Secret devotion 1
part, 34

Seeking God 63, :

telf examination,
dences of grace :

Separate fouls, he:

Shepherd of faints
23

Shipwreck prevent

Sick bed devotion
39, 116

Sicknefs healed
116

Signg of Chrift’s
12, 96, &c.

Sin of nature 14. !
and a&ual, confe
pardoned g1. a
tifement of fai
106. univerfal 1

Sincerity 19, 26,
proved and rewai
profeft 119. 3d

Sinner curfed, al
happy 1, 11. ar
portion 1, 17,
batred and fain’
ence 37 deftroy
faints chaltized

Sins of tongue 12

Siander, dehvera
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it 31, 120
®ong, fec Plalm
Sorrows, fee  afliction,
" ficknefs, &c.
Souls in feparate ftate 17,
146, 159
Spirit given at Chrift’s
" afcenfion 6S. his teach-
. ingdefired 119, gth part,
t
S;iritual enemies over-
. come, 3, 18, 134. blef-
* fings and punifhments 81,
. mindednefs 119,2d part,
_ Jee faint, grace, &c.
Spoufe of Chrift the King
. 18 the church 45
Spring of the year 65, and
fummer 65, 104. and
wiater 147
Storm and thunder 29,
135, 148
Stiength, repentance, and
pardon prayed for 38.
from Chrift 71. of grace
138
Submiffion 123, 131. to
Chrift 3, to ficknefs 39,
Succefs of the gofpel 19,
110.
Sufferings and death of
- Chrift 22, and kingdom
. of Chrift 2, 22, 69, 110
Summer 65. and winter
147
Support and counfel from
God 16. for the affli®ed
and tempted 55. and

comfortin God 94, 119,
14th part.

Surety and facrifice, Chrift
40

T

TEMPTATIONS over-
come 3, 18. 1o ficknefs
6. efcape from them 25.
of the devil 13. fupport
under them, 3, 55, 94

Tempter, fee Satan

Tender confcience 119,
13th part

Thanks public for private
mercies 116, 118. fee
praife

Threatenings and promi-
fes 81 i

Thunder and florm 29,
135, 136, 148

Times evil 11, 12

Torigue governed 34, 39

Trial of our graces by af-
fi&ions 66, 125. of our
hearts 26, 139

Triumph for falvation 18.
and fafety of the church
in npational defolations
46. at the lat day 149

Troubles, fz¢ afflittions,
temptations _

Trult in the creatures
vain 62, 146

Truth, grace, and pro-
tection §7, 145. 146.
Jee God, taithtulnefs

Tumult, deliverance irom
it
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v
VANITY of man as
mortal 39. 89, 144. of
life and riches 49
Vengeance and compaffion
68 againft the enemies
of the church 76, 149
Vi&ory hoped and prayed
for 20, over temptations
6, 18, 144. over tempo-
ral enemies 18, and de-
liverance from perfecu-
tion §3
Vineyard of God wafted 80
Unislief and envy cured
37. punithed 95
Unchangeable God 89, 111
Vows paid in the church
316. of holinefs 119,
15th part

WAITING for pardon
and dire&ion 25 for an-
{wer to prayer 85, 143,
130

‘War, prayer in time of
it 20 difappointments
therein 6o victory 18.
fpiritual 18, 144

‘Warnings of God to his
people &

Watchtuleefs 19, 141,
over the tongue 39

‘Weather 65, 107, 135

N

147, 148

Wicked, fee finner, faint
Wickednefs of man 14,
36, 51

Wind, fec providence, fesr '
fons, ftorm

Winter and fummer 147

Wifdom and equity of
providence 9. of God in
his works 111

Word of God, fze ferip-
ture

Works of creation and
providence 104, 147,
148. and grace 19, 33,
111, 135, 136. good
profits men, not God 16

World’s hatred and faints
patience 37

Worthip and order of the
gofpel 48 delight in it
84. with reverence 89,
99 daily 55, 134, 141,
io a family 133. public
63, 84, 122, 133. ab-
fence trom it 42, 63

Wrath and mercy from
the judgment feat 9. fee
m:rein God punifhment,
finner, vengeance

Z

ZEAL and prudence 39

Zion its citizers 15. fee
church
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A
that love the Lord rejoice page 323
ity Ruler of the fkies 25
rath remember love 89
Temblies of the great 174
rinces, earthly gods 18z
God of grace 174
»s of Zion fools 122
ow fo fenfclefs grown 35
«cious God 41
ats, to praife your King agx
B

the lofty ky 47 .
we, the geaerous love 8z
torning fun 48
ire foundation Stone 253
vaiting {ervant, Lord 263
foul, the living God 217
jons of peace 288
fouls that heur and know 18%
undefi’d in heast a2ss
a2an, for ever bleft 73
aan whofe bowels move 96
aan who fhuns the place 9
ition where the Lord g5

C

EN in years and knowledge young 78
en, learn to fear the Lord 8o
r voices join to raife 203
bis praife abroad ibid
my [orrows, Lord 266
D

;joic’d in God his (trength 54
rearts let usrecord 149
- E

ny God without delay 23x
rd our God aro

F
y name is kncwn 106
15 thy gentle bana 270
g thy wondrous grace 143
mov’'d arc they 279
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¥irm was my bealth, my days were bright 68
Fools in thair hearts belicve and ay 34

For ever bl.ffed e the Lord 3:9

¥or ever (hail my fong record 183

From sge to age exalt his name 131

From all that dwell below the fkies 250
From deep diftrels and troubled thougnts 284

G

G 1 VE tharks to God, he rcigns above 230
Give thark- to Gaod, invoke his name 226
Give thanks co Ged aoft high 293

Give thauks to God the fovereign Lord 392
Give to ovr God immortal praife 296

Give to the Lord ye fons of fam 67

God in his carthly temple lays 182

God is the refuge of his faints 103

God my fupporter and my hope 157

God of cterpal love 219

G+d of my clhildhcoa and my youth 153
God cf my iife look gently down 9:

God of my nercy and my pr ife 236

Good is the Lord the heavenly King 139
Great God. atterd while Zion fiogs 176
Great (rod, how oft did liracl prove 170
Great God, irdulze my humble claim 133
Gireat Gol, the heavens well-order’d frame 50
Great Go!', whofe 1 niverfal tway 154
Gireat is ti o Lord ex lied high ags

Gicat is tt L-td his works «f might 240
Grezt is the Lord our God 1c§

Great th pherd of thine Ifrael 1912

H

HAD not the Lord, may Ifrael fay 2y7
H.ppy 's ke that fears the Lord ag2

Happy the city where their fous 308
H-ppy the wan te whom his God 72

Hay py tire n an wiole cautions feet 11

Heer nie, O Gud, nor hide thy face 254
Hear wh.r the Lordin vfiop fa'd 156

Help, Lot &, for men of vistve fail 31
Herog: " the Lord, the Saviour reigns 206
He tiat . atu made his refuge Cod 194
Hign 11 U (heavens, ctanal God 83

How astjul wtty chait’ang rod 166

How dd my heat Teoics to har aa
Tlow faid’, theis puilt and ferows 1ife a:‘_\
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1, O Lord, thall I complain 33

3 wile thou conceal thy face 15id

ifant, how divinely fair 178

Mfant ’tis to fce 289

1s’d and bleft was « 295

1 the young fecure their hearts 248
I

VAH reigns; he dwells in lisht 198
r Lord, afcend thy thronc :38
1l reign where’er the fun 54
Tcceed not, all the coft 280
©0 build the houfc deny 281
7 foul to God G»
the Lord from day today 79
© my Maker with my breath 313
¢ the honour of my king 100
¢ Lord, hc heard my cries 248
y vait concerns with thee 302
r, Lord, rebuke me not 20
's own houfe pronounce his praife 314
1 God of old was known 163
ne hand, O Gud of truth 69
he world ; the Lord is come 109
: Lord before my face 40
ambition in my heart 28g
Lord our Saviourshand 2316
1e, O Loxd, and prove my ways 6g
aho rule the world by laws 129
thy ways, aad tructhy w rd 4§
| patient for the Lord 93
ttol thee, Lord, on high 68
L

il the earth their voices raife 208
the Heathen writers join 260
ldren bear the mighty decds 16y
Ty creature join 331

xy tongue thy goodnefs fpeak 3112
W arife in all his :uight 143

ners take their cousfe 124

n in her King rejoice sog

m and her fons rejoice 218

s [live 'll bi- 8 thy name 3-9
1alt thou cait the nation off 129

. sm thinc but thon wikip. .. 4
| am vile, conceiv’d in fin 1,9
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Lord, Tetdeen thy judgments right aGo
Lotd, if thine eyes {urviy cur favlts 192
Lord. if thou doft ot forn appear 30
Lord, 1 have male thy word my choice 26¢
Lord, in the morping thou fhalt hear 18
Lord, I will blefs thee all my days 77
Lotd, I would fpread my fore diftrefs 521
Lord of the worlds above 178
Lord, thou haft call’d thy grace to mind 182
Lord. thou haft heard thy fervant ery ast
Lord, thou haft (earch’d and feen me thro’ 1989
Lord. thou hatt (c.n my foul fincere 44
Lord, thou wilt hear mc when I pray 58
Lord, %tis a pleafant thing to ftand 397
Lord we have heard thy worksof old 92
Lord, what a feeble picce 193
Lord, what a thoughtle(y wretch was I 159
Lord, what is man, poor feeble man 308
Lord, what was man when made at firft 26
Lord, when I count thy mercieso%er 3c4
Lord, when thou di‘ft afcend on high 144
Loud tallelujahs to the Lord 319
Lo, what a glo.isus Corner-Stone 254
Lo, what an cntertaining fight 288

M
MAKER and fov'reign Lord 12
Mercy and judgment are my fung 21z
Mine cyes and wy defire 64 :
My G 2, accept my early vows 34
My God confider my diltrels 265
My God how many are my fears 15
My God in whom are all the fprings 129
My God, my everlsfting hope 151
My God, my king, thy various praife 353
My God permit my tongue 1334
My God, the fteps of pious men 88
My God what inward grief ] fecl 301
My hcart rejoices in thy name 70
My n-ver ccafing fongs ‘thall thow 184
My retuae 1s the God af love z9
My righteons Judge, my gracious God 3c6
My savionr and my King- 99
My Suviour, my Alinighty rricnd 158
My fepierdas the bving Lord 58
My (b:pherd wili iupply my newd 39
My 1oul, how Joyely is the pase 317
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wul lies cleaving to the duft 268

wal repeat his praife 220

nl thy great Creator praife 222

virit looks to God alone 130

sirit ioks within me, Lord 97

nft isin my beavenly friend ax
N

fleep nor flumber to his eyes 28y

o0 our names, thou only Juft and True 349

lo cusfelves who are but duft 246

be my heart infpir'd to Gng 102

from the rosring lion’s rage s6

P'm convinc’d the Lord is kind 15§

ket our lips with holy fear 149

let our mournful fongs recard sy

may the God of power and grace g3

plead my caufe, almighty God 82

fhall my folemn vows be paid 141
o

L L ye nations, praife the Lord 250
fled fouls arc they 71

6 the Lord my foul 219

itain, praife thy mighty God 31g
Mtece and of grace [ fing 213

- a-fhout of facred joy x04

Wd my refuge hear my crics 123

id of grace and righteonfucfs x7

d of mercy hear my call 122

d to whom revenge belongs <00
py man whofe foul is 6lI'd 28¢

»py mation where the Lord 76

w 1 love thy holy law 159

rd, how msny are my foes 16

rd our heav’nly king 33

rd oar Lord, how wondrous great 14
it the Lord would guide my ways 25¢
& thy ftatutes ev’ry hour a6y

sa that hear’it when finners cry 120
m whofe grace and jultice reigns 276
»1 whofc juftice reigus on high 1ag
B.d, our help in ages paft 190

of the deeps of long diltrcls 283
at a @tiff rebellious heule 168

4
JISE walts in Zion, Lord, for thee x33
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Praife ye the Lord, my heart hall jo'n 313
Praue ye the Lord, ’tis jocd torude 314
Prederve me Lord in time of nfed 38

R

REJOICE ye righteous in the Lord 74
Rememb.r, Lord, our moartal ftate 188
Retarn, O God of love, return 193

S

SALVATION is for eyer nigh 18rx

Save ofe. O G2, the {welling flouds 145

Sive me, O Lord, fiom every foe 29

See what a living Stone 253

Shew pity, Lord; O Lord .or jve 118

Shire, migity G-d, ca Biitain fhine 142

Sing all ye rations tu the Lowd 130

Sing t. the Lord alond 193

Sing to the Lord Jehoval.’s name 203

Sing t0 the Lord with joyful voice arx

Sing to the Lord ye dittan: linds 204

Songs of immortal praife beleng 239

Soon as I heard my Futher fay 66

Scre there’s a righteous God 258

Swect ‘s the mem*ry of thy grace 310

Sweet is the work, my God, my king 196
T

T EACIH me the meafure of my days gr
T Awighty reisps (x.leed high 227

Th.: niap is bleft who ftanis in awe 240
Th. carth jor ever is the Lerd’s 61

Thee wil ! love, O Lord my ftrength 43
The Gud Jchova! reizns 209

Th. G d of glory fuids bas iumamors tosth 13
Tih G dof our falvation ivais 136

The fiav'us Jeclsre thy ploiy. Loid 5o
The King of firts how fair his face 104
The king, O Lord, with fongs ef prailc 53
Tre Laid gppeats my helper now 251

‘Foe Lord how wondicns avc his ways 218
Tz Lord Jchovah reigns 199

The Lapd 1s go: €3 the bica s proclaim 20y
Ths L erd my thepherd is 6o

T = Leryof oy ismy bge: of

Tz Lord of ¢ ury rigns, be regoson hinh 158
The Lord the jud g Lefore b theeue 110
The Lord the judgs bis churches warns 113,
The Lord the fov'reigo Kivg axs
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rd the fov’reign fends his fommons forth 313
n isever bleft 10
iife of Sion waits for thee 138
mders, Lord, thy love has wiought o5
mighty G>d on feeble man 183
the day the Lord hath made 253
cious earth is all the Lords 61
st -y portion, O my Gxd 257
5 d of love, thou ever bl-{t 170
sv'ry age, eternal Gd 189
kappy man who fears the Lord 242
refolv’d hefore the Lord 9>
sith the Lord, thé fpscisus h:lds 1xx
aith the Lord, your work is v«in 93
he eternal Father fpake 237
‘he great Lord of rarth and fia i*id
sercies fill the earth, O Lord 262
ame, al.ighty Lord 250
vorks of glory. mighty Lord 234
y thy Crength the moundains ftand 138
d I cry’d with mournful voice 165
J I made my forrows known 30§
4 the great, the ever bleft 228
aven 1 lift my waiting eves 273
ir elmighty maker G »d 208
ee befire the dawn: ng hghe 2:6
iee moft bely and moft high a6
iine almighty arm we owe 45
s for thy fuke eternal God 150
s from thy hand, my God, I came 390
s in the watches of the night 132
v

N man on folith pleafures bent 232
iken as the facred hill 299
om my youth may ifra’l fay 282
» the hills T Ift mine «ye5 29t
rd 1 lift m ne cyes 293
AV

lefs the Lord the juft the good 144
ove thee, Lord, and w. ador. 45
tfhei I render to my God 240
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*3ke- §a'] freed fom Pharaoh’s hand 249
2 hen Wrael’s fims the Lord reproves 169
\r hen ! with pleafing worder fand 303
When man grows ~old in fin 85

When overahelm'd with guef 129
When pain #nd & goith fuize mu, Lord 269
Wen the preat Judge fupremc and jult 29
Wheie f ali the man b feund 63
Where fhail we go to fick and find 286
WVhile 1 } cep fittnce and conceal 33
While o » prow bold in wicked w.ys 83
‘Who 1., fend thy Peavenly place 33
YWho Hall inhabit in chy Lill 36

“whe will srie ané plead my right 201
Wiy did the Jews proclaim ther r-ge 14
Y1y d. t.c natiens join o fl.y 13
i o tl. provd inflt the poar rog
b e the wealthy wicked bosft 8y
Mooviabitee Lord ftind offfo for 28
WY, aotn e 2o of richesgrow 10y
“Wh. Lasmy Gofmy foul forfook sg
“Yhy ket ' vexmy foul and ficr 86
G2 tor cver caft us ofi 160
Vel sd ey puwers of hiartand tongue a9y
Soen urne(!lon;ingsof the wird 96

vit. wy whede hemt Pl raife my freg 26

oo .'n) w!ole heart Pvc fou bt thy fice 2Gg

tnce let the fuints sppear 18,
S 1 and howenr - Luandire leud 16
W you behold the works of God 233
. Y

Rty fewls it God rejoice g

5 clads of the Nor hern-Sea 208

Vo o aticas round the corth rejoice 211
trev s of th Al sphty Rine 244

Y. funs of nen a tuctlerace sgs

Ye fors,of pride, that hite the juit 108

e that &l ght to terve the L o 243

X¢ thar ol ¢y th? irmortal Kirg 289

Y. ivles of Adin jein 3ry

et (auth the Lor ) if Lavid’s race 18y

THE END,












