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ADVERTISEMENT.

Of the utility of a Psalter, baving both tbe Gaelic and

English Versions in parallel eolumns, it would be

needless to enlarge, tbe advantages being so apparent.

In most^ if not in all our Higbland Churehes, it is the

practice to have the service performed in Gaelic during

tbe forenoon of the Sabbatb, and in Englisb in the

afternoon. And while tbe clergyman reads tbe cus-

tomary portion of Scripture, whetber in Englisb or

Gaelic, it is not material to the hearer wbo under-

stands both languages, whieh of tbe translations be

refers to ; in'ìeed, if he be expert and attentive in

comparing the sense and form of expression in one

translation, while tbe minister reads the otber, it has

a tendency ratber to enlarge bis understanding, and to

fix the meaning more firmly on his memory. But, in

the exercise of Praise, it is otbervvise ; for then the

Members of the Congregation must all join in one

language and harmony ; and hence the necessity of

carrying at least two Psabn Books to Churcb. To
supersede thìs inconvenience, as well as to render the

Eook less expensive, tbe present Psalter is novv

ofi'ei'edj and, it is hoped, it will be duly appreciated

by all wbo attend at the Highland Cbapels tbroughout

the kingdom. To tbis edition is appended tbe Shortcr

Catecbism, also in Gaelic and Englisb, for tbe use of

tbe Young People, ^vbo, by repeating the Answers,

first in Gaelic and then in Englisb, will thus be enabled

to obtain a more intimate and clearer understanding

of tbe terse, thougb, in some respects, antiquated

idiom of tbe English edition of the Shorter Catechism.

It may be here noticed, that tbe Second Versions

of tbe Englisb Psalms will be found at the end, com-
mencing at page 164.
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SAILM DHAIBHIDII. rSALMS OF DAVID.

SALM I— 1.

1 ?Q HEANXAICHT' au duiue sin

O nach gluais

An comhairle nan daoi,

An slighefliiarnani peacach baoth',
'Na shcasamh fòi nach bi

;

An caithir fanoid luchd an spòrs
Nach topair suidh' gu bràtn :

2 Ach 'gam bheil toil do naomh-reachd
Dhè,

'Ga smuaineach' oidhch' is là.

3 Mar chraoibh is amhluidh bithidh e

'N cois aimhne fàs a ta,

A bheir 'na h-aimsir toradh trom,
Gun duilleach chall no blàth :

Soirbhichidh leis gach ni d'an deai

4 Ni h-atrìhluidh sin do bhi
Na daoine peacach ; ach mar mholl

Air 'lTiuadachadh le gaoith.

5 Is uime sin cha seas a suas
Na h-ainpidh anns a' bhreth,

No peacaich ann an comunn naomh
Nara fìreanacli air leth.

6 Oir 's fiosrach Dia air s]ighe gliloin

Nam fìreanach air fad ;

Ach slighefhiarnampeacachbaotli'.
Di-mhilltear i gu grad.

SALM 11.-2.
1 C' ARSON a ghabh na Cinnich boil'.

'S na slòigh le chèile cruinn,
A' sinuaineacharih beairt dhìomhan-
Nach feudar chur an suim ? [aich.

2 Righre na talmhainn dh'eirich suas,
'S na h-uachdarain gu lèir;

'N aghaidh lehobhah chruinnich iad;

S 'n aghaidh aoin ungta Dè.

3 'Nisbriseamaid ancuibhreach dhinn,
(Sud thubhairt iad air fad,)

Na boinn a b'àill leoiadhadh oirnn,
Dliinn tilgeamaid gu grad.

4 An Ti air nèamh 'na shuidhe ta,

Ni esan gàire riu
;

Js mar chùis-mhagaidh bithidh iad
Do Thighearn àrd nan dùl.

5 'N 8in labhraidh e am briathraibh
'Na chorruich riu gu garg

; [borb'
Is cuiridh e gu cabhaig iad,

Le lasan is le feirg.

6 Gidheadh do dh' ungadh leam mo
Gu fìor air Sion caomh

; [Righ
Is chuir mi e 'na uachdaran
Suas air mo thulaich naoimh.

7 Cuiridh mi 'd ceill an tordugh ud
;

Thubhairt Tehobhah riiim,

rpK
PSALM I.— 1.

AT man hath perfect blessed-

Who walketh not aatray
In counsel of ungodly men,
Nor .stands in sinners' way,

Nor sitteth in the scorner's chair;
2 But placeth his delight

Upon God's Iav\', and meditates
On his law day and night.

3 He shall be like a tree that grovrs

Near planted by a river,

Whicli in his season yields his fruit,

And his leaf fadith nevtr :

And all he doth shall prosper well.

4 The wicked are not so ;

But like they are unto the choff,

Which wind drives to and fro.

5 In judgment therefore shall not
stand

Such as ungodly are
;

Nor in th' assembly of the just
Shall wicked men appear.

6 For why ? the way of godly men
Unto the Lord is known

;

Whereas the way of wicked men
Shall quite be overthrown.

PSALM II.-2.
1 Why rage the heathen ? and vain

things
Why do the people mind ?

2 Kings of the earth do set them-
selves,

And princes are combin'd,
To plot against the Lord, and his

Anointed, saying thus,
3 Let u3 asunder break their banda,

And cast their cords from us.

4 He that in heaven sits shall
laugh;

The Lord shall scorn them all.

5 Then shall he speak to them in

wrath,
In rage he vex them shaU.

6 Yet, notwithstanding, 1 have
him

To be my King appoint^d
;

And over Zion, my holy hill,

I have him King anointed.

7 The sure decree I will declare :

The Lord hath said to me,
Thou nrt mine only Son ; thie •itiv

1 }:2ve bpgotten t'hee.



2 SALM III. IV.

Is tu mo mhac-sa ; 's ann an diugh
A ghiueadh thusa leara.

8 larr onn, 's raar oighreachd bheir
mi dhuit

Na fiueacha gu leir ; [dhuit,

'S mar sheilbh ro-dhìleas bheir mi
Fad iomall crìcli' pach tir'.

9 Nithear le slait do'n iarunn chruaidh
Gu luath am briseadh leat

;

'Nam bloighdibh beaga pronnariad,
Mar phota crè le d' neart.

10 O rìtihrean, uime sin, a nis

Gabhaibh-sa ciall gu leir
;

A bhreitheamhna na talmhainn fòs,

Grad-fhoghlumaibh deadh bheus.

11 Do'n Tighearna lehobhah mòr
Aoraibh-sa sios gu ceart,

Le h-eagal deanaibh seirbhis mhaith
Do Thighearna nam feart.

*S le ball-chrith deanaibh gairdeachas.
12 Do'n rahac grad-thugaibh pòg,

Air eagal gu las 'fhearg-san ruibh,
G'ur milleadh anns an ròd.

An uair a bhitheas corruich air

A' lasadh ach gu beag.

Is beannaicht' iad, gach uile neach,
An dòchas air a leag.

SALM III.—3.
1 NaCH lìonmhor iad mo naimhde,

Dhia,
Sìor-dhol am meud gach là ?

Is luchd mo thrioblaid iomadh iad,

Ag èirigh rium a ghnàth.
2 Ri m'anam iomadh their nach 'eil

Aon fhurtachd aig an Dia :

3 Ach 's tu fear-togalach mo chinn,
Mo ghlòir is tu, 's mo sgiath.

4 AirDia do ghairm mi fèin le m'ghuth,
Dh' èisd as a thulaich naoimh :

5 Luidh, choidil, agus mhosgail mi,
Chum Dia mi suas gu caomh.

6 Cha'n eagal leam deich mile sluagh,

Ged chuairticheadh iad mi.
7 Mo Thighearn èirich suas gu luath,

Is cuidich leam, a Dhè

:

Mo naimhde bhuail thu air an gial

:

Bhris fìacla fòs nan daoi.

6 'S le Dia an fhurtachd: air do shluagh
Do bheannachd tha gun dìth.

SALM IV.—4.

, O THUSA Dhia ud m'ionracais,
Eisd rium tràth èigheam riut

;

'S tu dh' fhuasgail orm 's mi ann an
teinn;

Fòir orm, is èisd mo scread.

2 Mo ghlòir cia fhad, a chlann
daoin',

Gu nàire chaochl'eaa sibh ?

PSALMS III. IV.

Ask of me, and for heritage
The heathen I'JI make thine

;

And, for possession, I to thee
WiII give earth's utmost line.

9 Thou shalt, as with a weighty rod
Of iron, break them all :

And, as a potter's sherd, thou shalt
Them dash in pieces small.

10 Now, therefore, kings, be wise, b»
taught,

Ye judges of the earth :

11 Serve God in fear, and see that ye
Join trembling with your mirth.

12 Kiss ye the Son, lest in his ire

Ye perish from the way,
If once hia wrath begin to burn :

Biess'd all that on him stay.

PSALM III.—3.

1 O LORD, how are my foes increas'd?

Against me many rise.

2 Many say of my soul, For him
In God no succour lies.

3 Yet thou my .shield and glory art,

Th' uplifter of mine head.
41 cry'd, and, from his holy hill,

The Lord me answer made.

5 I laid me down and slept, I wak'd ;

For God sustained me.
6 1 will not fear though thousands ten

Set round against me be.

7 Arise, O Lord ; save me, my God

;

For thou my foes hast stroke

Allonthecheek-bone, and the teeth

Of wicked men hast broke.

SSalvation doth appertain

Unto the Lord alone

:

Thy blessing, Lord, for evermore
Thy people is upon.

PSALM IV.—4.

1 GIVE ear unto me when I call,

God of my righteousness

:

Have mercy, hear my pray'r ; thou
hast

Enlarg'd me in distress.

2 ye the sons of men ! how long
'WiIl ye love vanities?



SALM V.

A' tabhairt gr^idh do dhìomhauas,
la leanaa breugan ruibh?

3 Biodh agaibh fios gu'n d' ròghnuich
Dha Ifcin an duine naomh ;

[Di

'Nuair dh'èigheas mi, bheir e gu
beachd

Sàr èisdeachd do mo ghlaodh,
i Biodh eagal oirbh 's na deanaibh

lochd

:

Labhraibh ri 'ur cridh' fein ;

Gu h uaigneach air 'ur leabaichibh
Bibh tosdach mar an ceudn'.

5 Deadh ìobairt thaitneaeh thugaibh
Do'n ionracas a ghnàth

;
[uaibh

'S 'ur dòchas cuiribh ann an Dia,
Ag earbsadh as gach là.

6 Ni maith co nochdas duinn a nis ?

Tha mòran ac' ag ràdh
;

Ach dealradh glan doghnùise, Dhè,
Tog oirnne suas a ghnàth.

7 'S mò chuir thu dh' aoibhneas anr
ara chridh',

No'n uair a's honmhoir' coirc,

No, aca sud, a's saoibhre fion

A' cinneachduinn gun airc.

8 An sìth-ahàimh luidhidh mi faraon,
Is coidhdh mi le suain : [Dh

Oir's tusa mhàin bheir dhomh,
Fo dhidean, còmhnuidh bhuan.

SALM V.—5.

1 DO m' bhriathraibh tabhair aire,Dhe,
Is beachdaich air mo smuain.

2 Eisd guth mo ghlaoidh, mo Kigh 's

mo Dhia,
Oir guidheam ort gu dian.

3 Mo ghuth do chluinnear leat, a Dhe,
Air maduinn gach aoin lA :

Gu moch do dheanam urnuigh riut,

Is dearcam ort a ghnàth.

4 Cha tus' an Dia le 'm miann an tolc
Is lochd cha chaidir thu :

6 Cha seas an t-amadan a'd' làth'r;

'S fuath leat iuchd-uilc uach fiu.

6 Do sgriosar leat luchd-labhairt
Is gràin le Dia faraou [bhreug;

An duine fuileachdach, 's an ti

Chum cealgaireachd a chlaon.

7 Ach mise, thigmichum do theach,
Thaobh meud do ghràsa caomh':

Is ann ad eagal aoraidh mi,
M'aghaidh ri d'theampull naomh-

8 Fa chùis mo naimhde,treòraichmi,
A'd' cheartas naomh, a Dhp,

Is dean-sa romham, air gach ball,

Do shhghe dìreach rèidh.

9 Oir cha 'n 'eil cinnt no ceart 'nam
Fior-aing'eachd annta ta

;
[beul,|

PSALM V. 3

How long my glory turn to shame,
And will ye foUow lies ?

3But know, that for himself the Lord
The godly man doth choose

:

The Lord wlien I on liim do call,

To hear will not refuse.

4Fear, and sia not ; talk with your
heart

On bed, and silent be.

5 Off'rings present of righteousuess,
And in the Lord trust ye.

6 O who wiU show us any good ?

Is that which many say :

But of thy countenauce the light,

Lord, lift on us alway.
Upon my heart, bestow'd by thee,
More gladness I have found

Than they, ev'n then, when corn
and wine

Did most with them abound.

!I will both lay me down in peace,
And quiet sleep wiU take ;

Because thou only me to dwell
In safety, Lord, dost make.

PSALM V.—5.

1 GlVE ear unto my words, O Lord,
My meditation vveigh.

2 Hear my loud cry, my King, my God,
For 1 to thee will pray.

3 Lord, thou shalt early hear my
voice

;

I early will direct

My pray'r to thee ; and lookiug up,
An auswer wiU expect.

4 For tliou art not a God that doth
In wickedness delight

;

Neither shall evil dwell with thee ;

5 Nor fools stand in thy sight.

AIl that ill-doers are thou nat'st

;

6 Cutt'st off that liars be :

The bloody and deceitful man
Abhorred is by thee.

7 But I into thy house wiU come
In thine abundaut grace

;

And I will worship in thy fear

Toward thy holy place.

BBecause of those mine enemies,
Lord, in thy righteousness,

Do thou me lead ; do thou thy way
Make straight before my face.

9 For iu their mouth thereis no truth,

Their inward part is ill

;



4 SALM VI.

An sgornan fosgrailt' tha mar uaigh,
Le miodal teanjraiflh tlàth.

10 Le'n comhairlibh leig tuiteam
dhoibh

;

Sgriog iad, a Dhe, 'nan lochd :

'Nam peacaibh lionmhor fuadaich
Oir rinn iad ceannairc ort. [iad,

11 Ach aoibhneas air gach neach gu
rohh

Ni barrant dhiot 'nan airc:

Is deanadh iad huan ghairdeachas,
Oir ni thu doibh cùl-taic':

Biodh annad ait, le'n ionmhuinr
t' ainm,

12 Oir heannaichidh tu, Dh^,
Am firean: ni thu le do ghràs
A chuairteach', mar le sgeith.

SALM VI.-C.

1 A THIGHEARN, ann ad chorruich
Na cronuich mi gu garg

;
[mhòir

Na dean mosmachdachadhgu geur,
An uair a lasas t'fhearg.

2 Dean tròcair orm, a Dhia nan gr5s,
Oir laer tha mi gun cheisd :

Dliia, sl^nuicli mi a nis a'm' flieum,
Oir tha mo chnàmhan brist'.

3 Tha m'anam air a chràdh gii genr :

Ach thusa, Dhe, cia Ihad ?

4 Pill, fuasgail m'anara ; agus fòir

Le tròcair orm gu grad.
3 Oir ort, a Thighearna, sa' bliaN,

Cha chuimhnichear gnn cheisd :

Cò bheir dhuit buidheachas sau
uaigh,

No bheir ort Inaidh am feasd ?

6 Le m' osnaich tha mi sgith ; ean
oidhch'

A' cur mo leab' air sn^mh : [ean:

Le m'dheuraibli m'uirigh uisgich
San km bu cliòir dhomh t^mh.

7 Mo shtiil a ta air fàilneachadh
Fa chùls mo bhròin gach tràth

;

Is tha i dol gu h-aois, air son
M' uil' eascairde a ghnàth.

8 A luchd na h-aingidheachd gu leir,

Imichibh uam am fad :

Oir chuala Diagu tròcaireach
Ardghuth mo chaoidh gun stad.

9 An atlichuinge a chuir nii suas,
Chuala lehobhah i

;

Is gabhaidh e gu toileach uam
An urnuigh a ni rai.

10 Air m' eascairdibh gu robh air fad
Nflir' agus cùradh geur :

Is pilleadh iad air ais gu hiath
Le masladh mòr gu ièir.

PSALM VI.

Their tliroat's an open sepulchr*!,
Their tongue doth llatter still.

10 O God, destroy them ; let them be
By their own counsel quell'd :

Them, for their many sina, cast
out,

For they 'gainst thee rebell'd.

11 But let all joy that trust in thee,
And stiU make shouting noise ;

For thera thou sav'st : let all that
love

Thy name in thee rejoice.

12For, Lord, unto tlie righteous man
Thou wilt thy blessing yield

;

Wìth favour thou wilt compasa him
About, as with a shield.

PSALM VI.—6.

1 LORD, in thy wrath rebuke me not;
Nor in thy'hot rage chasten me.

2 Lord, pity me, for I am weak :

Heal me, for my bonea vexed be.
3 My soul is also vexed sore :

But, Lord, how long stay wilt thou
raake?

4 Return, O Lord, my soul set free :

save me for thy mercy's sake.

5 Because those that deceased are
Of thee shall no remembrance

have
;

And who is he tliat will to thee
Give praises lying in the grave ?

6 I with my groaning vveary am,
1 also all the night my bed

Have caused for to swim ; and I

With tears my couch have wa-
tered.

7 Mine eye, cnnsum'd with grief,
grows old,

Because of all mine enemies.
8 Hencc from me, wicked workers all

;

For God hath lieard my weeping

9 God hath my supplication heard,
My pray'r received graciously.

10 Sham'd aud aore vex'd be all roy
foes,

Sham'd andback turncd euddeuly.

(Secoììd T'ersion, see page 161 ^)



SALM VII.

1 ODHIA,moThi|(hearn,earbamriut:
Orm turtaich agus fùir,

Is saor mi fòs o shàruchadh
Mo Diimh tha orm an tòir.

2 Air eagal, mar ni leòmhan treua

Gu'n reubar m'anam leis :

A' deanamh liodairt air gu unn,
Gun neach ga ra' fliuasgladh as.

3 lehobhah Dhè, ma rinu mi so ;

Ma tha lochd air mo làimh :

4 Ma dh'ìoc mi olc do'n fhear a bha
An siochaiiitdhomh, 'sau dàirah

;

(Ni h-amhluidh sin, ach rinn mi'n ti

A theasairginn gu blàth,

A bha gun aobhar is gun chùis

'Na nàmhaid dhomh gach là;)

5 Leanadh an nàmhaid m'anam fèin,

Glacadh se e, 's gu làr

Saltradh mo bheatha, leagadh fòs

M'urram san dus le tàir.

6 Eirich, a't'lheirg, tog suas thu fèin,

Fa chorruich m' eascair thrèin ;

Is chura na breth a dh'orduich thu
Mosgail fa'm chùis, a Dhè.

7 Marsinnicoimhthionalan t sluaigh

Do chuairteachadh gun tàmh
;

Is uime sin fa'n cùis, a Dhè;
Pill fèin gu ionad àrd. [Dia :

8 Breth air an tsluagh gu lèir bheir
Rèir m'ionracaisdeanbreth,

A rèir mo neòchiont lèiu, a Dhè
Gu teann cuir as mo leth.

9 O thigeadh crioch air olc nan daoi,

Ach daingnich daoine còir

:

'S fear-sgrudaidh cridh',is rannsaich
airn'

Dia cothromach na glòir'.

10 'S e Dia mo sgiath, 's e dh'fhurt-

aicheas
Air luchd a' chridhe cheirt. [là

11 Breitheamh luchd-còrach Dia, gach
Am feirg ri luchd droch bheirt.

12 Ma 's e 's nach pil! an daoi air ais,

A chlaidheamh Iiomhaidh Dia :

Air lagh a bhogha chuir gu teann,
Gu caitheamh ullamh diau.

13 Fior-acfuin agus innil bàis

Sin dheasaich e dha fein ;

'S a shaighde guineach leig e mach
An aghaidh luchd dhroch bheus.

U Mar mhnaoi ri saoth'r is amhluidh
Au daoi ri olc a ta

;
[sin,

Feuch aimhleasghabh mar thorachas,
Breug rugadh leis gun stà.

15 Chladhaich eslochd, is threachail e,

1« thuit sa' chlais a rinn :

PSALM VII. 5

1 O LoRD my God, in thee do I

My conficlence repose :

Save and deliver me from all

My persecutingfoea.
2 Lest that the enemy my soul

Should, like a lion, tear,

In pieces rending it, while there
Is no dehverer.

3 O Lord my God, if it be so
That 1 committed this

;

If it be so that in my hands
Iniquity there is

:

4 If I rewarded ill to him
That was at peace with me

:

(Yea, ev'n the man that without
My foe was, I did free

;) [cause

5 Then let the foe pursue and take
My soul, and niy life thrust

Down to the earth, and let him lay
Mine honour in the dust.

6 Rise in thy wrath, Lord,raise thyself,

For my foes raging be ; [hast
And, to the judgment which thou
Commanded, wake for me.

7 So shall th' assembly of thy folk

About encompass thee : [turn
Thou, therefore, for their sakes, re-

Unto thy place on high.
8 The Lord he shall the people judge:

My judge, Jehovah, be,

After my righteousness, and mine
lutegrity iu me.

9 O let the wicked's malice end
;

But stablish stedfastly

The righteous: forthe righteous God
The hearts and reius doth try.

10 In God, who saves th' upright in

Is my defence and stay. [heart,

llGodjust menjudgeth, Godis wroth
With ill men ev'ry day.

12 If he do not return again,
Then he his svvord wiU whet

:

His bow he hath already bent,
And hath it ready set

:

13 He also hath for him prepar'd
The instruments of death ;

Against the persecutors lie

His shafts ordained hath.

14 Behold he with iniquity

Doth travail, as in birth :

A mischief he conceived hath,
And falsehood shall bring forth.

15 He made a pit, and digg'd it deep,
Auother there to take

;

But he ia fall'n into the ditch
Which he himself did make.

16 Upon his own head his mischief
Shall be returned home

;



6 SALM VHI. IX.

]6Tliig 'aimhleasaira chloigionn fèin,

Is 'l'hòirneart air a cheann.
17 A rèir a cheartais molaidh mi

An Tip;hearn, air gach àm :

Do ainm lehobhah seinnidh mi,
Oir 's e a's àirde th'ann.

SALM VIII.—8.

1 lEHOBHAH Dhia,cia mòr tha t'ainm
Air f'eadh gach uile tliìr !

jDo ghlòir do shocraichthu os ceann
Nam flaitheas is nan speur.i maoth

2 A beul nan naoidh 's nan cìochran
Bhrigh t'eascair dh'orduich neart,

An nàmhaid chum gu coisgeadh tu,

'S an dioghaltach mi cheart.

S Do speuran tràth thug mi fa'near,

Obair do mheura fèin
;

A' ghealach is na reulta glan',

A dli'orduich thu le cheil':

4 Duine ciod e, gu'n cuimhnichteadh?
No 'mhac gu'm fiosraicht' leat?

5 An inbhe 'sbeag nach d' rinn thu e,

Mar ainglibh àrd an neart

;

Oir chuir thu coron àluiun air,

Le maise 's glòir thar chàch.
6 Air oibribh fòs do làmh thug thu

Dha uachdranachd air fad.

Gach dùile chuir fo 'choaaibh dha,
A chruthaich thusa riamh :

7 Caoraich, is buar, 's gach ainmhidh
Tha 'g imeachd air an t-sliabh. [fÒ8,

8 An eunlaith tha san athar shuas,
An t-iasg a ta sa' chuan,

'S na shiubhlas fòs air slighe tuinn,
Sin thug thu dha gu buan.

9 A Dhia, ar Tighearn is ar Dia,
T'ainmsa cia h-uasal e !

Air feadh gach talmhainn agus tìr

Is mòr e sud, a Dhe.

SALM IX. —9.
1 Le m'uile chridhe bheir mi dhuit,

Ard-mholadh binn, a Dhe ;

Is t'oibre miorbhuileach air fad
Sior-chuiridh mi an cèiU.

2 Fòs ni mi annad aoibhneas ait,

Is gairdeachas gu mòr :

Do t'ainm-sa seinnidh mise cliu,

O Thi a'a àirde glòir.

3 A rì9 tràth phillear air an ais,

RTo uaimhde, tlieid gu làr
;

Oir tuitidh iad is thèid doibli as,

A'd' fhianuis fèin gun dàil.

4 Mo chòir rinn thusa sheasamh
dhomh,

Ga daingean is gu treun : [shuas
A'd' chaithir cliothrom sh".idh thu
Mar bhreitheamh ceart am binn.

PSALMS VIII. IX.

His vi'lent dealing also down
On his own pate shall coaie.

17 According to his righteousness
The Lord I'U magnify ;

And will sing praise unto the name
Of God, that is raost high.

PSALM VIII.—8.

1 HOW excellent in all the earth,

Lord, our Lord, is thy name !

Who hast thy glory far advanc'd
Above the starry frame.

2 Frora infants and from sucklings'

mouth,
Thou didest strength ordain,

For thy foes' cause, that so thou
might'st

Th' avenging foe restrain.

3 When I look up unto the heav'ns,
Which thine own fingers fram'd,

Unto the moon and to the stars,

Which were by thee ordain'd;
4 Then say I, What is man that he

Rpmember'd is by thee? '

Or what tlie son of man, that thou
So kind to him should'st be ?

5 For tliou a little lower hast
Him than the angels made

;

With glory and witli dignity

Thou crowned hast his head.
eOfthyhands'works thoumad'at him

lord,

All under's ftet didst lay ;

AU sheepand oxen, yea, and beasts

That in the field do stray
;

8 Fowls of the air, fish of the sea,

All that pass through the same.
9 How excellent in all the earth,

Lord, our Lord, isthy name !

PSALM IX.—9.

1 LORD, thee I'll praise with all my
heart,

Thy wonders all proclaim.

2 In Thee, most High, l'U grcatly

jcy,

And sing unto thy name.
3 When back my foes were turn'd,

they fell,

And perish'd at thy sight

:

4 For thou maintain'dst my rightand
cause

;

On tìiroue sat'st judging right.

5 The heatheu thou rebuked hast,

The wicked overthrown;
Thou hast put out their names, tliat

they
May never raore bc known.



SALM IX.
I

5 Is thug thu air na cinuich smachd,
Sgrios thu na daoine daoi

:

An ainm do chuir thu aa gu glan.

O hnu gu linn a chaoidh.

6 (Air sgrios an niìinh chaidh crioch

ani feasd :)

Leag thu am bailte treun'

;

An iomradh san 's an cuimhne fòs

Do theirig sin leo fein.

7 Ach mairidh Dia gu bunaiteach :

Chuir caithir suas chum breth.
j

8 Bheir air an domhau cothrom ceart,

Le còir do'n t-sluagh fa ieth.
j

9 Mar dhaingneach bithidh Dia nam
Do'u ti a ta fo leòn : ^ [feart

An trioblaid, tearmunn dìleas c,

Ri faicinu neach fo bhròn.

10 Gach neach 'gam bheil air t'ainm-sa

Ni dòchas dhiot, is bun : [tios

Oir mheud 's a ta ga d'iarraidh, Dhe,
Cha trèig thu iad gu tur. 1

11 Do'n Triath d'an còmhnuidh Sion
Seinnibh-sacliu gu binn : [tiaomh,!

Aithriaibh fòs am measg an t-sluaigh

Na gniomharan a rinn.
j

12 Tràth ni e rannsachadh air fuil,

'N sin cuimhneach orra ta :
|

Cha Jeig air dearmad glaodh uam
A ghairmeas air a ghnath. [bochd,

13 Fùir orm, a Dhè, is amhairc air

Mo thrioblaid o luchd m'fhuath':
A Dhp, a ta ga ra' thogail suas
O dhorsaibh bàis gu luath.

liAndorsaibhnighinn Shioinchaoimh
Gu sgaoilinn t'uile chhu :

Is ni mi gairdeachas air sgàth
Na slàiute dheònaich thu.

15Thuit sios na cinnich anns an t-

slochd

A chladhaich iad do chàch ;

Is anns an hon a dh'fholuich iad,

Tlia'n cosa fèin an sàs.

16 Aithnichear Dia sa' bhreth a ni,

'Nuair thuiteas daoi san drip
;

la auu an gniomh a làmha fèia

Teann-ghlacar e san rib.

17 Piilear luchd-uilc is aingidheachd
Gu h-ifrinn sios gu lèir ;

'S na tineachan nach cuimhnich Dia,

Pillear iad sios le chèil'.

18 An t-ainnis truagh cha teid am
Air dearmad no air dìth ;

[feai.d.

Air dòchas fòs an duine bhochd
Gu bràth cha'n tliaicear claoidh.

J9AThighearn, èirich,'s na leig buaidh
Le neach d'an dual am bàs

;

Breth thugar air na ciuneachaibh

A' à' fliianuis anus gach càs.

PSALM IX. 7

6 O en'my ! now destructions have
An end perpetual

:

Thou cities raz'd, perished ^ith
them

Is their memorial.

7 God shall endure for &je ; he doth
For judgmeut set his throne

;

8 In righteousness to judge the world,
Justice to give eacli one.

9 God also will a refuge be
For those that are oppress'd

;

A refuge will he be in times
Of trouble to distress'd.

10 And they that know thy name, in

thee
Their confidence will place

:

For thou hfist not forsaken them
That truly seek thy face.

11 O sing ye praises to the Lord
That dwells in Sion hill

;

And all the nations amoug,
His deeds record ye still.

12 When he inquireth after blood,

He then rememb'reth them :

The humble folk he not forgets

That call upou his name.
13 Lord, pity me ; behold the grief

Which I from foes sustain
;

Ev'n thou, who from the gates of

death
Dost raise me up again

;

14 That I, in Sion's daughters' gates,

May all thy praise advance

;

And that I may rejoice alwaya
In thy deliverance.

15 The heathen are sunk in the pit

Which they themselves prepar'd ;

Aud in the "uet which they nave
hid

Their own feet fast are snar'd.

16 The Lord is by the judgment
knowu

Which he himself hath wrought

:

The sinners' hands do make the

snares
Wherevvith themselves arecaught.

17 They who are wicked into hell

Each one shall turned be ;

And all the nations that forget

To seek tbe Lord most high.

18 For they that needy are shall not
Forgotten be alway;

The expectation of the poor
Shall not be lost for aye.

19 Arise, Lord, let not man prevail

;

Judge heatben ìa thy sight

:



8 SALM X.

20 Cuir eagal orra-san gu mòr,
lehobhah Dhia nam feart

;

Gu'n aithnicheadh na slòigh gu lèir

lad fèin nan daoine meat'.

SALM X.—10.

1 ClOD uime 'n seas thu fad o Idimh,
lehobhah làidir thrèin ?

An aimsir teinn is trioblaid mhòir
An dean thu d'fholach fèiu ?

2 An droch dhuin' tha 'na àrdan borb
Gu dian air tòir a' bhochd :

Ach glacar iad sna h-innleachdaibh
A dhealbh iad fèin chum lochd.

3 Oir ni an droch dhuin' ràiteachaa

A miann a chridhe fèìn
;

'S na daoine sanntach molaidh e,

Ge beag air Dia am mèin.
4 An droch dhuin' a'm' tìor-5rdan

gruaidh'
Cha phoir e air an Triath ;

'Na chridhe cha 'n 'eil uair air bith
Gnè smuaineachaidh air Dia.

5 Tha 'uile shli^he doilghiosach,
O 'shealladh 's àrd do bhreth :

A' sèideadh pluic gu fauoideach,
Mu 'eascairdibh gach leth.

6 'Na chridhe fèin do labhair e,

Am feasd cha ghluaisear mi

:

Oir cha tig àmbghar orm gu bràth,
No trioblaid fòs g'am chlaoidh.

7 Do'n iogan, mhallachadh, 'a do ghò,
A bheul-san \àn a ta

:

Tha aimhleas mòr is diomhanas
Fo 'theangaidh-san a ghnàth.

8 An diomhaireachd nam bailtebeag'
Gnàth-suidhidh e gun fhios

;

Tha 'shùil air bochd 's air neòchiont-
Ga'm mort an uaiguidheas. [ach,

Tha 'shùile nimhneach mar
ceudn'

Ro-ghuineach geur gu lochd,

A' dearcadh ann an dìomhaireachd
Chum sgrios an fhirein bhochd.

9 Mar leòmhan luidh' am foiU a ta,

'Na thàmh an garaidh dion,

Ghabhail nam bochd : is ghlac e iad

'Gan tarruing ann a lion.

10 Crùbaidh is cromaidh e gu làr,

Chum dha uach mothaich ueach :

Le 'laochraibh chum gu'n leagadh e

Am bochd a' gabhail seach.
11 Is thubhairt e 'na chridhe fèin,

Dhichuimhnich Dia gun cheisd

:

Seadh dh'fholuich e a ghnùis an cèin,

Cha lèir dha sud am feasd.

12 lehobhah, èirich suas an àird,

A Dhia ta ncartmhor treuu,

PSALM X.

20 That they may know themaelvea
but men,

The natious, Lord, affright.

PSALM X.—10.

1 WHEREFORE is it that thou, O
Dost stand from us afar ? [Lord,

And wherefore hidest thou thyself
When times so troublous are ?

2 The wicked in his loftiness

Doth persecute the poor:
In these devices they have fram'd
Let them be taken sure.

3 The wicked of his heart'a desire

Doth talk with boasting great

;

He blesseth him thafs covetous,
Whom yet the Lord doth hate.

4 The wicked, through his pride of
Oa God he doth not call ; [face,

And in the counsels of his heart
The Lord is not at all.

5 His ways they always grievous are

;

Thy judgments ffora his sight
Removed are ; at ali his foea

He puffeth vvith despight.

6 Within his heart he thus hath said,

I shall not moved be ;

And no adversity at all

Shall ever come to me.

7 His mouth with cursing, fraud, Je-

Is fìird abundantly ; [ceit»

And underneath his tongue there ia

Mischief and vanity.

8 He closely sits in villages

;

He slays tlie innocent

:

Against the poor that pass him by
His cruel eyes are bent.

9 He, liou-hke, lurks in his den
;

He waits the poor to take ;

And when he draws him in his net,

His prey he doth him raake.

10 Himselt he hurabieth very low,
He croucheth down withal,

That so a multitude of poor
May by his strong ones fall.

11 He thus hath said withinhisheart,
The Lord hath quite forgot

;

He hides his countenance, and he
For ever sees it not.

12 O Lord, do thou arise; O God,
Lift up thine hand on high ;

Put not the meek afflicted one»
Out of thy memory.



SALM X[.
]

Tog 8ua3 do làiuh : 'tì ua dearmad
cl.aoi.ih

Na deòraidh bochd 'uam feura.

13 Na daoiiie dona c'uira' an deaa
lad tarcuid ort, a Dhè ?

An neach ud thubhairt 'na chridh'

Cha'n fhiosraichear leat e. [fèin,

14 Chunnaic thu sin, oir dhuit is leir

Gaeh dochair is gach spid,

Achum led'làimhgutoirthudhoibh.
(^omain an uilc a ni'd :

'S anii ortsa dh'fliàg au duine boclid

E lein a chur fo dhion,
O's tu fear-cuidich agus neart

Nan diUeachdau gun mhaoin.

15 Gairdean an droch dhuin' is an
Leòn thus', is bhris, a Dhè ; [daoi

Is rannsaich 'uile lochd gu geur,
Gu ruig nach faighear e.

16 Gu suthain is gu siorruidh fòs,

lehobhah ta 'na Righ :

Sgriosadh na cinnich as gu tur,

Is ghlanadh as a thir.

17 Miann nan daoin' ùmhalchual ti

An cridhe ni thu gleust
;

[Dhi
Is blieir tliu air do chhiais gu beachd
An gearansan gu'n èisd :

18 A chumail ceirt fi dilleachdain,

'S ri daoinibh brùite truagh',

A chum nach tugadh duin' o'n ùir

Ni 's mò air fòirneart luaidh.

SALM XL—11.

1 Mo dliòchas chuir mi aun an Dia;
Ci(jd uime 'n abradh sibh

Ri m'auam,chum mo chur air gheilt,

Teich as mar eun gu d' shhabh ?

2 Feuch chuir na h-aingidh bogh' aii

lagh,

Air sreiug an saighead ghleus,
Thil^eadh san dorch' an ti ta ceart

'Na chridhe fùs 's 'na bheus.

3 IMa thèid na bunaite air dhìth,
Ciod ui an duiiie còir ? [nèamh

4 Tha Dia 'na theampuU naomh, aii

Tha 'chaithir làu do ghlòir :

Iri lèir d'a shùilibhsan gach dùil,

San domhan mliùr a ta :

Lc 'rosgaibh clann nan daoin' aii

Rannsaichidh e a ghnàth. [fad

5 Rannsaichidh Dia na fireanaich
;

Acli luchd na h-ain^idheachd
Is fuath le 'anam, is gach ueach
Thug sppis do ragaireachd. [Dia

6 Air daoinibh droch-mhuint' dòirtidh
Nuas ribeachan gun dith ;

Is teine, pronnusc, 's doiniouu
gharbh,

Cuibiiriouu au cuij' do ui.

PSALM XI. 9

13 Why ÌH it that the wicked man
'l'hus doth the Lord despise?

Because that God will it require

He in his heart denies.

14 Thou hast it seeu ; for their mis-

chief

And spite thou wilt repay :

The poor commits himself to thee ;

Thou art the orphan's stay.

15 The arm break of the wicked man,
Aud of the evil <me ;

Do thou seek out his wickeduess,
Uutil thou fiudest none.

16 The Lord is kiiig throughages all,

Ev'n to eternity ;

The heathen people from his lauJ
Are perish'd utterly.

17 O Lord, of those that humble are

Thou the desire didst hear
;

Thou wilt prepare their heart, aud
thou

To hear wilt bend thine ear

;

18 To judge the fatherless, aud those

That are oppressed sore
;

That man, that is but sprung of

earth,

May thcm oppress no more.

PSALMXI.—11.

1 1 in the Lord do put my trust

;

How is it then that ye
Say to my soul, Flee as a bird,

tlnto your mountain high ?

2 For, lo,the wicked beud their bow,
Their shafts on string they fit,

That those who upright are in

heart
They privily may hit.

3 If the foundations be destroy'd,

What hath the righteous done ?

4 God in his holy temple is,

In heaven is his throue :

His eyes do see, his eyelids try

5 Meu's sons. The just he proves

:

But his soul hates the wicked man,
And him that vi'lence loves.

6 Snares, fire and brimstone, furious
storms,

On sinners he shall rain :

This, as the portion of their cup,
Doth unto thein pertain.

7 Because the Lord most righteoua
doth

la righteousness delight

;



10 SALM XII. XIII.

7 Oir Dia tha cothrornach is cpart,
Is ionmhuinn lei-g a' chòir:

Ag amharc air na f ireanaibh
Le deadh phuùis làn do ghlòir.

SALM XII.—12.

1 NlS fòir, is cuidich leam, a Dhè,
'S gun deadh dhuin' idir ann :

Natreibhdhirich measgchloina nan
daoin'

Ri 'ra faghail tha ro-ghann,
2 Labhraidh gach neach r'a choimh

A'bhreugle miodalbèil; [earsuach
Le cridhe dùbailt' làn do cheilg,

Sior-labhraidh iad ri cheii'.

3 Gach beul tha 'àn do ghabhann
D'angnàth bhilea-misleat; [tlàth,

An teangadh bhruidhneach àrdanach
Sgathar le Dia uam feart.

4 A thubhairt, Orra bheir siun buaidh
Le"r tt'augaidh fein a mach

;

'S leinn fùin ar beul : cò e an triath
A chuireas sinn fo smachd ?

5 Ri sàruchadh nan deòradh truagh',
Ri o^naich dhaoine bochd,

Nis èiridh mi, (ars' Dia,) g'an dìon,
O'n dream ta bagradh lochd.

6 Is fiorghlan focal Dhè gu dearbh
;

Amhluidh mar airgiod e,

A leaghadh is a ghlanadh fòs

Seachd cuairt au suacan crè.

7 Coimhididh tus' iad uile, Dhe,
Dionaidh tu iad a ghnàth

;

O'n ghinealach so nis a th'ann,
'S o sin a mach gu bràth.

8 Giuaiaidh gach aon taobh luchd
Is togaidh iad an ceann

; [uilc,
An t-àm san cuirear suas gu h-àrd
Na daoin' a'a suaraich' t'ann.

SALM XIII.—13.

1 ClA fhad a dhearmadar mi leat,

A Dhia, an ann gu bràth ?

Cia fhad a cheileas tu do ghnùis
O m'anam truagh gach tràth ?

2 Cia fhad bhios imcheist ann am
chom,

Le cridhe trom gach là?
Cia fhad a chuirear tharum suas
An ti bha dhomh 'na nàmh ?

3 Tabhair fa'near, is freagair mi,
A Thighearna mo Dhia ;

Soillsich mo shùile, codol trom
Chum bàis nach coidil mi.

i Eagal gu'n abair rium mo nàmh,
Cliaidh agam air a nis ;

'S gu'n dean mo naimhde gaird-
eacha.^,

An uair a dh' aomar mis'.

PSALMS XII. XIIL

And with a pleasant countenanc»
Beholdeth the upright.

PSALM XIL—12.

1 HelP, Lord, because the godly
man

Doth daily fade away ;

And from among the sons of men
The faithful do decay.

2 Unto his ueighbour ev'ry one
Doth utter vanity:

They with a double heart do speak,
And lips of flattery.

3 God shall cut off all fiatt'ring

lips,

Tongues thatspeak proudly thus,
4 We'U vvith our tongue prevail, our

lips

Are ours: who's lord o'er us ?

5 For poor oppress'd, aud for the
sighs

Of needy, rise will I,

Saith God, aud him in safety set

From such as him defy.

6 The words of God are words most
pure;

They be like silver trled

In earthen furnace, seven times
That hath been purified.

7 Lord, thou shalt them preserve and
keep

For ever from this race.

8 On each side walk the wicked,
when

Vile men are high in place.

PSALM XIII.—13,

1 How loug wilt thou forget me, Lord?
Shall it for ever be ?

O how long shall it be that thou
Wilt hide tliy face from me ?

2 How long take counsel in my soul,
Still sad in Iieart, shall I ?

How long exalted over me
Shall be raiue enemy ?

3 O Lord my God, consider well,

And answer to me make :

Mine eyes enlighten, lest the slcep
Of death uie overtake :

4 Lest that mine enemy should say,

Against him I prevail'd
;

And those that trouble me rejoice,

When I ara mov'd aud fail'd.

5 But I have all my confidence
Thy mercy set upon

;



S\LM XIV. XV. XVI.

5 Ach dh'earb mi a do ghràs ; is bidh
Mo spiorad ait a'd' shlàint'

:

6 Is seinnidh ini pu binn do Dhia
Air son a phailteÌ3 ghnà'icht'.

SALM XIV.— 14.

1 'N.A chridhe deir an t-amadan,
Cha'n 'eil anu Dia air bith :

'Taidtruaillidh,'dOÌllteil f'òsan gniomh:
Cha'n 'eil ann neach ni maith.

'i An Tighearn dh'amhairc e o nèamh,
Air cloinn nan daoine nuas

;

A dh'fheuchainn an robh tuiga' aig

Na dh'iarradhDia nan gràs.[neac'h

3 Ach chlaon an t-iomlan diubh a

Roshalach 'taid gu lèir : [thaobh,
Cha'n'eil aon neach a'deauamn maith,

Cha'n 'eil fiu aon fo'n apeur.

4 Am bheil aig droch-dhaoin' tuigs' air

Tha 'g itheadh suas gu dian [bith

Mo phobuiUsa, raar arau blast',

'S nach 'eil a' gairm air Dia.

5 An sin do ghabh iad eagal mòr,
Air sou gu bbeil gu fior

Dia ann an ginealach is linn,

Nam fìreanach do shior.

6 Comhairl' an truaghain nàraich sibh,

Chionn Dia 'na thearmunn da :

7 A Sion O gu tigeadh mach
Slàint Israeil gach là !

Au uair bheir Dia air ais o bhruid
A phobuU fèin le cheil',

Air lacob bithidh aoibhneas mòr,
'S aiteas air Israel.

SALM XV.—15.

1 Co Jh'fhanas ann ad phàilliun shuas?
A Thighearna, cò e ?

Air do chnoc naomh cò 'n ti sin leat

A chòmhnuicheas gach rè ?

2 An ti a ghluais gu trtibhdhireach,
Is ionracas a chleachd,

Labhras an fhìrinn siu a mach
A ta 'na chridhe steach.

3 An ti nach dean air neach air bith,

Cùl-chàineadh 'm feasd le 'bheul,

Nach deanaon lochd d'a choimhears-
nach,

'S nach tog air fòs droch sgeul.

4 A ni trom-thailceas air an daoi

:

Ach urram dhoibh a bheir
D'an eagal Dia; 's nach caochail mionn

Ged thigeadh calldach air.

5 Airgiod air ocar nach do chuir ;

Au aghaidh tòs nan saoi

Duais nach do ghabh : cha ghluais-
ear e

Gu biàth mar ain a ni.

PSALMS XIV. XV. 11

My heart within me shall rejoice

Ii» thy salvation.

6 1 will unto the Lord my God
Sing praises cheerfully,

Because he hath his bounty shown
To me abundautly.

PSALM XIV.-14.
1 Th.at there is not a God, the fool

Doth in his heart conclude :

They are corrupt, their works are

vile,

Not one of them doth good.

2 Upon men's bous the Lord from
heav'n

Did cast his eyes abroad,

To see if any understood,
And did seek after God.

3 They altogether filthy are,

They all aside are gone ;

And there is none that doeth good,
Yea, sure there is not oue.

4 These workers of iniquity,

Do they not know at all

That they my people eat as bread,

And ou God do not call?

5 There fear'd they much ; for God ia

with
The whole race of the just.

6 You shame the counsel of the poor,
Because God is his trust.

7 Let Isr'el's help from Zion come

:

When back the Lor^ shall bring
His captives, Jacob shall rejoice,

And Israel shall sing.

PSALM XV.—15.

1 WlTHI.\ thy tabernacle, Lord,
Who shall abide with thee ?

And in thy high and holy hill

Who shall a dweller be ?

2 The man that walketh uprightly,

And vvorketh righteousness,

And as he thinketh in his heart,

So doth he truth express.

3 Who doth not slander with hia

tongue,
Nor to his friend doth hurt

;

Nor yet against his neighbour doth
Take up an iU report.

4 In whose eyes vile men are despis'd

;

But those that God do fear

He honoureth ; and changeth not,

Though to his hurt he swear.

5 His coin puts not to usury,
Nor take reward will he

Against the guiltless. Who doth
thus

Shall never moved be.
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1 DhiA, coimhid mi, oir annad fein

A ta mo dhòÌKh pu fior;

2 O m'anam, thubhairt thu ri Dia,

Is tu mo Thriath }ru sior.

3 Mo mhaitheas ort gu dearbh cha ruig;

Ach air na naoimh a ta

Air thalamh, 'a air na flaithibh fior,

'Gara bheil mo ghean 's mo ghràdh.

4 Mòr - raheudaichear an doilgheas

A dheifrÌL'lieas ^u luath [doibh,

Air lorj; dhee eile choimheach bhrèig',

A' cur ri cràbhadh truagh :

An ìobairt-dhibhe tha do fhuil

Cha 'n ofrail mi gun cheisd,

Is air an ainraibli ann am bheul
Cha toir rai luaidh am feasd.

5 Cuibhrionn mo chup' is nn' oigh-
reachd Dia

:

'S tu sheasas dhomh mo chrann.
6 An àitibh aoibhneach thnit mo lion

'S leam oighreachd bhreagh nach
gann.

7 Bheir raise buidheachas do Dhia,
Thug comhairl' orm a'm' fheur

Tha m'airne fùs an àm na h-oidhch'

Ga m* theagrasg mar au ceudn

BDochuir mi romham,annsgach cùis,

An Tighearn mor a ghnàth
;

Chionn air modheaslàimh gu bheil

Cha ghluaisear mi gu bràth.

9 Mo chridh' ni aoibhueas uime sin,

Ni gairdeachas mo ghlòir ;

Ni m' fheoil fòscòrahnuidh flioistin-

Le diou an dòchas mòr. [eacli

10 Oir anns an uaigh cha'n fhàgar leat

Shios m'anam, air aon achd
'S cha leig tliu lòs do d' shei:

naomh
Gu'm faic e truaillidheachd.

11 Dhomh sligh' na beatha nochdaidh
A'd' làth'r làn aoibhneas ta, [tu :

Is aig do dheas làimh fèin, a Dhe,
Mòr shubhachas gu brath.

SALM XVII.—17.

1 ElSD thus',a Thighearn, risa" chùir,

Mo ghlaodh thoir aire dha ;

Is cluinn an urnuigh thig a mach
O m' bheul gun bhreug, gun ghò.

2 Mo bhreth o' d' fhianuis thigeadh i

:

Le d' shùihbh leirsinneach,

Seall air na nithibh sin, a Dliè,

Ta ceart is cothromach.

.3 Dhearbh thu mo chridh', is dh'fhios-

raich thu
San oidhche ; dh'lliionn gu geur

;

Chad'fhuairthumaoin: oir b'e morùn
Nach peacaichinn le m' bheul.

PSALM XVI.

1 LORD. keep rae ; for I trust in thee.

2 To God thus was my speech,
Thou art my Lord ; and unto thee
My goodness doth not reach:

oTo saints on earth, to th' excelIeDt,

Where my delight's all plac'd.

4 Their sorrows shall be multiplied
To other gods that haste

:

Of thoir drink ofTerings of blood
I will no ofTring make :

Yea, neither I their very names
L^p iu my lips wiU take.

5 God is of mine inheritance
And cup the portion ;

The lot that fallen is to me
Thou dost maintain alone.

6 Unto me happily the linea

In pleasant places fell;

Yea, the inheritance I got
In beanty doth excel.

7 I hless tlie Lord, because he doth
By counsel rae conduct;

And in the seasons of the night
Mj reins do me instruct.

8 Before me stiU the Lord I set

:

Sith it is 90 that he
Doth ever stand at my right hand,

I shall not moved be.

9 Because of this my heart is glad,

And joy shall be exprest
Ev'n by my glory ; and my flesh

In confidence shall rest.

10 Because my soul in grave to
dwell

Shall not be left by thee ;

Nor wilt thou give tliine holy One
Corruption to see.

1

1

Thou wilt nie show the patb of life:

Of joys there is full store

Before thy fact' ; at thy right haud
Are pleasures evermore.

PSALM XVII.—17.

1 LORD, hear the right, attend my cry,

Unto my pray'r give heed,
That doth not in hypocrisy
From feigned lips proceed.

2 And from before thy presence forth

My senfence do thou send :

Toward these things that equal are

Do thou thine eyes intend.

3 Thou prov'dst mìne heart, thou
visit'dst me

By night, thou didst me try,

Yet nothing found'st ; for that my
Shall not sin, purpos'd I. [mouth



SALM XVIII.

4 Mu thimchioll oibre dhaoine fòs,

Ghltidh mi mi tein gu beachd,
Le guth do bhèil, o cheumannaibh

Luchd-braid is ragaireachd.

5 Cum m' imeachd suas, a Dhia nam
feart,

A' d' shli^hibh ceart gu treun ;

A' d' ròidibh direach cum mi suas,

Nach sleamhnuich uam mo cheum.
6 Oir fhairra mi ort, a Dhe, a chioun

Gu'n èisdear leatsa rium
;

Do chluas a m' ionnsuidh crom a
Is (òs mo ghearan cluinn. nuas,

7 Taisbein do chaoimhneas ionpant-
Tha gràdhach làn do chHu ; [ach,

O thus' a shaoras le d' dheas-ÌAimh,
An droing d'an dòchas tliu,

O'n dream'nan aghaidh thogas ceann.
8 O coimhid mi gu treun,

Mar chloich do shùl : dean folach

Fo sgàil' do sgiathau fèin. [orm,

9 O'n droch dhuin' tharifòirneartorm,
O naimhdibh sgriosach treun,

A ta ga m' chuairteachadh gach
Mochoimhead uathadean.[taobh,

10 'Nan saiU a ta iad druidte suas,

Cainnt uaibhreach tha 'nam beul.

11 Chrom iad gu làr, is dhearc le'n

Is chuairtich iad ar ceum. [sùil

;

12 Mar leòmhan gionach togarach
Chum cobhartaich a ghuàth :

Mar leòrahan òg an diorahaireachd
A' luidh am foiU a ta.

13 Eirich, a Dhè, is caisg mo nàmh,
Leag sìos gu talamh e :

O'n droch dhuin' ta 'naehlaidheamh
Saorm'anam uaith', aDhè.[dhuit,

140'n dream tha dhuit-sa, Dhe, mar
O dhaoinibh saogh'ltadàn',[làimh,

'G am bheil an cuibhrionn is an cuid
Sa' bheatha so a mhàin.

D'ambheil thu tabhairtlàn ambronu
A t'ionmlias diomhair fòs :

Tha'u gineil lionmhor, is am maoin
FàgaiJh d'an leanbaibh òg'.

15 Ach air rao shon sa, dearcam air

Do ghnùis am fìreautachd :

Air mosgladh dhomh làn-dhiolar mi,
A Dhe, le d'chosamhlachd.

SALM XVIII.— IS.

1 MO chion ortfèin, aDhia, mo threis.

2 Mo charraig Dia gu ceart,

Mo dhaingneach,is mo Shlànuighear:
Mo Thighearn, is rao neart

:

An ti san cuir mi dòchas fòs,

Mo thargaid is mo sgiath,

Adharc mo shlàinte e gu beachd,
Mo bhaideal èri 'se Dia.

PSALM XVIII. IS

4 As for men's works, I, by the word
That from thy lips do'th flow,

Did me preserve out of the paths
Wherein destroyers go.

5 Hold up my goings, Lord, rae
guide

In those thy paths diviue,
So that my footsteps may not slide

Out of those ways of thine.

6 I called have on thee, O God,
Because thou wilt me hear

;

That thou may'st hearken to ray
speech,

To me incline thine ear.

7 Thy wondrous loving-kindness show,
Thou that, by thy right haud,

Sav'st them that trust in thee frona
those

That up against them stand.
8 As th' apple of the eye me keep ;

In thy wings shade me close

9 From lewd oppressors, compassing
Me round, as deadly foes.

10 In their ovvn fat they are inclos'd ;

Their mouth speaks loftily.

11 Our steps they compass'd ; and to
ground

Down bowing set their eye.

12 He like unto a lion is

That's greedy of his prey,

Or lion young, which lurking doth
In secret places stay.

13 Arise, and disappoint my foe,

And cast him down, O Lord :

My soul save frora the wicked man,
The man which is thy sword.

14 From men, which are thy hand, O
Lord,

From worldly men me save,
Which only in this present life

Their part and portion have.

Whose belly with thy treasure hid,
Thou fiU'st : they children have

In plenty ; of their goods the rest

They to their children leave.

15 But as for me, I thine own face

In righteousness wiU see

;

And vvith thy likeness, when I wake,
I satisfied shall be.

PSALM XVni.—18.

1 Thee will IIove,OLord,mystrength.
2 My fortress is the Lord,
My rock, and he that doth to me
Deliverance afford

:

My God, my strength, whom I will

A buckler unto me, [trust,

The horn of my salvation,

And my high tov^'r, is he.
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3 Nia paiream air an Tighearna,
D'an dlighear naoladh sior ;

Mar sin o m'eascairdibh gu lèir

Coimhidear mi gu fior.

4 Chuir tuilte dhroch dhaoin' eag;a1

Chaidh umam guin an èig. [orm,
5 Pian ifrinn a^us liontan bài.s,

Romham 'a gach àite feuch.

6 A'm' èigin ghoir mi air mo Thriath,

Dh' p.ig:h mi gu h-àrd le m'ghlaodh:
Is as a theampuU naomha fein

Dh'èisd e mo ghuth gu caomh.
'Na fhianuis is 'na eisdeachd fèin,

Mo ghlaodh do ràinig suas ;

7 An t<alamh air gach ceum an sin

Do cliriothnuich, chrathadh,
ghluais

:

Bunaitean nan cnoc 's nam beann,
Do ghluaiseadli sin gu garg,

Do chriothnuicheadh is chrathadh iad,

A chionn gu robh air fearg.

8 Chaidh deatach as a shròin a mach,
Is teine loistreach mòr

Chaidh as a bheul, is lasadh leÌ3

Do eibhlibh ni bu leòr.

9 la liib e fòs na nèaraha fuidh',

'S a nuas do thùirling e :

Fior-dhorchadas is dubh-aigein
Bha sin fo chosaibh Dhè.

10 Air cherub raharcaich e gu h-5rd,

Air iteig fòs do chaidh ;

la bha e luath ag itealaich,

Air bharraibh sgiath na gaoith'.

11 Dubh-dhorchadas mar dhìomhair
Do chuir e uime fèin : [eachd

Bu phàilliun da na h-uisgean dorch',

Is neulta tiugh' nan speur.

12 Do chaidh a neulta tiugh' le chèil',

Is clachameallain fòs,

Is eibhlean tein' air thoiseach air,

O'n dealradh bha 'na ghnùis.

13 Rinn Dia sna speuraibh tairnean-

Is leig an Ti a's àird' [ach,

A ghuth a mach, le cloich-shueachd
chruaidh,

Is eibhlibh teith 's gach àit.

14 A shaighde leig e uaith' a mach,
Is sgaoil e iad air fad,

Tein-athair orra thil,'^ gu m<^r,

Is chlaoidlieadh iad gu grad.

15 Aigein an uisge chnnncas ris,

Bha stèidh an domhain nochdt'
Le sèideadh anail t'fheirge, Dhe,
Le t' achmhasan 's do smachd.

16 As 'ionad àrd do chuir e nuaa,
Is bhuin e mise raach,

1« rinn mo tharruing mar an ceudn'
A huisgibh iomarcach.

PSALM XVIII.

3 Upon the Lord, who worthy is

Of praises, vviU I cry ;

And then shall I preserved ba
Safe from mine enemy.

4 Floods of iil men affrighted m»,
Death's pangs about ine went;

5 Hell's sorrows me environed ;

Death'a snares did me prevent.

6 In my distress I call'd on God,
Cry to m y God did I

;

He from his temple heard my voice,

To his ears came my cry.

7 Th' earth as affrighted then did
shake,

Tremblin;r upon it seix'd :

The hiUd' fuundations moved were,
Because he was displeas'd.

8 Up from his nostrils came a smoke,
And from his mouth there came

Devouring tire, and coals by it

Were turned into tìame.

9 He also bowed down the heav'na,
And thence he did descend ;

And thickest clouds of darkness did

Under his feet attend.

10 And he upon a cherub rode,
And thereon lie did fly

;

Yea, on the swift wings of the wind
His flight was frotn on high.

U He darkness made hissecret place:

About him, for his tcnt,

Dark waters were, and thickest

clouds
Of th' airy firmament.

12 And at the brightness of that light,

Which was before his eye,

His thick clouds pass'd away, hail-

stones
And coals of fìre did fly.

13 The Lord God also in the heav'ns
Did thunder in his ire

;

Aud there the Highest gave liis

voice,

Hailstones and coals of fire.

14 Yea, he his arrows sent abroad,
And them he scattered ;

His lightnings also he shot out,

And them discomtìted.

15 The waters' channels tliea were
seen,

The world's foundations vast

At thy rebuke discover'd were,
And at thy nostrils' blast.

16 And from above the Lord sent doivn,

And took me from below ;

From raauy vvaters he me drew,
Which would me overflow.



SALM XVIII.

170 m'eascar thul-chuiseach istlireun

Thu^ e dhomh fuasgladh deas,

'S luchd mo mhiruin agus m'lhuath,
Bu treis' gu mòr na mis'.

18 An là mo thrioblaid is mo theinn,
Thug: ionnsuidh orm gun l'hios

:

Ach bha mo Dhia 'na thaice dhomh.
Cha sleamhnuich uam mo choa.

19 Gu ionad farsuinn a^us rèidh

Thug esan mi a mach :

Mo theasairginn do rinneadh leis,

Oir ghabh e annam tlachd.

20 Reir m'ionracais, is gloine làmh,
Dochuìtich Dia maith rium: [mi;

21 Air seachran uaith' cha deachaidh
A shhghe choimhdeadh leam.

22 Oir "uile bhreth a'm' thianuis tha

:

A statuin uam nior chuir.

23 Bu treibhdhireach 'na làthair mi

:

O ra' aing'eactid fèiu do sguir.

24 Rèir m'ionracais is gloine làmh,
An sealladh beachd a shùl,

Do rinneadh mise chuiteachadh
Gu caomh le Dia nau dùl.

25 Do'n duine ghràsail^gràsmhnr thu,
Direach do'n treibhdhireach.

26 Glan thu do'n duine glilan, is fiat'

Do'n duine fhiat' fa 3?ach.

27 Na daoine tha fo thrioblaid mliòir,

Làn-shaoraidh tu 's gach àit

;

17 He

PSALM XVIII. 15

ne reliev'd from my atrong foe«,

Ach bheir thu nuas

And such aa did me hate ;

Because he saw that they for mo
Too strong were, and too great.

18 They me prevented in the day
Of my calamity

;

But evèn then the Lord himseif
A stay was unto me.

19 He to a place, wliere liberty

And room was, hath me bronght

;

Because he took dehght in me,
He my dehv'rance wrought.

20 Accordiug to my righteousness
He did me recompense,

He me repaid according to

My hands' pure innocence.
21 For I God's wayskept,from my God

Did not turn wickedly.
His judgments were beibre me, I

His iaws put not from me.

23 Sincere before him was my heart,
With liim upriglit was 1 :

And watchfully 1 kept myself
From mine iniquity.

24 Alter my righteousne-s tlie Lord
Hatli recompensed me,

After the cleanness of my hands
Appearing in liis eye.

25 Thou gracious to the gracious art,

To upright men upright

:

''!,"\u"!"!,'*^'"^'" 26 Pure to the pure, froward thou
G am bheil an sealladh ard. Unto the froward vN-ight. [kyth'st

28 Oir lasaidh tu mo choinneal domh, 27 For thou wilt the affl'cted save
Is ui mo Dhia 's mo Ri

Mo dhorchadas a shoillseachadh,
Chum soilleir glan gu 'm bi.

29 Mòr bhuidheann sluaigh, le d'

threis', a Dhè,
Do bhriseadh leam air fad :

Le neart mo Dhia thar balla leum,
Is chaidh mi tèm gun stad.

30 Ach Dia, a ta a shlighe ceart :

Is dhearbhadh focal Dè
;

Do'n uile dhream a dh'earbas as,

G'an dion' is targaid e.

31 Oir cò is Dia, ach thusa, Dhe ?

Cò'd carraig ach ar Triath ?

32 An neach a ni mo shlighe ceart,

'S a bheir dhomh neart, 'se Dia.

33 Mar chosaibh fèidh ta luath chura
ruitb,

Mo chosa do rinn e,

Air m'àitibh àrd' ga m' shocrachadh,
A chum nach gluaisteadh mi.

34 Gu comhrag theagaisg e mo làmh,
lonnus gu'n d'thug mi buaidh,

A' briseadh le mo ghairdeinibh
Bogha do'n stàilinn chruaidh.

lu grief that h

But vvilt briug down the countenance
Of them whose looks are high.

28 The Lord will light my candle so
That it shall shine full bright

:

The Lord my God will also make
My darkness to be light.

29 By 'thee throngh troops of mcn I

And them discomtit all ; [break,
And, by my God assisting me,

I overleap a wall.

30 As for God, perfect is his way :

The Lord his word is tried ;

He is a buckler to all those
Wiio do in him contide.

31 Who but the Lord is God ? but he
Who is a rock and stay ?

32 'Tis God that girdi.-th rae with
strength,

And perfect makes my way.

33 He made my feet swift as the hinds',.
Stt nie on my high placcs.

34 Mine hands towar he tanght, mine
arms

Brake bows of steel in pieces.
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35 Thug thusa sgiath do shlàinte

dhomh,
Do dheaa l^mh chum mi suas;

Thug orm do chaoimhneas ia do
ghràdh

Gu h-inbhe mhòir gu'n d'fhàa.

36 Mo cheumarinn thu farsuinn fo'm,

Sin domh mar fhuaradh thus'

;

lonnus gur socrach sheasaa mi,
Cha sleamhnuich uam mo cho3.

37 Lean mi mo naimhde anns an
Is orra rug gu cas : [ruaig,

la gus 'n do chlaoidheadh iad gu lèii

Nior phill mi tein air m'ais.

38 Gun chomas èirigh lot mi iad,

Is thuit iad sios fo m' chois.

39 Le neart chum cath' 's tu chrios-

laich mi

;

Na dh'èirich rium leag thus'.

40 Air mhuineal thug thu dhomh mo
nàmh ;

Luchd m'fhuath' gu'n claoidh gu
lèir.

41 Ghlaodh iad, 's d'am furtachd cha
robh neach :

Air Dia, 's cha d'fhreagair e.

42 Amhluidh mardhusa' dollegaoih,
Gu min do phronn mi iad ;

Is thilg mi iad a mach a ris

Mar chlàbar air an tsràid.

43 O strì nan daoine shaor thu mi

;

Rinn ceann nan cinneach dhiom;
Na daoine riamh nach b' aithne

dhomh,
Ri seirbhis dhomh do chim'

44 Air cluinntinn dhoibh-san iomradh

Geillidh iad dhomh gun stad
.

Is ni dhomh coigrich mar an ceudn'
An isleachadh air fad.

45 L^u-sheargaidh is dubh-chrionaidh
Na coigrich ud gu leir

;
[as,

A' teachd le h-eagal 's uamhunn
mhòr

A raach o'n garaidh fein.

46 Dia beò a ta, beannaicht' gu robh
Mo charraig fein gu bràtii

;

Is Dia mo shl;5inte bitheadh e
Air 'àrdachadh a ghnàth.

47 Mo dhioghaltas, 's mo leasachadh,
'S e Dia a bheir a mach :

'S e fòs a chuireas dhomh fo smachd
Na slòigh gu h iomadach.

48 'Se dh'fhuasglas mi o m' eascair-

dibh:
'S tu thog mi thar gach neach

A dh'èirich rium ; is thug mi saor
O fhear na h-eucorach.

PSALM XVIIL
35 The shield of thy salvation

Thou didst on me bestow

:

Thy right hand held me up, anrt

great

Thy kindness made me grow.

36 And in my way my steps thou
hast

Enlarged under me,
That I go safely, and my feet

Are kept from sliding free.

37 Mine en'mies 1 pursued havc,
And did them overtake

;

Nor did I turn again till I

An end of them did make.

38 I wounded them, they could not
rise ;

They at my feet did fall.

39 Thou girdedsi me with strength for

war

;

My foes thoubronght'st down all:

40 And thou hast giv'n to me the

necks
Of all mine enemies

;

That I might them destroy and
slay,

"Who did against me rise.

41 They cried out, but there was
none

That would or could thera save

;

Yea, they did cry unto the Lord,
But he no answer gave.

42 Then did 1 beat them small as

dust
Before the wind that flies ;

And I did cast them out, like dirt

Upon the street that lies.

43 Thou mad'st me free frora people's

strife,

And heathen's head to be :

A people whom I have not known
Shall service do to me.

44 At hearing they shall me obey,
To me they shall submit.

45 Slrangers for fear shall fade
away,

Who in close places sit.

46 God lives, bless'd be my Rock : the
God

Of my health praised be.

47 God doth avenge me, and aubdues
The people under me.

48 He saves me from mine enemies ;

Yea, thou hast lifted me
Above my focs ; and from the man
Of vi'lence set me free.

B3



SALM XIX.

49 Ammcae^ nan cinneach. uimesin,
Bhpir mise dhuit, a Dh^,

Mòr-bhuidheachas ; do t'ainm-sa

Ard-raholadh seinnidh mi. [fò-

50 Bheir esan fuasgladh mòr d'a righ;

Le pailteas ni e gr^3
AirDaibhidh, neach a dh' unpadh

Is air a shhochd gu bràth. [leis

SALM XIX.—19.

1 GLom Dhe lànfhoillaichidh na
nèamh,

'S na speura gniomh a làmh.
2 Tha là a' deanamh sg:eil do là,

Is oidhche dh'oidhch' pun tàmh
A' tea^jas^ eòlais, anns gach àit.

3 Oir cha'n 'eil ionad ann,
No cainnt, no uirghioll fòs air bitb,

Nach cual an guth gach àm.

4 Chaidh'm fuaim air feadh gach tìre

Am focal chaidh an cèin [mach

,

Gu crìch na cruinne, chuir e annt'
Buan-phàilliun àrd do'u ghrèin:

5 Neach tha mar nuadh fhear pòsda
O 'sheòmar fein a mach, [teachd

Ta ait, mar phaisgeach treun a' ruith

A reis' gu togarach. 1

6 A' dol a mach o chrìch nan speur,
Mu'n cuairt g'an crich a ghnàth :

!

'S cha'nfholuichearo theasnagrèin',
Aon ni sa' chruinne ta.

7 Is iomlan lagh lehobhah mhòir
;

An t-anam iomp'chidh e;
Teisteas an Tighearna tha dearbh;
An simplidh glic 'se ni.

8 Tha statuin fòs an Tighearn ceart,

'G cur aoibhneis anns a' chridh';
Glan-aitbnte Dè a' soillseachadh,
Nan sùl nach maith a chi.

9 Eagal an Tighearn fior-ghlan e,

Buan-mhaireannach a ghnàth :

Fior agus cothromach air fad,

A bhreitheanais a ta.

10 Is fearr r'an iarraidh iad na'n t-òr,

An t-òr a's fearr air bith :

Ni 's milse iia a' mhil ta iad,

No cir mheala r'a h-ith.

11 A' faotainn rabhaidh fòs a ta

T'òglach-sa uath' a ghnàth,
'S 'nan coimhead cùramachgudearbh

Mòr-thuarasdal a ta.

i2 Cò thuigeas uile sheachrain fèin ?

Glan o lochd diomhair mi.
13 O pheacaibh drinadais air ais

Cum t'òglach ft^in, a Dhè
;

Na bitheadh ac' àrd cheannas orm :

An sin biom treibhdhireach,
Is fòs o'n pheacadh mhòr bidh mi,

Kior-ionraic neòchiontach.

PSALM XIX. 17

49 Th<»refore to thee will Igivethankg
The heathen folk among;

And to thy narae, O Lord, I will

Sing praises in a song.
50 He great deliv'rance giveshis king

:

He mercy dotli extend
To David, his anointed one,
And his seed vvithout end.

PSALM XIX.—19.

1 The heav'ns God's glory do declare,

The skies his hand-works preach :

2 Day utters speech to day, and night
To night doth knowledge teach.

3 There is no sneech nor tonerue to
which

^

Their voice doth not extend :

4 Their line is gone through all the
earth,

Their words to the world's end.

In them he set the sun a tent

;

Who, bridegroom like, forth goes
From's chamber, as a strong man

doth
To run his race rejoice.

6 From heav'n'send is his going forth,

Circling to th' end again ;

And there is nothing from his heat
That hidden doth remain.

7 God's law is perfect, and converts
The soul in sin that lies

:

God's testimony is most sure,

And makes the simple wise.

8 The statutes of the Lord are right,

And do rejoice thelieart:

The Lord's command is pure, and
Light to the eye.^ impart. [doth

9 Unspotted is the fear of God,
And doth endure for ever :

The judgments of the Lord are true
And righteous altogether.

10 They more thau gold, yea, much
fine gold,

To be desired are
;

Than honey, honey from the comb
That droppeth, swecter far.

11 Moreover, they thy servant warn
How he his life should frame :

A great reward provided is

Kor them that keep the same
12 Who can his errors understand ?

cleanse thou me within
13 From secret faults. Thy servant

keep
From all presumptuous sin :

And do not sufifer them to have
Dominion over me :

Theu, righteous and inuocent,
1 from much sin shall be.



IS SALM XX. XXI.

1 4 O Dhia, ino neart, 's mo Shlànuigh-
ear,

An deadh thoil gabh uam fèin,

Na smuainte ta a'm' chridhe stigh,

la briathra glan mo bhèil.

SALM XX.—20.

1 G(7 freagradh Dia thu ann an là

Do thrioblaid, is do phèin !

Gu deanadh ainm Dhò lacoib fòs

Sior-choimhead ort a'd' fheum :

2 Gu'n cuireadh thugad cuideachadh,
Tràth, as a tlieampuU naomh :

Is deauadh e do neartachadh
A Sion fèiu gu caomh.

3 Cuimhnicheadhegu gràsmhor dhuit
T'uil' ofraile gu grad,

Is gabhadh e gu taitneach uait

T'iobairte loisgt' air fad.

4 A reir deadh rùin do chridhe fèin,

Tiùbhradh e dhuit gu maith
;

Coimhlionadh e gach comhairle
Tha ann ad chridhe stigh.

5 Ni sinne aoibhneas ann ad shl^int',

Is ann an ainm ar Dia,
Suas togaidh sinn ar brataichean

:

Dia dheònach' t'uile rahiann '.

6 Nis 's lìosrach mi gu teasairg e

An ti a dh' ungadh leis :

Is le neart-saoraidh deas làimh' Dhè
O nèamh gu'u èisdear ris.

7 Tha cuid ag earbs' à carbadaibh,
Is cuid à h-eachaibh àrd'

;

Ach ainm an Tighearna ar Dia
Cuimhnichidh sinn 's gach àit.

8 Dh' islicheadh iadsan, 's thuit iad

Ach dh'pirich sinn is aheas. [sios :

9 Dhia, foir, is èisdeadh ruinn an Righ,
TrAth ni sinn gearan ris.

SALM XXI.-21.
1 Am meud do neirtsa, Dhè nan dùl,

Bidh aoibhneaa air an Righ

:

Is ann ad shlàinte thròcairich
Sòlas cia mòr do ni ?

2 Làn mhiann is rùn a chridhe fèin

Thug thusa dha gu seth

:

Aon athchuinge a dh'iarr a bheul
Cha d' rinn thu air a cleith.

30irbcanuachadhdomhaitheiamhòir'
Sin thug thu dhagu moch :

Is cliuir thu coron àrd m'a cheann,
Do'n òr a's deirge dreach.

4 Do dh' iarr e ortsa beatha bhuan,
Sin thug thu dha gu fior :

Is thug thu sineadh saoghail dha,
A chum bhi beò gu sior.

5 A thaobh na slàinte thug thu dha,
Is raòr a ghlòir gach àm

;

PSALMS XX. XXL
14 The words which from my mouth

proceed,
The thoughtssent from myheart,

Accept, O Lord, for thou my strength
Aud my Redeemer art.

PSALM XX.-20.
1 JEHOVAH hear thee iu the day

When trouble he doth send :

And let the name of Jacob's God
Thee from all ill defend.

2 O let him help send from above,
I Out of his sanctuary :

Frora Sioujhis own holy hill,

Let him give strength to thee.

3 Let him remember all thy gifts,

Accept thy sacrifìce :

4 Grant thee thine heart's wish, and
fulfil,

Thy thoughts and counsel wise.

5 In thy salvation we will joy

;

In our God's name we will

Display our banners : and the Lord
Thy prayers all fulfil.

6 Now know I God his king doth save ;

He from his holy heav'n
WiU hear hira, with the saving

strength
By his ovvn right hand giv'n.

7 In chariots some put confidence,
Some horses trust upon :

But we remembcr will the narae
Of our Lord God alone.

8 We rise, and upright stand, when
they

Are bowed down, and fall.

9 Deliver, Lord ; and let the King
Us hear, when we do call.

PSALM XXI.—21.

1 The king in thy great strength, O
Shall very joyful be

:

[Lord,
In thy salvation rejoice

How veh'mently shall he I

2 Thou hast bestowed upon him
All that his heart would have

;

And thou from him didst not with-

Whate'er his lips did crave. [hold

3 For thou with blessings him pre-

Of goodness raanifold"; [vent'st

And tliou hast set upon his head
A crown of purest gold.

4 When he desired life of thee,

Thou life to him didst give

;

Ev'u such a length of days, that ha
For evermore should live.

5 In that salvation wrought by thee

His glory is made great

;



SALM XXII.

Ard-urrara agus mòralachd
Chuir thusa air a cheann.

6 Oir rinneadh leat robheannaicht' e
Air feadh gach rè gu beachd ;

Is rinn thu e làn-aoibhneach fò3

Le d' ghuùis an tròcaireachd.

7 Oir ann an Dia lehobhah mùr
Earbaidh an ri^h a ghnàth :

Tre thròcair fòs an Ti a's àird',

Cha ghluaisear e pu bràth.

8 Aimsidh do ghlac air t'uile nàmh
;

Air t'eascar do làmh dheas.

9 Mar àmhuinn theinntich nithu iad,

Au aimsir t'llieirg' g'an sgrios :

'Na chorruich mhòr ni Dia gu fior,

An slugadh sios air fad,

Is nitbear orra milleadh fòs

Le teine mòr gu grad.
10 An toradh sgriosaidh tu o'n tìr,

'S an siol o dhaoinibh aa.

11 Oir riun iad feall a'd' aghaidh : 's

dhealbh
Do-bheart nach dTneud' cur leis :

12 Bheir thusa orra, uime sin,

Gu'n tionndaidh iad an cùl,

Òirsaighdegeur dobhogh' air sreing
Ri'n aghaidh gleusaidh tu.

13 Ardaich thu fèin, a'd' chumhachd-
A Thigheama nam feart : [aibh,

Mar sin siorclianaidh sinndo chliù,

Is molaidh sinn do neart

SALM XXII.—22.

1 MO Dhia, mo Dhia, c'uim' thrèig
thu mi?

Le d'fhurtachd uam an ceiu ;

O bhriathraibh goirt mo bhùiridh
àird,

Gun fhuasgladhorm a'm' fheum?
2 Mo Dhia, cha d' thug thu freagradh

dhomh,
San là 'n do ghairm mi ort

;

An uair bu chòir dhomh tàmh san
oidhch',

Cha'n 'eil mi fein a'm' thosd.

SGidheadh thathusafìor-ghlannaomh,
A Dh.?, os ceann gach sgèil,

A'd' chòrahnuidh anns an àros sin,

Ara bheil cliu Israeil.

4 Do rinn ar siunsir dhiot-sa bun
;

Is shaor thu iad mar dh'earb.
5 Do ghlaodh iad riut, isshaoradh iad:

Dh'earb riut, gunaghaidhdhearg.

6 Ach mise fòs cha duin', ach cnuimh :

Gràin dhaoin', is tàir nan slògh.

7 Cùis crathaidh cinn, is casaidh bèil,

Spòrs do ua chi mo dhòigh.
8 Ag ràdh, Do rinn e bun à Dia,

Chum fuasgladh air 'na fheum

PSALM XXII. 19

Honour and comely majesty
Thou hast upon him set.

Because that thou for evermore
Most blessed hast him made ;

And thou hast with thy countenance
Made him exceeding glad.

7 Because the king upon the Lord
His conlidence doth lay

;

And, through the grace of the most
Shall not be mov'd away. [High,

8 Thine hand shall all thosemen fìnd
That en'mies are to thee ; [cut

Ev'n thy right liand shall tind out
Of thee that haters be. [those

9 Like fiery ov'n thou .'shalt them make,
When kiudled is thine ire ;

God shall themswallowin hiswrath,
Devour them shall the fire. [stroy,

10 Their fruit from earth thou shalt de-

Their seed men from among :

11 For they beyond their might 'gainst

Did plotmischief and wrong.[thee

12 Thou therefore shalt make them
turn back,

When thou thy shafts shalt place
Upon thy strings, made ready all

To fly against their face.

13 In thy great pow'r and strength, O
Be thou exalted high; [Lord,

So shall we sing with joyful hearts,

Tby power praise sliall we.

PSALM XXII.—22.

1 My God, my God, why hast thou me
Forsaken'? why so far

Art thou from helpin^me, and from
My words that roaring are ?

2 AU day, my God, to thee I cry,

Yet am not heard by thee
;

And in the season of the night
I cannot silent be.

3 But thnu art holy, thou that dost
Inhabit Isr'el's praise.

4 Our fathers hop'd in thee, they hop d,

And thou didst them release.

5 When unto thee they sent their cry,

To them deliv'rance came :

Because they put their trust in thee,
They were not put to shame.

6 But as for me, a worm I am,
And as no man am priz'd •

Reproach of men I am, and by
The people ara despis'd.

7 All that me see laugh me to scorn

;

Shoot out the lip do they ;

They nod and shake their heads at

And, mockiug, thus dosay, [me,

8 This man did trust in God, that he
Would free him by his might

:



20 SALM XXII.

Nis dtìanadli e a theasairgiun,

O thug e dha làii-speis.

9 Ach 'tì tuà' an ti a bhuin a mach
A broinu mo mhàthar mi

;

Is «u bu bharrant dòchais dhomh,
'Nuair bha mi air a' chìch.

10 O'n bhroinn do thilgeadh ortsa mi;

Air bhith dhomh òg iu maoth ;

O thàinig mi o'n bhroinn a mach,
Is tu mo Dhia ro-chaomh.

11 A Dhè, na bi-sa fada uam,
Oir 's dlùth dhomh trioblaid theann;

'S gun agam neach gu m' chuideacli-

No aon a chuireas leam. [adh,

12 Do chuairtich uraam mòran tharbh,

Mu m' thimchioll air gach làimh ;

Dli'iadh umam tairbh ro-làidirbhorb'

Am Basan bha 'nan tàmh.

13 Gu far.suina dh'fhosgail iad am
Mar leòmhan allta garg ; [beul,

A' tabhairt sithidh reubaidh orm,
Le bùireadh fiadhaich borb.

14 M.ir uisge dhòirteadh mise mach,
Mo chnàmhan sgàint' o chèil'

:

Mo chridh' a'm' chom an taobh a

Air leaghadh ta mar cheir. [stigh,

15 Air tiormachadh mar phota crè

A ta mo neart, a Dhè ;

Mo theangadh leantuiun tha ri m'
Gu h-ùir-bhàis thug thu mi. [ghial,

16 Oir dh'iadh rau'n cuairt orm mad
raidh gharg',

Bhuail umam thall 's a bho3
Mòr-bhuidheann luchd na h-aing-

idheachd
;

Lotiad mo làmh 's nio chos.

17 Mo chnàmhan uile feudaidh mi
An Aireamh aon is aon ;

Gu geur tha iad ag amharc orro,

A dearcadh orm gach taobh.

18 Mo thrusgan eatorra do roinn,

Croinn thilg iad air mo bhrat.

19 Ach fad o m' chabhair, Dhia mo
Na fan, ach deifrich ort. [neirt,|

20 Do m'anam tabhair fuasgladh deas

O'n chlaidheamh sgaiteach pheur;!

Is m'aonghràdh caomh gu saorar

O neart nam madradh treuu'.[leat,

21 O bheul nan k>òmhan làidir borb',

Dhè, fuasgail orin gun stad :

O adharcaibh nam buabhuU treuu'

;

Oir chual thu mi gu grad.

22 Do m' bhràithribh cuiream t'ainms'

San èireachd molam thu. [an cèill;

23 Shìl lacoib, 's a luchd eagail Dè,
Glòir thugaibh dha is chu :

Oirbhs', larmad Israeil air fad,

Biodh 'engal saia gu mòr

:

PSALM XXIL
Let him dehver him, sith he
Had iu him such delight.

9 But thou art he out of the womb
That didst me safely take ;

When I vvas on my mother's breastn

Thou me to hope didst make.

10 And I was cast upon thy care,

Ev'n from the womb till now ;

And from my mother's belly, Lord,
My God aud guide art thou.

11 Be not far ofl', for grief is near,

And none to help is found.

12 Bulls many compass me, strong
buUs

Of Bashan me surround.

13 Their mouths they open'd wide on
me,

Upou me gape did they,

Like to a lion ravening
And roaring for his prey.

14 Like water l'm pour'd out, roy
bones

All out of joint do part

:

Amidst my bovvels, as the wax,
So melted is niy heart.

15 My strength is like a potsherd
dried

;

My tongue it cleaveth fast

Unto my jaws ; and to the dust
Of death thou brought me hast.

16 For dogs have compass'd me about

.

The wicked, that did meet
In their assembly, me inclos'd

;

They pierc'd my hands and feet.

17 I all my bones may tell ; they do
Upon me look an<i stare.

18 Upon my vesture lots they cast,

And clothes amoug them share.

19 But be uot far, Lord, my
strength

;

Haste to give help to me.
20 From sword my soul, from pow'r

'

of dojis

My darling set thou free.

21 Out of the roaring lion's mouth
Do thou me shield and save :

For from tlie horns of unicorns
An ear to me thou gave.

22 I will show forth thy name unto
Tiiose that my brethrcu are ;

Amidst the coogregatiou
Thy praiae 1 will declare.

23 Praise ve the Lord, who do him
Him glorify all ye [fear,

The seed of Jacob ; fear hira all

Thut Isr'el'tì chilJien bt.



SALM XXIII.
I

21 Oif tarcuis riamh clia d'iinn air

boclid,
I

'S iiior ghabh e gràiu d' a leùn :

Cha d'lholuich, 's cha do cheil al

ghnùis,
I

G'a thrcigsinn ann a theinn
;

'Nuair rinn e glaodlì is gearan ris,

1 hug èisdeachd dha gu binn.

PSALM XXIII. 21

21 For he despis'd not nor abhon'd
Tli' afflicted's misery

;

Nor from him Ijid his tace, but heard
V»'hen he to him did cry.

25 Wilhiu the congregation great
INIy praise shall be of thee ;

My vows before them that him fear

Shall be perform'd by me.
25 'S aun ortsa bhios mo mholadh àrd 26 The meek shall eat, aud shall be

San èireaclidas, a Dhc
Mo bhòidean ìocam fòs an làth'r

Na dream d'an eagal e.

26 Na daoine siu tha macanta
Ithidh, is gheibh an sàth :

Na dh'iarras Dia àrd-mholaidh e

Bhur cridh' bidh beò gu bràth.

27 Pillidh ri Dia gach iomall tir',

Is cuimhnichidh iad air

:

Seadh sluEigh uam iàueacha gu Ic:

Dliuit gèill is urram bheir.

28 Air son gur le lehobhah mòr
An rìoghachd le còir cheart

:

'S am measg nam fiueachan air fad

'S leis uachdrauachd is ueart.

29 Na daoiue reamhar anus gach tì

Itbidh, is gèiUidh dlia : fuaigh,
Dlia cromaidh sios na thèid aan
Cha chum neach 'anam beò.

30 Thigslioclid is seirbhis ni doDhia,
Dha measar iad mar liuu.

31 lunsidh a cheart do'n àl ri teachd,
Gu 'm b'esan sud a riun.

SALM XXIII.—23.

1 IS e Dia fèin a's buachaill dbomh,
Cha bhi mi aun an dìtli.

2 Bheir e fa'uear gu'n luidbinn sìos

Air cluainibh glas' ie sith:

1h fòs ri taobh nan aimhuichean
Thèid seachad sìos gu mali,

A ta e ga mo threòrachadh,
Gu min reidh anus gach ball.

3 Tha 'g aisig ra'anam' dhomh air ais

'S a' treòrachadh mo cheum
Air slighibh glan' na,fireantachd,

Air sg,ith 'dheadh ainme lein.

4 Scadh fùs ged ghluaisiun eadhon
trid

Ghlinn dorcha sgàil' a' bhàis,
Aon olc no urchuid a theachd ort
Ni h-eagal leam 's ni 'n càs

;

Airson gu bheil thu leam a ghuàth;
Do lorg, 's do bhata treun,

Tha iad a' tabhairt comhfhurtachd
Is luasglaidh dhonih a'm' Iheum.

5 Dhomh dheasaich borb air beul mo
uàmh,

Le L-oiàdh dh'ung mo cheaiin
;

fill'd

;

They also praise shall give
Unto the Lord that do him seek :

Your heart shall ever live.

27 AH ends of th' earth remember shali,

And turn the Lord uuto
;

All kindreds of the nations
To him shall homage do :

28 Because tlie kingdom to the Lord
Doth appertain as his ;

Likewise among the uations
The Goveruor he is.

29 Earth's fat ones eat, and \vor.'*hip

sball

:

All who to dust desceud
Shall bovv to him ; noue ofthem can
His soul from death defend.

30 A seed shall service do to hiia»

;

Unto the Lord it shall

Be for a geueration
Reckon'd in ages all.

31 They shall come, and they shall de-

Histruthand righteousness [clare

Unto a people yet unborn,
Aud that he 'hath done this.

PSALM XXIII.—23.
1 The Lord's my shepherd, l'll not

want.
2 He makes me down to lie

In pastures green : he leadefh
me

The quiet waters by.
3 My soul he doth resto're again

;

And me to walk doth make
^Yithin the paths of righteous-

ness,
Ev'n for his own narae's sake.

4 Yea, though I walk in death's dark
vale,

Yet will I fear none ill

:

For thou art with me ; and thy
rod

And stafTme comfort stilì.

5 My table thou hast furnished
In presence of my foes ;

My head thou dost with oil

auoiut,

Aud my cup ovcrflous.



22 SALM XXIV. XXV.

CuT thairis tha lano chupan fòs,

Aig meud an Ikin a t'ann.

6 Ach leanaidh nnaith is tròcair rium

An cian a bhios mi beò ;

Is còmhnuicheam an àros Dp,

Ri fad mo rè 's mo lò.

SALM XXIV.—24.

1 'S le Dia an talamh, is a làn
;

An domhan, 's na bheil ann.

2 Oir shocraich e air cuantaibh e,

Air sruthaibh \e-dg gu teann.

3 Cò e am fear sin a thèid suas

Gu tulaich naomlia Dhè?
Is fòs 'na iouad naomhasan,
Cò sheasas ann gu rèidh ?

4 An ti 'g am bìieil na làmhan glan',

Is cridhe upòi.hiontach ;

'Anam nior thog: ri diomhanas,

'S nior lùgh mionn ioganach.

5 An ti sin beannacbadh o Dhia

Ghelbh e cu saoibhir pailt,

Ib ionracas faraou o'n Dia

'S bun slàinte dha 'na airc.

6 'S i sin a' ghinealach 's an dream

A dh'iarras e {;u mòr ;

Ta 'g iarraidh d'aghaidh is do ghnuis,

O lacoib, raar ia còir.

7 Togaibh, O gheatacha, bhur cmn,

Is èiribh suas gu hàrd,

O dhorsa s.orruidh ; Ri^h na glòir

Gu'n tigeadh e g'a àit.

8 Cò e sin fein Ard-Righ na glòir' ?

An Tighearn làidir treun

PSALM XXIV. XXV.

6 Goodness and mercy all my life

Shall surely foUow me :

And in God's house for ever-

My dvvelling-place shall be.

PSALM XXIV.-24.
1 THE earth belongs unto the Lord,

And all that it contains

;

The world that is inhabited,

And all that there remains.

2 For the foundations thereof

He on the seas did lay,

And he hath it established

Upou the floods to stay.

3 Who Ì9 the man that shall ascend

Into thehill of God?
r who within his holy place

Shall have a firm abode ?

4 Whosehands are clean, whoseheart

And unto vanity [is pure,

Who hath not lifted up his soul,

Nor sworn deceitfuUy.

5 He from th' Eternal shall receive

The blessing him upon,
Andriehteousness,ev'n fromthe God

Of hi3 salvation.

6 This is the generation

That after him inquire,

O Jacob, who do seek thy face

With their whole heart's desire.

7 Ye gates, lift up your heads on high;

Ye doors that last for aye,

Be lifted up, that so the King
^ Ofglory enter may.

lehobhali neartmhor, cruaidh anU g^^ ^^.jj^ ^f ^lory is the King
cath,

Bheir buaidh a raach dha fein.

9 To-raibh, O gheatacha, bhur cinn,

Is èiribh suas gu h-drd,

O dhorsa siorruidh : Righ na glòir'

Gu'n tigeadh e g'a àit.

10 Cò e sin fèin Ard Righ na glòir'?

lehobhah mòr nan slògh,

'Se fein a's Righ na glòir' a t'ann,

Gu'n choimeas idir dha.

SALM XXV.—25.

1 DHIA. togam m'anam riutsa suaa.

2 Mo Dhia, mo mhuinghina dheas

A m' ionnsuidhnaleigaobhar nàir'

Do m'eascar gairdeachas.

3 Fo nàir' is mhasladh na leig neach

D'an gnàth blii feitheainh ort

:

Ach nàire gu robh air an dream

A ni gun aobhar lochd.

t FoiUsich do shlighe dhomh, a Dhè
A'd' cheumaibh teagaisg mi

:

The mighty Lord is tliis ;

Ev'n that same Lord, that great m
And strong iu battle is. [might

9 Ye gates,lift up your heads; ye doors,

Doors that do last for aye,

Be hfted up, that so the Kmg
Of glory enter may.

10 But who is he that i.s the King

Of glory? wlio is this?

The Lord of hosts, and none buthe,

The King of glory is.

PSALM XXV.—25.

1 TO thee I lift my soul

:

O Lord, I trust in thee :

My God, let me not be asham d,

'Nor foes triumph o'er me.

3 Let none that wait on thee

Be put to shame at all ;

But those that without cause trans-

Let shame upon them fall. [gress,

4 Show me thy ways, O Lord ;

Thy paths, O teach thou me :



SALM XXV. PSALM XXV. 23

5 Is treòraich mi a' d' fhirinn phloin, 5 And do thou lead me in thy truth,

'S mo theagass dean, a Dhè :

Oir 's tu a's Tighearn ann g\i dearbh, For thou art God that dost
Therein my teacher be :

'S tu "d slàinte dhomh a erhnàth,

Is ort a ta mi feitheamh lòs

Le foighid mhùir gach la.

salvation send,
And 1 upon thee all the day
Expecting do attend.

6 Cuimhuich, a Dhè, do thròcair 6 Thy teuder mercies, Lord,
chaomh,

Do chaoirahneas làn do ghràdh :

O chian nan cian a ta iad aun,
San aimsir fad o'u là.

7 Na cuimhnich peacaidh ni'òige

dhomh

:

'S na lochdan a rinn mi

;

A reir do thròcair cuimhnich orm,
Air sgàth do ghràis, a Dhè.

ti Is maith 's is direach Dia nan dùl

:

Is air an aobhar ud

1 pray thee to remember,

I

And loving kindnesses; for they

I
Have been of old for ever.

7 My Bins and faults of youth
'Do thou, O Lord, forget

:

\

After tliy mercy thiuk on me,

I

And for thy gooduess great.

8 God good and upright is :

I The way he'll sinners show.
,9 The meek'in judgment he will guide,

And make his path to know.
Do nithearleis na peacaich thruagh' 10 The whole paths of the Lord
A theagasg anus an ròd.

9 TreòraichiJh e na daoine cihin'

Am breitheanas gu ceart

:

'S na daoine mtne teagaisgidh
'Xa shlighe, Dia uam feart.

11 An tròcair is an fhiriun rèidh
Sud shgh' ar D;i 's g;icli ball

;

Do'n dream a chumas gealladh ris,

'S nach leig a theist air chall.

11 Sgàth t'ainme, lagh rao chiontafòs,
Oir tha sud mòr, a Dhè.

Are truth and mercy sure,

To those that do his c'ov'naut kcep,

And testimonies pure.

U Now, for thine own name's sake,

O Lord, I thee entrtat

To pardon mine iniquity
;

For it is very great.

12 What man is'he that fears

The Lord, and doth him serve ?

Him shall he teach the way that he
Shall choose, and still observe.

12 Cò 'm fear^ d'an eagal Dia ? San t- 13 hìs soul shall dwell at ease

;

sligh'

'S ion-roghnuidh seòlaidh e.

13 An seassaireachd ni 'anam tàmh,
1

'S le "shliochd le ceart an tìr.
j

14 Tha run an Tighearn aig an dream
D'an eagal e gu tìor

:

1

Is nithear leis a chumhnant fòs ]

Fhoillseachadh dhoibh gu ceart.

15 A ta mo shùile fèin a ghnàth
Ri Tighearna nam feart

;

Air 8on gu'n spionar leis mo chos
Gu h-aithghearr as an ribh.

16 PiU thugam, is dean tròcair orm

:

A'm' aonar taim, 's fo dhrip.

17 Tha ^einn mo chridh' a' dol am
mtud

;

Sacr mi o m' àmhghar geur.
18 Seall air mo phein, is m'anshocair.

'S mo pheacaidh lagh gu lèir.

19 Mo naimhde guineach thoir fa'near,

Oir tha iad lioumhor ann ;

Fuath nimhneach agus mi-runach
Tha aca dhomh nach gann.

20 Dhia, coimhid m'anam, 'a furtaich

Sa leig fo nàire mi

;

[orm
;

Mo dhòchas uile leig mi ort,

Air son gur tu mo Righ.

And his posterity

Shall flourish still, and of the earth
Inheritors shall be.

U yS'ith. those that fear him ia

1 he secret of the Lord ;

The knowledge of his covenant
He wiU to them afford.

15 Mine eyes upon the Lord
Continualiy are set

;

For he it is t'hat shall bring forth

;My feet out of the net.

16 Turn unto me thy face,

And to me raercy show
;

Because that I ara desolate,

Aud am brought very low.

17 My heart's griefs are increas'd :

yie from distress relieve.

18 See mine affliction and my pain,
And all ray sins forgive.

19 Consider thou my foes,

Because they ra'any are
;

And it a cruel hatred is

Which they against me bear.

20 O do thou keep my soul,

Do thou deliver me :

And let rae uever be asham'd,
Because I trust in thee.



24 SALM XXVI. XXVII.
21 NÌ9 deanadh ionracaa is còir

Mo dhion ; 'a nni feitheamh ort.

22 Dhia, fuasgail air cloinn Israeil,

O'n uile àmhghar goirt.

SALM XXVI._26.
1 Thoir orm-sa breth, a Dhia nar

dùl,

A'm' neòchiont phluais mi fèin,

Oir rinn rai dòchas maith à Di
Chasleamhuuic])

2 Dhia, fionn mo chridh',
Fidir is ich mi.

I

PSALMS XXVI. XXVIL
21 Let nprightness and truth

Keep me, who thee attend.
22 Redemption, Lord, to Israel

From all his troubles send.
(Second Fersion, see page \&A.)

PSALM XXVL-26.
1 JUDGEme,oLord,forI havewalk'd

In mine integrity :

I trustfd also in the Lord ;

,

Slide tìierefore sfiall not I.

cheum. 2 Examine me, aiid do me prove
;

Try heart and reins, O God

:

3 Oir dhearc mi air do chaoimhneasj
pràidh •

A'd' fhìrinn ghluais mi, Dhe.

[lòs, 3 For thy love is before mine eyes,
Thy truth's paths I have trode.

With persons vain I have not sat,

Nor with dissemblers gone :

4 Le cuideachd dhiomhain riamh nior 5 Th' assembly of ill men Ì hate
shuidh

Cha siubhlam le hichdsaoibh.
5 Is beag orm coimhthional an uilc :

'S cha suidh mi sìos le bao'ibh.

6 An neòchiont glanaidh mi mo làmh
Is cuairt'cheam t'altair, Dhe;

7 Gu'm foillsichiun le moladh àrd,

Do mhiorbhuile gu lèir.

8 Còmhnuidh do theach is ionmhuinn

To sit with such I shun.
6 Mine hands in innocence, O Lord,

I'll wash and purify;
So to thine holy altar go,
And compa.ss it wiU 1

:

That I, with voice of thanksgiving
May publish and declare,

And tell of all thy mighty works,
That great and wondrous are.

A Thighearn is a Dhè, [leam, 8 The habitation of thy house,
""^^' '^ ^Ti^.i . I Lord, I have loved well;Gnàth-àite bunaidh t'onorach,

Is leam ro-ionmhuinn e.

9 Lepeacaichibh, luchd-deanamh uilc,

Na cruinnich m'anam bochd,
Na cuir mo bheath' 'uan cuideachd

sud,

Tha fuileachdach gu lochd.

10 'G am bheil an t-aimhleas mòr 'nan
glaic

:

Duaisbhratha 'nan làimh dheis,

11 Ach gluaisidh mi a'm' neòchiont
A'd' thròcair saor-sa mis'. [fèin.

Yea, in that place I do delight
Where doth thine honour dwell.

9 With sinncrs gather not my soul,
And such as blood would spill :

10 Whose hands mischievous plots,
right hand

Corrupting bribes do fill.

11 But as for me, I will walk on
In mine integrity

:

Do thou redeem me, and, O Lord,
Be mercilul to me.

12 'Na seasamh ta mo chos gu beachd \2 My foot upon an even place
r ionad còmhnard rèidh :

Is ann an coimhthional nan naomh
Beannaicheam thus', a Dhe.

SALMXXVIL—27.

1 'SE Dia rao sholus, is mo shlàint',

Cò chuireas eagal orm ?

'Se neart rao bheatha Dia nan dùl,

Cò chuireas fait'cheas fo'm ?

2 Mo naimhde, m'eascairde, luchd'

Tr^ìth thàinig orm gu bras, Luilc,':

Gu gionach dh'itheadh m'fheòla suas,

Fhuair tuisleadh, thuit gu cas.

3 Ged champaicheadh a'm' aghaidh
feachd,

Cha'n eagal le mo chridh'

:

Ged èireadh cogadh m' aghaidh fòs

A 80 rao bhun do ni.

Doth stand with stedfastuess :

Within the congregations
Th' Eternal fwill bless.

PSALM XXVII.—27.

1 The Lord's my light and saving
health,

Who shall make me dismay'd?
My life's strength is the Lord, of
Then shall Ibe afraid ? [vvhom

2 When as mine enemies and foes,

Most wicked persons all,

To eat my fiesh against me rose,
They stumbled and did fall.

3 Against me though an host encamp,
My hcart yet tearless is ;

Though war against me rise, I will
Be confident in this.



SALM XXVIII.

4 Aon ni do mhiannaich mi o Dhia,
Gu minic iarram e :

A bhi a'm' cliòmhnuidh feadh mo là

Au tigh '8 an àroa Dè
;

A chum gu faicinn fèin gu glan
Maise lehobhah mhòir,

Gu fìosraichinn 's gu faighinn sgeul,

'Na theampull mar is còir. I

5 Oir ni e m' fholach 'n àm na h-airc'

'Na phàilliun : dìon do ni

An diomhaireachd a phi5illiuin

Air carraig cuiridh mi. [dhomh;

6 Os ceann mo naimhde ta mu m'
chuairt,

Nis togar suas mo cheann :

Glan ìobairt aoibhneis uime sin

D'a phàilliun bheirear leam :

Is seinnidh-mi gu togarach,
Seadh, canaidh mi gu binn,

Ceòl agus moladli àrd do Dhia
Air leadh mo rè 's mo linn.

7 Leguth mobheoil tràth èigheamriut,
Thoir èisdeachd dhomh, a Dhè :

j

Le iochd dean tròcair orm, is fòir,
|

Gu gràsmhor freagair mi.
8 larr m'aghaidh, 'nuair a thuirt thu

An sin thuirt m'anamleat, [rium,:

Do ghnùis, is t'aghaidh fein, a Dhè,'
Sin iarraidh mi gu h-ait.

9 Na folaich uam do ghnùis, am feirgi

Na dibir t'òglach fèin : i

'S tuchuidich leam: aDhèraoshlàint',
Na fàg-sa mi 's na trèig.

10 'Nuair threigeas m'athair mi gutur,
'S mo mhàthair fòs faraon,

Do ni an Tighearna an sin
]Mo thogail suas gu caoin.
|

11 Dhia, tengaisg dhomh do shlighe

Is treòraich mise, Dhe, [fein,

Fa chùis mo naimhde mi-runach,
Air ceumaibh dìreach reidh.

12 Do mhi-run m'eascairde ro-gheur
Na tabhair thairis mi

:

Oir dh'eirich rium luchd-fìanuis

bhreig',

Is dream a bhrùchdas nimh.

13 Rachadh mo mhisneach uil' air cùl>

Mur creidinn maitheas Dè,
Gu faicinn sin an tir uam beò,
Ga m' fhuasgladh ann am fheum.

14 Fuirich gu foighidneach ri Dia,
Glac thugad misneach mhòr,

Is bheir e spionnadh cridhe dhuit

:

Fuirich ri Dia na glòir'.

;

PSALM XXVIII. 25

4 One thing I of the Lord desir'd,

And will seek to obtain,
That all days of my life I may
Within God's house remain

;

That I the beauty of the Lord
Behold may and admire,

And that I in his holy place
May rev'rently inquire.

5 For he in his pavilion shall
Me hide in evil days ;

In secret ot his tent me hide,
And on a rock me raise.

6 And now, ev'n at tliis present time,
Mine head shall lifted be

Above all those that are my foes,

And round encompass me :

Therefore unto his tabernacle
ril sacrifices bring

Of joyfulness ; l'll sing, yea I

To God wiU praises siiig.

7 O Lord, give ear unto my voice,
\Yhen I do cry to thee

;

L^pon me also mercy have,
And do thou ansvver me.

8 When thou didst say, Seek ye my
Then unto thee reply [lace,

Thus did my heart, Ab'ove all things
Thy face,"Lord, seek will I.

Farfrom me hide not thou thy fare,

Put not away from thee
Thy servant in thy wrath : thou hait
An helper been to nie.

O God ofmy salvation,

Leave me not, nor forsake :

10 Though me my parents both should
leave,

The Lord will me up take.

11 O Lord, instruct me in thy way,
To me a leader be

In a plain path, because of those
Tliat hatred bear to me.

12 Give me not to mine en'mies' will

;

For wifnesses that lie

Against me risen are, and such
As breathe out cruelty.

13 I fainted had, unless that I

Believed had to see

The Lord's own goodness in the land
Of them that living be.

14 Wait ou the Lord, and be thou
strone,

And he shall strength afford

Unto thine heart ; yea, do thou wait,
I say, upon the Lord.

SALM XXVIII.—28. PSALM XXVIII -28.
1 A Dhia, mo charraig, èigheam riut, 1 To thee ril cry. O Lord. my rock

;

A'd' thosd na bi-sà uara :
j

Hold not thy peace to me'

;



26 SALM XXIX.
, PSALM XXIX.

Eag-al le d' thoad, gur cosmhuil mi 1

"^^st Iike those that to pit descend
Ri dream theid aìos do'n uaigh.

! ,
^ ''7 '^y silence be.

2 Giith m' athchuins;e, tràth pig:heam^ ^^'^ ^oice hearotmy humble praj'r
Eisd tjius' an sin, a Dhè : [riutj When unto thce I cry

;

'Nuair thogas mi mo iàmhan suaa
Gu d' theampull uaomha fein.

3 Le luchd an uilc '3 na h-eucorach
Na tarruing mi gu bràth

;

R'an coimhearsnaich a labhras sit
Ach olc 'nan cridhe ta.

4 A reir an oibre, tabhair dhoibh,
A rèir an rùin chum lochd :

Is diol-sa riu droch gliniomh an làmh,
Amhluidh mar thoill iad ort

5 Do bhrìgh nach tuig iad oibre Dh(J,
No gniomh a làmha fàs,

Do ni e miileaclh orr' Ì3 claoidh,
'S cha dean an togail suas.

6 Air son guth m' athchuiuge gu'n
d'eisd,

Mòr-bheannaicht' gu robh Dia,
7 Do chuir mo chridh' a dhòchas ann:

'S e Dia mo neart 'a mo sgiath.;

Tha mi a' faghail furtachd uaith',
Mar sin le h-aoibhneas ait

Mo chridh' a ta ; 's le m'òran binn,
Sior-mholara e gu pailt.

8 'Se Dia a's neart, 's a's treisc dhoibh,
Oir tha e fèin gu deas

"Na neart, 's 'na spionnadh slàinte
Do'n ti a dh' ungadh leis. [dlùth

9Dhia,furtaichairdophobuIIcaomh,^ thine
Is beannaich t'oiglireachd fèin .

Dhoibhtabhairbeatii', isteachdantir
Tog iad am ioasd, a Dhè.

SALM XXIX.—29.
1 Thug.aibh, a laochraidh làidir

threun,
Do Thighearna nam feart,

Thugaibh do'n Tighearn ud faraon
Glòir, 1

, agus neart.

When to thine holy
I lift mine hands'on high.

3 With ill men dravv me not away
That work iniquity;

That speak peace to their friends,
while in

Their hearts doth mischief lie.

4 Give them according to their deeds
And ills endeavoured :

And as their handy-works deserve,
To them be rendered.

oGod shall notbuild,butthemdestroy,
Who would not understand

The Lord's own vvorks, nor did regard
The doing of his haud.

i6 For ever blessed be the Lord,
For graciously he hcard

The voice ol' my petitions,
And prayers did regard.

The Lord's my strength and shield
;

Upon him did rely
; [my heart

And I am helped ; hence my heart
Doth joy exceedingly,

And with my song 1 will him praise.
Their strength is God alone ;

He also is tlie saving streugtli
Of his auointed oiie.

1 people do thou save.

2 A' ghlòir a's cubhaidh fòs d'a amm,
Thugaibh do'u Dia ro-threun :

Sleuchdaibh do'n Tighearna faraon
Am mais' a naomhachd fòin.

3 Tha guth Dliè air na h-uisgeacli-
Is fòs ni Dia na glòir' [aibh

:

Ard-tliairneanach, is suidhidh e
Air uisgibh làidir mor'.

4 Tha guth an Tighearna gu beachd
Mòrchumhachdacli is treun:

Tha guth an Tighearna faraon
Làn mòralachd ann fèin.

5 Brisidh an Tighearna le 'ghuth
Na aeudair a (a fAs

;

Is briaear seudnir Li-hanoin
Le 'ghuthsan aig a chrua.s.

Bles.s thine inlieritance
;

Them also do thou feed, and them
For evermore advauce.

PSALM XXIX.—29.
1 GlVE ye unto the Lord, ye sons

That of the mighty be,
AII strength and glory to'the Lord
With cheerfulness give ye.

2 Unto the Lord the glory give
That to his narae is due :

And in the beauty of hol'ness
Unto Jehovah bow.

3 The Lord's voice on the waters is

;

The Gud of majtsty
Dotii thunder, and on muUitude.s
Of waters sitteth he.

4 A pow'rful voice it is that comos
Out from the Lord most high

;

The voice of that great LorJ Ts iull

Of glorious majesty.

5 The voice of the Eternal doth
Asunder cedars tear;

Yea, God, the Lord, doth cedars
break

That Lebanon doth bear.



SALM XXX.
6 Is bheir e orra leum gu clist',

AiTihluidh mar ghamhuÌHu bò : [

SHabh Shirioin is Lebanoin,
Mar bhuabhull meargant' òg.

7 Sgoiltidh guth Dhe an dealanach ; -

Am fàsach crathaidh e ; |

8 Seadh fàsach Chadeis mar an ceadnVg
'Se Dia a chrathas e. i

9 Bheir guth Dhe tòs air aighibh jillt'
|

Grad-strarachdainn r' an laoigh ;

Is lomaidh sud na coillte dlùth',

A' rus'jadh bhàrr uan craobh :

Is anu a thcampull naomha-san,
Cuiridh gach neach an cèiU

Glòir agu?< urram mòr ar Dia :

G' a raholadh-san d'a reir. [tuil

;

10 Tha Dia 'na chòmhnuidh air an
'S 'na shuidh" am feasd "na Righ.

11 Bheir Dia d'a phobuU neart ; is

bheir
Dhoibh beannachadh le sith.

PSALM XXX.—30.

1 Dhi.a, molam thu, oir thog thu mi,
Gdir'm'eascair clia d'rmn dhìom.

2 A Dhia mo Thighearn, ghlaodh mi
riut,

Is dh'fhurtaich orm a'm' fheum.
3 Do thogadh m' anara leat^a, Dhe,

Glan as an uaigh a nios ;

Is ghlèidh thu rai gu tèaruint' bcò,
Do'n t-slochd uach rachainn sios.

4 Do'n Tighearn krd gu ceòlmhor binn
Seinnibh, a naomli-shluagh fein,

I

Ri cuimhneach' air a naomhachd-!
Sgaoilibh a chliu an cèin. [san,

5 Oir 'fliearg cha mhair ach miuuaidl
bheag,

'Xa dheadh-ghean beatha ta : |

Tr^th feasgair tòàged robh ann bròn,
Thig aoibhneas leis an là. ì

6 A'm' shocair thubhairt mi mar so,
|

Cha ghluaisear mis' am feasd :

PSALM XXX. 27

6 Hemakes them like a calf to skip,

Ev'n that great Lebanon,
And, like to a youns unicom,
The mountain Sirion.

God's
tìre,

divides the llamcs of

The dosert it doth shake ;

The Lord doth make the wiiùcrne.ss

Of Kadesh all to quake.
9 God's voice doth make the hinds to

calve,

It makes the forest bare :

And in his temple ev'ry one
His glory doth decla're.

10 The Lord sits on the floods ; tìie

Lord
Sits King, aud ever shall.

11 The Lord will give hia people
strength,

Aud with peace blesa them al!.

PSALM XXX.—30.

1 LORD, I wiU thee extol, for thou
Hast lifted me on high,

And over me t.hou to njnice
ISlad'st not mine eneiiiy.

2 O thou who art the Lord'my God,
I in distress to thee,

With loud cries lilted up my votce,

And thou hast healed me.

3 O Lord, my soul thou hast brought

j

And rescu'd from the grave ; [up,

!
That I to pit should not go dowu,

Alive thou didst me save.

5 O ye that are his holy ones,
Sing praise unto the Lord ;

And give unto him thanks, when ye
Hi9 hoHness record.

5 For but a moment lasts his wrath ;

Lit'e in his favour lies

Weeping may for a night endure.
At morn doth joy arise.

Le d' thròcair thug thu air mo chnoe 6 In mv prosperity 1 said.
Gu daingean suas gu'n sheas : | Jhat nothin? shall in

A Dhè, do cheil thu orm do ghnùis,
C'huir sin gu trioblaid mi.

8 Dhia, riut do ghlaodh : is rinn :

Mo ghearan is mo chaoidh : [Di

9 Ciod i an tairbh' a'm' fhuil-sa ta,

An dèigh mo chursau uaigh?
Am molar thusa lew an ùir ?

An toir air t'thirinn luaidh ?

10 Eisd riura a nis, a Dhia nan dùl,
Dean tròcair orm is gràs

Is bi-sa, Dhè, d'fhe

ine move.
Lord,thou hast my mountain made
To staud strong by thy love :

But when that thou, O gracious God,
Didst hide thy face from me,

Then quickly was my prosp'rous state

Turn'd into mise'ry.

1 Wherefore unto the'Lord my cry

I caused to ascend

:

My humble supplication

I to the Lord did send.

'Xuair tharlas dhomh bhi 'n sks.
|

11 Mo bhròn gn dannsadh chanchail
Is m'eudaèh saic faraon [thu,

cuidich leam, 9 what profit is there in my blood.
When I go down to pit?

Sliall untothee the dnst give prai.^eS

Ihvtruth declare shall it ?



23 SALM XXXI,

Do sgaoil thu dhìom, is chrioslaich

Le h-aoibhneas air gach taobh
12 Mo ghlòir gu seinneadh dhuit sa

cliu,

Gun idir bhi 'na tosd :

A Dhia mo Thighearn, bheir mi
dhuit

Mòr-bhuiJheachas am feasd.

SALM XXXL—31.

1 ASADSA, Dhe, ni mise bun ;

Nàir' orm iia leig am feasd :

Dean fuasKladh dhomh a' t' ionracas,

O thrioblaid is o cheisd.

2 Do chluas a m' ionnsuidh crom a
Is furtaich orm gu dian : [nuas,

A'd' charraig dhaingean bi-sa dhomh,
Tigh-tearmuinn chum mo dhìon.

3 Oir's tu a's carraig dhileas dhomh,
'S mo dhaingneach làidir treun,

Is uime sin sgàth t'ainme, Dhe,
Treòraich, is stiùir mo cheum.

4 Saor as an rib a dh'fholaich iaÀ

Buin mise mach, a Dhè :

Air son gur tus' an ti a mhàin
A's neart, 's a's treòir dhomh fein.

5 A'd' làimh-sa nihàin, a Dhia nan
Mo spiorad tiomnam suas: [dùl,

A Dhia na firinn, is mo Tliriath,

'S tu dh'fhuasgail air mo chruas.

6 Is fuath leam iad a bheir fa'near

Na breuga diomhaineach

:

Ach dòchas ann an Dia nan gràs
Chuir mi gu muinghinneach.

7 A'd' thròcair biom gu h-aoibhneach
Oir thug thu, Dhè, fa'near [ait

Mo thrioblaid ; 's m'anam anti

Bha thusa fiosrach air. [t(

8 Cha d'rinneadh leat mo dhruideadh
suas

An làimh mo nàmhaid threin :

An àite farsuinn shocruich thu
Mo chosan is mo cheum.

9 O tha mi, Dhè, an trioblaid mhòir,
Dean tròcair orm gu cas :

Mo shùile, m'anam, is mo bholg,
Le bròn air seargadh as. [bròn,

10 Oir chlanidheadh m'anam a '

'S mo bhliadhnacha le caoidh

Do bhrigh mo lochd chaidh as do m'
neEwt,

Mo chnàmhan air an claoidh.

11 Mar aobhar fanoid tha mi fòs

Do m' eascairdibh gu leir,

Gu h àraidh do mo choimhearsnaich,
Mar mhasladh tha mi fèin :

Ih do hichd m'eòlais fòs a taim
A'm' aobhar geilt is fuath'

:

PSALM XXXL
10 Hear, Lord, have mercy ; help me,

Lord

:

11 Thou turned hast my sadness
Todancing; yea,mysackclotliloos'd,

And girded me with gladness;

12 That sing thy praise my glory may,
And never silent be.

O Lord my God, for evermore
I vviU give thanks to thee.

PSALM XXXI.—31.

1 In thee, O Lord, I put my trust,

Sham'd let me never be :

According to thy righteousness
Do thou deliver me.

2 Bovv dovvn thine ear to me, vvith

Send me delivrance : [speed
To save me, my stronp rockbe thou,
Aud my house of defence.

3 Because thou art my rock, and thee
l lor my fortress take ;

Therefore do thou me lead and
guide,

Ev'n for thine ovvn name's sake.
4 And sith thou art my strength, there-

PuU me out of the net, [fore

Which they in subtilty for me
So privily have set.

Into thine hands I do commit
My sp'rit; for thou art he,

O thou, Jehovah, God of truth,

That hast redeemed me.
Those that do lying vanities

Regard, I have abhorrd :

But as for me, my confidence
Is fixed on the Lord.

ann an 7 I'll in thy mercy gladlyjoy
;r..-^_ I p^j. jjjQjj j^y rniseries

Consider'd hast ; thou hast my soul
Known in adversities

:

8 And thou hast not inclosed me
Within the en'my's hand

;

And by thee have my feet been made
In a large room to stand.

9 O Lord, upon me mercy have,
For trouble is on me

:

Mine eye, my belly, and my soul,

With grief consiimed be.

10 Because my life with grief is spent,
My years with sighs and groans :

My strength doth fail ; and for my
Consmned are my bones. [sin

11 I was a scorn to all ray foes,

And to my frieiids a fear
;

And specially reproach'd of tbose
That were my neighbours near :

When they me saw they from me
12 Ev'n so I am forgot, [fled.



SALM XXXII.
I

Gach neach a chi mi air an t-sràid,
j

A' teiclieadh uam ga luath.

PSALM XXXII 29

A9 men are out of mind whcn dead ;

I'm like a broken pot.

12 Mar dhiiine marbh air dol a 13 For slanders I of many heard ;

Mar shoitheach briste mi

:

13 Oir chualas toibheum mòran
Eagralpach taobh do bhi : [dliaoin';

A'm' agrhaidh 'nuair a chruiimich iad,

Dhealbh iad mo bheath' a serios:

14 Ach dhiot-sa, Dhè, rinn raise bun
;

Is tu mo Dhia, deir mis'.

1

5

Tha m'aimsirean a'd' làimhsa, Dhd,
Orm furtaich agus fòir

O làimh mo naimhdean,is o'n dream
Tha leantuinn orm an tòir.

16 Do ghnùis is d'aghaidh dealraicli-

Air t'òglach dileas fèin : [eadh
Air sgàth do ghràsa carthannach,
Mo shaoradh dean gu treun.

17 Na lei? fo nàire mhaslaidh mi,
A Dhia, oir g-hairm mi ort

:

Ach nàire biodh air luchd an uilc
;

Biodh iad san uaigh 'nan tosd.

18 Cuir bèil nam breug, a Dhe, 'nan|

Fear compass'd me. whih' they
Apainst me did consult, and plot
To take my life away.

14 But as for me, O Lnrd', my trust

Upon thee I did lay ;

And I to thee, Thou 'art my God,
Did confìdentJy say.

15 My times are wholly in thine hand
Do thou deliver m'e

From their hands that mine enemics
And persecutors be.

16 Thy countenance to shine do thou
Upon tby servant make :

Unto me g'ive salvation,

For thy great mercies' sake.

17 Let me not be asham'd, O Lord,
For on thee call'd I have :

Let wicked men be sham'd, let them
Be silent in the prave.

IS To silence put the lying lips,

That grievous thinors do say.
Labhras gu h-àrdanach, [tàmh,i And hard reports, in pride and scorn

'N aghaidh nai spreigeadli! Ou righteous men do lay.

Gu spìdeil tarcuiseach. [cruaidh,'i9 How great's the goodness thou for

IP Cia meud do mhaith a thaisg thu
D'an eagal thu faraon

; [dhoibh,
'S a rinn thu do na dh'earbas riut,

Am fianuis chloinn nan daoin'

'

thera
That fear thee keep'st in store,

And wrought'st for them that trust

of men before ! [in thee
20 ^ilgheas dhaoine ni thu "n dion, 20 In secret of thy presence thou

:> dhìoinhaireachd do ghni
'S .^m pàilliun fòs, o stri nanteang'
Ni didean dhoibh 'nan ctìis.

21 Dia gu ma beannaichte gu bràth
;

Oir dh'fhoillsich e dhomh fèin

A chaoimhneas càirdeil iongantach
An caithir làidir thrèin.

22 Thuirt mi a'm' dheifir, tha
Scaitht'

O bheachd do shiil a mach :

Ach chual thu 'nuair a ghlaodh mi
Guth m'asluich ghearanaich.[riut.

Shalt hide them from man's pride:
From strife of tonsues thou closely

;

As in a tent, them hide. [shalt',

21 All praise and thanks be to the

I

For he hath magnified [Lord
;

i His wondrous love to me within

I

A citv fortified.

i 22 Foi; from thiue eyes, cut oflTI am,
I in niy haste had said;

My voice yet heard'st thou, when to
thee

With cries ray moan I made.

23 Gràdhaichibh Dia, O naoimh, air 23 O love the Lord, all ye Iiis saints;
Oir Dia do'n treibhdhireach [fad

Do ni sàr-dhiou, is diol gu pailt

Do'n uaibhreach àilgheasach.
24 Sibhse a chuir an Dia nan gràs

Bhur dòchas mar is còir,

Bitih misneachail, i.s cuiridh e
Neart ann bhur cridh' is treòir.

SALM XXXII.—32.

1 'S BE.ANNAICHT' an duine sin :

fhuair
'Na pheacadh maitheanas

;

A fhuair le trccair folach air

A chiont' ia 'eusaontas.

Eecau^e the Lord doth guard
The faithful, and he plenteousìy
Proud doers doth reward.

24 Be of good courage, and he strength
Uuto your heart shall send,

All ye whose hope and coufidence
Doth on the Lord depend.

PSAL.M XXXII.—32.

1 O J5LES.SED is the man to whom
Is freely pardoned

All the transgression he hath
done,

Whose 8in is covered.



30 SALM XXXIII.

2 'S beannaicht' an ti nach agair Dia
'Na sheachranaibh ni's mò

;

Is aun a spiorad fÒ3 nach 'eil

CìaoQ-chealgaireachd no gò.

3 A' fantuinn dhomh gu fad a'm'
thàmh,

Luidh air mo chnàmhaibh aois,

Is b'amhluidli sin gach l^ mo chor,
Le dol do m' bhùireadh suas.

4 Oir ormsa bha do làmli gu trom,
Air feadh gach oidhch' is là

:

Mo bhrìgh gu tart an t-samhraidh
theith

Air ath'rrachadh a ta.

5 Lan-fhoill.-?ieh mi mo pheacadh
dhuit,

Nior cheil mi m'aingidheachd :

Aidmheil (thuirt mi) do Dhia ni mis',
Is mhaith thu cron mo lochd.

6 So fàth mu'n guidhe riut gach
naomh,

San àm am laighear thu :

Gu dearbh an tuil nan uisgean mòr,
Cha ruig iad air gu dlùth.

7 Tha thu a' t' ionad foluich dhomh,
Ni coimhead orm o theinn

;

Is nithear leat mo chuairteachadh
Le h-òran saorsa binn.

8 Dhuit teagaisgidh is seòlaidh mi
Am bealach is an t-iùil,

San tigeadh dhuitse triall gu ceart
Siu seòlam dhuit le ra' shùil.

9 Na^bi mar mhuileid, no mar each,
Na h-ainmhidhean gun chèill:

Ri'n cuirear, chum uach tig iad ort,
Teann-aparrag srein 'nam beul.

10 la lionmhor bròn aig luchd an
uilc:

Ach neach d'am barrant Dia,
Tha 'thròcair dol m'a thimchioll-

G'a dhìonadh mar ni .sgiath.

11 A dhaoine treibhdhireach, an Dia
Bibh aoibhneach agus ait

:

Is deanaibh gairdeachas, gach neach
'G am bheil an cridhe ce»rt.

SALM XXXIII.—33.

1 O SIBHSE ta 'uur fìreanaibh,
Biodh aiteas oirbh an Dia :

Oir 's cubhaidh do na daoinibh coir,
Bhi tabhairt cliu do'n Triath.

2 Air clàrsaich thugaibh moladhdha:
Is air an t-saltair ghrinn,

Air inneal-ciùil nan teuda deich
Ssinnibh do Dhia gu binn.

PSALM XXXIII.
2 Bless'd Ì3 the man to whom the Lord

Imputeth not his sin,

And in whose sp'rit there is no guile,
Nor fraud is found therein.

3 Wheu as I did refrain my speech,
And silent was my tongue,

My bones then waxed old, bccauae
1 roared all day long.

4 For upon me both day and night
Thiue hand did heavy lie,

So that my moisture turned is

In summer's drought thereby.

5 I thereupon have unto thee
My siu acknowledged,

And likewise raine iniquity
I have not covered :

I will confess unto the Lord
My trespasses, said I ;

Aud of my siu thou freely didst
Forgive th' iniquity.

6 For this shall ev'ry godly one
His prayermake to thee

;

In such a time he shall thee seek,
As found thou mayest be.

Surely, when floods of waters great
Do swell up to the brim,

They shall not overwhelm his soul,
Nor once come near to him.

Thou art my hiding-place, thou shalt
From trouble keep me free

:

Thou withsongs of deliverance
About shall compass me.

I wiU instruct thee, and thee teach
The way that thou shalt go ;

And, with mine eye upon thee set,

I will direction show.

9 Then be not like the horse or mule,
Which do not understand;

Whose raouth, lest they corae near
A bridle must coramand. [to thee

10 Unto the man that wicked is

His sorrows shall abound
;

But him that trusteth in the Lord
Mercy shali corapass rouud.

11 Ye righteous, iu the Lord be glad,
In him do ye rejoice

:

All ye tliat upright are in heart,

For joy lift up your voice.

PSALM XXXIII.—33.
1 Ye righteous, in the Lord rejoice ;

It comely is and right

That upright men, wilh thankful
voice,

Should praise the Lord of might.
2 Praise God with harp, and unto

him
Sing with the psaltery

;



SALM XXXIII.

3 Is canaibh dha-san òran nuadb :

Ard-sheinnibh fonn gun stad.

4 Oir 'fl ceart a reachd : am firinn fÒ8

Ta 'oibre deant' air fad.

5 Is ionmhuinn leis-san còir is ceart;

Lion maitheas Dè gach tir.

6 Rinn focal De na nèamh', 's an
9luao;h

Rinn guth abheoil gu leir.

7 Mar thòrr a ta e carnadh suas,

Uisge na fairge mòir'

:

A' coimbead fòs na doimhne suas,

Gu dileas an tiph-stòir.

8 Nis roimh an Tighearna gn mòr
Biodh eaeal air gach tìr

;

Is air na dh'àiticheas an saogh'l

Biodh ogluidheachd gu lèir.

9 Oir labhair Dia, is rinneadh e :

Dh'orduich, is chuir air chois :

10 Chuir comhairle nan sluagh air cùl

:

Is innleachd dhaoin' air ais.

11 Tha comhairle lehobhah mhòir
Gu seasmhach buan am feasd

;

Smuaintean a chridhe nnar

ceudn'
O liun gu linn gun cheisd.

12 'S beannaicht' an cinneach sin 'g

am bheil,

Mar Dhia lehobhah treun :

'S am pobull fòs a ròghnaich e

Mar oighreachd bhuan dha fèin.

13 Air chloinn nan daoine seallaidli

Dia,
O nèamh nan speuranuas.

14 'S lèir dha gach neachsa' chruinne-

chè
O 'ionad còmhnuidh shuas.

15 An cridh' air aon dòigh chumadh
leis ;

Thug e fa'near an gnìomh.
16 Cha t^aruinn righ le meud a

shluaigh ;

Do'n laoch, neart mòr cha dion

17 An t-each an còmhrag 's dìomhain
e,

A dlieanamh furtachd leis
.

No dheanamh fuasglaidhri àm fèim,

Ge mòr a lùth 's a threis'.

18 Feuch, siàilean Dè gu furachair

Air a luchd eagail fèin,

Is air an dream sin as a ghràs,

Ni muinghinn làidir treun :

19 An anam chum a dhion o'n bhàs.

'S o'n ghoirt an cumail beò.

20 Ar n-anam, feithidh e air Dia ;

Ar neart, 's ar sgiath gach lò.

21 Oir ann-san ni ar cridh' a stigh

Ur-ghairdeachas gun dith :

PSALM XXXIII. 51

Upon a ten-string'd instrument
Make ye sweet melody.

3 A new song to him sirie, and play

With loud noise skilfully :

4 For right is God's word, all his worka
! done in verity.

5 To judgment and to righteousness
A love he beareth still

;

The loving-kindness of the Lord
The eavth throughout doth tìll.

The heavens by the word of God
Did their beginning take

;

And by the breathing of his mouth
He all their hosts did make.

The waters of the seas he brings
Together as an heap ;

And in storehouses, as it were,
He layeth up the deep.

Let carth, and all that live therein,

With rev'rence fear the Lord
;

Let all the world's inhabitants
Dread him with one accord.

9 For he did speak the word, and done
It was without delay

;

Established, it firmly stood,

Whatever he did say.

10 God doth the counsel bring to

nought
Which heathen folk do take

;

And what the people do devise

Of none elTect doth make.
11 but the counsel of the Lord

Doth stand for ever sure ;

And of his heart the purposea
From age to age endure.

12 That nation blessed is, whose God
Jehovah is, and those

A blessed people are, whom for

His heritage he chose,

13 The Lord from heav'n sees and be-

AII sons of men fuU well : [holds

14 He views all from his dwelling-place

That in the earth do dwell.

15 He forms their hearts alike, and all

Their doings he observes.

16 Great hosts save not a king, much
strength

No mighty man preser%-es.

17 An horse for preservation

Is a dcceitful thing;

And by the greatness of his strength

Can no deliv'rance bring.

18 Behold, on those that do him fear

The Lord doth set his eye ;

Ev'n those who on his mercy do
With confidence rely.

19 From death to free 'their soul, in

Life unto them to yield. [dearth



32 SALM XXXIV.
Id cuiridh siun 'na ainm ro-naomh
Ar niuinghinn fòs gu sior.

22 Do thròcair gu robh oirnn pu
A Tliighcarna, gach là, [caomh,

A reir niar chuir sinn annad lèin

Ar oòdias treun a ghnàth.

SALM XXXIV.—34.

1 lEHOBHAH beanuaicheamgu h-àrd,

Gach aimsir is gach tràth:

A chliu 's a mholadh ann am bheul
Gu h-iomraiteach a ghnàth.

2 I3 anns an Tighearna ro-threuu

Ni m'anam uaill is glòir :

Na daoine sèimh', tràth chluiuneas

sud,

Ni gairdeachas gu mòr.

3 Ardaichibh leamsa Dia nara feart,

Molamaid 'ainm le chèil'

:

4 Dh'iarr mise Dia, chual' e, is bhuin
Mi as gach gàbhadh geur.

5 Dh'amhairc iad air, is dhealraich

Guii nàire air an gruaidh. [iad
;

6 Do ghlaodh am boclid, is dh'èisd ris

Dia,
Is dh'fhuasgail as gach truaigh.

7 Tha aingeal De a' campachadh
Mu'n dream d'an eagal e,

G am fuasgladh is g'an teasairginu

O'u trioblaidibh gu lèir.

8 O blaisibh agus faicibh so,

Gu maith, 's gur milis Dia

:

Am fear sin 's beannaicht' e gu
A dh' earbas as an Triath.[beachd

9 Fior eagal Dè, biodh oirbh , a naoimh:
Oir uireasbhuidh no dìth

Cha bhi air a luchd eagail-san,

Kior-chràbhadh dha a ni.

10 Bidh easbhuidh air na leòiahnaibh

Is ocras orr' air L'th ; [ùg',

Ach air an dream a dh'iarras Dia
Cha cheilear aon ui maith.

11 Thigibh a chlann, isèisdibh rium:
Dhuibh nochdam eagal De.

12 Cò'm fear le'm b'àill bhi fada beò,

Chum maith gu faiceadh e ?

13 Coimhid do theangadh feiu o'n olc,

'S o labhairt ceilg' do bheul.

14 Seachainn au t-olc, is dean am
niaith

:

larr siochaint, 's lean gu geur.

15 TJia sùile Dhè air fireanaibh,

Ì5 a chluas ri'n glaodh gu fior.

16 Tha gnùis Dhò 'n aghaidh daoi, a

Au cuimhne sgrios à tìr. [chum
17 Do ghlaodh na fireana ri Dia,

Is dh'tisd e riu gu grad;
Thug furtaclid agus luasgladhdhoibL

O'u àmhgbaraibh air fad.

PSALM XXXIV.
20 Our souldoth wait upon the Lord

;

He is our help and sliield.

21 Sith in his holy name we trust,

Our heart shall joyful be.

22 Lord, let thy mercy be on us,

As we do hope in thee.

PSALM XXXIV.—34.

1 GOD will I bless all times ; his

praise

My mouth shall .still express.

2 My soul shalJ boast iu God : the
meek

Sliall hear with joyfulness.

3 ExtoJ tlie Lord witli me, Jet us
Exalt his name togetlier.

4 I souglit the Lord, he heard, and did
Me from all lears deliver.

5 Tliey look'd to him, and lighten'd

were :

Not shanied were their facea.

6 This poor man cried, God heard, and
sav'd

Him from alJ his distresses.

7 The angeJ of the Lord encamps,
And round encompasseth

AJI those about that do bim fear,

And them delivereth.

8 O taste and see that God is gnod :

Who trusts in him is bless'd.

9 FearGod,hÌ3 saints : none that hiui

fear

Shall be with want oppress'd.

10 The lions youug may hungry be,

And they may lack their food :

But they that truJy seek the Lord
Shall not lack any good.

11 O chiJdren, hither do ye come,
And unto me give ear;

I shall you teach to understand
How ye the Lord should l'ear.

12 V.'hat man is he that Jife desires

To see good wouJd live loug ?

13 Thy lips relraiu from speakiug guile

And from ill words thy tongue.

14 Depart from ill, do good, seek
peace,

Pursue it earnestly.

15 God's eyes are on the just ; his ears
Are open to their cry.

16 1 he face of God is set against
Those that do wickedJy,

That he may quite out from the
Cut offtheir memory. [earth

17 The righteous cry unto the Lord,
He unto them gives ear ;

Aud tJiey out of their Iroubles all

By him deliver'd are.



SALM XXXV.
18 Do'n mhuinntir 'g am bheil cridhe

brùit'

I9 àh'ith dhoibh Dia gun cheisd :

Ni esan furtachd i'òs do'n dream
'G am bheil an spiorad brist'.

19 Is lionmhor trioblaid agus teinn
Thig: air an fhirean chòir ;

Ach asd' air fad ni Dia nau gràs
A theasairginn fadheòidh.

20 A chnàrahan uile coimhdidh e :

Cha'n 'eil a h-aon diubh brist'.

21 Ach marbhaidh olc an duine daoi.

Is claoidhear e gun cheisd:

Is luchd an fharmaid, a bheir fuath
Do dhaoinibh còir is ceart,

Mòr-chiontach fàgar iad 'nan lochd,
Di-mhilltear iad gu beachd.

22 Anam a sheirbhiseach gu leir

Saor-fhuasglaidh Dia gach àm,
Cha mhillear idir neach dhiubh sud
Chuireas an dòchas ann.

SALM XXXV.—35.

1 TaGAIR, a Dhia, ri luchd mo strì
;

Cuir cath ri luchd mo chath'.

2 Glac fèin do thargaid, is do sgiath,

Eirich, dean còmhnadh maith.
3 Glac fòs do shleagh, 's air luchd mo

thòir

Am bealach druid gu teann
Ri m'anam abair tèin mar so.

Is mi do chòmhuadh ann.

4 Trom-nàir' is masladh gu robh
dhoibh

Ta 'g iarraidh m'anani' bhochd :

Is pilleadh iad le h-amhluadh geur,
Ta smuaineachadhdhomh lochd.

5 Biodh iad raar mhuilluein dol le

gaoith :

'Nan tùir biodh aingeal Dè :

6 Biodh aingeal Dè 'g an ruith gu
teann,

Dorch sleamhuinnbiodhan ceum.

7 Oir lìontan leag iad air mo shon,
Gun aobhar no cion-fàth ;

Ls slochd gun aobhar chladhaich
iad,

Chum m'anam chur an sàs.

8 Gun fhios da, thigeadh dòruinn air,

Is glacar e san lion

A dh'fholuich e : san dòruinn
cheudn'

Tuiteadh e fèin gu dian.

9 Ni m'anam gairdeachas an Dia;
'S 'na fhurtachd sòlas mòr.

10 Is their mo chnàmhan uile, Dhè,
Cò choimeas riuts' is còir?

Ni teasairginn do'n duine bhochd
O'n neach ta air ro-threun,

PSALM XXXV. 33

18 The Lord is ever nigh to them
That be of broken sp'rit;

To them he safety doth afford
That are in heart contrite.

19 The troubles that afflict the just
In number many be;

But yet at length out of them all

The Lord doth set him free.

20 He carefully his bones doth keep,
Whatever can befall

:

That not so much as one of them
Can broken be at all.

21 111 shall the wicked slay ; laid

waste
Shall be who hate the just.

22 The Lord redeems his servants'
souls

;

None perish that him trust.

PSALM XXXV.—35.

1 PlEAD, Lord, with those that plead ;

and fìght

With those that fight with me.
2 Of shield and buckler take thou hold,

Stand up mine help to be.

3 Draw also out the spear, and do
Against them stop the way

That rae pursue ; unto ray soul,

I'm thy salvation, say.

4 Let them confounded be and sham'd
That for my soul have sought

:

Who plot my hurt turn'd back be
they,

And to confusion brought.
5 Let them be like unto the chaff

That tìies before the wind :

And let the angel of the Lord
Pursue them hard behind.

With darkness cover thou their way,
And let it slipp'ry prove

;

And let the angel of the Lord
Pursue them from above.

7 For without cause have they for me
Their net hid in a pit,

They also have without a cause
For ray soul digged it.

8 Let ruin seize him unawares
;

His net he hid withal
Himself let catch ; and in the same
Destruction let him fall.

9 My soul in God shall joy ; and glad
In his salvation be :

10 And alImybonesshaUsay,0 Lord,
Who is hke unto thee,

'

Which dost the poor set frec from
That is for him too stroug ; [him



34 SALM XXXV.
An tainnis is am bochd o'n ti

Le'm b'àiU a chlaoidh gn lèir.

P3ALIVI XXXV.
The poor and needy from the raan
That spoils and does him wrong?

llLachd iianuis bhrei^e dh'èirich ^^ ^'^'=^6 witneases

Is chuir iad as mo leth [rium,l

Na nithe sin gu h-eucorach,
j

Nach b' fhiosrach mi am bith.

12 Olc dhiol iad rium an èiric maith,
Clium m'anam chur fo leòn.

13 Ach mis', air bhi dhoibh sud gu
tinn,

Ghabh umam culaidh bhròin ;

to my
charge

Things I not knew they laid.

12 They to the spoiling of my soul,

Me ill for good repaid.

13 But as for me, when they were
sick,

In sackcioth sad I mourn'd :

My humbled soul did fast, my
pray'r

,,„ Into my bosom turu d.

S phiU m'urnuigh ann am chrios.
|

^^ ^U'^^'fJ ^''^ behave as he
• ^'' <• • ' I Had been my friend or brother ;

I heavily bow'd down, as one
That mourneth for his mother.

M'anam le trasgadh dh'ùmhlaich

14 Mar charaid, bràth'r, uo fear-caoidh
màth'r

Gu brònach crom ghluais mis'.

15 Ach chruiimich iad, is bha iad ait, 15 But in my trouble they rejoic'd

Air bhi dhomh ann an teinn:
"

Gun Ibios domh, chruinnich cuid-

eachd th;

Gun tàmh mo reubadh rinn.

16 Le cealgairibh gu faiioideach,

'Nam fèisd rinn spòrsa dhiom
Do chasadh leo am fiacla rium,

Ri magadh orm gu dian.
17 Cia fhad is lèir dhuit so, a Dhè

!

Saor m'anam f('in gti cas
O'm milleadh-san : mo sheircein

fÒ3,

Tèaruifun o leòrahnaibh bras.

Gath'ring themselves together

;

Yea, abjects vile together did

Themselves against me gather :

I knew it not ; they did me tear,

And quiet would not be.

16 With raocking hypocrites, at

feasts

They gnash'd their teeth at me.

17 How long, Lord, look'at thou on ?

frora those
Destructions they intend

Rescue my soul, from lions young
" darling do defend.

18Làn-bhuidheachasdobheirmidhuit^8 I wll give thanks tothee, O Lord,

Am measg an tionail mhòir ;

'S am measg an t-sluaigh tràth '

lionmhof iad,

Ard-mholam thu le glòir.

19 Mo naimhde ta gnn aobhar rium,
Na biodh ac' aoibhneas dhiom :

Do'n dream a thug dhomh fuath gun

Within th' asserably great:
' And where much people gather'd

j

Thy praises forth wiU set. [are

!l9 Let not my wrongful euemies
i Proudly rejoice o'er me

;

Nor who me hate without a cause
Let them wiuk with the eye.

A'm' chaogadh sùl na biom.[chuis 20 For peace they do not speak at all

;

20 Oir ann an sith cha'n 'eil an tlachd,

Ach ann atn beartaibli claon,

An aghaidh dhaoine ciùin na

But crafty piots prepare

Against all those withiu the land
That meek and quiet are.

'G am buaireadh air gach taobh. 21 With mouths set wide, they 'gainst

21 Gu farsuinn dh'fhosgail iad

Is rium, ha, ha, a deir, [beul.

Chunnaic a nis ar sùil an ni

Bu mhianiiach leinn teachd air.

22 Ach chunnaic thusa so, a Dhia,
Na bi a'd' thosd a'm' fheum :

A Thighearn is a Dhia nam feart,

Na fuirich uam an cèin.

23 Tog ort, is raosgail chura mo cheirt.

Fara' chijis, i

24Dhia, dean a rèir docheartais breth,l

Is dhoibh na b'aoibhneas mi.
|

25 'Nan cridh' na h-abradh iad riu

Ha, Iia, 'se sud ar miann : [fèin,!

me said,
' Ha, ha ! our eye doth aee.

22 Lord, thou hast seen, hold not thy
I Lord, b ' not far from me. [peace ;

23 Stir up thyself; wake, that thou
may'st

Judgment to me afìford,

Ev'n to my causo, O thou that art

My ouly God and Lord.

oDhia, 'smoRigh. 24 O Lord my God, do thou mejudge
After thy righteousness;

And let them not their joy 'gainst

Triumphantly express

;



SALM XXXVI.
Is fòs na h-abradh iad a chaoidh,
Do shluig sinii e gu dian.

26 Biodh orra nàir', is tairngear iad

Gu h-amhluaclh mòr le cheil',

A ta gu suilbhir is gu h-ait,

Ri laicinn m'àmhghair ghèir :

Is biodh iaj air an sgeudachadh
Le masladh is le nàir',

Tha 'g iarraidh urraim mhòir dhoibh
A'm' aghaidh-sa gun tàmh. [fèin

27 Biodh aoibhneasorra, 's gairdeach-
A slieasas dhorah mo chòir : [as,

Is abradh iad, INIòrchliu gu robh
Do Thighearna na glòir',

Tha gabhail tlachd do shonas buan
A sheirbhisich a ghnàth.

28 Is air do cheartas thig mo bheul
Is air do chliu gach là.

SALM XXXVL—36.

1 Deir eusaontas an droch-dhuin' so,

'Na chridhe stigh 'sna chliabh
Fior-eagal Dè am beachd a shùl
Cha 'n 'eil, is cha robh riamh.

2 Oir ni e brionnal baoth ris fèin

A rèir mar thaitneas ris
;

A chionta gus am foillsichear

Mar aobhar fuath d'a sgrios.

3 Fior-chluaintearachd is eucoir mhòr,
Sud cainnt a bheoil gu tric :

Is aguir e fòs o dheanamh maith,
Is leig e dheth bhi glic.

4 Aimhleas 'na leabaidh tha e dealbh';
San t-slighe nach 'eil ceart

Shuidhich is shocruich se e fèin
;

Cha'n oillteil leis droch bheart.

5 Do thròcair tha sna nèamhaibh
A Thighearn is a Dhe : [shuas,

Gu ruig na neoil, is àird nan speur.
Làn ruigidh t'fhìrinn reidh.

6 Do cheartas mar na sleibhtibh àrd',

Do bhreth mar dhoimhneachd
mhòir

;

Air duine 's ainmhidh ni thu, Dhè,
Deadh-choimhead agus fòir.

7 O Dhia ! is prìseil urramach
Do chaoimhneas gràdhach caoin

Fo sgàil do sgèith ni uime sin,

Làn dòchas clann nan daoiu'.

8 Le sàill do theach is t'àrois phailt
S^suichear iad gu mòr ;

A t'amhainn làn do shòlasaibh
Deoch bheir thu dhoibh r'a h-òl.

9 Tobar na beatha tha gu dearbh
Agadsa, Dhia nan dùl

;

Is ann ad sholas dealrach glan,
Chi sinne solus iùil.

PSALM XXXVL 35

25 Nor let tljem say vithin tlieir

hearts,

Ah, we would have it thus ;

Nor suflfer them to say, thal he
Is swallow'd up by us.

26 Sliam'd and confounded be they all

That at my hurt are glad
;

Let those against me that do boast
With shame and scorn be clad,

27 Let them that love my righteous

Be glad, shout, and not cease
To say, The Lord be magnilìed,
Who loves his servant's peace.

28 Thy righteousness shall also be
Declared by my tongue ;

The praises that beloug to thee
Speak shall it all day long.

PSALM XXXVL—36.

1 The wicked man's transgrcssion
Within my heart thus says,

Undoubtedly the fear of God
Is not before his eyes.

2 Because himself he lìattereth

In his own bhnded eye,

L^ntil the hatefulness be fouud
Of his iniquity.

3 Words from his mouth proceeding
are,

Fraud and iniquity

:

He to be wise, and t'o do good,
Hath left off utterly.

4 He mischief, lying on his bed,
Most cunningly doth plot

:

He sets Inmselt iu ways not good,
111 he abhorreth uot.

5 Thy mercy, Lord, is in the heav'ns;
Thy truth doth reach the clouds

:

6 Thy justice is like mountains
great

;

-Thy judgments deep as fioods :

Lord, thou preservest man aud
beast.

7 How precious is thy grace

!

Therefore in shadow 'of thy wings
Men's sons their trust shall place.

8 They with the fatness of thy house
Shall be well satisfìtd

;

From rivers of thy pleasures thou
Wilt drink to them provide.

9 Because of life the fouutain pure
Remains aloue with thee ;

And in that purest light of thine
We clearly lightshall see.



36 SALM XXXVII.
10 Maireadh do chaoimhneasgràidh, a

Do'n dreamchùireòlasort : [Dhè,

Is buauaich t'lliireantachd faraon

Do luchd a' chridhe cheirt.

11 Na leig do chois an àrdain bhuirb
A'm'afjhaiclh teachd, a Dhè :

Is làmh an droch dhuin' ain^idh fòs

Gu bràth ua gluaiseadh mi.

12 An sin do thuit luchd-deanamh
Is leagadh iad a sìos, [uilc;

Ag diobhail luith cha'n fheudar leo,

Gu'n eirich iad a uios.

SALM XXXVII.—37.

1 Lasan no canipar na biodh ort

Mu dhaoinibh aingidh olc,

Is na gabh farmad ris an dream
A bhios a' deanamh lochd.

2 Oir amhluidh mar is dual do'n flieur,

Glan-sgathar iad gu grad,

Is amhluidh mar na lusa maoth'
Crion-seargaidh iad air fad.

3 Cuir-sa do dhòchas ann an Dia,

Is deanar maitheas leat,

Mar sin sior-mhealaidh tu an tìr,

'S beathaichear thu gu beachd.

4 Gabh tlachd an Dia, is bheir e dhuit
Làn rùu do chridh' a chaoidh.

5 Do shhghe tabhair suas do Dhia

;

Earb ris, is bheir gu crìch.
|

6 Foillsichidh e do chòir 's do cheart,

Mar sholus glan nan tràth ;

Is amhluidh mar àrd-mheadhon là

Do bhreitheanas a ghnrtth.

7 Gu sàmhach fan ri Dia nan diil,

Is feith le foigliid leis

;

Au ti 'na shligh' a slioirbhicheas,

Na gabh-sa farmad ris

:

Fa chìiis an fhir a bheir gu buil

A dhrochbheart innleachdach.

8 Leig corruich dhiot, trcig fearg

:

Na bi-sa frionasach. [<:l)um uilc

9 Oir droch-dhaoin' is luchd deanamh
Glan-sgathar as gu lèir

:

[uilc

Ach liou 'g am bheil an sùil ri Dia,
Buan-mhealaidh iad an tir.

10 Oir feith gu foil rè tamuill bhig,

'S an droch dhuin' cha bhi ann :

'S 'na ionad fòs, ma bheir fa'near,

Cha bhi e fèin no 'chlaun.

11 Ach mealaidh daoine seimh am
Am fearann is an tir: [feasd

Lànshòlas bheirear dlioibh faraou,

Au saoibhireachd na sith'.

12 Tha 'n t-aiugidh cumadh lochd do'n
'S a' casadh 'fhiacla ris. [t-saoi,

13 Ni Dia air fanoid : oir dha 's lèir

Gur dlùth air là a sgrios.

PSALM XXXVII.
10 Thy loving-kindness unto them

Continue that thee know ;

And stiU on men upright in heart
Thy righteousness bestow.

11 Let not the foot of cruel pride
Come, and against me stand ;

And let me uot reraoved be,

Lord, by the wicked's haud.

12 There fallen are they, and ruined,
That work iniquities :

Cast down they are, and nevershall
Be able to arise.

PSALM XXXVIL—37.

1 FOR evildoers fret thou not

^
Thyself unquiatly

;

Nor do thou euvy bear to those
That work iuiquity.

2 For, eveu like unto the grass

Soon be cut dowu shall they ;

And, like the green and tender herb,
They wither shall away.

3 Set thou thy trust upon the Lord,
Aud be thou doing good

;

And so thou inthe land shaltdwell,
And verily have food.

4 Delight thyself in God ; he'll give
Thine heart's desire to thee.

5 Thy way to God commit, him trust,

It bring to pass shall he.

6 Aud, like unto the light, he shall

Thy righteousness display

;

And heìhy judgment shall bring
Like noon-tide of the day. [forth,

7 Rest in the Lord, aud patieutly

Wait for hira : do not fret

For him who, prosp'riug in his way,
Success iu sin doth get.

8 Do thou from anger cease, and wrath
See thou forsake also :

Fret not thyself in any wise,
That evil thou should'st do.

9 For those that evil-doers are
Shallbecutoffand fall

:

But those that wait upon the Lord
The earth inherit shall.

10 For yet a little while, and then
The wicked shall not be ;

His place thou shalt consider well,

But it thou shalt uot see.

11 But by inheritance the earth
The meek ones shall possess :

They also shall delight themselves
lu an abuudant peace.

12 The wicked plots against the just,

And at him whets his teeth;

13 The Lord shall laugh at hira,becau8e
His day he coming seeth.



SALM XXXVII. 1 PSALM XXXVII.
14 Nah-aingidh tharruiugiadanlann; 14 The wicked have drawn out the

Is chuir am bogh' air phlei ,

A lengadh aim-beartach is bhochd,
'S a mharbhadh luchd deadh bheus.

15 An claidheamh theid 'nan cridhe

Thèid air am boghaclaoidh. [fein,

16 'S fearr beagan aig an duine chòir,

Na saoibhreas mòr nan daoi.

17 Oir gàirdeana luchd aingidheachd
Min-bhrisear air an cruas

;

Ach daoine còir is fireanach

Ni Dia an cumail suas.

18 Air aimsiribh nam fireanach
Is fiosrach Dia gun cheisd :

An oighreachd is an seilbh faraoD,
Dhoibh 's maireannach am feasd.

19 Cha chuirear iad gu rudhadh
gruaidh,

'S an aimsir ghàbhaidh olc :

Oir gheibh iad uil' an sàth gu leòr

An làithibh gainne 's gort'.

20Ach sgriosar droch dhaoin', naimhde
Dhè,

Bidh iad mar shaill nan uan :

Làn-mhillear iad, is thèid dhoibh ai

Mar dheataich nach 'eil buan.
21 An iasachd gabhaidh daoine daoi,

'S cha dìol a ris air ais
;

Am firean tha e tròcaireach,
Is nithear pailteas leis.

22 Oir mheud 's afhuair abheannachd- 22 For such as blessed be of him
Sior-mhealaidh iad an tir : [sau, The earth inherit shall

;

'S an dream a gheibh a mhallachd-
Lom-sgriosar iad gu lèir. [san,

23 Tha Dia a' stiùireadh cheumanna
An duine naomha chòir :

Is tha e gabhail tlachd is toil'

D'a shlighe-san gu mòr.

24 Nan tarladh dha gu'n tuiteadh e,

Cha tilgear tur e

svvord,

And bent their bow, to slay

The poor and needy, and to kill

Men of an upright way.

15 But their own sword, which they
have drawn,

Shall enter their own Iieart

:

Their bows which they have bent
And into pieces part. [shall break,

16 A little that a just raan liath

Is more and better far

Than is the wealth of many such
As lewd and wicked are.

17 For sinners' arms shall broken be ;

But God thc just sustains.

18 God knows the just man's days, and
Their heritagè remains. [still

1 9They shall not be asham'd when they
The evil time do see ;

And when the days of t'amine are,

They satisfied shall be.

20 But wicked men, and foes of God,
As fat of lambs, decay

;

They shall consume, yea, into smoke
They shall consume away.

21 The wicked borrows, but t'he same
Again he doth not pay ;

Whereas therighteous mercy shows,
And gives his own a

And they that cursed are of him
Shall be destroyed all.

23 A good mau's fo'otsteps by the Lord
Are ordered aright

;

And in the way wherein he walks
He greatly doth delight.

24 Although he fall, yet shall he not
Be cast down utterly ;

Because the Lord with his own hand
Upholds him mightily.

25 I have been youug, and now am
Yet have 1 never seen [old,

The just man left, nor that his seed
For bread have beggars been.

26 He's ever merciful, and lends :

His seed is bless'd therefore.

Oir tha an Tighearna le 'làimh
'G a chumail suas a ris.

25 Bha mise òg, 's a nis an aois

;

Is riamh cha'n fhaea mi
'Na dhiobrachan an duine còir,

No 'shliochd ag iarraidh bìdh.

26 Siorthruacant' e, is coingheallach :

Beannaicht' a shhochd a ta.
|

27Seachainnant-olc,isdean ammaith,
Is còmhnuidh gabh gu bràth.

I

28 Is toigh le Dia ceart bhreitheanas,
A naoimh cha trèig e chaoidh

;

Sior-choimhdear iad : ach sgathar sios
Droch shliochd nan daoine daoi.

29 Mealaidh na fireana an tir
;

Buan-chòmhnuidh ni iad innt'.

SOThig beul an tsaoi air gliocasglan, 30 The just man's mouth doth wi'sdoi

A theang' air rogha cainnt.
|

His tongue doth judgraent tell.

27 Depart from evil, and do good,
And dwell for evermore.

28 For God loves judgment, and his
Leaves not in any case

; [saints
They are kept ever : but cut otì'

Shall be the sinner's race.

29 The just inherit shall the land,
And ever in it dwell

:

[speak ;
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31 Tha la^h a Dhè 'na chridh' a stigh

;

Cha sleamhnuich uaith a cheum.
32 Tha'n droch dhuin' t'eitheamh air

an t-saoi,

G'a mharbhadh is g'a theum.

33 Cha 'n fhàgan Tighearn e 'na làimh
A dheanamh air droch-bheirt

;

Cha'n t'hàgar ris e ann am binn,
Tràth chuirear e fo cheirt.

34 Feith thus' air Dia, 's 'na shligh'
Is àrduichear leis thu, [gluais

An tirgu meal thu ; is droch dhaoin'
'G am milleadh chi do shùil.

35 An duine malluicht' chunnaic mi
An neart, 's an inbhe mhòir,

'Ga sgaoileadh fèin a mach mar
A' fàs gu dosrach ùr ; [chraoibh,

36 Ach chaidh e seach, is feuch cha
Dh'iarr, is cha d'fliuaras e. [robh

;

37 Amhairc is feuch gur sìth is crioch
Do'n duine dhireach reidh.

38 Ach sgriosar luchd an eusaontais,
Is tbèid dhoibh as faraon :

Di-mhilltear agus sgathar sioa
Crioch dheireannach dhroch

dhaoin'.
39 Ach furtachd fhior nam firean fòs,

Thig sin o Dhia nan dùl

:

Is anns an aimsir thrioblaidich,
'S e 's barrant air an cùl.

40 Thig treis is furtachd thuc' o Dhia,
Le fuasgladh an deadh àm ;

Saorar iad leis o dhaoinibh olc,

Oir chuir iad muinghinn ann.
SALM XXXVIII.—38.

1 A Thighearn, ann ad chorruich
mhòir

Na cronuich mi gu garg
;

Na dean mo smachdachadhgu geur,
An uair a lasas t'fhearg.

2 Oir tha do shaighde guineach geur
Sàitht' annam fèin gu teann :

Is orm a ta do làmh gu trom,
'G am chumail sios gach àm.

3 Cha'n 'eil maoin fhallaineachd a'm'
Air son do chorruich ghèir;[fheòil,

A'm' chnàmliaibh cha 'n 'eil tàmh
no fois,

Air son mo pheacaidh fèin.

4 Oir chaidh mo pheacaidh os mo
cheann

;

Taid orm 'nan eire thruim.
5 Mo chreuchda ta ro-lobhta, 's breun ;

Mo ghòruich 'a coireach rium.

6 Tha mi gu cràiteach, euslan, crom,
A' triall gach là le bròn.

j

7 Mo leasraidh làn do ghalar breun';
Gun fhallaineachd a'o)' fheòil.

PSALM XXXVIII.
31 In's heart the law is of his God,

His steps slide not away.
32 The wicked man doth watch the

And seeketh him to slay. [just,

33 Yet him the Lord wiU not forsake,
Nor leave him in his hands :

The righteous will he not condemn,
Wlien he in judgment stands.

34 "Wait on the Lord, and keep his
And thee exalt shall he [way,

Th' earth to inherit ; when cut off
The wicked thou shalt see.

35 I saw the wicked great in pow'r,
Spread like a green bay-tree :

He pass'd, yea, was not ; him I

sought,
But fouud he could not be.

37 Mark thou the perfect, and behold
The man of uprightness;

Because that surely of this maa
The latter end is peace.

38 But those men that transgressoraare
Shall be destroy'd together

;

The latter end of wicked men
Shall be cut off for ever.

39 But the salvation of the just
Is from the Lord .above ;

He in the time of their distress

Their stay and strength doth prove.

40 The Lord shall help, and them de-

He shall them free and save [liver:

From wicked men ; because in him
Their confidence they have.
PSALM XXXVIII.—38.

1 IN thy great indignaiion,
O Lord, rebuke me not

;

Nor on me lay thy chast'ning haud,
In thy displeasure hot.

2 For in me fast thine arrows stick,

Thine hand doth press me sore :

And in my flesh there is no health,
Nor soundness any more.

This grief I have, because thy
Is forth against me gone ; [wrath

And in my bones there is no rest,

P'or sin that I have done.
4 Because gone up above mine head

My great transgressions be ;

And, as a weighty burden, they
Too heavy are for me.

5 My wounds do stink, and are cor-

'My folly makes it ao. [rupt

;

6 I troubled am, and much bovv'd

All day 1 mourning go. [down
;

7 For a disease that loathsome ia

So lills my loins with pain,

That in my vveak aud weary tlesh

No soundness doth remain.



SALM XXXIX.
8 Taim lagj is brùit: a' bùireadh fòs

Tre an-shocair mo chridh'.

9 A'd" làth'r, a Dhè, tha m'uile mhiaun
Cha"n fholuicht' ort mo chaoidh.

10 Mo chridhe ta sior-phloscartaich,
Mo neart chaidh uam gu glan

;

An taic ri fradharc geur mo shùl,
Sin agam fòs cha d'fhau. [caomh

11 Tha luchd mo ghaoil 's mo chairde
A' seasamh fad o m' bheum,

Mo choimhearsnaich is luchd mo
A' teicheadh uam an cèin. [phàirt

12 Sealg orm a ta luchd iarraidh
m'anm'

:

i

Luchd iarraidh m'uilc a ghnàth, !

A' iabhairt nithe aimhleasach,
i

'S a' smuaineach' ceilg' gach là.

13 Ach mise fòs mar bhodhar mi,
Nach cluinneadh guth no sgeul

:

Is cosrahuil mi ri duine balbh,
Gun chomas fosglaidh bèil.

U Marsin mar dhuine mi nach cluinn,
Gun achmhasan 'na bheul.

15 Oir dh' earb mi riut, a Dhè, mo
Thriath :

Dhia, freagraidh tus' a'm' fheum.
Itì Thubhairt mi, chum nach maoidh-

eadh iad,

Thoir freagradh dhomh gu cas ;

Is chum nach dean iad gairdeachas
'N tràth shleamhnuicheas mo chas.

17 Oir 's dlùth chum claonaidh mi, 's|

mo bhròii,

A'm' fhianuis tha do ghnàth. I

18 Mo lochd do innseam, ia fo m"
^lòr aimheal orm-sa ta. [chiont',

19 Ach mheud 's a ta 'nan naimhde
dhomh,

'S ro bheothail iad 's is treun
;

Is luchd mo mhi-rùin eucorach,
Taid lionmhor mar an ceudn'.

20 'S iad sin a's uaimhde dhomh gu
fior,

Luchd-dìolaidh maith le h-olc
;

Air son gu bheil mi leantuinu air

An ui tha maith gun lochd.
21 Na trèig mi, Thighearna: mo Dhia,

Na bi-sa uam an cèin.

22 Dhia, greas a chum mo chuideach-
Oir 's tu mo shlàiute fein. [aidh,

SALM XXXIX.—39.

lTHUBH.\lRTmi,bheirmifpinfa'near
Mo shlighe ; 's ni mi fòs [srèin,

Mo theangadh choimhead mar le

Air bhith do'n daoi a'm' chòir.

2 Dhthan mi gu tosdach balbh a'm'
thàmh,

O'n ni sin lèin bu mhaith

;

I

PSALM XXXIX. 39

8 So feeble and infirm am I,

And broken ara so sore,

I That, through disquiet of my heart,

I
I have been made to roar.

9 O Lord. all that I do desire

Is still before thine eye ;

And of my heart the secret groaus

I

Not hidden are from thee.

10 ily heart doth pant incessantly,

I

^ly strength doth quite decay ;

As for mine eyes, their wonted light

Is from me gone away.
11 My lovers and my friends do stand

At distance from my sore ;

And those do stand aloof that were
Kinsmen and kind before.

12 Yea, they that seek my life lay
snafes

:

Who seek to do me wrong,
Speak things mischievous, and de-

' Imagine all day long. [ceits

13 But as one deaf, that heareth not,
I suffer'd all to pass

;

I as a dumb man did become,
Whose mouth not open'd was :

14 As one that hears not, in whose
mouth

Are no reproofs at all.

15 For, Lord, I hope in thee : my God,
Thou'lt hear me when I calì.

16 For 1 said, Hearme,lestthey should
Rejoice o'er me with pride

;

And o'er me magnify themselves,
When as my foot doth slide.

17 For I am near to halt, my grief

Is still before mine eye :

18 For I'll declare my sin, and grieve
For mine iniquity.

19 But yet mine en'mies lively are,

And strong are they beside
;

And they that hate me wrongfully
Are greatly multiplied.

20 And they for good that render ill,

As en'mies me withstood ;

Yea, ev'n for this, because that I

Do follow what is good.
21 Forsake menot, O Lord ; my God,

Far from me never be.

22 O Lord, thou my salvation att,

Haste to give help to me.

PSALM XXXIX.—39.

1 I S.AID, I will look to my ways,
Lest with ray tongue Ì sin":

In sight of wicked men my mouth '

With bridle I'll keep in.

2 With silence I as dumb became,
I did myself reatrain



40 SALM XL.

Mhos^ail mo thrioblaid is mobhròn
Annam gu mòr a stigh.

3 Air bhith dhomh smuaineachadh
mar so,

Do ghabh mo chridhe teas :

Is las an teine : is mar so

Le m' theangaidh labhair mis'

:

4 Thoir fios, a Dhè, dhomh air mo
Tomhas nio là eiod e : [chrìch,

Gu'm faighinn eòlas agus fios

Cia h-anmhunn gearr mo rè.

5 Feuch rinn thu mar leud bois' mo
Mar neo-ni agad m'aois : [làith',

Gach neach d'a fheabhas, e gu fior,

'S ui dìomhanach gun phris.

6 An samhladh brèig' a' siubhal fòs

Gach duine ta gu dearbh :

Gun suaimhneas fòs 'gam buaireadh
An dìomhanas gun tairbh' : [fèin,

A' torradh nithe, 's cur ri chèil'

Mòr bheartais air gach dòigh,

Gun fhios co'n t-oighre chruinnich-

No mhealas iad fadheòidh. [eas,

7 Ciod nis ri'm feitheam fèin, a Dhe ?

Mo dhòchas dhiot do nim'.

8 Saor mi o m'uile lochd ; 's na dean
Ball-maslaidh an-daoin' dhiom.

9 Dh'fhan mi a'm' thosd, gun fhoss-

Oir leatsa rinneadh e. [ladh bèil,

10 Tog dhiom do bhuille, Dhè : le

beum
Do làimhe chlaoidheadh mi.

11 Tràth chronuichear leat neach m'i
lochd,

Mar chnuimh thèid as d'a shnuadh
Gu deimhin fèin 's fior-dhiomhanas
Gach duin' air bith do'n t-sluagh.

12 Dhia, èisd ri ra'urnuigh, is ri m'
ghlaodh ;

Ri m' dheòir a'd' thosd na bi

;

Oir 's coigreach agad. is fear cuairt,

Mar m'athraibh uile mi.

13 Dhia, coigil agus caomhain mi,

Gu faighiun neart ri m' bheò
Mu'n siubhail mi, a' dol do'n eug,

'S nach bi mi ann ni's mò.
SALM XL.—40.

1 Dh'FHEITH mi le foighid mhaith ri

Dia,

Chrom thugam, dh'èisd mo ghuth:

2 Is thug se à sloclid uamhuinn mi,

A clabar criadha tiugh :

Air carraig chòmhnaird chuir mo
Mo cheuman shocruich e. [chos:

3 Is òran nuadh chuir e a'm' bheul,

Gu b'e sud moladh Dhè :

Chi mòran e, 's fo eagal bi'd,

Is earbaidh iad k Dia.

PSALM XL.

From speaking good ; but then the
more

Increased was my pain.

My heart within me waxed hot

;

And, while I musing was,
The fire did burn : and from ray

tongue
These words I did let pass :

Mine end, and measure of my days,
O Lord, unto me show

What is the same ; that I thereby
My frailty well may know.

5 Lo, thou my days an handbreadth
mad'st

;

Mine age is in thine eye
As nothing : sure each man at bcst

Is wholly vanity.

6 Sureeachman walksin avain show
They vex themselves iu vain :

He heaps up wealth, and doth not
know

To whom it shall pertain.

7 And now, O Lord, what wait I for?
My hope is fix'd on thee.

8 Frce me from all my trespasses,

The fool's scorn make not me.
9 Dumb was I,op"ningnotmy mouth,

Because this work was thine.

10 Thy stroke take from me ; by the
blow

Of thine hand I do pine.

11 When with rebukes thou dost cor-

rect

Man for iniquity,

Thou wastes hia beauty hke a moth :

Sure each man's vanity.

12 Attend my cry, Lord, at my tears

And pray'rs not silent be :

I sojourn as my fathers all,

And stranger am with thee.

13 O spare thou me, that I my strength
Recover may again,

Before from hence I do depart,

Aud here no more remam.

PSALM XL.—40.

1 I WAITED for the Lord my God,
And patiently did bear

;

At length to me he did incline

My voice and cry to hear.

2 He took me from a fearful pit,

And from the miry clay,

And on a rock he set my feet,

Establishiug my way.

3 He put a new song in my mouth,
Our God tomagnify

:



SALM XL.

4 'S beannaicht' an duine sin gu dearb!
Ni dùchas as an Triath,

Is nach ^abh tlachd no toll air bith
Do luchd an àrdain mhòir,

No fÒ3 do'n dream a theid a thaobh
Gu ceilg, le saobhadh glòir'.

5 Id lionmhor t'oibre iona;antach,

A Thig^hearn is a Dhe,
'S do smuaiutean oirnn : cha'n àir-

mhear iad

An ordugh dhuit gu rèidh :

Na'n cuirinn iad an cèill gu miu,
No fòs na 'n innsinn iad,

An àireamh rachadh thar mo neart,

Aig lionmhoireachd is meud.

6 Ofrail no iobairt lcat cha mhiann,
Dh'fhosgail thu fein mo chluas

:

Lochd-iobairt agua ìobairt-loisgt'

Cha d'iarr thu dhuit chur suas.

7 An sin do labhair mise, feuch,
A nis a ta mi teachd :

An ròl' an leabhair orm^a fòs

Sud sgriobhta tha gu beachd.

8 'Se sud mo thlachd 's mo mhiann, a
Dhè,

Do tboil gu deantadh leam :

Do reachd gu dearbh a ta gu buau
A'm' cbridhe stigh, 's a'm' chom.

9 Air t'fhìreantachd sa' choiuneimh
mhòir,

A Dhè, riun mise sgeul:
Oir feuch, a Dhè, mar 's aithne

dhuit,
Nior chaisg mi fèin mo bheul,

ifl A'm' chridhe t' fhireautachd uior
cheil :

Ach t'fhìrinn chuir mi'n cèill;

Do shlàint', 'a do chaoimhneas
ghràdhach caomh

O'n t-sluagh nior cheil mi fèin.

11 Do thròcair chaomh na cum-sa
A Thighearna gu bràth

; [uam,
Do chaoimhneas gràdhach, t'fhirinn

Gleidheadh iad mi a ghnàth. [fòs

12 Oir is doàireamh iad na h-uilc
Ta 'g iadhadh orm mu'n euairt

;

Doghlac mo pheacaidh mi choteaun
'S nach feud mi sealtuinn suas

:

O's lionmhoir' iad nafoltmochiuu
Is thrèig mo chridhe mi.

13 Dhia, gu ma toil leat furtachd orm,
Grad-chuidich leam, a Dhè.

14 Biodh nàir' is amhluadh dhoibh
faraon,

Do m'anara dh'iarras claoidh :

Ruaig orr' air ais, is rudhadh
gruaidh',

Le 'm b'àill mo chur gu dith.

PSALM XL. 41

Many shall see it, and shall fear,

Aud on the Lord rely.

4 O blessed is the man whose trust

Upon the Lord relies ;

Respecting not the proud, nor such
As turn aside to lies.

5 Lord my God, full many are
The vvonders thou hast done ;

Thy graciuus thoughts to us-ward
far

Above all thoughts are gone :

In orJcr noue can reckon them
To thee : if them declare,

And speak of them I would, thcy
more

Than can be number'd are.

6 No sacrifice nor offering

Didsl thou at all desire
;

Mine ears thou bor'd : sin-off'ring

thou
And burnt didst not require :

Then to the Lord these were my
I come, behold and see ; [words,

"Within the volume of the book
It written is of me :

To do thy will I take deliglit,

thou my God that art

;

Yea, that most holy law of thine
1 have within my heart.

"V\^ithin the congregation great
I righteousness did preach :

Lo, thou dost know, O Lord, that I

Refrained not my speech.

10 I never did within my heart
Conceal thy righteousness

;

I thy salvation have declar'd,

And shown thy faithfulness

:

Thy kindness, which most loving is,

Concealed have not I.

Nor from the congregation great
Have hid thy verity.

11 Thy tender mercies, Lord, from me
do thou not restrain ;

Thy lovingkindness, and thy truth,
Let them me stiU maintaiu.

12 For ills past reck'ningcompass me,
Aud mine iniquities

Such hold upon me taken have,
1 cannot hft mine eyes :

They more than hairs are on mine
head,

Thence is my heart dismay'd.
13 Be pleased, Lord, to rescue me ;

Lord, hasten to miue aid.

14 Shaui'd and confounded be they all

That seek my soul to kiU ;

Yea, let them backward driven be,

And sham'd, that wish me ill.



42 SALM XLI.

15 Gun àird, gun àiteach' gu robh iad,

Mar thuarasdal d'an nàir',

A thubhairt riuin gu fauoideach,
Aha, aha, le gàir.

16 Aoibhneasisaigheardogach neach,
Ga d'iarraidh f'ein a ta :

Is abradh iad le'n toigh do shlàint',

Dia ga ma mòr a ghnàth.
17 Ach mis' ged tha mi ainnis bochd,

Smuainichidh orm an Triath :

M'fhearcabhair thu 's mo Shlànuigh-
MoiUe na dean, a Dhia. [ear

;

SALM XLL—41.

1 'S BEAN.vaICHT' am fear a bheii

Fa'uear an duine bochd : [gu glic

An uair a thrioblaid is a theiun,
Bheir Dia e saor o'n olc.

2 Ni Dia a dhion, 's a chumail beò,
Is beannaiclit' e san tir :

Gu toil a naimhde mi-runach
Na tabhair e gu sior.

3 Air leabadh 'thinneis iarganaich
Bheir Dia dha neart is trLÒir:

A leabadh ni thu dha air fad

Ri h-àm a thinneis mliòir.

4 Thubhairt mi,dean-sa tròcair orm,
A Thighearn is a Dhè

;

Is leighis m'anam euslan bochd,
Oir t'aghaidh pheacaidh mi.

5 Tha'n dream sin a's fior naimhde
A' labhairt onn le beum : [dhomh

O c'uin a sgriosar 'ainm-.san as,

'S a theid e sios do'n eug?
6 Ma thig e m'amharc, labhraidh e

Cainnt dhiomhanach le 'bheul :

Ta 'chridh' a' torradh nimh a stigh.

'S a muigh a' deanamh sgeil.

7 Sior-chogarsaich an cluais a chèil',

Luchd m' fhuath' a ta air fad :

A' smuaineachadh 's a' cumadh lochd
A'm' aghaidh fèin gun stad.

6 Droch thinneas (deir iad) tha gu
A' leantuinn ris r'a blieò : [dlùth

Air bhith dha nis 'na luidh' gu tinn,

Cha'n èirich e ni's mò.

9 Am fear bu charaid dileas domh,
Ri'n earbainn gach ni b'àill,

'S a dh'ith do m'aran air mo bhòrd,
A'm' aghaidh thog e 'shàil.

10 Ach thusa, Dhè, dean tròcair

Is tog mi ris an àird, [dhoibh,
A chum gu'u tugainn luigheachd

Is comaiu cheart gun dàil.

11 Tre so is tiosrach mi gu beachd
Gur ioninhuinn leatsa mi

:

Air son nach d' thug mo naimhde
huaidh,

'S nach d'rinneadh leo mochlaoidh.

PSALM XLI.

15 For a reward of this their shame
Confounded let them be,

That in this manner scoflQng say,
Aha, aha I to me.

16 In thee let all be glad, and joy,
Who seeking thee abide

;

Who th)' salvation love, say still,

The Lord be magnified.

17 I'm poor and needy, yet the Lord
Of me a care doth take :

Thou art my help and Saviour,
My God, no tarrying make.

PSALM XLL—41.

1 BleSSED is he that wisely doth
The poor man's case consider ;

For when the time of trouble is,

The Lord wiU him deliver.

2 God wiU him keep, yea, save alive
;

On earth he bless'd shall live ;

And to his enemies'^ desire

Thou wilt him not up give.

3 God wiU give strength when he on
Of languishing doth mourn

; [bed
And in his sickness sore, O Lord,
Thou aU his bed wilt turn.

4 I said, O Lord, do thou extend
Thy mercy unto me ;

O do 'thou heal my soul, for why ?

I have oflfeuded thee.

5 Those that to me are enemies,
Of me do evil say,

When shall he die,that sohis name
May perish quite away ?

To see me if he comes, he speaks
Vain words : but then his heart

Heaps mischief to it, vvhich he tella,

When forth he doth depart.

My haters jointly whispering,
'Gainst me my hurt devise.

Mischief, say they, cleaves fast to
him

;

He ly'th, and shall not rise.

9 Yea, ev'n mine own familiar friend,

On whom I did rely,

Who ate my bread, ev'n he his heel
AgaÌDst me lifted high.

10 But, Lord, be merciful to me,
And up again me raise,

That I may justly them requite
According"to their ways.

11 By this I know that certainly

I favour'd am by thee ;

Because my hateful enemy
Triuraphs not over me.

12 But as for me, thou me uphold'st
In mine integrity

;



SALM XLIl.

12 Ach mÌ3e, ann am ionracas,

'S tu sheasas mi a ghnàth :

Am fianuis l'òs do ghnùise, Dhe,
Ga m' shocruchadh gu bràth.

13 lehobhah Dia chloinn Israeil,

Beannaicht' gu robh e fèin,

O aois gu h-aois gu suthain sior,

Aman, agus Amen.
SALM XLIL—42.

1 MaR thogras fiadh na sruthan uisg'

Le bùireadh àrd gu geur,

Mar sin tha m'anam ploscartaich,

Ag eigheach riufsa, Dhè.
2 Tha tart air m'anam 'n geall air Dia,

'N geall air an Dia ta beò :

O c'uin a thig 's a nochdar mi
Am fianuis Dhia na glòir' ?

3 Gach là is oidhch' is iad mo dheòir

A's cuibhrionu dhomh 's a's biadh:

An uair a deir iad rium a ghnàth,
C'àit bheil a nis do Dhia ?

4 Tha m'anam air a dhòrtadii mach,
A' cuimhneachadh gach ni

;

Oir chaidh mi leis a' chuideachd
Dol leo gu teampull Dè ;

[mhòir,

Seadh chaidh mi leo le gairdeachas,

Is moladh tòs le chèil',

Seadh leis a' chuideachd sin a bha
A' coimhead làithe fèill'.

5 m'anam ! c'uira' a leagadh thu
Le diobhail misnich sios ?

Is c'uim' am bheil thu'n taobh stigh

Fo thrioblaid is fo sgios ? fdhìom

Cnir dòchas daingean ann an Dia,

Oir fathast molam e,

Air son na furtachd is na slàint'

Thig dhomh o 'eudan rèidh.

6 Thuit m'anam annam sios, a Dhe,
Ghradchuimhnich mi 'n sin ort

:

O thalamh lordain, Hermoin àird,

O Mhitsar fòs nan cnoc.

7 Le fuaim do shruthan uisge fèin,

Ta doimhn' air dhoimhne gairm :

Do stuaidhean, is do thonnau àrd'

Dol tharum tha le toirm.

80rduichidh Diad'aghràsaibh dhomh,
A chaoimhneas anns an lò :

San oidhche ni mi giiidhe 's ceòl

Ri Dia a chum mi beù.

9 Mo charraig, c'uira' a threig thii

Ri Dia a deir mi fèin : [mi?
Is c'uim' am bheil rai triall fo bhròn,

Bhriffh fòirneirt m'eascair thrèin?

10 Mar lann a'm' chnàmhaibh, m'
cairde

Toirt toibheim dhomh a ta ;

Tràth their iad rium gn fanoideach,

C'AitbheildoDhia? gach là.

P3ALM XLII. 43

And me before thy countenance
Thou sett'st continuallv.

13 The Lord, the God of Isfael,

Be blessed for ever, then,
Frora age to age eternally.

Araen, yea, and amen.

PSALM XLII.-42.
1 LlKE as the hart for water-brooks

In thirst doth pant and bray
;

So pants my longing soul, O God,
That come to thee I may.

2 My soul for God, the living God,
Doth thirst ; when sball I near

Unto thy countenance approach,
And in God's sight appear?

My tears have unto me been meat,
'Both in the night and day,

While unto me continually,
Where is thy God ? they say,

4 My soul is poured out in me,
When this I think upon ;

Because that with the multitude
I heretofore had gone :

With them into God's houae I went
With voice of joy and praise

;

Yea, with the multitude that kept
The solemn holy days.

5 O why art thou cast dovvn, my soul?
Why in me so dismay'd ?

Trust God, for I shall praise him yet,

His count'nance is mine aid.

6 My God, my soul's cast down in me;
Thee, therefore, mind 1 will

From Jordan's laud, the Her-
monites,

And ev'n from MÌKar hill.

7 At the noise of thy water-spouts
Deep unto deep doth call;

Thy breaking waves pass over me,
Yea, and thy billows all.

8 His loving-kindness yet the Lord '

Command will in the day,

His songs with me by night; to God,
By whom I live, l'll pray;

9 And I wiU say to God my rock,

Why me forgett'st thou so ?

Why,"for my foes' oppression,

Thus mourning do I go ?

10 'Tis as a sword within my bones,
When my foes me upbraid

;

Ev'n whpu by tliem, Where is thy
God?

'Tis daily to me said.



4i SALM XLIII. XLIV.

II O m'anam, c'ain' a leagadh thu,

Le dìobhail misnich sios?
Is c'uim' am bheil thu'n taobh stigli

Fo aimheal is fo sgios ?

Cuir dòchas daingean ann an Dia
Oir molam e a ghuàth,

O 's e a's slàinte do mo ghnùis,
Is e mo Dhia gu bràth.

SALM XLIII—4.3.

1 CUM cothrom rium, is tagair fein

Mo chùis, o'n fhineacli olc,

O'n eucorach, 's o fhear na ceilg',

Dhè, saor-sa mi o'n lochd.

2 C'ar son a thilg thu mise uait ?

'S gur tu mo Dhia 's mo threòir ; 2
C'ar sou bhrigh fòirneirt m'eascairde,

'

An siubhlam fein fo bhròn ?

3 Dhia, t'fhirinn is do sholus gl

Leig thugam iad a mach :

Ga m' sheòladh chum do thulaich
naoimh,

'S mo thabhairt chum do theach.
4 'N sin racham dh'ionnsuidh altai:

Dhè,
An Dè sin m' aoibhneis mhòir

:

Air clàrsaich bhinn do mholam thu,

O Dhia, mo Dhia na glòir'.

5 O m' anam, c'uim' a leagadh thu,

Le diobhail misnich sìos?

Is c'uim' am bheil thu'n taobh stigh

dhiom
Fo aimheal is fo sgios?

Cuir dòehas daingean ann an Dia

;

Oir molam e a ghnàth,
O 'se a's slàinte do mo ghnùis,

Is e mo Dhia gu bràth.

SALM XLIV.—44.

1 Le'R cluasaibh chuala sinn, a Dhè,
Ar sinnsir chuir an ceiU

Na gniomhara a rinneadh leat,

'Nan aimsir, fad o chèin.

2 Le d' làimh mar thilg thu mach na
Is iadsan chuir 'nan àit: [slòigh,

Mar rinn thu air na cinnich claoidh, 2
Ach dhoibhsan thug an sàth.

3 Oir sealbh san tìr cha d' fhuaireadh
Le'n claidheamh no le'n loinn, [leo

Ni mò a rinn an gairdean ftin

Au teasairginn 'nan teinn :

Ach do làmh dheas thug dhoibh a'

bhuaidh,
Do ghairdean neartmhor treun,

Is solus glan do ghnùis, a chionn
Gu'n d' thug thu dhoibhsan spèis.

4 Oir 'a tu=a fèin, a Dhia nam feart,

Mo Thighearn is mo Righ :

Furtachd do lacob orduich uait,

Is fuasgail air gun dìth.

rSALMS XLIII. XLIV.
1 O why art thou castdown, mysoul?

Why, thus with grief opprest,
Art thou disquieted in me?
In God still hope and rest

:

For yet I know I shall him praise
Who graciously to me

The health is of my countenance,
Yea, mine own God is he.

PSALM XL1II.-43.
JUDGE me, O God, and plead my

cause
Against th' ungodly nation ;

From the unjust and crafty man,
O be thou my salvation.

For thou the God art of my strength;

Why thrusts thou me thee fro'?

For th' enemy's oppression
Why do I mourning go ?

O send thy light forth and thy truth

;

Let thera be guides to me,
And bring me to thine holy hiU,

Ev'n where thy dwellings be.

Then will I to God's altar go,

To God my chiefest joy :

Yea, God, my God, thy name to

praise

My narp I wiU employ.

Why art thou then cast down, my
soul?

What should discourage thee ?

And why with vexing thoughts art

Disquieted in me ? [thou
Still trust in God ; for him to praise

Good cause I yet shall have :

He of mv count'nance is the hcalth,

My God that doth me save.

PSALM XLIV.—44.

O GOD, we with our eara have
heard,

Our fathers have us told,

What works thou in their days
hadst done,

Ev'n in the days of old.

Thyhand did drive theheathen out,

And plant them in their place

;

Thou didst afhict the nations,
But them thou didst increase.

For neither got their sword the
land,

Nor did their arra them save ;

But thy right hand, arm, counte-
nance

;

For thou them favour gave.

Thou art my King : for Jacob, Lord,
Deliv'rances co'mmand.

Thxough thee we shall pnsh down
our foes,

That do against us stand :



SALM XLIV.
5 'S ann tre do neart-sa leagar sios

Na h-uile 's naimhde dhuinn :

Tre t'ainm-sa saltraidh sinn gu l^r

An dream a dh'èireas ruinn.

6 Oir aa mo bhogh' cha dean rai bun,
Cha'n fhurtachd dhomh mo lann.

7 Ach 's tusa nàirich luchd ar fuath',

O'r naimhdibh shaor thu sinn.

8 Air feadh an là "s ann ann an Dia,
A ni sinn uaill is gloir :

Is t'ainm-sa fòs air ieadh gach linn,

Ard-mholaìdh sinn gu mòr.

9 Ach rinn thu nis ar tilgeadh dhìot,

Is nàirich thusa sinn :

'S a mach le'r n-armailtibh 's le'r

Cha'n 'eil thu fèin dol leinn.[feachd
10 Gu teicheadh chuir thu sinn air ais,

O'n nàmhaid gheur sa' chath :

Is luchd air mi-ruin tha dhoibh fèin

A' deauamh creich' is sgath'.

11 Mar chaoraich thug thu
biadh

;

Measg chinneach sgaoileadh sinn.

12 Reic thu do phobull fèin gun fhiach,

'S gun mheudairmaoin d'aucinn.
13 Do rinn thu toibheum dhinn gu

truagh
D'ar coimhearsnaich gu lèir

;

Ball-fanoid do na bheil mu'n ouairt,

'S ball-magaidh mar an ceudn'.

14 Am mejisg nan Geintileach air fad,

Gnath-fhocal rinn thu dhinn ; i

'S am measg a' phobuill anns gach
'Nar n-aobhar crathaidh cinn. [ait

15 Tha m' amhluadh is mo mhasladh
A'm' fhianuisfèin aghnàth, [geur

Rinn nàir' is rudhadh fòs mo ghruaidh'

i

M'fholach gu truagh gach là. 1

16 'Se sin mo chor thaobh ghuth an
A chàiueas mi gu h-olc, [niir'

'Saspreigeasmi; 'sa thaobhaunàmh,!
'S an dioghaltaich gu lochd,

17 Sud uile ge do thàinig oirun,
|

Nior dhearmaid sinne thu
; [claon'

Cha d'rinn sinn breug no briseadh
'N aghaidh do chùmhnaint dhlùth.

18 Cha d'aom ar n-aigne uaitse riarah,

Ar cridh' cha deach air cùl

:

O d' shhghe cha do chlaon ar cos
'S cha deach air seachran iùil.

.19 An ionad dhràgou ge do phronn
Thu sinne sios gu làr,

Is ge do dh'fholuich thusa sinn
Le sgàil is dubhar bais.

1

20 Ma 's e gu'n leig sinn as ar cuimhn'
Ainm uasal àrd ar Dia,

No gu dia eile 'coimheach brèig'

Ar làmh ma shin sinn riamh :

[

PSALM XLIV. 45

!

We, through thy name, shali tread
down those

That ris'n against us have.
6 For in my bow I s'iall not trust,

Nor shall my sword me save.

7 But from our'foes thou hast U8
sav'd,

Our haters put to shame.
8 In God we all the day do boast,

And ever praise thy name.

9 But now we are cast off by thee,
And us thou putfst to shame;

And when our armies do go forth,

Thou go'st not with the same.
10 Thou mak'st us from the en'my,

Faint-hearted, to turn back ;

And they who hate us for them-
selves

Our spoils away do take.

'nar 11 Like sheep for meat thou gavest

'Mong heathen cast we be.
12 Thou didst for nought thy people

sell

;

Their price enrich'd not thee.

13 Thou mak'st us a reproach to be
Unto our neighbours near

;

Derisiou and a scorn to them
That round about us are.

14 A by-word also thou dost ua
Among the heatheu make

;

The people, in contempt and spite,

At us their headsdo shake.
15 Before me my confusiou

Continually abides
;

And of my bashful countenauce
The shame me ever hides :

16 For voice of him that doth re-

proach,
And speaketh blasphemy

;

By reason of th' avenging foe,

And cruel enemy.
17 AIl this is come on us, yet we

Have not forgotten thee •

Nor falsely iu thy covenam
Behav'd ourselves have we.

18 Back from thy way our heart not
turn'd ;

Our steps no straying made

;

19 Though us thou brak'st in dragou's
place,

And cover'dst with death's shade.

20 If we God's name forgot, or
stretch'd

To a strange god our hands,



46 SALM XLV.
21 Nach rannsuich Dia so fèin a mach?

Oir aige ta làn-f hioa

Air dìomhaireachd a' chridhe stip;h,

Gach car a t'ann is cleas.

22 Oir, air do shonsa mharbhadh sinn,

Air feadh an là gu lèir,

'S mar chaoraich tha sinn air ar mej
A chasgaireadh gu geur.

23 Mosgail ; c'arson a choidleas tu?
Dhia, fairich as do shuain

;

Gh bràth na tilg-sa sinn a mach,
Na triall-sa fada uainn.

24 Ciod uim' am fohiich thu do ghnùis?
Ciod uim' an dearmaid thu

Ar n-àmhghar, is ar n-èigin mhòr
Tha 'g iadhadh oirnn gu dlùth ?

25 Oirchrom arn-anam siosdo 'n ùir.

Ar brù ri talamh theann.
26 A'd' thròcair eirich, cuidich leinn,

Is furtaich oirnn san àm.
SALM XLV.—45.

1 Deadh aobhar òrain naoimh is

ciùil

A' (ìeachdadh ta mo chridh'

:

Is labhram air na nithibh sin

A rinn mi tèin do'n Righ :

Mar pheann an liìimh fìr-s^riobhaidh

A chuireas sios gu luath, [dheis,

Is amhluidh sin, mo theangadh ta

Air t'urram àrd a' luaidh.

2 Is maisich' thu na clann nan daoin';

Gràs dhòirteadh ann ad bheul :

Is air an aobhar sin rinn Dia
Do bheannachadh gach ial.

3 Deasuich do chlaidheamh air dolèis,

O thus' a ghaisgich mhòir :

Le d' chumhachd is le d'mhòralachd,
Le greadhnachaa is glòir.

4 Bhrìgh firinn, suairceis, agus ceirt,

Marcaich gu buadhach àrd,

Is nithe uamhor teagaisgidh

Do dheas làmh dhuit 's gach àit.

5 Rachadh do shaighde geur' gu cridh'

Gach eascaraid an Righ :

Tre sin am pobull tuitidli fo'd,

Is nithear leat an claoidh.

6 Gu suthain is gu siorruidh ta

Do chaithir àrd, a Dhè :

Slat-shuaicheantais do rioghachd-sa
Is slat ro chothrom i.

7 O 's ionmhuinn leat.sa còir ia ceart,

Is thug thu fuath do'n olc
;

Os ceann do chompanach chuir Dia,
Do Dhia-s' ol' aoibhneia ort.

8 Do'u alos, mhirr, is chasia,
O t'eudach fàile thsid :

Leo sud do chuir iad aoibhneas ort,

O d' lùchairt geal mar dheud.

PSALM XLV.
21 Sliall not God search this out ?

for he
Heart's secrets undcrstands.

22 Yea, for thy sake M-e're kill'd all

day,
Counted as slaugliter-sheep.

23 Rise, Lord, cast us not ever off

;

Awake, why dost thou sleep ?

24 O wherefore hidest thou thy face ?

Forgett'st our cause distress'd,

25 And our oppression ? For our
90 ul

Is to the dust down press'd :

Our belly also on the earth

Fast cleaving, hold doth take.

26 Rise for our heip, and us redeem,
Ev'n for thy mercies' sake.

PSALM XLV.—45.

1 My heart brings forth a goodly
My words that I indite [thing ;

Concern the King : my tongue's a
Of one that swift doth write. [pen

2 Thou fairer art than sons of men :

Into thy lips is store

Of grace iufiis'd ; God therefore thee
Hath bless'd for evermore.

3 O thou that art the mighty One,
Thy sword gird on thy thigh;

Ev'n with thy glory excellent,

And with thy majesty.

4 For meekness, truth, and righteous-

In state ride prosp'rously ; [ness,

And thy right hand shall thee in-

In things that fearful be. [struct

5 Thine arrows sharply pierce theheart
Of th' en'jTiies of the King ;

And under thy subjf^ction

The people dovvn do bring.

6 For ever und for ever is.

O God, thy throne of might;
The sceptre of thy kingdom is

A sceptre that is right.

7 Thou lovest right, and hatest iU
;

For God, thy God, most high,

Above thy fellows, hath with th' oil

Ofjoy anointed thee.

8 Of aloea, myrrh, and cassia,

A smell thy garments had,
Out of the iv'ry palaces,

Whereby they made thee glad.

9 Among thy women honourable
Kings' daughters were at hand :

Upou thy right hand did the queen
In gold of Ophir stand.



SALM XLVl.
Am njeas;; do mhnathan urraoaaclj,

Ta niglieana nan righ :

'S an òr na h-Ophir, air do dheis,

Do bhan-righ seasaidh i.

10 A nighean, èisd is amhairc fòs,

Is cromsa sios do chluas ;

Tigh fathar, is do mhuiuutir fein

Na cuimhnich à so suas.

11 Gabhaidh mar sin an Righ làn-toil

Do d'àille thlachdmhor fèin :

Oir 'se do Thighearn is do Thriath,
Thoir urram dha is gèill.

12 Thig nighean Thiruis thugad fòs,

Le tiodhlacaibh gu tric ;

'Sna daoine saoibhir tha 'nam measg
Ag asluch' gràis is ioclid.

13 Nigheau an Righgudearbhastigh,
Tha uile làn do ghlòir :

Tha 'culaidh eudaich uimpe fòs,

Air oibreachadh le h-òr.

14 Am brat do obair ghreis le snàlh'd,
Bheirear i gus an righ :

Thig thugad luchd a coimheadachd,
'S a maighdeana 'na dèigh.

15 Thèid iad gu cùirt an Righ a steach,
Ait, aoibhneach bheirear iad.

16 Air son do shinnsir bidh do chlann,
Mar phrionnsaibh anns gach àit.

17 T'ainm glòrmhor do gach linu a
Air chuimhue cuiridh mi : [thig,

Is bheir mar sin am pobull duit
Ard-mholadh feadiì gach rè.

SALM XLVL—46.

1 'SE Dia a's tearmuun duinn gu
Arspionnadli e 's ar treis:[beachd

An aimfir carraid agus teinn,

Ar cabhair e rodheas.
j

2 Mar sin ged ghluaist' an talamhl
Cha'n aobhar eagail duinn: [trom,

Ged thilgeadh fòs na slèibhte mòr'
|

Am builsgein fairg' is tuinu.

3 Na h-uisgeacha le beucaich bhuirb,
'

Ged rachadh thar a cheil'

:

j

Le'u ataireachd ged bhiodh air chrith
Na beanntan àrd gu lèir.

1

4 Ta amhainn ann, le 'sruthaibh

Ni caithir Dhè ro-ait ; [sèimh,
Fior-àite naomh an ti a's àird',

Am bheil sior-chòmhnuidh aig.

5 Tha Dia 'na meadhon innte stigh :

Mar sin cha ghluaisear i
;

Oir cuideachadh is còmhnadh leath'

'Se Dia gu moch a ni.

6 Do ghabh nacinnichboil', is ghluais
Na rioghachda gu cas :

Air cur do Dhia a ghuth a raach
Do leagh an talamh as.

SALM XLVI. 47

10 O daughter, hearken and re^ard,
And do thine ear indine

;

Likewise furget thy father's house,
And people that are thine.

11 Then of the King desir'd shall be
Ihy beauty veh'mently

:

Because he is thy Lord, do thou
Him worship revYently.

12 The daughter there of Tyre shall be
With gifts and ofPrings great

;

Those of the people that are rich

Thy favour shall entreat.

13 Behold, the daughter of the King
All glorious is within

;

And with embroideries of gold
Her garments wrought have been.

14 She shall be brought unto the King
lu robes with needle wrought

;

Her fellovv-virgins following
Shall unto thee be brought.

15 They shall be brought with gladness
Aud mirth on ev'ry side, [great,

Into the palace of the King,
And there they shall abide.

16 Instead of those thy fathers dear,

Thy children thou may'st take,

And in all places of the earth
Them noble priuces make.

17 Thy name remember'd I will make
Through ages all to be :

The people, therefore, evermore
Shall praises give to thee.

(Second l'ersion, see page 165.)

PSALM XLVI.-46.
1 GOD is our refuge and ourstrength,

In straits a preseut aid
;

2 Therefore, although the earth re-

We wiU not be afraid : move,
Though hillsamidst the seasbecast;

3 Thuugh waters roaring make,
And troubled be ; yea, though the
By swelliug seas do shake. [hills

4 A river is, whose streams do glad
The city of our God ;

The holy place, wherein the Lord
Most high hath his abode.

5 God in the midst of her doth dwell;

Nothing shall her remove :

The Lord to her an helper will,

And thatright early, prove.

6 The heathen rag'd tumultuously,
The kingdoms moved were

:

The Lord God uttered hisvoice,
The earth did raelt for fear.

7 The Lord of hosts upon our sido

Doth constantly remain :

The God of Jacob's our refuge,

Us safely to mziintain.



48 SALM XLVIL XLVIII.

7 Tha Dia nan sluagh leinn fèin a
ghnàth

;

Dia lacoib 's tearmunn duinn.
8 Thigibh, is faicibh oibre Dhè,

Gach sgrio9 air talamh rinn.

9 Gu h-iomall fòs an domhain mhòir
An cogadh ni e chosg :

Am bogha bhris, an t-slea.trh do
An caVbad-cogaidh loisg. [ghearr,

10 Bibh sàmhach, 's tuigibh gur mi
Arduichear mi gu sior [Dia:l

Am measg nan sluagh, biodh urram
Air feadh gach uile thir. [dhomh

11 Tha Dia nan sluagh ri còmhnadh
leinn, l

'S an còmhnuidh air ar crann :

Is e Dia lacoib 's tearmunn duiun,
D'ar furtachd anus gach àm.

SALM XLVIL—47.

1 Bu.AlLlBH 'ur basau, uile shlòigh,
Ta chòmhnuidh anns gach àit ; |

Le guth 's le gairdeachas do Dhia,
Suas togaibh iolach àrd :

2 Oir Dia ro-àrd is uamhunn e

;

Righ mòr os ceann gach tir'.

3 Am pobull cuiridh e fo'r smachd,
Fo'r cois na slòigh gu lèir.

4 Mòrachd lacoib d'an d'thug e
gràdh

,

I

Mar oighreachd dhuinne thagh :

5 Chaidh Dia le caithream àrd a suas,'

Le trompaid 's fuaimneach bladh.
6 Seinnibh do Dhia, seiun moladh

:

seinn
D'ar Righ, seinn raoladh binn :

7 Oir's Righ Dia mòr os ceaun gach
tir',

Seinn da gu h-eòlach grinn.

8 Tha Dia 'na shuidh' 'na chaithir
naoimh

;

'Se 's Righ air cinnich ann.
9 Prionnsa nan sluagh do chruinnich

iad,

Pobull Dè Abrahaim
;

Air son gur le lehobhah mhàin
Sgiath dhìdein do gach tìr :

'Se fèin a's àird' 's a's urramaich,
'S dha dlighear moladh sior.

SALM XLVIII.—48.
1 Is raòr lehobhah, Dia nam feart,

An caithir àird ar Dia :

Is air sliabh àrd a uaomhachd fein,

lon-mholta chaoidh an Triath.
2 Beinn Shioin 'sbreagh'a suidheach-

Aoibhneas gach fearainn i ; [adh,
Is dlùth dhi air an taobh mu thuath,
Tha caithir au Ard-Righ. 1

PSALMS XLVIL XLVIII.
8 Come, and behold wiiat wondrous

works
Have by the Lord been wrought

;

Come, see what desolations
He on the earth hath brought.

9 Unto the ends of all the earth
Wars into peace he turns :

The bow he breaks, the spear he cuts,
In fìre the chariot burns.

10 Be still, and know that I am God
;

Among the heathen I

WiII be exalted ; I on earth
Will be exalted high.

11 Our God, who is the Lord of hosts,
Is still upon our side

;

The God of Jacob our refuge
For ever will abide.

PSALM XLVIL—47.

1 All people clap your hands ; to God
With voice of triumph shout

:

2 For dreadful is the Lord raost high,
Great King the earth throughout,

3 The heathen people under us
He surely shall subdue

;

And he shall make the nations
Under our feet to bow.

4 The lot of our inheritance
Choose out for us shall he,

Of Jacob, whom he loved well,
Ev'n the excellency.

5 God is with shouts gone up, the
Lord

With trumpets sounding high.
6 Sing praise to God, sing praise, sing

Praise to ourKingsingye. [praise,

7 For God is King of all the earth

;

With knowledge praise express.
3 God rules the nations: God sits oa

His throne of holiness.

9 The princes of the people are
Assembled willingly

;

Ev'n of the God of Abraham
They who the people be.

For why ? the shields that do defend
The earth are only his :

They to the Lord beloug
; yea, he

Exalted greatly is.

PSALM XLVIIL—48.

I Great is theLord, and greatly he
Is to be praised still,

Within the city of our God,
Upon his holy hill.

ì Mount Sion standa most beautiful,

The joy of all the land :

The city of the miglity King
On her north side doth stand.



SALM XLIX.

3 Aithnichear Dia 'na lùchairtibh,

Mar thearmunn anns gach airc.

4 Oir feuch, tràth bhana righre cruinn
Le chèile ghabh iad thart'.

5 Chunnaic iad sud, isb'iongnadhleo,
Le cabhaig dheilrich as.

6 Ghlac eagal iad an sin, is pian,

Mar mhnaoi ri saoth'r gu cas.

7 Cabhlach Tharsuis legaoith an ear,

Mìn-bhrisear leat gu luath.

8 Mar chual, is amhluidh chunnaic
sinn,

Am baile Righ nan sluagh,

Am bail' ar Dè ; 's e Dia gu bràth
Ni daingean e le neart.

9 A'd' theampull, air do chaoimhneas
caomh,

Dhia, .smuainich sinn gu ceart.

10 Mar t'ainm, is amhluidh sin do
chliu,

Gu crìch na talmhainn ta :

Do dheas làmh làn do fhìreantachd,
Dhia, anns gach beart a ghuàth.

11 Beinn Shioin gu ma h-aoibhinn i,

Is Nighean ludah ait,

Air son do bhreitheanas, a Dhè,
Ta cothromach is ceart.

12 Siubhlaibh mu thimchioll Shioin
naoimh,

j

Is cuairt'chibh i maraon ;
]

Airrahibh a baideala gu dlùth,
|

'S a turaite gach aon.
;

13 Thugaibh fa'near a bàbhuin
bhreagh',

'S a caisteil àrd le beachd :

Chum sin gu cuireadh sibh an cèill

Do'n àl a ta ri teachd.

14 Oir 'se an Dia so fèin ar Dia,
Gu siorruidh is gu bràth :

'Se fòs a stiùras sinn gu ceart

Gu h-uair is àm ar bàis.

SALM XLIX.—49.

1 ElSDIBHSE so gach uile shluagh,
Na bheil sa' chruinne-chè :

2 Is chjinnibh eadar mhòr is bheag,
Ma's bochd no beartach e.

3 Air tuigse smuainichidh mo chridh',

Air gliocas thig mo bheul.
4 Aomaidh mo chluas gu parablaibh:

Nochdam caiuut dhorch air teud.

5 Droch làithean c'uim' am b'eagal
Gu'n cuirinn iad an suim, [leam

Iklòr aingidheachd is lochd mo shal
Tràth dh'iadh iad orm gucruinn ?

6 Na daoine sin 'nan saoiblireas mòr
Ta deanamh dòigh is treis',

Is ann an lionmhoireachd an stòir

A ta ro-bhòsdail leis.

PSALM XLIX. 49

3 The Lord within her palaces
Is for a refuge known.

4 For, lo, the kings that gather'd were
Together, by have gone.

5 But when thev did behold the same,
They, wond'ring, would not stay ;

But, b'eing troubled at the sight,

They thence did haste away.

6 Great terror there took hold on them,
They were posaess'd with fear :

Theirgriefcame like a woman'spaiu,
When she a child doth bear.

7 Thou Tarshish shipa with east wind
break'st

:

8 As we have heard it told,

So, in the city of the Lord,
Our eyes did it behold

;

In our God's city, which his hand
For ever stabHsh will.

9 We of thy loving-kindness thought,
Lord, in thy temple stiU.

10 O Lord, according to thy name,
Through all the earth's thy praise;

And thy riglit hand, O Lord, is full

Of righteousness always,

11 Because thy judgments are made
known,

Let Sion mount rejoice ;

Of Judah let the daughters all

Send forth a cheerful voice.

12 Walk about Sion, and go round

;

The high tow'rs thereof tell

:

13 Consider ye her palaces,

And mark her bulwarks well

;

That ye mav tell posterity.

14 For this God doth abide
Our God for evermore ; he will

Ev'u unto death us guide.

PSALM XLIX.-49.
1 HEARthis, all people, and give ear,

All in the world that dwell

:

2 Both low and high, both rich and
poor.

3 My mouth shall wisdom tell

:

Rly heart shall knowledge meditate.
4 I will incline mine ear
To parables, and on the harp

I\Iy sayiugs dark declare.

5 Amidtìt those days that evil be,

Why should I, fearing, doubt?
When of my heels th' iuiquity

Shall compass me about.
6 Whoe'er they be that in thcir

wealth
Their confìJence do pitch,
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7 A bhràth'r cha'n fhuasg^ail neach
A gabhadh no à ppin, [dhiubhsud

A thabhairt èiric a.s do Dhia,
Ni fheuilar leis 'na fheum :

8 (Oir saora' an anama 's prìaeil e,

Sguiridh e 'm feasd gu beachd:)
9 Gu maireadh e gu siorruidh beò,

'S nach faiceadh truaillidheachd.

10 Oir chi e fòs na daoine glic,

'S an dream air dhiobhail cèill

;

'S nah-ùmaidh, fiìgail toicdo chàch,
Is faghail bàis iad fèin.

11 'Se 'n smuaiueachadh gu mair an
tigh,

'S an còmhnuidh feadh gach rè,

A' tabhairt air am fearann ainm,
A rèir an ainme fèin.

12 Gidheadh, an duin' an urram mòr
Cha mhair e ann gu buan

:

Ach amhluidh mar an t-ainmhidh,
truagh

i

Chum bàis a shiùbhlas uainn.
13 An shghe sud ge gòrach i,

Taitnidh an cainnt r'an sliochd. !

14 Marchaoraich dol san uaigh thaiad,
'Nam biadh do'n bhàs gun iochd:

Na fìreanaich gheibh os an ceann
Làn-uachdranachd gu moch, 1

'S 'nan ionad cùmhnuidh anns an
uaigh,

Seargaidh an àill' 's an dreach.
15 Bheir Dia do m'anam fuasgladh

O chumhachd bàis is uaigh',[saor

Oir gabhaidh e mi thuige fein,

Ga m' theasairginn le buaidh.

16 An uair a nithear saoibhir neach,
Na glacadh faitcheas thu ;

'S an tàm a chinneas glòir a theach,
Na cuireadh aud ort tnù.

17 Oir 'nuair a shiùbhlas e do'n eug,
Aon ni cha toir e leis:

'S an uair a theid e sios do'n uaigh,
A ghlòir cha lean i ris.

18 Seadh 'anam ge do bheannaich e

Am feadh a bha e beò ;

'S thusa, ma ni tlm maith dhuit fein,

O dhaoinibh gheibh thu glòir.

19 Gu h-àl a shinnsear siiibhlaidh e,

Solus cha'n fhaic gu bràth.
20 An duiu' ;

Mar a nmhidh gheibh e bàs.

SALM L.—50.

1 Labhair au Dia lehobhah treun,
An talamh ghairm gu lèir,

O'n àird an ear gu h-àird an iar,

O pirigh gu luidh' grèin'.

2 A Sion àrd, a's foirfe mais',

Do dheahuich Dia nam feart.

PSALM L.

And boast themselves, becauae they
Become exceeding rich : [are

7 Yet none of these his brother can
Redcem by any way ;

Nor can he unto God for him
Sufficient ransom pay,

8 (Their soul's rederaption precious is,

And it can never be,)

That stiU he should for ever live,

And not corruption see.

10 For why ? he seeth that wise men
And brutish fools also [die,

Do peri.sh ; and their wealth, when
To others they let go. [dead,

11 Their inward thought is, that their

And dwelhng-places shall [house
Stand through ail ages ; they their

By theirown names do call.[lands

12 But yet in honour shall not man
Abide continually

;

But passing hence, may be compar'd
Unto the beasts that die.

13 Thus brutish folly plainly is

Their wisdom and their way
;

Yet their posterity approve
What they do fondly say.

14 Like sheep they in the grave are
laid,

And death shall them devour ;

And in the morning upright mea
Shall over them have pow'r :

Their beauty from their dwelling
Consume within the grave. [shal!

15 But from hell's hand God will me
For he shall me receive. [free

16 Be thou not then afraid when one
Enriched thou dost see,

Nor when the glory of hia house
Advanced is on high :

17 For he shall carry nothing hence,
When death his days doth end

;

Nor shall hisglory after him
Into the grave descend.

18 Although he his own soul did bless

Whilst he on earth did live
;

(And when thou to thyself dost well,

Men will thee praises give ;)

19 He to his fathers' race shall go,
They never shall .see light.

e gun cheill, 20 Man honour'd wanting knowledge
Like beasts that perish quite. [\si

PSALM L.—50.

1 The mighty God, the Lord,
Hath spoken, and did call,

The earth, from rising of the sun,
To where he hath his fall.

2 From out of Sion hill,

Which of excellency
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3 Oir thig ar Dia 's cha bhi 'na thosd,

Ach labhraidh e le ueart

:

Theid teine milUeach roimh
A' lasadh suas gii garg : [ghnùis

'S m'a thimchiollsan gu doinionn-
Bidh e 'na chaoiribh dearg'. [ach,

4 Air talamh, is air nèamh nan neulj

Ard-ghairmidh e gu treun,

Gu'n tugadh e ceart bhreitheanaa
Air 'uile phobuU fèin.

% A m'ionnsuidh cruiunichibh mo
la tionalaibh an dream [naoimh,

A rinn gu dileas is gu dlùth,

Le h-ìobairt, cùmhnant leam.
6 A cheartas-san ni nèamh nan neul

A chur an ceill 'na àm ;

Oir 'se lehobhah fèin gu beachd
A's aou àrdbhreitheamh ann.

7 Mo phobuU Isra'l eisdibh rium,
Is labhraidh mi gu ceart

:

A't' aghaidh togam fianuis fhior,

'vS mi Dia, do Dhia gu beachd.
8 Mu t'olraihbh cha'n agram thu,

No fòs mu t'ìobairt-loisgt',

Oir ra' tliianuis thug thu iad a

Is fhuaras iad gun fhois. [ghnàth,

9 Oir as do thigh cha ghabhainn uait

Mar ìobairt biorach bò ;
j

'S chaghabhainn gabhar iTiirionn fòs

Mar ofrail as do chrò.
j

10 Gach ainmhidh beò a ta an coill
i

Is leamsa sin gu lèir,

'S na h-nile spreidh air mhile cuoc,
Ta 'g ionaltradh air feur.

1 1 An eunlaith 's aithne dhomh air fad,

Ta 'g itealaich feadh bheann :

'S leam gach fiadh bheathach uile fòs,

Feadh gharbhluich agus ghleann.
12 Geur-ocras nam biodh orm, no gort,

Cha chuirinn duits' an cèill,

Oir 's leam an domhan mu'n iadh
Ls na bheil ann gu lèif. [grian,

13 Fuil ghabhar 'n e gu'n òlainn uait?

Feòil tharbh an ithinn i ?

14 loc iobairt buidheachais do Dhia,
'S do bhòidean do'n Ard-Righ.

15 An là do thrioblaid is do theinn,
Goir orm an sin gu ceart

:

Ort fuasglam, is bheir thusa glòir

Do m'ainms' a chuidich leat.

16 Ach ris an droch dhuin' labhraidh
Mo statuiu chur an cèiU [Dia,

Am buineadh dhuit, no ghabhail fòs

Mo chùmhnaint ann ad bheul ?

17 Do m' achmhasan o thug thu fuath,

'S an spèis riamh e nior chuir;
Ach thilg mo bhriathran air dochùl

'G an diùltadh uait gu tur?

PSALM L. 51

And beauty the perfection is,

God shined gloriously.

3 Our God shall surely come,
Keep silence shall not he :

Before him fire shall vvaste, great
Shall round about him be.[storm3

4 Unto the heavens cloar

He from above shall call,

And to the earth likewise, that he
May judge hia people all.

5 Together let my saints

Unto me gather'd be,

Those that by sacrifice liave made
A covenant with me.

6 And then the heavcns shall

His righteonsness declare:

Because the Lord himself is he
By whom men judged are.

7 My people Isr'el hear,
Speak wiU I from on high,

Against thee I will testify
;

God, ev'n thy God, am I.

I for thy sacrifice

No biame will on thee lay,

Nor for burntolT'rings which to me
Thou offer'dst every day.

9 I'II take no calf or goats

From house or fold of thine :

10 For beasts of forests, cattle all

On thousand hills, are mine.
11 The fowls on mountains high

Are all to me well known;
Wild beasts which in the fields do

lie,

Ev'n they are all mine own.

12 Then, if I hungry were,
I would not tell it thee

;

Because the world, and fulqess all

Thereof, belongs to me.
13 WiUIeatfleshofbulls?

Or goats' blood drink will I ?

14 Thanks offer thou to God, and pay
Thy vows to the most High.

15 And call upon me when
In trouble thou shalt be ;

I will deliver thee, and thou
My name shalt glorify.

16 But to the wicked man
God saith, My laws and truth

Should'st thou declare ? how dar'st

thou take
My cov'nant in thy mouth ?

17 Sith thou instruction hat'st,

Which should thy ways direct

;

And sith my words behind thy back
Thou cast'st, and dost reject.

Ifi When thou a thief didst see,

I With him thou didst consent

;
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ISTràth chunnaic thu an praduich' dàn,
Dh'aontaich thu leis 'ua olc :

'S le luchd an adhaltrais a ris,

B'fhear-comuinu thu 'nan lochd.

19 Do theangradh thug thu chumadh
breig',

Chuin uilc thug thu do bheul.

20 Do d' bhràthair shuidh thu thabh-
airt guth'

;

'S do mhac do inhàthar beum'.

21 Na nith-s' uile rinneadh leat,

Is dh't'lian mi dhiot a'm' thosd
;

Is shaoil thu mar a ta thu fèin,

Gu b'arahluidh mi gach achd :

Ach cronaicheam do pheacaidh dhuit,

A'd' amharc cuiream iad
;

A chum gu faiceadh do dhà shùil,

Nach fol'chear orm-sa beud.

22 O sibhs' a dhream nach cuimhnich
Nis tuigibh so 'na àm ;

[Dia,

Mu'n dean mi liodart oirbh gu cas,

Gun neach d'ur furtachd ann.

23 An ti bheir iobairt molaidh uaith',

'Se sin bheir dhomhsa glòir :

Oir nochdam slàinte Dhe, do'u fhear

A ghluaiseas mar is còir.

SALM LI.—51.
1 Dean tròcair orm, a Dhianangràs,

Gu h-iochdmhor saor-sa mis',

Rèir Uonrahoireachd do thròcair

chaoimh,
Glan as m'uil' eusaontas.

2 Gu h-iomlan ionnail mi o ra' lochd,

Gian mi o m' chiont' a'd' ghràdh:

3 Oir thami 'g aidmheil m' eusaoutais,

'S lèirdhomh mo lochda ghnàth.

4 A' t'aghaidh, t'aghaidh fein amhàin,
Do pheacaich mi gu trom ;

Is ann ad fhianuis tèin, a Dhè,
An t-olc so rinneadh leam :

Do chum air labhairt duit a raach,

Gu biodh tu cothromach
;

'S gu biodh tu glan tràth bheir thu

Is ceart ueo-eucorach. [breth,

5 Am peacadh, feuch, do dhealbhadhj
Is ann an cionta fòs ["^i?

Doghabli mo mhàthairmi 'nabroiun,

Tràth ghineadh mi o thùs.

6 Au taobha stigh do'n chridhe, feuch,

An fhirinn 's ioumhuinn leat:

San ionad fholuicht' bheir thu orm
Gu'n tuig mi gliocas ceart.

7 Le hisop deansa mise glan,

Is bitheam glan gu beachd

;

Dean m'ionulad fòs, mar sin bidh mi
Ni's gile dhuit na sneachd.

8 Guth subhachais thoir orm gu'n
Is fonn an aoibhueis aìt, [cluinn,

PSALM Ll.

And vvith the vile adulterers

Partaker on thou went.

19 Thou giv'st thy mouth to ill,

Thy tongue deceit doth frame ;

20 Thou sitt'st and 'gainst thy brother
speak'st,

Thy mother's son dost shame.
21 Because I silence kept,

While thou these things hast
wrought

;

That 1 was altogether like

Thyself, hath been thy thought

:

Yet I will thee reprove,
And set before thine eyes,

In order ranked, thy misdeeda,
And thine iniquities.

22 Now, ye that God forget,

This carefully consider

;

Lest I iu pieces tear you all,

And none can you deliver.

23 Whoso doth ofl'er praise

Me glorilìes ; and I

WiII show him God's salvation,

That orders right hia way.

(Second Version, see page \Qh.)

PSALM LI—51.

1 AFTER thy loviug-kindness, Lord,
Have mercy upon me :

For thy compasaions great, blot out
All mine iniquity.

2 Me cleanse from sin, and throughly
wash

From mine iniquity':

3 For my transgressious I confess

;

My siu I ever see.

4 'Gainst thee, thee only, have I sinn'd,

In thy sight done this ill

;

That when thouspeak'st thoumay'st
be just,

And clear in judging still.

5 Bt^hold, I in iniquity

Was form'd the womb within ;

My mother also me conceiv'd
In guiltiness and sin.

6 Behold, thou in the inward parts

Witli truth delighted art

;

And vvisdom thou shalt make me
know

Within the hidden part.

Do thou with hyssop sprinkle me,
I shall be cleansed so ;

Yea, wash thou rae, and then I shall

Be vvhiter than the snow.

8 Of gladness and of joyfulness

Make me to hear the voice,

That so these very bones which thou
Hast broken, may rejoice.



Mar sin ni gairdeachas pu mòr,
Na cnàmhan bhriseadh leat.

9 O m' pheacaibh is o m' eusaontais

Foluich do ghnùis, a Dhè ;

Mo sheachrain is m'uil' eucoir fòs

Glan thusa uam gu rèidh.

10 Dhia, cruthaich annara cridhe glan

Ath-nuadhaich spiorad ceart.

11 Na tilg: o d' shealladh mi ; 's na
Do spiorad uaomha leat. [buin

12 Is aisig dhomh ùr-ghairdeachaa

Do shlàinte chàirdeil leiu
;

Is dean-sa fòs mo chumail suas,

Le d' spiorad saor gu treun.

13 'N sin teagaisgeam do shlighe, Dhe,
Do'n drèam a bhris do reachd

;

Is pillear riut le h-aithreachas

Na peacaieh thruagh gu beachd.

14 chionta fola saor-sa mi,
O Dhia, a Dhe mo shlàint'

:

Seinnidh gu h-àrd air t'fhireantachd

Mo theangadh anns gach t5it.

15 Mo bhile, ta air druideadh suas,

Fosgail, a Dhè nan gràs ;

An sin do mholadh le mo bheul
Cuiridh mi'n cèill gu h-àrd.

16 Oir ìobairtean cha'n iarrar leat,

No bheirinn duit gach rè :

An ofrail-loisgte fòs air bith

Cha 'n 'eil do thlachd, a Dhè.
1" An spiorad briste, tuirseach, trom,

Sud ìobairt Dhè nan dùl

:

Ri cridhe briste brùit', a Dhè,
Gu bràth cha chuir thu cùl.

PSALM LII. 53

9 All mine iniquities blot out,

Thy face hide from my sin.

10 Create a clean heart, Lord, renew
A right sp'rit me within.

11 Cast me not from thy sight, nor
take

Thy Holy Sp'rit away.
12 Restore me thy salvation's joy ;

With thy free Sp'rit me stay.

13 Then will I teach thy ways unto
Those that transgressors be ;

And those that sinners are shall

then
Be turned unto thee.

14 O God, of my salvation God,
Me from blood-guiltiness

Set free ; then shall my tongue aloud
Sing of thy righteousness.

15 My closed lips, O Lord, by thee

Let them be opened ;

Then shall thy praises by my mouth
Abroad be published.

16 For thou desir'st not sacrifice,

Else would I give it thee

;

Nor wilt thou with burnt-offering

At all delighted be.

17 A broken spirit is to God
A pleasing sacrifice

;

A broken and a contrite heart,

Lord, thou wilt not de.«ipise.

18 Show kindness, and do good, O
Lord,

To Sion, thine own hiU :

18 A'd' dheadh-ghean dean-sa maith, a The walls of thy Jerusalem
Air Sion do chnoc fèin : [Dhia,' Build up of thy good will.

Ballan lerusaleim gu luath, 19 Then righteous off'rings shall thee
Tog suas le d' làimh gu ti

19 'N sin taitnidh iobairt cheartais

Ofrail, 's làn ofrail loisgt' ;
[riut,

'N siu bheircar colpaich dhuit-sa suas,

Air t'altair naomh gun fhois.

SALM LIL—52.

1 ClOD uime 'n dean thu, ghaisgich
UaiU £is an olc gu mòr ? [threin,

Mairidh am feasd gun cheann gun
chrich,

Deadh mhaitheas Righ na glòir'.

2 Do theatig' a' dealbh an aimhleis 2
chlaoin

;

Chum ceilg:' mar ealtuinn ghèir.

3 Is annsadh leat an t olc na maith,
Is breug na briathra tìor.

4 A theangadh cheaIgach,'8Ìonmhuinn
Gach focal millteach olc. [leat

5 Ni Dia gu siorruidh mar an ceudn'
Làn-sgrios a tharruing ort

:

please,

And oflfrings burnt, which they
With whole burnt-off'rings, and with

calves,

Shall on thine altar lay.

PSALM LII.—52.
Why dost thou boast, O mighty

man,
Of mischiefand ofill?

The goodness of Almighty God
Endureth ever stiU.

Thy tongue mischievous calumnies
Deviseth subtilely,

Like to a razor sharp to cut,

Working deceitfuUy.

III more than good, aud more than
truth

Thou lovest to speak wrong :

Thou lovest all-devouring words,
O thoa deceitful tongue.
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Glan-sgathar thu, is as do theach
Grad spìonar thu gu tur,

A talarah is à tir nara beò
Buairiear do fhreurah à bun.

6 Sud chi am firean, gabhaidh fiamh,
Is ni e gàire fòs :

7 Feuch, so am fear nach d'earb à Dia,

Mar dhaiugneach is mar threòir :

Ach ann au lìoumhoireachd a stòir

A dhòchas chuir gu treun,
'Na shaoibhreas is 'na aingidheachd,
Do neartaioh se e fèin.

8 Ach mis' mar ùr-chrann olaidh ta

An àros Dè a ghnàth :

A' cur mo dhòchais ann a ghràs,
Ili fad mo rè 's mo là.

9 Gu siorruidh suthain molam thu,

Chionu sud gu'n d' rinneadh leat

:

Feitheam air t'ainm, oir tha e maith,
An làth'r do naomh gu beachd,

SALM LIII.—.53.

1 'Na cliridhe deir an t-amadan,
Cha'n 'eil ann Dia air bith :

Taid truaillidh, 's gràineil fòs an
lochd

:

Cha'n 'eil ann neach ni maith.
2 Dh'amliairc an Tigliearna o nèamh

Air cloinn nan daoine nuas,
A dh'flieuchainn au robh tuigs' aig

A dh'iarradh Dia nan gràs.[neach,

3 An t-iomlan diubh chaidh airau ais,

Ro-shalach iad gu lèir :

Cha'n 'eil aon neach a' deanamh
Cha'n 'eil fiuaon fo speur. [maith,

4 Am bheil aig droch diiaoin' tuigs'

air bith

Ta 'g itheadh suas gu dian,
Mo phobuill-sa mar aran biasd',

'S nach 'eil a' gairm air Dia.

5 An sin do ghabh iad eagal mòr,
Gun aobhar eagail ann :

Sgaoil Dia a chnàmha-san o chèil',

Chuir sèisdeadh ort gu teann ;

la mar an ceudna chuir thu iad

Gu rughadh gruaidh' is nàir',

Do bhrigh gu'n d' rinneadh orr' le

Trom-tharcuis agus tàir. [Dia

6 'Se so mo ghuidh' is m' athchuinge,
Gu'n tugadh Dia nam feart

Cabhair d'a phobull Israel,

A Sion fpin le neart

!

An uair bheir Dia air ais o bhruid
A phobull fein le chèil',

Air lacob bithidh aoibhneas mor,
'S aiteas air Israel.

SALM LIV.—54.

1 TRE t'ainm-sa teasairg mise, Dhè,
Cum cothrom rium le d' ueart.

PSALM3 Lin. LIV.

5 So God shall thee destroy for aye,
Remove thee, pluck thee out

Quite from thy house, out of the
Of life he shall thee root. [land

6 The righteous shall it see, and fear,

And laugh at him they shall

:

7 Lo, this the man is that did not
Make God his strength at all

:

But he in his abundant wealth
His confidence did place

;

And he took strength unto himself
From his own wickedness.

But I am in the house of God
Like to an olive green :

My confidence for ever hath
Upon God's mercy been.

9 And I for ever will thee praise,

Because thou hast done this

:

I on thy name will wait ; for good
Before thy saiuts it is.

PSALM LIII.—53.
1 That there is not a God, the fool

Doth in his heart conclude :

They are corrupt, their works are
vile,

Not one of them doth good.
2 The Lord upon the sons of men

From heav'n did cast his eyes,
To see if any one there was
That sought God, and was wise.

3 They altogether fìlthy are,

They all are backward gone
;

And there is none that doeth good,
No, not so mucli as one.

4 These workers of iniquity,

Do they not know at all,

That they my people eat as bread,
Aud ou God do not call ?

5 Ev'u there they were afraid, and
stood

With trembling, all dismay'd,
Whereas there was no cause at all

Why they should be afraid :

For God hi8 boues that thee be-
sieg'd

Hath scatter'd all abroad
;

Thou hast confounded them, for

they
Despised are of God.

6 Let Israel's help from Sion come :

When back the Lord shall bring
His captives, Jacob shall rejoice,

And Israel shall sing.

PSALM LIV.—54.

1 SaVE me, O God, by thy great uame,
And judge me by thy strength

:



SALM LV.
I

2 Eisd m'urnuigh, thoir fa'near, a 2

Briathra mo bheil gu ceart. [Dhe,'

3 Oir dh'èirich coigrich rium-sa suas, 3

Luchd-lòirneirt tha gu dian
An tùir air m'anam ; 'a cha do

chuir
lad Dia fa'n comhair riamh.

4 Ach feuch, 'se Dia m' fhear-cuiJ-

eachaidh,
Gu m' sheasamh anns gach

cruas :

Bithidh lehobhah leis an dream
A chumas m'anam suas.

5 Aimhleas do m' naimlidibh diolaidh

Dia:
A'd' fhirinn dean an sgath'.

6 Gu toileach bheir mi lobairt dhuit

:

Dhè, molam t"aium, ta maith.

7 Oir rinn e saors' is fuasgladh dhorah
O m'uile theinn gu treun :

lonnus gu faca mi mo rahiann
Air m'eascairdibh gu lèir.

PSALM LV. 55

My prayer hear, O God ;
give ear

'Unto my words at lengtli.

For they t'hat strangers are to me
Do up against me rise;

Oppressors seek my soul, and God
Set not before their eyes.

The Lord my God my helper is,

Lo, therefore I am bold:
He taketh part with ev'ry one
That doth ray soul uphold.

Unto raine enemies he shall

Mischief and ill repay :

for thy truth's sake cut them oflF,

And sweep them clean away.

1 will a sacrifìce to thee
Give with free willingness;

Thy name, O Lord, because 'tis gcod,
With praise I wiU confess.

For he hath me dehvered
From all adversities

;

And his desire mine eye hath spen
Upon mine e

SALM LV.—55.

1 Rl m'urnuigh èisd : 's o m' ghuidhe.
Na foluich thus' thu fèin. [Dhè,

2 Thoir aire 's freagradh dhomb, ta

caoidh
Le bròn 's le bùireadh geur :

3 Air son guth m'eascairde gu lèir,

Is fòirneart fòs nan dani

:

Oir euceart thilg iad orm, am feiro

Dhomh thug iad fuath gun dith

4 Mo chridh' a'm' chom tha cràiteach'

goirt;

Thuit orm-sa uamhunn bàis.

5 Crith, oiUt, is uamhunn thaiuig orm,
Ga m' shlugadh is mi 'n sàs.

6 'N sin thubhairt mi, Is truagh nach
Sgiath colmain agara nis 1 [robh

'N sin theichinn as ag itealaich,

Is gheibhiun tàmh is fois.

7 Feuch, shiubhlainn fòs an Snradh
fad,

Chum tàimh am fàsach chruaidh.
3 Is dheanainn deitìr gu dol as

O dhoinionn gharbh na gaoith'.

9 Dhia, roinn is agrios an teang' ; sa'

Bha fòirneart agus strì. [bhail'

10 Taid dol m'a bhallaibh oidhch' is là;

Tha aimhleas ann is caoidh.

11 Eucoir ro-mhòr is olc a ta

'Na mheadhon sud gun cheisd :

Seadh feall r"a shràidibh agus cealg
Cha dealaich sud am feasd.

12 Cha b'e mo nàmh thug masladh
dhomh,

Oir dh' fhuilginn sud gu rèidh :

PSALM LV.—55.

1 LORD, hear my pray'r, hide nut
thyself

From my entreating voice :

2 Attend and hear me ; in my plaint

I mourn and make a noise.

3 Because of th' en'my's voice, and for

Lewd men's oppression great

:

On rae they cast iniquity,

And they in wrath me hate.

4 Sore pain'd within me is my heart

:

Death's terrors on me fall.

5 On me comes trembling, fear and
dread

O'erwhelmed me withal.

6 O that I, like a dove, had wings,

I

Said I, then would I tiee

1

Far hence, that I might fìnd a place

Where I in rest might be.

j7 Lo, then far off I wander would,
And in the desert stay

;

8 From windy storm and tempest I

Would haste to 'scape away.
9 O Lord, on them destruction bring,

And do their tongucs divide
;

For in the city violence

And strife I have espied.

10 They day and night upon the walls

Do go about it round :

There raischief is, and sorrow thera

In midst of it is found.

11 Abundant wickedness there is

Within her inward part

;

And from her streets deceitfulncss

And guile do not depart.



56 SALM LVI.

Cha b'e fear m'fhuath' a dh'èirich

rium,
Oir dhionainn uaith' mi fèin.

13 Ach thusa, fear bu choimpir dhomh,
Fear m'eòlais, is fear ro'iùil

;

14 Bu bhlasd' ar comhairr, dol le

Gu h-àros Dhè nau dùl. [cnch,

15 Sealbh gabhadh orr' am bàs gu grad,

'S gn h ifrinn thèid iad beò :

Oir aingidheachd 'nan còmhnuidh
ghnàth,

'S 'nam builsgean tha gach lò.

16 Ach misp, glaodham suas ri Dia,

Saoraidh lehobhah mi.

17 Glaodh àrd, is urnuigh ni mi ris,

Moch, feas^ar, 's meadhon-là ;

Is èisdidh e gu grad ri m' ghlaodh :

18 M'anam 's e shaor an sith,

O'n chath 's o'n chòmhraig dh'èirich

Is mòran rium ri strì. [rium,

19 Cluinnidh an Dia ta làidir beò,

'S bheir dòruinn orra 's piau :

Seadh fòs an Dia air mairionn ta,

'S a bha o chian nan cian.

Is air an aobhar fòs nach 'eil

Caochladh air bith 'nan staid,

Eagal an Tighearn uime sin

Do thilg iàd dhiubh air fad.

20 A làmh do shìn 'nan aghaidh sud,

A bha an siochaint ris :

A chumhnant is a nasgadh dlùth,

Gu fealltach orra bhria. [t-im,

21 Bu shleamhna briathra 'bhèil na'n
Ach cogadh cruaidh 'na rùn :

Bubhuige 'chainnt ua oladh thiàth,

'S i ghnàth mar chlaidheamh

22 Ach tilg-sa t'eallach throm air Dia,

'S e ni do cliumail suas : [chòir,

Cha leig e 'm feasd do'n fhirean
O 'shocair fèin gu'n gluais.

23 Ach thus', aThighearnanam feart,

A'd' chorruich cheirt gu geur,

An slochd d'am milleadn tilgidh tu

An aitim ud gu leir

:

Na daoine sligheach fuiloachdach,

Cha mhair iad leth an làith'

:

Acli annad cuiridh mis', a Dhè,
Mo dhòehas is mo dhòigh,

SALM LVL—56.

1 ORMSAdean iochd, a Dhè,oirb'àill,

Le duin' mo shlugadh suas

:

A tha gu dian ga m' shàruchadh
Gach l^ le cojjadh cruaidh.

2 Seadh b'àiU le m'eascairdibh gun
Mo shhigadh suas gach là: [iochd

Oir 's lionmhoriad tha cogadh rium
Gun aobhar no cion-fàth.

PSALM LVI.

12 He was no foe that me reproach'd,
Then that endure I could

;

Nor hater that did 'gainst me boast,
From him me hide I would :

13 But thou, man, who mine equal,
guide,

And mine acquaintance wast

;

14 We join'd sweet counsels, to God'a
house

In company we past.

15 Let death upoii them seize, and
Let them go quick to hell

; [down
For wickedness doth much abound
Among them where they dwell.

16 ril call on God ; God wiU me save.

I'll pray, and make a uoise

At ev'ning, morning, and at noon ;

And he shall hear my voice.

18 He hath my soul dehvered,
That it in peace might be

From battle, that against me was ;

For many were with me.
19 The Lord shall hear, and them

Of old who hath abode : [afflict,

ecause they never changes have,
Therefore they fear not God.

20 'Gainst those that were at peace
with him

He hath put forth his hand :

The covenant that he had made,
By breaking he profan'd.

21 More smooth thau butter were his

words,
While in his heart was war

;

His speeches vvere more soft than oil,

And yet drawn swords they are.

22 Cast thou thy burden on the Lord,
And he shall thee sustain ;

Yea, he shall cause the righteoua
man

Unmoved to remain.

^23 But thou, O Lord my God, those
In justiee shalt o'erthrow, [men

And in destruction's dungeon dark
At last shalt lay them low :

The bloody and deceitful men
Shall not iive half their days :

But upon thee witli confidence
I wil' depend always.

PSALM LVI.—56.

1 Show mercy, Lord, to me, for man
Would swallow me outright

;

He ine oppresseth, while he doth
Against me daily fight.

2 They daily would me swallow up
That hate me spitefully

;

For they be many that do fight

Against me, O raost High.



SALM LVII.

3 An làithibh m'eagail earbarà riut

An Dia, a bhriathar fein. 1

4 Ard-mholaidh mi, is ann an Dia,

Chuir mi mo dhòigh gu treun.

Cha ghabh mi orealtachd uime sin,

'S am feasd cha'u eagal leam,
Na dh'fheudas feoil a dheanamh orm
Do lochd, le iomairt theann.

I

PSALM LVII. 5

j3 When I'm afraid I'U trust ia

thee :

,4 In God ril praise his word :

j

I will not fear what flesh can do,
' My trust is in the Lord.

5 Each day they wrestmy words; thei

thoughts
Gainst me are all for iU.

5 Mo bhriathar tha iad fiaradh fòs, '^ ^hey meet, they lurk, they mark my
steps,

Waiting my soul to kili.
Gach là mar 's toileach leo :

|

Chum doilgheis agus dochair dhomh \

Ta 'n smuainte-san gach lò.
I

6 Tha iad le chèil' a' cruinneachadh, 7 But shall they by iniquity

Is iad 'gam folach fein,
|

"
A' feitheamh m'anam', air bhith

dhoibh I

Ro-f hurachar mu m' cheum. 8

7 Gu saor an tèid iad as mar sin,
|

Le"u eucoir mhòir gun tàmh ? j

A' d' fheirgsa leag am pobuU sìos,
'

A Thighearna le d' làimh.
|

8 Mo slieachrain air an àireamh leat,

A'd' shearraig taisg mo dheòir : |

Nach 'eil iad ann ad leabhar shìos, 9 My foes shall, when I cry, turn

Escape thy judgmcnts so ?

O God, with indignation down
Do thou the people throw.

My wand'rings atl what they have
been

Thou know'st, their number
took

;

Into thy bottle put my tears:

Are they not in thy book ?

Air chuimhne sgriobht' gach uair?

9 Mo naimhde piUidh air an ais,

Tràth ghaiream ort gu teann :

Is aithne dhomhsa so gu beachd,
Oir tha lehobhah leam.

10 An Dia, a bhriathar molaidh mi

:

Molam an Dia a reachd ;

back

;

I know't, God is for rae.

10 In God his word I'U praise ; his

word
In God shall praised be.

11 In God I trust ; I wiU not fear

What man can do to n

11 An Dia do chuireadh leam'gu treun ^^ Thy vows upon me are, O God :

Mo dhòchas fein gu beachd. 1

I'^l render praise to thee.

Is air an aobhar ud, a Dhè, ! „ _,.,
Cha'n eagal idir leam [orm, 13 WUt thou not, who from death

Na dh' fheudas duin' a dheanamh
"""'

Nach 'eil dheth fein ach fann.
12 Do bhòide ta iad ormsa, Dhè

:

Is iocam dhuit-sa cliu. [bhàs,
13 Oir m'anam bochd gu saor o'n

Gu gràsmhor dh'tliuasgail thu :

Nach coimhcad thu mo chosa fòs
O shleamlinachadh ni's mò?

A chum gu'n gluais mi 'm fìanuis
An solus dhaoiue beò. [Dhe,

SALM LVII.—57

sav'd,

My feet from faUs keep free,

To walk before God in the hght
Of those that hving be ?

1 Dean tròcairorm, a Dhii nan gras,
Dean tròcair orm gach rè,

Oir annad-sa tha m'anam truagh
A' cur a dhòigh gu lèir:

Is srabhaidh mi fo sgàil do sgèith
Mo thearmunn is mo neart,

Gu ruig an uair sin anns an teid
Na h-uilc ud uile thart".

2 Eighidh mi ris an Dia a's àird'

:

Ri Dia ta làidir treun,
A chuirr-as leaui gach cùis gu crìch,
Mar chi e ormsa feum. 1

PSALM LVII.—57.
1 Be merciful to me, O God

;

Thy mercy unto me
Do thou extend ; because my soul
Doth put her trust in thee :

Yea, in the shadow of thy wings
My refuge I will place,

Until these sad calamities
Do whoUy overpass.

2 My cry I will cause to ascend
Unto the Lord most high

;

To God, who doth all things for me
Perform most perfectly.

3 From heav'n he shaU scnd down, and
Kroai his reproach defend [me

That would devour me : God his
Aud mercy forth shall send.[truth



58 SALM LVIII.

3 Cairicth e neart o nèamh, do m' dhlon
O bheum an fhir le'm b'àiU

Mo shlupadh ; cuiridh Dia a mach
'FhirÌQo 's a ghràs gun dàil.

4 Tha m'anam bochd an còmhnuidh
Am builsgean kòmhan garg', [fòs

Am nneas!; na dream a'm' luidh' a

Air lasadh ta le feirg : ftaim
Daoine, 'g am bheil am fiacla fòs

Mar shleagh 's mar shai,t;hde geur;

Mar chlaidheamh guineach, 's amh-
Anteangadh-san gu lèir.[luidh sin

5 Os ceann nan nèamh, Dhia, tog thu
Os ceanngach tir' do ghlòir.Ìfèin;

6 Air son mo cheuma ghleua iad lìon,

Chrom m'anam sios gu làr :

Slochd romham chladhaich, iad, is

lad fein san t-slochd a rinn.[thuit

7 'S gleusta mo chridhe, 's gleuat', a

Dhuit cauam moladh binn. [Dhè.

8 Mosgail mo ghlòir, 's a shaltair fòs,

A chlàrsaich dùisg an àird :

Air maduinn mosglam fèin gu moch,
Is seinneam ceòl gu h-àrd.

9 Dhia, measga' phobuill, molam thu;

Duit seinneam measg aa t'

siuaigh :

10 Oir t'fhìrinn ia do thròcair mhòr,
Gu nèamh nan neul chaidh suaf

11 Arduichear thus', aDhianam feart,

Os ceann àrd-nèamh nan speur :

Is togar suas do ghlòir gu h-àrd,

Os ceann gach'tlr' gu lèir.

SALM LVIII.—58.

1 AN labhairsibhs',achoimhthionail.

An fliìrinn cheart neo-chlaon ?

'S an tabhair sibh gu cothromach,
Breth cheart, achlann nan daoin'?

2 Is ann bhur cridh' tha sibh a'

dealbh'

Mòr aingidheachd gun tàmh :

'S air talamh tha sibh tomhas fòs,

P'òireigin chruaidh 'ur làmh.

3 Luchd-uilc, o thig iad as a'bhroinn,
Siùbhlaidh air slighe fhiair;

Tràth bheirear iad, air seachran
thèid,

A' labhairt bhreug gach ial.

4 An nimh mar nimh na nathrach ta:

Mar nathair dhruid a cluas ;

5 Ri guth nan druidh tha eagnaidh
seòlt',

Nach èisd, is fòs nach gluaia.

6 Am fiacla bris, a Dhè, 'nam beul
A Thighearn làidir thrèiu,

Pronn fiacla agus tuisg ro-mhòr
Nau leòmhau òg' gu lèir.

PSALM LVIII.

4 My soul among fierce lions is,

I firebrands live among,
Men's sons, whose teeth are speara

and darts,

A sharp svvord is their tongue.
5 Be thou exalted very high

Above the heav'ns, O God :

Let thou thy glory be advanc'd
O'er all the earth abroad.

6 My soul's bow'd down ; for they a
net

Have laid, my steps to snare

;

Into the pit which they have digg'd
For me, they fallen are.

7 My heart is fix'd, my heart is

fix'd,

O God ; ril sing and praise.

8 My glory wake ; wake psalt'ry,

harp,
Myself ril early raise.

I'll praise thee 'mong the people,
Lord ;

'Mong nations sing will I
;

10 For great to heav'n thy mercy is,

Thy truth is to the sky.

11 O Lord, exalted be thy name
Above the heav'ns to stand :

Do thou thy glory far advance
Above both sea and land.

PSALM LVIII.—58.
1 DO ye, O congregation,

Indeed.speak righteousness

?

O ye that are the sons of raen,

Judge ye with uprightness?
2 Yea, e'en within your very hearts

Ye wickedness have done

;

And ye the vi'ience of your
hands

Do weigh the earth upon.

3 The wicked men estranged are,

Ev'n from the very womb ;

They, speakiug lies, do stray as

soon
As to the world they come.

4 Unto a serpent's poison like

Their poison doth appear ;

Yea, they are like the adder deaf,

That closely stops her ear ;

5 That so she may not hear the voice

Of one that charm her would,
No, not though he most cunning

were,
And charm most wisely could.



SALM LIX.

7 Gu'n leaghadh iad, a' sileadh sìos,

Mar uisg-e ruith le plcann :

'S a shaig:hde bris, tràth chuireas e
A bhogh' air lagh gu teann.

8 Mar gheilcheig bhios a' leaghadh as,

Rachadh iad as gu dian ;

Mar thorraicheas an-abuich mn,
Na faiceadh iad a' ghrian.

9 Mu'm mothaich seadh 'ur coireachan
O choille chrionaich teas,

Ni Dia, 's iad beò, 'na chorruich
ght-ir,

Le cuairt-ghaoith dhian an

10 Bidh aoibhneas air an thlrean chòir,

'n dioghaltas
Is 1 fuil luchd-i

Nighidh e t'òs a chos.
11 Their duine 'n sin, gu bheil gunj

cheisd,
i

Deadh dhuais aig daoinibh còir

;

'S gu bheil air talamh fòs, gu
beachd,

'Na bhreitheamh Dia na glòir*.

SALM LIX—59.

1 TeaSaiRG, is saor mi, O mo Dhia,
O m' nairahdibh dh'èireas rium.

2 O luchd an uilc ta fuileachdach,
Dion mis', is cuidich leam.

PSALM LIX. 59

6 Their teeth, O God, within their

mouth
Break thou in pieces small

;

The great teeth break thou out, O
Of these young Uons all. [Lord,

Let them like waters melt away,
Which dovvuward still do ùon-,

In pieces cut his arrowa all,

When he shall bend his bow.
8 Like to a snail that melts away,

Let each of them be gone
;

Like woman's birth uutimely, that
They never see the sun.

9 He shall them take away before
Your pots the thorns'can tind,

Both hving, and in fury great,

11- t.j I

As with a stormv wind.
ngidheachd, jq The righteous, wheu he vengeance

He shall be joyful theu
;

[se£

The righteous one shall wash hia

In blood of wicked men. [feet

11 So men shall say, The righteoua
Reward shall never miss : [man

And verily upou the earth

A God to judge there is.

PSALM LIX.—59,

1 My God, dehver me from those
That are mine enemies

;

And do thou me defend from those
That up against me rise.

3 Feuch 'n aghaidh m'auam' luidh am 2 Do thou deliver me from them
Is chruinuich daoine treun : [t3th

Cha'nann, aDhia,air sonmolochd,

'

No cron a rinn mi ffeic.
|

That work iniquity
;

And give me safety from the men
Of bloody cruelty.

4 A' ruith tha iad, gun chron a'm' 3 For, lo, they for my soul lay wait

:

thaobh, ' "" .--•
'S gu h-ullamh dol air ghleus

:

Chum teachd do m'fhurtachd mos|
ail tràth,

Is thoir fa'near am beus.
5 O Dhe nan sluagh, Dhè Israeil,

Mosgail 's gu fiosraicht' leat

Na cinnich ;

' '
' '

neach
Gu h-aingidh bhris do reachd.

6 Air teachd do'n fheasgar pillidh iad:

A' donnalaich gu h àrd,

Mar choin,mu'n bhail' a' cuairteach-
Is amhluidh sin tha iad, [adh,

7 Feuch, brùchdaidhiada mach le 'm
beul

;

'Nam bilibh claidheamh geur ;

Cò chluinneas sin,no bheirfa'near?
'Se sud a's cainut dhoibh fèin.

8 Ach thusa, Dhia lehobhah mhòir,
Ni gàire fanoid riu

;

Is mar bhall-magaidh bithidh fòs

Na cinnich anu ad shùil.

The mighty do còmbine
I

Against me, Lord ; uot for my fault,

Nor any sin of mine.
4 They run, and, without fault in me,

Themseh-es do ready make :

Awake to meet me with thy help

;

! And do thou notice take.
dean iochd air|5 Awake, therefore, Lord God of hosts,

Thou God of Israel,

To visit heathen all : spare none
That wickedly rebel.

At ev'ning they go to and fro ;

They makegreat noise and sound,
Like to a dog, and often walk
About the city rouud.

Behold they belch out with their

mouth,
And in their lips are swords

;

For they do say thus, Who is he
That now doth hear our words ?

8 But thou, O Lord, shalt laugh at

them,
And all the heathen mock.



eo SALM LX.
9 Air son gur mòr 's gur maith do

neart,

Sior-fheitheam ort a ghnàth
Do bhrigh ga bheil dhomh Dia nan
'Na dhidfian dlùth gu bràth. [dùl

10 Eidh Dia o'n tig mo thròcair
chaomh,

Dol romham air gach ceum :

'S 6 Dia bheir dhomh air m' eascaird
Mo rùn gu faic mi fèin. [ibh,

11 Mu'm bi rao phobuU dichuimh'
Na marbh an aitim ud. [neacli,

O Dhia ar sgiath, le d' chumhachd
'S leag iad gu h-iosal fo'd. [sgaoi"

12 Fa lochd an teangaidh, 's cainnt
'Nan àrdan glacar iad : [am b4i]

Fa chùi3 nam mallachd, is naui
A labhair iad os àird. [breug

13 Sgrios iad a' d' fheirg, sgrios iad gu
l3 thpid iad as gu dian : [tur,

Is tuigidh 'n sin gach uile thìr,

Righ lacoib gur e Dia.

14 'S air teachd do'u fheasgar pilleadh

A' donnalaich gu h-àrd, [iad,

Mar choin, mu'n bhail' a' cuairteach-

Is amhluidh bitheadh iad. [adh,
15 Ag iarraidh bidh gu seachranach,

'S gu luaineach ann an teinn ;

A' deanamh gearain anns an
oidhch',

Mur bi an sàth 'nam broinn.

16 Ach mise molar leam do neart

:

Gu moch a' seinn do ghràis,

Air son gurtu mo thearmunn treun
'S mo dhaingneach fèin 's gach càs

17 'S tu fèin mo neart, dhuit canam
fonn,

'S e Dia mo dhidean treun

:

'Se 'n Dia sin fèin rinn tròcair orra.

'S a chuidich leam a'm' fheum.

SALM LX.—60.

1 A Dhe, do thilg thu sinne uait,

Dh' fhuadaich thu sinn air fad,

Oirbha thu ruinn an corruich gheir
;

Pill ruinn thu fèin gu grad.

2 Chuir thus' an talamh trom air

chrith
;

Is fòs do bhris thu e :

Slànuich a bhriseadh, oir gn beachd
Air criothnachadh tha e.

3 Do thaisbein thusa nithe cruaidh
Do'n t-sluagh a's leat le còir :

Fion buaireasach chuir uamhunn
Thug thusa dhuinn r'a òl. [oirnD

4 Ach thug thu bratach àrd, a Dhè,
Do'n dream d'au eagal thu :

A chumgu sgaoilteadh sud a mach,
Bhrigh firinn duit le cHu.

PSALM LX.
9 While he's in power l'll wait on

thee;
For God Ì3 my high rock.

10 He of my mercy that is God
Betimes shaH'me prevent

;

LTpon mine en'mies God shall let

Me see mine heart's content.
11 Them slay not,lest myfolk forget;

But scatter them abroad
By thy strong pow'r; and bring them

down,
O thou our shield and God.

12 For their month's sin, and for the
words

That from their lips do fly,

Let them be taken iu their pride ;

Because they curse and lie.

13 In wrath consume them, them
consume,

That so they may not be :

And that in Jacob'God doth rule
To th' earth'a ends let them see.

14 At ev'ning let thou them return,
Making great noise and sound,

Like to a dog, and often walk
About the city round.

15 And let them wander up and down,
In seeking food to eat;

And let them grudge when the^
shall not

Be satisfìed with meat.

16 But of thy pow'r I'll sing aloud ;

At morn thy mercy praise :

For thou to me my refuge wast,
And tow'r in troublous days.

17 O God, thou art my strength, I will

Sing praises unto thee
;

For God is my defence, a God
Of mercy unto me.

PSALM LX.—60.

1 O LORD, thou hast rejected us,

And scatter'd us abroad
;

Thou justly hast displeased been ;

Return to us, O God.
2 The earth to tremble thou hast

made

;

Therein didst breaches make :

Do thou thereof the breaches heal,

Because the land doth shake.

3 Unto thy people thou hard things
Hast show'd, and on them sent

;

And thou hast caused us to drink
VVine of astonishment.

4 And yet a banner thou hast giv'n

To them who thee do fear;

That it by them, because of trutb,

Displayed may appear.



SALMLXI. ^

5 O dhaorsa chum gu saorar leat

Do phobull ioumhuinn fèin :

Eisd riura, is slànuich mi gu grad
Le d' dheas làimh làidir thrèin.

6'Na naomliachdlabhairDia uamfeart,
Bidh aoibhneas orm nach gann :

Air Sechem ni mi roiun gu ceart,

Gleann Shucoit toimhsear leam.

7 'S leam Gilead le dlighe cheirt,

Manaseh 's leam gu beachd ;

'S i treubh Ephraim neart mo chinn,
Bheir ludah mach mo reachd.

8 Is soitheach-ionnlaid Moab domh
;

Tilgeam thar Edom thruaigh
Mo bhròg ; is ni mi caithream binn
Thar Palestin le buaidh.

9 Co bheir do'u chaithir dhaingein mi?
'S gu Edom bheir gu ceart ?

lONacb tusa, Dhia, le'n d' thrèigeadh
siun ?

'S nach deachaidh mach le 'r feaclid?

11 O thrioblaid tabhair còmhnadh
dhuinn,

Oir 's diomhain furtachd dhaoin'.
12 Tre Dhia ni sinne treubhantas,

'Se shaltras naimhde fuidh'n.

SALM LXI.—61.
1 Rl glaodh mo ghearain èisd, a Dhe,

Is m'urnuigh thoir fa'near.

2 O iomall tahnhainn èigheam riut,

'S mo chridhe trom fo smal

.

Dhia, treòraich chum na carraig mi
A's àirde na mi fèin.

3 Bu tearmunn thu, 's bu ch£dsteal
dhomh

O m'eascairdibh gu lèir.

4 A'd' phàilliun naomh ni mise tàmh
Gach aimsir is gach tràth :

Mo dhòigh fo dhubhar sgail' do sgeith,
Cuiridh mi fèin gu bràth.

5 Oir chuala tu mo bhòide naomb,
'S au gealladh a thug mi

:

Oighreachd na muinntir thug thu
dhomh

D'an eagal t'ainm, a Dhè.

6 Buan-shaoghal agus aimsir chian
Bheir thusa, Dhia, do'n Righ :

Mar iomadh ginealach is linn,
A bhliadhnacha 's tu ni.

7 Mairidh e buan am fianuis Dè,
Gu bunaiteach 'a gu brath :

Tròcair is tìrinn deasaich dha,
G'a choimhead-sau gach tràth.

S Mar sin gu siorruidh seinneam cliu

Do t'ainm rouasal àrd,

PSALM LXI. 6!

5 That thy beloved people may
Deliver'd be from thrall,

Save with the pow'r of thy right hand,
And hear me when I calT.

6 God in his holiness hath spoke ;

Herein I will take pleasure :

Shechem I will divide, and forth
Will Succoth's vallej measure.

7 Gilead I claim as mine by right

;

Manasseh mine shall be
;

Ephraim is of mine head the strength;
Judah gives laws for me ;

8 Moab's my washing-pot; my shoe
I'll over Edom throw ;

And over Palestina's land
I will in triumph go.

9 O who is he will bring me to
The city fortitìed ?

O who is'he that to the land
Of Edom wiU me guide?

10 O God, which hadest us cast ofT,

This thing wilt thou not do ?

Ev'n thou, O God, which didest not
Forth with our armies go ?

11 Help us from trouble ; for the help
Is vain which man suppHes.

12 Through God we'il do great act.s ; he
Tread down our enemies. [shall

PSALM LXl.—61.
1 O GOD, give ear unto my cry

;

Unto my pray'r attend.

2 From th' utmost corner of the
land

My cry to thee I'll send.
What time my heart is overwhelm'd,

And in perplexity,

Do thou me lead unto the Rock
That higher is than I.

3 For thou hast for my refuge been
A shelter by thy pow'r

;

And for defence against my foes

Thou hast been a strong tow'r.
4 Within thy tabernacle I

For ever' will abide ;

And uuder covert of thy wings
With confidence me hide.

5 For thou the vows that I did make
O Lord my God, didst hear

:

Thou hast giv'n me the heritage
Of those thy uame that fear.

6 A life prolong'd fOr many days
Thou to the king shalt give ;

Like many generations be
The years which he shall live.

He in God's presence his abode
For evermore shall have :

O do thou truth aud mercy both
1 Prepare, that may him save.



2 SALM LXII.

'S mo bhòide naomha diolam dhiut,
O ìà gu là gu bràth.

SALM LXIL—62.
1 Le foighidinn tha m'anam bochd

Feitheamh air Dia gu beachd :

'S ann uaith' tha furtachd agus fòir

Orm air gaeh taobh a' teachd.
2 'Se mhàin a's earraig dhidein dhomh,

la m'fhurtachd e ro-dheas:
Mo thearmunn dìleas e faraon
Gu mòr cha ghluaisear mis'.

3 Cia fliad adhealbhar aimhleis leibh?
Làn-mharbhar sibh gu beachd,

Mar bhall' air chrith, 's mar ghàradh
dh'aom,

Tha leagadh oirbh a' teachd.
4 O urram ard ga m' thilgeadh sios,

Tha 'n comhairlean à' ruith :

'Si 's miann leo breug : beannachd
'nam beul,

Ach mallachd an taobh stigh.

5 O m'anam feith gu foighidneach
Ri Dia a mh/iiu mar chleachd :

Oir ann-san tha mo mhuinghin
threun,

'S mo dhòchas fèin gu beachd.
6 'Se mhàin a's carraig dhìleas dhomh,

'Se mhàin mo shlainte dheas :

Mo thearmunn daingean e faraon,
Mar sin cha ghluaisear mis'.

7 Mo shlàinte ta 's mo ghlòir an Dia,
Ris earbam fèin a ghnàth :

Carraig mo neirt 's mo thearmunn
treun,

'Se Dia, gu buan 's gu bràth.

8 O phobuli, cuiribh ann au Dia
Bhur dòchas anns gach àm ;

'Na fhianuis dòirtibh'mach 'ur cridh':

'Se Dia ar tearmunn ann.

9 'S ni dìomhain daoine beag' guiìor,
Tha daoine mòr' 'nam brèig

:

Air meidh ri'n tomhas, 's eatruim' iad

Na diomhanas gu lèir.

10 Na h-earb à fòirneart, 's na dean
uaiU

A reubainn no droch-bheart

:

Na socruich fòs do chridh' air stòr,

'N tràth chinneas saoibhreas leat.

11 Do labhair Dia aon uair a mach :

Sud chualas uair no dhà,
Gur leis an Dia ta cumhachdach

Treis agus neart gach là.

12 Tròcair, a Tliighearn, buinidh
Is gràsa mòr faraon : [dhuit,

Oir bheir thu rèir a ghnìomhara,
A hiighoachd do gach aon.

PSALM LXn.
8 And so wiU I perpetually

Sing praise unto thy name
;

That having made my vovvs, I may
Each day perform the same,

PSALM LXII.—62.
1 My soul with expectation

Depends on God indeed ;

My strength aud my aalvation
doth

From him alone proceed.
2 He only my salvation is,

And my strong rock is he :

He only is my sure defence
;

Much mov'd I shaU not be.

3 How long will ye against a raaii

Plot mischief ? ye shall all

Be slain
; ye as a tott'ring fence

Shall be, and bowing wall.

4 They only plot to cast him down
From his excellency :

They joy in lies ; with mouth they
bless,

But they curse inwardly.

5 My soul, wait thou with patience
Upon thy God alone ;

On him dependeth all my hope
And expectation.

He only my salvation is,

And my strong rock is he

;

He only is my sure defence :

I shall not moved be.

7 In God my glory placed is,

And my salvation sure
;

In God the rock is of my strength,
My refuge most secure.

8 Ye people, place your coufidence
In him continually

;

Before him pour ye out your heart
God ia our refuge high.

9 Surely mean raen are vanity,

And great raen are a lie ;

In balanee laid, they wholly are

More light than vanity.

10 Truat ye not in oppression,
In robb'ry be not vain

;

On weaUh set uot your hearts,

when as
Increased is your gain.

11 God hath it spoken once to me,
Yea, this I heard again,

That power to Almighty God
Alone doth appertain.

12 Yca, mercy also unto thee

Belongs,'0 Lord, aloue

:

For thou according to hia work
Rewardest ev'ry one.



SALM LXIII.

1 Dhia, is tu mo Dhia, gu moch
larraidh nii thu gach là :

Ro-thartmhor a ta m'anam bochd,
An geall ort fèin a ghnàth

;

Tha miann, ìs ciouras mòr air m'
An geali ort fèin gach àni, [t'heoil,

PSALM LXIII.

thee my God l'Il

63

early1 LORD,
seek :

My soul doth thirst for thee ;

My tiesh longs in a dry parcli'd

land,
Wherein no waters be

An tirro-thioraim,thartmhoir,theith, 2 That I thy power may behold,
n ,,: >_;_i,:iUi,u: I »„Ji._:_i,i. ^r li.^ rGun uisg' air bith bhi ann.

2 Do chumhachd chum gu faicinn fpin

'S do ghlòir a ta ro-chaomh ;

A rèir mar chunucas roimhe thu,
Le cliu a' t'àros naomh.

3 Air sou gur fearr na beatha fòs

And brigiitness of thy face,

I

As I have seen thee heretofore

I

Within thy holy place.

3 Since better is thy love than life

My lips thee praise shall g'

Do chaoimhneas gràdhach caoin
^i"*

^ i^ thy name vvill lift my hands

Ard-mholadhdhuit ìe h-iomadh cUu
Mo bhile bheir faraon.

4 Mar .sin an cian a bhios mi beù,
Beannaicheam thu a ghnàth :

Is ann ad naomh-aium togam suas
Mo làmhan riut gach tràth.

5 Sàsuichear m'anam mar le sinior,

'S le saill ro-reamhar rèidh :

Is bheir mo bheul 's mo bhile dhuit
ArJ-mholadh ait, a Dhè :

6 'Na tràth ni mi air mo leabaidh fòs,

Do chuimhneachadh le tlachd,

'S an am na faire smuaineach' ort,

A' dol do'n oidhche thart'.

7 Air son gur tu b'fheer cabhair dhomh
A Thighearn is a Dhè

;

Bidh aoiblineas agus aiteas orm,
Vo dhubhar sgail' do sgèith.

8 Tha m'anam leantuinn riut gu dlùth
Do dheas làmh chum mi suas.

9 Luchd iarraidh m'anam' bhochd g'a

sgrios,

Thpid iadsan sios do'n uaigh.
10 Le faobhar claidheimh agus arm

Sios tuitidh iad gu lar :

Mar chuibhrionn donasionnachaibh
Do nithear iad le tàir.

11 Ach aoibhneach bidh an righ an
Na lùghas e gun bheud [Dia :

Ni iadsan uaill : ach druidear beul
Gach ti a labhras breug.

SALM LXIV.—ti4.

1 TRATH ni mi urnuigh riut, a Dhè,
Thoir èisdeachd dhomh gu luath

;

O eagal nàmhaid coimhid fòs,

Gu tèaruint' m'anam truagh.
2 O chomhairl' dhìomhair dhaoine

O ionnsuidh ghairbh faraon [daoi,

Luchd deanamh uilc is aingidheachd,
Cuir folach orm gu caoin.

3 An teangadh fein do gheuraich iad,

Mar chlaidhearah guineach geur
;

Tha'ra bogh' air lagh, 's an saighde
'Siad briathra8earbhambcil;[de

And bless thee while 1 live.

5 Ev'n as with marrow and with fat

My soul shall filled be ;

Then shall my mouth with joyful

lips

Sing praises unto thee.

6 When I do thee upon my bed
Remember with delight,

And when on thee I raeditate

In watches of the night.

7 In shadow of thy wings l'll joy

;

For thou mine help has been.
8 My soul thee foUows hard : and

me
Thy right hand doth sustain.

9 Who seek my soul to spill shall

sink
Down to earth's lowest room.

10 They by the sword shall be cut
ofT,

And foxes' prey become.
11 Yet shall the king in God rejoice,

And each one glory shall

That swear by him: but stopp'd
shall be

The mouth of liars all.

PSALM LXIV.—64.

1 Whe.V I to thee my pray'r make,
Lord, to my voice give ear ;

My life save from the enemy,
Of whom I stand in fear.

2 Me from their seeret couusel hide
Who do live wickedly

;

From insurrectiou of those meu
That work iniquity

:

3 Who do their tongues with malice
whet,

And make them cut like

swords;



64 SALM LXV.
4 Gu'n caitheadh iad an dìomhair-

An neach sin foirfe ta ; [eachd
Gu h-obann taid 'ga chaitheamh fòa,

Gun eagal is gun sgàth.

5 A' gabhaill misneich taid san olc,

'S a labhairt tric le chèil'

Mu leagadh hon an uaignidheas,
Ag ràdh, Cò 'n ti d'an lèir ?

6 Gach olc do raunsaich iad a mach,
Seadh rinn iad sgrùdadh geur

;

An rùu a stigh 's ro-dliomhain e,

'S an cridhe mar an ceudn'.

7 Ach saighead tilgidh orra Dia,
Bhios guineach agus geur

;

Grad-bhuailear agus lotar iad,

'G an gortuchadh gu lèir.

8 Mar sin bheir iad san orra fèin

Toradh an teang' gu grad :

Gach uile neach d'an li^ir an dò'gh,
Teichidh iad uath' auj fad.

9 Mòr-eagal bithidh air gach neach,
Is nobhdaidh obair Dhe :

Oir bheirear leo gu glic fa'near
An gnìomh ud a rinn e.

10 Ni 'm firean aoibhneas mòran Dia,
A' cur a dhòchais ann :

'S gach neach 'g am bheil an cridhe
Ni gairdeachas nach gaun. [ceart

SALM LXV.—65.

1 Tha ann an Sion feithearah ort

Moladh, a Dhè, gun dith :

'S ann duit a dhiolar fùs gu pailt

A' bhòid mar gheallar i.

2 O thus' a dh'eisdeas urnuigh ghlan,
'S ann thugad thig gach aon.

3 Mo sheachrain thaan uachdar orm;
Glan thus' ar peacaidh uainn.

4 'S beanuaicht' an duine sin a chaoidh
A thaghar leatsa, Dhè,

'S a bheir thu fòs am fagus duit

:

Còmhnuidh a'd' chùirt gheibh e.

Sàsuichear sinn le maitheas mor
Do theacli, 's do theampuill

naoimh.
5 Lenithibh uamhasach,bheirdhuinn,

A'd' cheartas, freagradh caomh .

A Dhia ar slàinte, 's tu gu dearbh,
Làn dòchas crich gach tir'

;

'S na bheil san fhairge fada uaiun,
An dòchas 's tu do shior.

6 Le 'neartsan shocruich sleiblite

E crioslaicht' iòs le treis. [mòr'.
7 'Se chaisgeas fuaim gach mara 's

Is comh-stri dhaoine leis. [tuinn,

8 Na daoine ta an còmhnuidh thall,

'Sna tiribh fad a mach,
'Na uamhunn orra ta gu mòr,
Do chomhar miorbhuileach

:

PSALM LXV.
In whose bent bows are arrows aet,

Ev'n sharp aud bitter words :

4 That they may at the perfect man
In secret aim their shot

;

Yea, suddenly they dare at him
To shoot, and fear it not.

5 In ill encourage they themselves,
And their snares close do lay :

Together confereuce they have ;

Who shall them see ? they say.

6 They have search'd out iniquities,

A perfect search they keep :

Of each of them "the inward
thought,

And very heart, is deep.

7 God shall an arrow shoot at them,
And wound them suddenly :

8 So their own tongue shall them
confound

;

AIl who them see shall tìy.

And on all men a fear shall fall,

God's works they shall declare
;

For they shall wisely notice take
What these his doings are.

10 In God the righteous shall rejoice,

And trust upon his might

;

Yea, they shaÌI greatly glory all

In heart that are upright.

PSALM LXV.—65.

1 PR.\TSE waits fortheeinSion,Lord,
To thee vows paid shall be.

2 O thou that hearer art of pray'r,
AIl tiesh shall come to thee'.

3 Iniquities, I must confess,
Prevail against me do :

But as for our transgressions,
Them purge away shalt thou.

4 Bless'd is the man whom thou dost
choose,

Aud mak'st approach to thee,
That he within thy courts, O Lord,
May still a dweller be :

We surely ahall be satisfied

With thy abundant grace,
And with thegoodness ofthyhouse,
Ev'u of thy holy place.

5 O God of our salvation,
Thou, in thy righteousness,

By fearful works unto our pray'rs
Thine answer dost express :

Therefore the ends of all the earth,
And those afar that be

Upon the sea, their confidence,
O Lord, will place in thee.

6 Who, beiog girt with pow'r, setsfast
By his great strength the hills.

7 Who noise of seas, noise of their

Andpeople's tumult, atilU.^waves,



SALM LXVI.

la tu9a bheir air dol a mach
Na maidne pach aou là,

'S air dol an fheasgair mar an ceudn'
Bhi aoibhinn ait a ghnàth.

9 An talamh tha thu fiosrachadh,
'S 'ga uisgeachadh gu rèidh :

Le amhainn Dè ta làn do'n uisg',

Tròm beartach ni thu e.

Dhoibh arbhar tha thu deasachadh,
Le d'fhreasdal caomha fèin :

10 'S agr uisgeachadh le pailteas mòr,
Nan iomairean gu min :

A sgrioban leagaidh tu a sìos,

Le frasaibh ni thu tais ;

A chinneas agus 'thochann fòs,

Beannaichidh tu le mais'.

11 Mu'u bhliadhna coron tha thu cur,
Le d' mhaitheas fèin, a Dhè;

Tha saiU a' sileadh anns gach àit,

O d' cheumannaibh gu rèidh.

12 Air cluainibh glas an fhàsaich luim,
Nuas silidh iad gu min;

Na tulaich bheag', gach taobh a ta
Làu aoibhneis agus geau.

13 Na cluainean air an sgeudacliadh
Le treudaibh anns gach àit

;

Na glinn, le h-arbhar folaichte,

A' seinn le h-iolaich àrd.

SALM LXVI.-66.
1 TOGAIBH, gach uile thir gu h-àrd,

lolach do Dhia nau dùl.

2 D'a ainm ro-uasal seinnibh §lòir,

A' tabhairt dha-san cliu.

3 Abraibh ri Dia, Cia h-uamhasach
Gach beart do nithear leat?

Oir gèillidh dhuit do naimhde borb,
Air son gur mòr do ueart

4 Sleuchdaidh gach uile thalamh dhuit,
Ag iomradh ort gu binn :

Do t'ainm ro-uasal iongantach
Ni'd moladh mòr a sheinn.

5 Thigibh an so is amhaircibh
Air oibribh Dhè gu geur

:

Ta uamhasach 'na ghniomharaibh
Air chloinn nan daoin' gu lèir.

6 Mar thalamh tioram rinn e 'n cuan;
Is tnd nan sruth bu luath

D'an coia chaidh daoine ; 'nuair a
Sinn ann san ait le buaidh. [bha

7 Le 'threun-neart riaghlaidh e a
chaoidh

;

Na slòigh d'a shùilibh 's lèir :

'Snah-àrdaieheadhluchdeusaontais
Gu h-amaideach iad ftin.

8 O dhaoine, beannaichibh ar Dia,
Ard mholaibh e gun chlos.

9 'S e chum ar n-anam beò, 'se bheii

Nach carruichear ar cos.

PSALM LXVI. 65

8 Those in the utmost parts that dwell
Are at thy signs ai'raid :

Th' outgoings of the morn and ev'o
By thee are joyful made.

9 The earth thou visit'st wat'ring it

;

Thou mak'st it rich to grow
With God's full tiood ; thou com

prepar'st,

When thou provid'st it so.

10 Her rigs thou wat'rest plenteously,
Her furrows settlest

:

With shovv'rs thou dost her raoUify,
Her spring by thee is blest.

11 So thou the year moat lib'rally

Dost with thy goodness crown ;

And all thy pa'ths abundantly
On us drop fatness down.

12 They drop upon the pastures wide,
That do in deserts he

;

The httle hills on ev'ry side
Rejoice right pleasautly.

13 With flocks the pastures clothed be,
The vales with corn are clad

;

And now they shout and siug to thee,
For thou hast made them glad.

PSALM LXVL—66.

1 ALL lauds to God, in joyful sounds,
Aloft your voices raise.

2 Sing forth the honour of his name,
And glorious make his praise.

3 Say unto God, How terrible

In all thy works art thou !

Through thy great pow'r thyfoes to
Shall be coustrain'd to bow. [thee

4 AIl on the earth shall worship thee,
They shall thy praise proclaira

In songs : they shall siug cheerfully
Unto thy holy name.

5 Come, and the works that God hath
With admiration see: [wrought

In's working to the sons of men,
Most terrible is he.

6 Into dry land the sea he turn'd,
And they a passage had

;

Ev'n marching throughthe flood on
foot,

There we in him were glad.
He ruleth ever by his pow'r;

His eyes the nations see :

O let uot the rebellious ones
Lift up themselves on high.

8 Ye people, bless our God ; aloud
The voice speak of his praise

:

9 Our soul in life who safe preserves,
Our foot from sliding stays.



66 SALM LXVII.

10 Mar airgiod leaghta ghlan thusinn,
'S tu dli'fhidir sinn, a Dhè :

11 Cliuir umainn lion ; ar leasraidh

Fo dJiòrainn is fo phèin. [chuir

12 Thug thu air daoinibh marcachd
Tre tbeine 'suisgechaidh ; [oirnn,

A rìs g\i h-ionad saoibhir rèidh,

'S tu fein thugf sinn le buaidh.
13 Racham do d' thigh le ofrail-loisgt':

Dhuit coimlihonam mo bhòid,
14 A ghealladh leam le tosgladh bèil,

Tràth bha mi 'n èigin mhòir.

15 Do'n fheudail reamhar, ìobairt-

Le tùis is saill nan reith'
;

[loisgt'

Ofrail nam bò, 's nan gabhar fòs

5fud bheir mi dhuit la leth.

16 Thigibh, is èisdibh so, gach neach
Air am bheil eagal De,

Gach maith do rinn air m'anam
Sud aithriseam gu rèidh. [bochd,

17 Do ghlaodh mi ris gu h-àrd ìe

m' bheul

:

Le m' theangaidh dh'àrdaich e.

18 A'm' chridh' mabheir mispeis do'n
Cha 'n eisd an Tighearn mi. [olc,

19 Gu dearbh dh'eisd Dia rium: thug
fa'near

Guth m'urnuigh Righ nan dùl.
20 IMoladhdo Dhia, nior cheil aghràs,

'S mo ghuidh' nior chuir air cùl.

SALM LXVII.—67.
1 Gu'N deanadh Dia raòr thròcair

oirnn,
'S ar beannachadh a ghnàth :

Is togadh 6 gu gràsmhor oirnn
Dealradh a ghnùis' gu bràth.

2 Chum fios do shlighe bhi gu fior

'S gach uile thìr air bith :

Is iomradh air do shlàinte chaoimh
Measg fhineacha fa leth.

3 Moladh am pobull thus', a Dhè :

Moladh gach pobull thu.

4 Biodh gairdeachas air fineachaibh,
Gu h-ait a' seinn do chliù :

Oir ceart-bhreth bheir thu air an
t-sluagh,

Riaghlaidh air thalamh iad.

5 Moladh gach pobull thus', a Dhè :

Moladh iad thu 's gach àit.

6 'N sin bheir gach talamh is gach fonn
Deadh thoradh trom gu pailt

:

Is cuiridh Dia ar Tighearn oirnn
A bheannachadh gun airc.

7 Ni Dia ar beannachadh gun cheisd,
'S bidh 'eagal-san gu fior

Air gach aon neach a dh'àiticheas
Fad iomaiU crich gach tlr'.

PSALM LXVII.

10 For thoa didst prove and try us,
Lord,

As men do silver try
;

11 Brought'st us into the net, and
raad'st

Bauds on our loins to lie.

12 Thou hast caus'd men ride o'er our
heads

:

And though that we did pass
Through tìre and vvater, yet thou

brought'st
Us to a wealthy place.

13 ril bring burutoff'rings to thy
house

;

To thee my vows I'll pay,
14 Which my lips utter'd, my mouth

apake,
Wheu trouble on me lay.

15 Burnt-sacrifices of fat rams
With inceuse I wiU bring ;

Of bullocks and of goats l will

Present an offering.

16 All that fear God, come, hear, I'll

What he did for my soul. [tell

17 I with my mouth unto him cried,

My tongue did him extol.

18 If iu my heart I sin regard,
The Lord me will not hear :

19 But surely God me heard, and to

My prayer's voice gave ear.

£0 let the Lord, our gracious God,
For ever blessed be,

Whoturned not my pray'rfrom hina,

Nor yet his grace frora me.

PSALM LXVIL—67.

1 LORD, bless and pity us,

Shine on us vvith thy face :

2 That th' earth thy way, and ua-
tions all

May kuow thy saving grace.

3 Let people praise thee, Lord
;

Let people all thee praise.

4 O let the nations be glad,

In songs their voicea raise :

Thou'it justly peoplejudge,
Ou earth rule nations all.

5 Let people praise thee, Lord ; let

them
Praise thee, both great and small.

6 The earth her fruit shall yield,

Our God shall blessing send.

7 God shall us bless, men shall him
fear

Unto earth'a utmost end.

(Second Version, see page 166.^



SALM LXVIII.

1 ElREADH ar Dia, is sgaoilear leis

An dream a's uaimhde dha:
'S au aitim sin thug dhasan fuath,

Teicheadh o 'ghuùis gu bràth.

2 Mar sgapar deatach, fuadaich iad ;

Mar leaghas teine cèir,

Marsin gu sgrìosardrochdhaoin' as

A lìanuis Dhè gu lèir.

3 Ach gairdeachas air daoinibh còir,

Is aoibhneas gu'n robli ac'

Am fianuis Dhè, le luathghair mhòir,
'S iad suilbhir agus ait.

4 Seinnibh do Dhia, sior-mholaibli

Ardaichibh 'n Tì a ta ['ainra :

Marcachd air nèamh, tre 'ainm-san
Bibh ait 'na làth'raghnàth.[lAH,

5 Do dhiHeachdain is athair Dia
;

Do bhantraichibh gun neart,

An tigh a naomhachd tha e ghnàth
'Na bhreitheamh direach ceart.

6 Suidhichidh Dia an teaghlaichibh
An dream tha uaigueach truagh :

Is saoraidh e gu tròcaireach
'Na bhei} fo chuibhreich chruaidh;

Ach meud 's a bhios gu h-eucorach
Ri ceannairc is ri loclid,

Ni iadsan còmhnuidh bhunaiteach
|

Am fearann tioram bochd. [thu,

7 Air ceann do shluaigh tràthdh'imich
A Dhè, san fhàsach chruaidh ; j

8 Chriothnaich au talamh, shil an
speur,

An làthair Dhe nan sluagh

:

Sliabh Shinai f^-in thadaingean àrd,'

Chriothnaich is luaisg gu raòr, i

An làthair Dhè, Dè Israeil,
|

Tha urramach an glòir. •

9 Shil thusa, Thighearna, gu pailt

Frasan a nuas gun dith ; i

l3 shuidhich agus dh'thurtaich thu I

Air t'oighreachd, is i sgith.

10 Bha fòs do choimhthional 's do
sliluagh

I

'Nan còmhnuidh innt', a Dhè,

PSALM LXVIIL 67

1 Let God arise, and scattered
Let all his en'mies be ;

And let all those that do him hate
Before his presence fiee.

2 As smoke is driv'n, so drive thou
them

;

As fìre mtlts wax away,
Before God's face let wicked men
So periah and decay.

3 But let the righteous be glad •.

Let them before God's sight

Be very joyful
;
yea, let them

Rejoice with all their might.
4 To God sing, to his name sing

praise ;

Extol him with your voice,

That rides on heav'n, by his name
JAH,

Before his face rejoice.

5 Because the Lord a father Ì3

Unto the fatherless

;

God is the widow's judge, within
His place of hohness.

6 God doth the solitary set

I

Infam'Iies: and from bands
The chain'd dothfree; butrebelsdo

Inhabit parched lands.

7 O God, whattime thoudidstgoforth
Before thy people'a face ;

[ness

And when through the great wilder-

Thy glorious marching waa ;

8 Then at God's presence shook tbe
earth,

Then drops from heaven fell ;

This Sinai shook before the Lord,
The God of Israel.

9 O God, thou to thine heritage

Didst send a plenteous rain,

Whereby thou, when it weary was,
Didst it refresh again.

10 Thy congregation then did make
Their habitation there :

Of thine own goodness for the poor,

O God, thou didst prepare.

Do d' mhaitheas rinn thu deasach- 11 TheLordhimsehdid give the word,
Do d' dhaoinibh bochda fèin. [adh

11 An Tighearna ta làidir treun,
Leig e a ghuth a mach,

'S a' chuideachd sin a dh'fhoiUsich e

Bu lionmhor iomarcach.

12 Righrean nan armailte 'a nam
An sin le deifir theich : [feachd

'S ise a dh'fhuirich aig an tigh,

Bha 'n sin a' roinn na creich'.

13 Measg phota luidh sibh, ach bidh
Mar sgiath nan colman Iuath,[sibh

Foluicht' le h-airgiod, is an cleit'

Le h-òr a's deirge snuadh.

The word abroad did spread
;

Great was the company of them
The same who published.

12 Kings of great armies foiled were,
And forc'd to tiee away ;

And women, who remain'd at home,
Did distribute the prey.

13 Though ye have lain among the

pots,

Like doves ye shall appear,
Whose wings'with silver aud with

gold,

Whose feathers cover'd are.



68 SALM LXVin.
14 Tràth sgaoil Dia uile-chumhachd-

Na righrean innt' a steach : [acli

'N sin bha i geal mar Shalmon àrd,

'S i uile làn do shneachd.
15 An sliabh ud, Dhe, is cosmhuil e,

Ri Basan measg nam beann,
Mar Bhasan mòr is amhluidh e,

Gu hàrd a thog a cheann.

16 C'ar son aleum8Ìbh,bheannta àrd?
'S e 80 àrd-thulaich Dhè,

Am miann leis tàmh, is bithidh e

'Na chòmhnuidh ann gach rè.

17 Tha carbaid Dhè 'nam fichead mìl
Milte do ainglibh treun'

;

'Na theampuU naomh tha Dia'nam
lonnan 's 'na Shinai ièin. [measg,

18 Is chaidh thu suas air ionad àrd,

Thug bruid am braighdpanas,
Do dhaoinibh fhuair thu tiodhlaca,

Le'n dean thu toirbheartas :

'Sann cheana fòs do'n mhuinntir ud
Ro-cheannairceach a ta,

A chum gu'm biodh lehobhah Dia
'Na chòmhnuidh ac' a ghnàth.

19 Dia gu ma beannaicht' gu robh e,

Tha dòrtadh oirnn gach lò

A thiodhlaca, 'se Dia ar sliìint',

An Dia a cham sinn beò.
20 Is leinn an Dia ta làidir treun,

Ni cabhair anns gach càs:

Do Dhia lehobhah buinidh fòs

Làn-teasairginn o'n bhàs.

21 Ach ceann a naimhde brisidh Dia ;

Is claigionn greannach cruaidh
An fhir a dh'imicheas gu dàa
'Na chionta fein gach uair.

22 Deir Dia, Bheir mise air an ais

Mo shhiagh o Bhasan àrd ;

'S o dhoimhneachd fairge bheir mi
A nios iad le mòr bhàigh. [ris,

23 Chum ann am fuildonaimhdedian,
Do chos gu'n deanar dearg,

'S gu'n tumar fòs 'nam fuil-san fèin

Teangadh do mhadradh garg'.
24 Do thriall-sa chunnaic iad, a Dhè,

A Thigheama ro-chaoimh,
'S e triail mo Thighearn is mo Righ,

'S ann anns an àros naomh.
25 Luchd-òrain dh'imich iad air tìis,

Luchd-inneil ciùil a ris ;

'Nam measg a' bualadh thiompan fòs

Na maighdeana gu min.
26 Deanaibh-sa Dia a bheannachadh,

'Nur coimhthional le ch^'ir,

Eadhon lehobhah Dia nam feart,

O thobar Israeil.

27 Bcniamin beag le'n triath an sud,
Bha prionusan ludah ann

PSALM LXVIIL
14 When there th' Almighty scatter'd

kinga
Like Salmon's snow 'twas white.

15 God's hill is hke to Bashan hill,

Like Bashan hill for height

16 Why do ye leap, ye raountaius
This is the hiU where God [high ?

De.sires to dwell ; yea, God in it

For aye wiU make abode.
17 God's chariots tweuty thousand

are,

Thousands of angels strong

;

In's holy place God is, as in

Mount Sinai, them among.

18 Thou hast, O Lord, most glorious,
Ascended up on high;

And in triumph victorious led
Captive captivity

:

Thou hast received gifts for men,
For such aa did rebel

;

Yea, ev'n for them, that God the
Lord

In midst of them might dwell.

19 Bless'd be the Lord, who is to us
Of our salvation God ;

Who daily with his benefits

Us plenteonsly doth load.

20 He of salvation is the God,
Who Ì3 our God most strong ;

And unto God the Lord from death
The issues do belong.

21 But surely God shall wound the
head

Of those that are his foes ;

The hairy scalp of him that still

On in his trespass goes.

22 God said, My people I will bring
Again frora Bashan hill ;

Yea, from the sea's devouring
depths

Them bring again I will

;

23 That in the blood of enemies
Thy foot imbru'd may be,

And of thy dogs dipp'd in the same
The tongues thou mayest see.

24 Tliy goings they have seen, O
God;

The steps of majesty
Of my God, and my mighty King,
Within tlie sanctuary.

25 Before went singers, players next
On instruments took way ;

And them among the damsels were
That did on timbrels play.

26 Within the congrogations
Ble.ss God with one accord :

From Isr'el's fountain do ye bless

And prai.se the mighty Lord



SALM LXIX.

Le'n comhairl', prionnsan Naphtali,
Is prionnsan Shebuluin.

28 Do Dhia 'se (ih'àithn is dh'òrduich
Do neart is fòs do threòir : [dhuit

An gnìomh a rinn thu air ar son,
Neartaich, a Dhe na glòir'.

29 Air son do theampuill naoimh, a
Ta aio; lerusalem, [Dh

Do bheir na righre ta mu'n cuairt

Deadh thiodhlaca dhuit fein.

30 Thoir achaihasan do luchd na
sleagh,

'S do chuideachd mhòir nan tarbh,

Do laoghaibh tòs a' phobuill ud,
Thoir achmhasan gu garbh,

Le miribh airgid gus an gèill

lad sud gu Itir do d' smachd :

Sgaoil thus' am pobull ud, a Dhè,
A ghabh do'n chogadh tlachd.

31 Thig prionnsa mòr' o'n Eiphit
'S ni Etiopia fòs [mach,

A làmhan shineadh mach gu luath
Ri Tighearua na glòir'.

32 O rioghachdan an domhain mhòir,
Seinnibh do Dhia gu grinn

;

j

Do'n Dia a's Righ 's a's Tighearn
Seinnibh-sa moladh binn. [ann,i

33 Do'n mharcach àrd air nèamh nau'
Ta aun o"n aimsirchèin : [nèamh,|

Feuch, tha e cur a mach a ghuth',
|

A ghuth' ta Jàidir treun. i

34 Sior-thugaibh neart do Dhia : oiri

A ghlòir thar Israel, [tlia!

'S a threis a ta sna nèamhaibh àrd,
'

•'S an neulaibh tiugh' nan speur.
35 O d' naomh-thigh 's uamhasach thu,

Dia Israeil gu beaehd, [Dhè:
D'a phobull bheir sàr-neart is treòir :

'S beannaichte Dia nam feart.

SALM LXIX—69.

1 TEAS.^IRG mise, Dhè mo neirt,

Oir dhòirt na tuilte orm,
Is thàinig fòs air m'anam bochd,
Na h-uisgeacha le toirm.

2 An làthaich dliomhain tha mi'u sàs,
Gun àit an seasainn ann

;

Le h-uisgibh domhain ghlacadh mi,
Is sruth dol thar mo cheann.

3 Taim sgith le m' ghlaodhaich ; agus
Mo scornau lois^gt' le tart : [tha

Mo shùile ta air làilneachadh,
Feitheamh air Dia nam feart.

4 Is lionmhoire na falt mo chinn
Mo naimhde gun chiou-fàth,

'S an dream ud fòs le'm b'àill mo
Ro ghuineach làidir ta. [chlaoidhi

An sin an ui nach d'thug mi leam, t

Dh'aisig mi uam gu beachd. !

PSALM LXIX. 69

27 With theirprince, little Benjamin,
Princes and council there

Of Judah were, there Zabulon's
And Napht'li's priuces were.

28 Thy God commanda thy strength
;

make strong
What thou wrought'st for us,Lord.

29 For thy house at Jerusalem
Kings shall thee gifts afford.

30 The spearmen's host, the multitude
Of bulls, vrhich tìercely look,

Those calves which people have forth

O Lord our God, rebuke, [seut,

Till ev'ry one submit himself,
And silver pieces bring :

The people that delight in war
Disperse, O God and King.

31 Those that be princes great shall
Come out of Egypt lands ; [then

And Ethiopia to God
ì Shall soon stretch out her hands.
32 O all ye kiugdoms ot the earth,

I

Sing'praises to this King;
For he is Lord that ruleth all,

I

Unto him praises sing.

33 To him that rides on heav'ns of
heav'ns,

Which he of old did found
;

Lo, he sends out his voice, a voice
In might that doth abound.

34 Strength unto God do ye ascribe;
For his excellency

Is over Israel, his strength
Is in the clouds most high.

35 Thou'rt from thy 4emple dreadful,
Isr'el's own God is he, [Lord

;

Who gives his people strength and
pow'r:

let God blessed be.

PSALM LXIX.—69.
1 Save me, O God,because the floods

Do so environ me,
That ev'n unto my very soul
Come in the wat'ers be.

2 I dovvnward in deep mire do sink,
Where standing there is none :

I am into deep waters come,
W"here floods have o'er me gone.

3 I weary with my crying am,
My throat is also dried

;

Mine eyes do fail, while for my God
1 waiting do abide.

4 Those men that do without a cau.se
Bear hatred unto me,

Than are the hairs upon my head
In number raore they be :

They that would me destroy, and are
Mine en'mies wrongfully.



70 SALM LXIX.
5 Dhia, 's fiosrach thu air m'amaid

eachd,
Cha'n fholuicht' ort mo Inchd.

6 Nàir air mo sgàh aa, Dh^, na leig,

O Thi^hearna nan sluaprh,

Air neacli air bith do'n aitim ud
Tha leitheamh ort gacli uair ;

An dream sin, O Dhia Israeil,

Ga d'iarraidh iein a ta,

Na leip gu bràth fo nàire iad,

No masladh air mo s^àth.

7 Oirmasladh dh'lhiiilingairdosgàth
Lìonadh mo grhiiùis le ni-tir'.

8 Do m' bhràthraibh is itar coip^reacli

ini,

Coimheachaigcloinn mo mhàth'i

9 Le eud do thpachsa shluigeadh rai

Meud 's a bheir masladii dliuit,

'S ann orms' an toiblieum sud eu
Gu leth trnmach a thuit. [lèii

10 M'anam tràth thraisg, 's a rinn mi
gol,

'N sin mhasUiich iad mo ghn'iomh.
11 'S 'nuair diuir mi umam eudach

Ball-magaidh rinn iad dhiom. [saic,

12 Dhoibhsan a shuidheas anna &

gheat',

'S cùis cliòmliraidh mi gach là ;

'S do luchd na misg' ri àm am poit',

A'm' òran tha mi ghnàth.
13 Ach mise, Dhè, ni'm urnuigh riut,

San uair a's taitneach leat

:

Eisd rium, a Dhè, rèir meud do
ghràis,

Le d' chabhair fhior thoir neart.

14 O'n làthaich saor mi, O mo Dhia!
Clium fuidh nach rachainn sios:

O luchd mo mhi-ruin teasairg mi,
'S o dhoimhneachd uisge nios.

15 Na rachadh tharum tuilteach uisg',

Na sluigeadh doimhneychd mi,
An slochd na druideadh orm a hheul
Gu h-iomlan chum mo chlaoidh.

16 Eisd rium, O Dhia, oir 's raaith do
ghràs:

Pill rium a'd' thròcair phailt.

17 Do ghnùis na ceil air t'òghich fein,

Eisd rium gu Iiiath, 's nii'n airc.

18 Ri m'anam druid, is fuasgail e :

O m' nàmhaid dean mo dhìon.
19 Mo mhasladh, m'eas-urram, 's mo

i);^ir',
I

'S mo naimhde, 's lèir dhuit fèin.

20 Le toibheum tha mo chridhe brist',!

Is mi gu h-iarganach : 1

Dh'iarr mi luchd truais is comhfhurt-
achd,

j

}a dhiubh cha d'fhuaras neach. i

P.SALM LXIX.
Are mighty : so what I took not,
To render forc'd vvas I.

5 Lord, thou my folly know'st, my sins
Not cover'd are l'rom thee.

6Let none that wait on thee be sham'd,
Lord God of hosts, for me.

O Lord, the God of Israel,

Let none, who search do make,
And seek thee, be at any time
Confounded for my sake.

7 For I have borne reproach for thec,
My iace is hid with shame.

8 To brethren strange, to mother'a
An aUen I became. [.sons

9 Because the zeal did eat me up,
Which to tliine house 1 bear

;

And the reproaches cast at thee
Upon ine fallen are.

10 My tears and lasts, t' affliet my soulj
'VVere turned to my shame.

11 When sackcloth I did wear to them
A proverb l became.

12 The men that in the gate do sit

Against me evil spake ;

They also that vile drunkards were,
Of me their song did make.

13 But, in an acceptable tiine,

My pray'r, Lord, is to tliee :

In truth of thy salvation, Lord,
And raercy great, hear me.

14 Delìver me out of the mire,
Krom sinking do me keep ;

Free me from those thatdo mehate,
And Iroin the waters deep.

15 Let not the flood on me prevail,

Whose water overflows ;

Nor deep me swallow, nor the pit
Her mouth upou me close.

16 Hear me, O Lord, because thy love
And kindness is most good ;

Turn unto me, according to
Thy mercies' multitude.

17 Nor from thy servant hide thy face:

l'ra troubled, soon atttud.

18 Draw near my soul, and it redeem ;

Rle frora my foes defend.

19 To thee is my reproach well known,
My shame, and my disgrace :

Those that miue adversaries be
Are all before thy face.

20 Reproach hath broke my heart; I'm

j

Of grief: I look'd for one [full

To pity me, biit none I found ;

i
Comforters louud 1 none.

[21 They also bitter gall did give

Unto me for my meat

:

They gave me viuegar to drink,

I

When as my thirst was great.



SALM LXIX.

21 Seadb, tbus: ìad doiiibhis dhomh
mar bliiadh,

'S am iotadh tbuo; fion geur.
22 Mar ean^ath dhoibh gu robh am

bord ;

'S mar rib an àgh gu lèir.

23 Gun Ipirsinn biodh an sùilean dall,

'S an leasraidh gbnàth air chritli

24 Dòirt orra t'fhear^, 's le d'chorruich
el.^ir

Glac iad pach uair sam bith.

25 Mar fhàsach lom gun àiteachadh
Gii robh an tàmh 's an teach,

Is auns na pàilliunaibh bu leo

Còmhnuidh na gabtiadh neach.

26 Oir lean iad le dian-fhoireigneadh
An ti a bhuaiìeadh leat

;

Is labhair iad chum doilglieis mhòi
Do'n dream a rinn thu iot.

27 Cuir ciont' ri 'u aingidheachd, 'st

leig

A'd' cheartas iad a steach :

28 A leabhar lf>.s nam beò gu tur
Dubhar iad sud a mach ;

Is maiUe ris na fireanaibli

A bhuineas duit gun cheisd,
Is ann an àireamh dhaoine còir

Na sgriobhar iad am feasd.-

29 Ach mise ta gu h ainnis bochd,
Is làn do bhròn faraon :

Togadh do shldinte mi an àird,

A Dhè, gu grasmhor caoin.

30 Le h-òran binn sior-mholaidh mi
Deadh ainm mo Dhe gach là,

'S a cbliù-san fòs sior-thogar leam
Le buidheachas gu h-àrd.

|

31 'S fearr leis an Tighearn sud gu mòr
Na damh ta adharcach,

No iobairt fòs a bheireadh neach
Do bhiorach crobhauach.

32 Na daoine spimh tràth chi iad so,
Bidh aoibhneach ait gu leòr

;

Is bidh 'ur cridh'-sa beò gu bràth
Ta 'g iarraidh Dhe na glòir'.

33 Ri bochdaibh èisdidh Dia, 's cha
dean

j

Tàir air a phriosanaich.
j

34 Nèamh, muir, is tir, gu moladh e,

'S gach ni ta gluasadach.

35 Oir bailte ludah togaidh Dia,
Is saorar Sion leis,

A chum gu meal iad i gu buan,
'Ga h-àiteacliadh am feasd.

36 Do shliochd a slieirbhiseach gu fior,

Is sealbh ro-dhileas i

;

•S au dream a bheir d'a ainm-san
gràdh,

Bior-chòmhnuidh innte ni.

PSALM LXIX. :i

2 Before them let their table prove
A snare ; and do thou make

Their welfare and prosperity
A trap themselves to take.

23 Let thou their eyea so darken'd be,

That sight inay them forsake ;

And k't their loius be inade by thee
Continually to shake.

24 Thy fury pour thou out on them,
And indignation

;

And let thy wrathful anger, Lord,
Fast hold take them upon.

25 All waste and desolate let be
Their habitation

;

Aud in their tabercacles all

Inhabitants be noue.
26 Betause liim they do persecute,

Whom thou didst smite before ;

They talk unto the grief of those
Whom thou hast wounded sore.

27 Add thou iniquity unto
Their former wickedness

;

Aud do not let them come at all

Into thy righteousness.
28 Out of the book of life let them

Be raz"d and blotted quite
;

Among the just and righteoua
Let not their names be writ.

29 But now become exceeding poor
And sorrowful am I :

By thy salvatiou, O my God,
Let me be set on high.

30 The name of God I with a song
i

Most cheerfuliy wiU prai.se ;

I

And 1, in giving thanks to him,
His name shall highly raise.

31 This to the Lord a sacritìce

More gracious shall prove,
Than bullock, ox, or any beast
That hath both horn and hoof.

32 When this the humble men snall
It joy to them shall give : [see,

O ail ye that do seek the Lord,
Your hearts shall ever Uve.

33 For God the poor hears, and will

j
His prisoners contemn. [not

j34 Let heav'n, and earth, and seas him
praise,

I

And all that movein them.
;35 For God wiil Judah's cities build,

And he wiU Sion save,

That they may dwell thereiu, and it

In sure possession have.

36 And they that arehisservants'seed,
Inherit shall the same ;

So shall they have their dwelling
there

That love his blessed namo.



72 SALM LXX. I

1 lEnOBHAHDhia,gu m'theasair^iun, 1

'S gu m' chòmhnadli, deifricnort.l

2 Biodh nàir' is amhluadh airan dream 2
Ta 'g iarraidh m'anam' bhochd :

Pillear an dream ud air an ais,

Le 'm miann mo lochd a glmàth,
Mòr amhluadh gu robh orra sud,

Is rughadh gruaidh gach là.

3 Gu pillear iadsan air an ais,

Mar thuarasdal d'an nàir',

An dream a their gu fanoideach,
Aha, aha, le tàir.

4 Aoibhneas is aighear, do gach neach
Ga d' iarraidh fèin a ta:

Is abradh iad le 'n toigh do shlaint'j

Dia gu ma mòr, a ghnàth.

5 Ach mise ta gu h-ainnis bochd,
A m' ionnsuidh greas, a Dhia:

Mo chabhair thu, 's mo shlànuigh-
Moille na dean, mo Thriath. [ear;

SALM LXXL—71.

1 'S ANN riutatarai 'gearbsadh, Dhè
;

Nàir' orm ara feasd na biodh,

2 A'd' cheartas fòir, thoir orm dol as :

Aom rium do chluas, saor mi.
3 A'd' charraig còmhnuidh bi-sa

dhomh,
D'an tàthuicheam do shior :

Mo chaisteal,ismodhaingneach thu,

Thug àithne chum mo dhion.

4 A l^imh nan aingidh, O mo Dhia,
Dean fuasgladhdhomh a'm' chruas,

A làimh na muinntir eucoraich,

A ta gun iochd, gun truas.

5 Oir 's tusa, Thighearna mo Dhia,
Mo dhòchas anu ani fheum :

O aois is aimsir m'òige nuas,
Mo mhuinghinn thu ro-threun.

"6 'S ann leatsa chumadh mise suas,

O thain'geas as a' bhroinn ;

A bolg mo mhàthar bhuin thu rai,

Sior-mholam thu gu binn.

7 Mar aobhar iongantais, a Dhe,
Aig mòran a ti mi

;

[dhomh,
Ach 's tusa 's tèarmunn dileas

'S mo spionnadh mòr gun dith.

8 Lìonar mo bheul le d' mholadhsa,
'S le t'urram fèin gach lò.

9 Na tilg mi dhìot a'ra' aois ; 's na trèig

'N tràth dh'fhàilnicheas mo
threòir.

1 Oir m'aghaidh raheud 's is naimhde
Labhairgu sgaiteach geur:[dhorah

'S an dream ta brath air ni'anam
Ghabh comhairle le cheil'.[bochd,

11 Ag ràdh, Do thrèigeadh e le Dia,
Leanaibh e nis gu teann,

FSALM LXX.
LORD, haste me to deliver;

With speed, Lord succour me.
Let them that for my soul do seek
Sham'd and coufounded be

:

Turn'd back be they, and sham'd,
That in my hurt delight,

Turn'd back be they, Ha, ha I that
say,

Their shaming to requite.

In thee let all be glad,
And joy that seek for thee :

Let them who thy salvation love
Say still, God praised be.

I poor and needy am ;

Come, Lord, and make no stay :

My help thou and deliv'rer art

;

O Lord, make no delay.

(Second Version, see page 166.^

PSALMLXXL—71.

1 O LORD, my hope and confidence
Is plac'd in thee alone ;

Then let thy servant never be
Put to confusion.

2 And let me, in thy righteousness,
From thee deliv'rance have :

Cause me escape, incline thine ear
Unto me, and me save.

Be thou my dvvelling-rock, to which
I ever may resort

:

Thou gav'st commandment me to
save,

For thou'rt my rock and fort.

4 Free me, my God, from wicked
Hands cruel and unjust : [hands,

5 For thou, O Lord God,artmy hope,
And from my youth my trust.

6 Thou from the womb didst hold mc
Thou art the same that me [up ;

Out of my mothsr's bowels took ;

I ever will praise thee.

To many I a wouder am

;

But tliou'rt my refuge strong.

SFiird lot my mouth be with thy praise

And honour all day long.

9 O do not cast me off, when as
Old age doth o'ertake me ;

And when my strengtli decayed is,

Then don't thou forsake me.
10 For those that are mine enemies

Against me speak with hate :

And they together counsel take
That for my soul lay wait.

11 They said, God leaves him ; him



SALM LXXII.

I^ glacaibh, oir g'a theasairgiun,

Cha'n 'eil neach idir ann.

\2 A Dbè, na bi-sa tada uann
;

Fòir orm, mo Dhia, gu luath.

13 Biodh nàir' is claoidh air m'eas-
cairihbh,

'G am blieil do m'anam fuath :

Masladh is nàire fol'cheadh iad,

Tha 's iarraidh m'uilc gach lò.

14 Sior-earbam riut, is seimiidh mi
Do chhu ni 's mò 's ni 's mò.

15 Labhraidh mo bheul air t'fhireant-

achd.
'S do shlàint' gach là gun sgìos :

An aireamh sud aig lionmhoireachd
Cha'u fheudar leam chur sios.

16 Tre neart an Tighearna mo Dhia,
Fòs gluaisidh mi a ghnath :

Is ni mi sgeul air t'lhireantachd,

T'lhireantachd fein a mhàin.
17 O m'òiee rinn thu teai^asg dhomh,

A Thighearn is a Dh? ;

Is chuir mi t'oibre iougautach
Gu ruige so an ctill.

18 A nis air bhi dhomh aosmhor liath,

Na trpig mi, Dhia nara leart :

Gu taisbeimainn do neart "sdothreis,

Do'n àl a t'ann, 's ri teachd.

19 'S ro-àrd do cheartas tèin, a Dbè,
Is rinn thu hearta mòr:

O Dhin, cò e a's cosmhuil riut,

No choimeas riut is còir ?

20 Trioblaid ro-mhòr is an-shocair,

'S tu thaisbeiu dhomh, a Dhe
;

Ath-bheothaichidh, is bheir thu ris

O dhoimhneachd talmhainn mi.
21 Mo mhòrachd cuiridh tus'am meud,

'S bheir sòlas air gach taobh.
22 Air saltair molam thu, mo Dhia,

Seadh t'fhiriun ta ro-chaomh.

Is seinneam dhuit air clànjaich

O Aoin Naoimh Israeil. fbhinn,
23 Mo bhilean ni mor-ghairdeachas,

Tràth sheinneam dhuit le m' bhcul:
Bidh subhachas is aoibhnesis mòr

Air m'anam Itin, a Dhè,
A sbaoraah lcat gu tròcaireach
O 'thrioblaidibh gu lèir.

24 Is bidh mo theang' air ffhìreant-
Ag iomradh feadh an là : [achd

Oir uàir' is amhluadh iTiuair an
'G iarraidh mo lochd a ta. [dream

SALM LXXIL—72.

1 Dhi.a. thoir do bhreitheanas do'n
Is t'fhireantachd d'a mhac. [righ,

2 Bheir esau ceart bhreith air do
shluagh.

'Sdo d bhochdaibh còir 'nan airc,

PSALM LXXII. 75

12 Be thou not far from me, my God :

Thy speedy help I crave.

13 Confound, cònsume them, that unto
My soul are enemies :

Cloth'd be tliey with reproach and
shame

That do my hurt devise.

14 But I with expectation
^Vill hope contiuually

;

And yet with praises more and more
I wiU thee magnify.

15 Ihy justice and salvation

Mv mouth abruad shall show,
Ev'ri all the day ; for I thereof

The nurabers do uot know,

,16 And I will constantly go on
j

In strength of God'the Lord
;

And thine own righteousness, ev'n

I

Alone, I wiU record. [thine

|17 For even from my youth, O God,
;

By thee I have be'en tauglit

;

I

And hitherto I have declar'd

: The wouders thou hast wrought.

'18 And now. Lord. leave me not, when
Old and grey-headed grow : [I

TiU to this age thy strength and
To all to come 1 show. [pow'r

19 And thy most perlect righteousness,
O Lord, is very high,

'• ^Aho hast so grèat things done : O
' \Yho is like unto thee? [God,

20 Tbou, Lord, who great adversities,

,
Aud ^ore, to me didst show,

Shalt quicken, and bring me agaia
From depths of earth b.-low.

21 My greatness and my pow'r thou
Increase, and far exteud : [wiJt

On ev'ry side again»t all grief

Thou wilt me comfort send.

22 Thee, ev'n thy truth, I'll also
My God, with psaltery : [praise,

Thou Holy One of Israe'l,

With harp Tll sing to thee.
23 My lips shall much rejoice in thee,

When I thy praises sound :

My soul, whi'ch thou redeemed hast,

i

In joy shall much abound.

24 My tongue thy justice shall pro-

;
Continuing ali clay long

;
[claim,

FoT they confounded are, and
sham'd,

That seek to do me wrong.
PSALM LXXII.-72.'

1 O LORD, thy judgments give the
His son thv righteousness. [king,

2 With right he shall thy peopìe
judge,

I

Thy"poor with uprightness.

a3



74 SALM LXXII.

3 Na sleibhtean àrda bheir a inach
Siochaint do'n t-sluagh gu pailt

;

Is bheir na tulaich bheaga sith

Le fireantachd gun airc.

4 Air daoinibh bochd a' phobuill fÒ3,

Bheir eaan breth gu ceart

;

Is clann nan ainnis saoraidh e,

Min-bhrisidh luchd ain-neirt.

5 Am feadh bhios grian is gealach ann,
Freasdal do'n là 's do'u oidhch',

Bidh t'eagal orra-san gu mòr,
O linn gu linn a chaoidh.

6 Mar uisge air an fhaiche bhuaint',
Is amhluidh thig e nuas :

Marfhrasaibhdh'uisgicheasara fonn,

Is ionnan siu a ghràs.

7 R'a linn-san bidh na lìreanaich

^ Gu h-ùr a' fàs le blàth :

'S am feadh a bhiosa'ghealach ann,
Bidb siochaint pailt a ghnàth.

8 Bidh uachdranachd aig mar an
ceudn'

O thuinn gu tuinn gu sìor,

Is ruigidh sud o'n amhainn mhòir,
Gu iomall crich gach tir'.

9 Luchd-còmhnuidh fòs an fhàsaieh
chruaidh

Sleuchdaidh iad sìos 'na làtli'r ;

A naimhdean imlichidh an ùir,

A' tabhairt ùmhlaclid dha.

10 Righ Tharsis, is nan eileanan,
Tiodhlacan bheir iad uath',

Bheir righrean Sheba, Seba fòs,

Tabhartais dha gu luath.

.1 Seadh, fòs 'na fhiaiiuis sleuchdaidh
Gach righ air thalamh ta : [sios

'S gaeh ginealach air feadh gach tir,

Dha seirbhis ni a ghnàth.

12 An t-ainnis bochd gun chuideach-
Saoraidh tràth dh èigheas ris. [adh,

13 'S ui acarachd ri truaghan bochd,
Is dìonar 'anam leis.

14 'Se theasairgeas an anam fòs

O fhoiU 's b fhòirneart gheur :

Is fòs 'na shùilibh-san gun cheisd,

'S prìseil am fuil gu lèir.

15 Bithidh e beò gu maireannach,
Or Sheba bheirear dha

:

Gnàth-urnuigh nithear air a shon,
Is molar e gach là.

16 San talamh cuirear dorlach sil,

Air bhàrr nan sliabh 's nam beann;
Is bidh a thoradh trom air chrith,

Mar Lebanon nan crann.

An dream a ta sa' chaitliir rahòir,

Bidh toradh orr' is blàth
Gu lionmhor, mar is dual do'n

Air thalamh f.U a ta. [fheui

PSALM LXXII.

3 The lofty mountains shall bring forth

Unto the people peace
;

Likewise the little hills the same
Shall do by righteousness.

4Thepeople'spooronesheshalljudgp,
The needy's children save ;

And those shall he in pieces break
Who them oppressed have.

5 They shall thee fear, wiìile sun and
Do last, through ages all. [moon

6 Like rain on mown grass he shall

drop,
Or show'rs on earth that fall.

7 The just shall liourish in his days,

And prosper in his reign : [dure,

He shall, while doth the moou en-
Abundant peace maintain.

8 His large and great dominion shall

From sea to sea extend :

It from the river shall reach forth

Unto earth's utmost end.

9 They in the wilderness that dwell
Bow down before him must

;

And thev that are his enemies
Shall Ìick the very dust.

10 The kings of Tarshish, and the
isles,

To him shall presents bring

;

And unto him shall ofi'er gifts

Sheba's and Seba's king.

11 Yea, all the mighty kings on earth
Before him down sliall fall ;

And all the nations of the world
Do service to him shall.

12 For he the needy shall preserve,

When he to him doth call ;

The poor also, and him that hath
No help of man at all.

13 The poor man and the indigent
In mercy he shall spare ;

He shall preserve alive the souls

Ol' those that ueedy are.

14 Both from deceit and violence

Their soul he shall set free
;

And in his sight right precious

And dear their blood shall be.

15 Yea, he shall live, and giv'u to him
Shall be of Sheba's gold :

For him stiU shall they pray, aud he
Shall daily be extoU'd.

16 Of corn an haudiul in the earth

On tops of mountains high,

With prosp'rous fruit shall shake
On Lebauon that be. [like treea

The city shall be flourishing,

Her citinens abound
In number shall, like to the grass

That grows upon the ground.



SALM LXXIII.

17 3idh 'ainm-saa buan gu suthait
sior, 1

Co-mhaireann ris a' ghrein ;

Is anusan beannaichear gach slògh;

Is beannaichear leo e fèin.

18 Beannaicht' gu robh an Tighearn
Dia Israeil a ghnàth, [Dia,

An ti a mhàin ni mìorbhuile
j

Le treis is neart a làimh.
j

19 Beannaicht' gu robh gu siorruidh
Ainm glòrmhor uasal lèin

; [buan
Lionadh a ghlòir gach uile thir,

Anien, agus Amen !

SALM LXXIII.—73.
i GtJ firinneach tha Dia ro-mhaith i

Do 'phobull Israeil, [glan,

Do'n dream 'g am bheil an cridhe
Tha Dia dhoibh maith d'a reir.

2 Ach air mo shon-sa, 's beag nach
Mo chosa uam gu grad : fd'aomi

Cha mhòr nach d'rinn mo cheuraa
fòs

Sleamhnachadh uam air fad. '

3 Ri amadanaibh ghabh mi tnù,
j

Ri faicinn soirbheis daoi.
|

4 Oir cuibhrichean cha'n 'eil 'nam
Neart làidir 's leo gun dìth. [bàs ;|

5 Mar dhaoinibh eile cha'n 'eil iad
j

Fo thrioblaid no fo leòn :

'S cha'n 'eil iad air an sàruchadh
Mar chàch le piantaibh mòr'. |

6 Ardan mar shlabhraidh, uime sin,

'G an cuairteachadh a ta : [adh
Am fòirneart fèin 'g an còmhdach-
Mar eudach thart' a ghnàth.

7 Au sùile sultmhor tha le saill

:

An tòic chaidh thar am miann.
8 Is truailHdh iad, 's air tòirneartgeur

Labhraidh gu h-aingidh, dian.

9 An aghaidh fòs nan nèamh 's nan
speur,

Am beul do thog iad suaa

;

Air feadh na talmhainn is na tir'

An teangadh-san do ghluais.
10 Fa'n aobhar ud gu ruige so,

A shluagh-san piUidh iad ;

Is fàisgear dhoibh do 'n uisge mach,
Làn cupain a's leòr meud.

11 Is their iad, Cia mar 's lèir do
Dhia?

'M bheil tuigs' san Ti a's àird' ?

12 Feuch, sud nadaoi, tha soirbheach-
A' fàs 'nan stòir gach là. [adh,

13 Mo chridh' gu dearbh ghlau mi
gun stà,

'S au neo-chiont' nigh mo làmh
;

14 Oir buailt' is smachduichte ta mi
Gach maduinn, 's feadh gach là.

I

PSALM LXXIII. 75

jl7 HÌ8 name for ever shall endure ;

Last like the sun it shall

:

Men shall be bless'd in him, and
bless'd

I

All uations shall him call.

18 Now blessed be the Lord our God,
The God of Israel,

For he alone doth wondrous works,
In glory that excel.

19 And blessed be his glorious name
To all eternity

:

The whole earth let his glory fill.

Amen, so let it be.

PSALM LXXIII.—73.
1 Yet God is good to Israel,

To each pure-hearted one.
2 But as for me, my steps near slipp'd,

My feet were almost gone.
3 For I envious was, and grudg'd

The foolish folk to see,

When 1 perceiv'd the wicked sort

Enjoy prosperity.

4 For still their strength continueth
firm

;

Their death of bands is free.

5 They are not toil'd like other meu,
Nor plagu'd, as others be.

6 Therefore their pride, like to a chain,
Them compasseth about;

And, as a garment, violence

Doth cover them throughout.

7 Their eyes stand out with fat ; they
have

More than tlieir hearts could wish.

8 They are corrupt ; their talk of

Both lewd and lofty is. [wrong
9 They set their mouth againat the

heav'ns
In their blasphemous talk

;

And their reproaching tougue
throughout

The earth at large doth walk.

10 His people oftentimes for this

Look back, and turn about

;

Sith waters ot so fuU a cup
To these are poured out.

11 And thus they say, How can it be
That God these things doth know?

Or, Can there in the Highest be
Knowledge of thmgs below?

12 Behold, these are the wicked onea,

Yet prosper at their wiU
In woridly things ; they do increase

In wealth and riches still.

13 I verily have done in vaia
My heart to purify ;

To 110 eflect in innocence
Washed my hands have I.



?6 SALM LXXIV.
15 Nan abrainn, Labhraidh mi mar so

Feuch, pheacaichinn gu beachd,

An agfhaidh sliochd is grinealaich

Na cloinne 's ionmhuinn leat.

16Tràth smuaiuich mi pu'n tuiginn so

Bu chruaidh-cheisd orra an
grniomh.

17 Ach chaidh mi ateach do naorah
thigh Dhè,

Is thuig mi 'n sin an crioch.

18 Gu deimhin chuir thu iad air fad

An àitibh sleamhuinn lom :

Is thilgr thu iad a sios 'p an sgrios

Le dioghaltas g\i trom.

19 Feuchcionnus thàinigorraclaoidh,
Am mionaid bhig na huair' ?

Oir tha iad air an sgrios gu tur

Le oillt is eagal mòr.

20 Mar aisling 'nuair a dhùisgeas
neach,

Mar sin, a Dhia nan sluagh,

Ni thusa dìmeas air an dealbh,
Air mosgladh dhuit a suain.

21 Mar so bha air mo chridhe cràdh,

'S am airnibh goimh rogheur.
22 Oir bha rai baoth is aineolach :

Mar bhrùid a'd' làth'r, a Dhè.

23 Gidheadh, tha raise maille riut,

O Thighearna, a glinàth :

Is airrao dheas làimh ghlac thu mi
Ga m' chumail suas gaeh là.

24 Do nithear leat mo stiìiradh fòs

Le d' chomhairle a'm' fheum,
Is gabhaidh tu mi steach fadheoidh

A'd' àros ghlòrrahor fèin.

25 Cò th'agam auns na nèamhaibh
shuas

Ach thusa, Dhia nan dùl ?

Is cha 'n 'eil neach air thalamh fòs

Ach thus' ara bheil mo dhùil.

26 Mo chridh' is m' fheòil faraon a ta

Air f^ilneachadh gun cheisd :

Gidheadh 'se neart mo chridheDia,
'S mo chuibhrionn bhuan am

feasd.

27 Oir feuch iad sin tha fada uait,

Lèir-sgriosar iad gu luath :

Oir clilaoidheadh leat gach uile

neach
Air strìopachas chaidh uait.

28 Ach dhomlisa 'smaith teachd dlùth
doDhia;

Dh'eaib mi a Dia mo neart,

A chum gu foiUsichinn gu sior

Gach gnìomh a rinneadh leat.

SALM LXXIV.—74.

1 C'.\RSON a tliilg thu sinue uait ?

An ann gu brnth, a Dhc '.'

PSALM LXXIV.
14 For daily, and all day throughout,

Great plagues I sutìer'd have ;

Yea, every morning I of nevv
Did cliastisement receive.

15 If in this mauner foolishly

To speak I vvould inteud,

Thy children's generation,
Behold, I should offend.

16 When I this thought to know, it

was
Too hard a thing for me

;

17 Till to God's sanctu'ry I v\-ent,

Then I their end did see.

18 Assuredly thou didst them set

A slipp'ry place upon
;

Them suddenly thou castedst down
Into destruction.

19 How in a moment suddenly
To ruin brought are they !

With learl'ul terrors utterly

They are consum'd away.
20 Ev'n like unto a dream, vvhen ona

From sleeping doth arise;

Sothou, OLord,when tliou awak'st,
Their image shalt despise.

21 Thus grieved was my heart in me,
And me ray reins opprest:

22 So rude was I, and ignorant,
And in thy sight a beast.

23 Neverthelcss continually,

Lord, I am with thee

:

Thou dost me hold, by my right

And still upholdest me. [haud,

24 Thou, with thy counsel, while I

live,

Wilt rae conduct and guide ;

And to thy glory afterward
Receive me to abide.

25 Whom have I in the heavens high
But thee, O Lord, alone?

And in the earth whom I desire

Besides tliee there is none.

26 My fìesh and heart doth faint and
fail,

But God doth fail me never

:

For of ray heart God is the strength
And portion for ever.

27 For lo, they that are far from thee
For ever perish shall

;

Them that a whoring from thee go
Thou hast destroyed all.

28 But surely it is good for me
That I draw near to God :

In God I trust, that all thy works
1 may declare abroad.

PSALM LXXIV.—74.

1 O GOD, why hast thou cast u.-> ofT ?

la it for evermore?



SALM LXXIV.
C'arson ri caoraich t'ionaltraidh,

A las do chorruich gheur ?

2Cuimhnich, aDhp. dochoimhthional
A cheannuich thu o chein ;

Slat foighreachd fòs a sliaoradh
leat,

Sion do chòmhnuidh fein.

3 A chum nam fàsach sìorruidhbuan,
Do chosa tog gu grad ;

Is chum gach olc a rinn do uàmh
A'd' theampull naomh air fad.

4 Do naimhde rinn iad beucadh borb
Measg coimhthionaildo shluaigh :

Is chuir iad suas am brataichean
Mar chomliar air am buaidh.

5 Bu chliùiteach neach raar dheantadh
leis

A thuagh a thogail suas,
Air craunaibh àrda dosrach tiugh,

A chum an leagadh nuas-

6 Ach nis an obair shnaidlite ghrinn,
Le h-ordaibh 's tuaghaibh bhris

;

7 Is chuir iad suas 'na la.sair dheirg
Do theampuU naomh 'g a sgrios :

Tigh còmhnuidh naomlia t'ainm-se,

Feuch, thruaiU iade le tàir, [Dhe,
'G a mhiUeadh is 'g a leagadh sios

Co iosal ris an làr.

8 'Nan cridhe labhair iad marso,
Sgriosamaid iad le chèil'

:

Gach sinagog th'aig Dia san tir,

Loisgeadh iad leo gu ]f\T.

9 Ar comhara cha'n fliaicear leinn
;

Fàidh cha'u 'eil idir ann,
Ni mò tha neach 'uar mcasg cho
D"an lèir cia fad an t-àm. [geur

10 Cia fhad a bheir, O Dhè nan dul,

Na naimhde toibheum uath' ?

An toir an nàmhaid beum am feasd

Do t'ainm-sa, Dhia nan sluagh ?

11 C'arson a phillear leat do làmh,
Do dheas làmh air a h-ais ?

O buin a mach o d' bhrollach i,

Chum fuasgladh oirnn gu cas.

12 Oir Dia na glòir' tha neartmhor
O chian is e mo Righ, [àrd,

Am builsgein talmhaina le mòr-
neart,

Ag oibreach' slàint' is sith',

13 An fhairge sgaoileadh leat le d'

neart,

Is cinn ro-làidir chruaidh
Nan dràgon bhriseadh leat san uisg',

A' tabhairt orra buaidh.
14 Cinn Lebhiatain àghoir mhòir,

'S tu fèin a bhris is phronn
;

Is thug thu e mar bhiadh do'n t-

A bha san fhàsach lom. [sluagh.

PSALM LXXIV. 77

Against thy pasture-sheep why doth
Thine anger smoke so sore ?

2 O call to thy rememberauce
Thy congregation,

Which thou hast purchased of old ;

Still think the same upon :

The rod of thine inheritance,
Which thou redeemed hast,

This Sion hill, wherein thou hadst
Thy dwelling in times past.

3 To these long desolations
Thy feet lift, do not tarry

;

For a'll the ills thy foes have done
Within thy sanctuary.

4 Amidst thy congregations
Thine enemies do roar :

Their ensigns they set up for signs
Of triumph thee before.

5 A man vvas famous, and was had
In estimation,

According as he lifted up
His axe thick trees upon.

6 But all at once with axes now
And hammers they go to,

And down the carved work thereof

They break, and quite undo.
They fired have thy sanctu'ry,

And have detìl'd the same,
By casting down unto the ground
The place where dwelt thy uame.

8 Thus said they in their hearts,

Let us
Destroy them out of hand :

Thev burnt up all the svnagoguea
Of God within the lan'd.

9 Our signs we do not now behold
;

There is not us among
A prophet more, nor any one
That knows the time, how long.

10 How long, Lord, shall the enemy
Thus in reproach exclaim?

And shall the adversary thus
Always blaspheme thy name ?

11 Thy hand, ev'n thv right hand of
might,

Why dost thou thus draw back ?

O from thy bosom pluck it out
For our deliv'rance' sake.

12 For certainly God is my King,
Ev'n from'the times of old,

W'orkÌDg in midst of all the earth
Salvation manilold.

13 The sea, by thy great pow'r, to part
Asunder thou didst make

;

And thou the dragons' heads,0 Lord,
Within the watersbrake.

14 The leviathan's head thou brak'st
I In pieces, and didst give



78 SALM LXXV.
15 'S tu sg:oilt au tobar is an tuil:

'S lu thioriiiaich aimhne mòr'.

16 'Stu dheasaich solus agus grian,

Is leat an oidhch', 's an lò.

I

PSALM LXXV,
I

Him to be meat unto the t'olk

In wilderuess that live.

|l5 Thou clav'st the fountain and the
liood,

Criocha na taimhaiun shocruich' Whieh did with streams abound :

thu :
j

Thou dry'dst the miglity vvaters up
Riiui tliu ansamhradh teth,

]

Unto the very ground.
•S au geamhradh fòd do rinneadh iq ji^;^^ only is the day, O Lord,

leat,

'Nan aimsiribh fa leth.

18 Gu'u d' thug na naimhde toibheum
uatli'

Cuir sud air chuimhne, Dhe,
'S j^u'n d' thug am pobuU amaid-

tach
Do t'aium ro uasal beura.

19 Anam do cholmaiu na toir suas
Do chuideai;hd mhòir nan daoi :

Id coimhthional do dheòraidh
boclid

Na dearmaid iad a chaoidh.

20 Do chumhnant thoir fa'near,

Dhe;
Oir àitean dorch' na tir',

Tha uile air au àiteachadh
Le luchd an fhòirneirt ghèir

;

21 Na pillear air au ais le nàir'

Na dh'fiiuiling fòirneart goirt

:

An dream ta ainnis aimbeartach,
Deanadh iad moladh ort.

22 Tog ort is èirich suas, a Dliè
;

Tagair do chùis gu treun :

Cuimhnich raar tha an t-amadan
Gach là toirt dhuitse beum'. [s

23 Na dearmaid guth na muinutir

Thine also is the night

:

And thou alone prepared hast
The sun and shiuing light.

17 By thee the borders oi the earth
Were settled ev'ry where :

The summer and the wiutt-r both
By thee created vvere.

18 That th' enemy reproached hath,
O keep it in record

;

And that the foolish people have
Blasphem'd thy name O Lord.

19 Unto the multitude do not
Thy turtle's soul deliver :

The congregation of thy poor
Do nut forget for ever.

20 Unto thy cov'nant have respect

;

For earth's dark places be
Full of the habitations

Of horrid cruelty.

21 O let not those tiiat be oppress'd
1 Return again with shame :

Let those tiiat poor and needy are

I

Give praise urito thy name.

22 Do thou, O God, arise and plead
I The cause that is thine own :

Remember how thou art reproach'd

, ,,-,,, . r I

^''" ^y ^^*^ foolish one.
Nan naimhjl^bh^dhuit a ta :|;rmt^, 23 Do not forget the voice of those

That are thine enemies :

Of tho.se the tumult ever grovvs

Tliat do against thee rise.

PSALM LXXV.—75.

1 TO thee, O God, do we give thanks,
We do give thanks to thee ;

Because thy wondrous works de-
clare

Thy great name near to be,

2 I purpose, when I shall receive
The congri gation,

That 1 shall judgment uprightly
Render to ev'ry one.

3 Dissolved is the land, with all

That in the same do dwell;
But l tne piUars thereof do
Bear up aud stablish well,

4 I to the foolish people said,

Do not deal foolishly ;

And unto those that wicked
are,

Lift not your horn on high.

Tha bruidheann dhaoin' a dh'èirich
Sior-dhol am meud a ghnàth.

SALM LXXV.-75.
1 Dhuit bheir sinu buidheachas, a

Dhuit buidheachas a ghnàth :[Dhe,
Oir loillsichidh do mhiorbhuile,
Gur t'agus t' ainin gach là.

2 Trath gheibh mi is a ghlacar leam
Coimhthional mòr na tir',

Do ni mi dhoibh dea Ih bhreitheanas,
Gu cothromach 'a gu tior.

3 Sgaoileadh an diithaich, is an sluagh
'Ga hàiteachadh a ta :

Ach mise cumaidh suas gu treun
Posta na tir' a ghnàth.

i Thubhairt mi ris gach amadan,
Na gluais gu h amaideach :

'S ri luchd an uilc, Na togaibh suas
Bhur n adharc àrdanacb.

5 Bhur nadharc fòs na togaibh suas:
Ri cainnt le muineal cruaidh.



SALM LXXVl.
j

6 Cha'n aun o'n ear, no 'n iar, no
Th'ìg urram mòr no buaidh.[deas.

7 Ach 'à breitlieainh Dia : a leagas
'S a thoga.s aon ta sfach. [aon,

b Oir cup au laimh an Tighearu ta

Do 'u fhiou a's deirge dreach:

Làn coimeisjj tha e, rlòirtidh Dia
Cuid as a mach gu grad :

A dheasgain tàitìgidh daoine daoi,
Is òlaidh iad air fad.

9 Ach cuiridh mise fòs an ctill

Gu suthain i.i gu sior,

Do Dhia ud lacoib canar Ifam
Ard-uiholadh binu gu tìor.

10 l'il' adharca nan daoine daoi,

Sgaihaidh mi sios 's gach àit

;

Ach adliarca nan saoi air fad

Togar eu grad an àird.

SALM LXXVl.—76.

1 AN- ludah aithnichear ar Dia :

'S mor 'aium an Isra'i naomh.
2 An Salem tha a phàilliun lus,

A thàmh an Sion caomh.
3 Saighdean a' bhogha bhris e 'n sin,

An sgiath 's au ciai'.heamh geur,
An còmhrag is an cath faraon,
Bhriseadh iad leis gu treuu.

4 Is mù do mhòralachd, a Dhè,
Is mù gu mòr do glilòir

Na beanuta tljog an cinn gu h-àid,
Le cobhartach ro-mhor.

5 Làn-chreachadh luchd a' chridhe
la choidil lad ie suain; [chailm,

Na tìr a bha 'nan curaidh mlior',
An Idmlia fòs cha uMliuair.

6 O thus' a's Dia do lacob ann,
Le d' achnihasan 's le d' neart,

An carbadcogaidh is an teacli
'Nan suain do chuireadh leat.

7 'S cùis eagail thu, thu fein, a Dhè :

^ Cia nea'ch a chogas riut ?

No anu ad shealladh sheasas suas
An uair bhios corruich ort?

8 Thug thusa air do bhreitheanas
O uèamh gu'n cualas e :

Bha air an talamh eagal mftr
's 'na thàiiihghrad dh' fhuirich e.

9 Trath dh'èirich Dia chum breith-

A theasairginn san àm, [eauais,!

Gach uile dhume ciùiu is sèunh, '

Air talamh a bha aun.
{

10 Bheir fearg is corruich dhaoiu' an
sin

Ard-mholadh dhuit gu beachd
;

Is fuigheall fòs na feirge mòir',
L^in choisgidh tu le d' neart.

11 Geallaibh 'ur bòid gu togarach
D'ur Dia lebobhah àrd

;

PSALM LXXVI. 79

5 Lift Dot your horn on high, nor
speak

6 With stubborn neck. But kuow
That not from east, nor west, nor

I'romotion doth tìow. [south,

But Godisjudge ; he puts down one,
And sets another up.

Fnr in the haud of God most high
Of red wine is a cup :

'Tis full of mixture, he pours
forth,

And makes the wicked all

Wriug out the bitter dregs thereof

;

Yea, and they drink themshall.
9 But 1 for ever will declare,

I Jacob's God will praise.

10 All horns of lewd men l'll cut ofT;

But just men's horns wiU raise.

PSALM LXXVI.—76.

1 IN Judah's laud God Ì9 well

kuown,
His name's in Isr'el great

:

2 In Salem is his tabernacle,
In Sion is hi.s seat.

There arrows of the bow he brake,
The sliield, the sword, the war.

4More glorious thou than hills of

More excellent art far. [prey,

5 Those that were stout of heart ara
spoil'd,

Thej slept their sleep outright

;

And none of those their hands did

tìnd,

That were the men of might.
6 When thy rebuke, O Jacob's

God,
Had forth against them past,

Their horses and their chariots

Were in a dead sleep cast. [both

7 Thou, Lord, ev'n thou art he that
should

Be fear'd : and who is he
That may stand up before tliy sight,

If once thou angry be.

8 From heav'n thou judgment caus'd

be heard ;

The earth was stiU with fear,

9 When God to judgment rose, to save

AII meek on earth that were.

10 Surely the very wrath of mau
Uuto thy praise redounds:

Thou to the remnant of hÌ3

wrath
Wilt set restraining bouuds,

11 Vow to the Lord your God, and
AU ye that near him be, [pay :

Bring gil'ts and presents unto ìiim ;

For to be fear'd is he.
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Is coimhlionaibh pu firinneach
Na gheallar leibhse dha

:

Gach neach a ta m'a thinnchioU-san
Thugadh iad dha 'na àm,

Deadh-thabhartais is tiodhlaca,

Do'n Ti 's cùis eagail ann.
12 Is e ni spiorad phrionnsau mòr

A sgathadh sios le neart

;

Do rìghribh fòs a' chruinne-chè
'S cùis eagail e pu beachd.

SALM LXXVII.—77.

1 Dh'EIGH rai ri Dia gu h-àrd le

m' ghnth,
Dh'eigh mi le m' prhuth gu h àrd;

Is thug e, '"nuair a ghlaodh mi ris,

Sàr-èisdeachd dhomh gnn dàil.

2 An là mo thrioblaid dh'iarr mi Dia:

Is shruth mo lcòn gun sgur,

Rè fad na h-oidhc^' : is m'anam
Sòlas do dhiùlt gu tur. [truagli

3 Air Dia ghrad-chuimhnich mi ar
Is mi an trioblaid gheir : Tsin,

Ris rinn mi gearan trom gun tàmh,
Chlaoidheadh mo spiorad fèin.

4 Chum thu moshùil 'na faireachadh:
Tha mi co iarganach,

Nach feud mi focal cainnt no sgeil

Labhairt le m' blieul a mach.

5 An sin air làithibh fad o chèin
Smuainich mi fein le beachd

;

Air bliadhnaibh fòs na h-aimsir cein

Am aire fèin bha teachd.[oidhch',

6 Seadh chuimhnich mi mo cheòl

PSALM LXXVII.
12 By him the sp'rits shall be cut

off

Of those that princes are :

Unto the kings that are on
earth

He faarful doth appear.

PSALM LXXVII.—77.

1 UXTO the Lord I with my voice,

I unto God did cry

;

Ev'n with my voice, and uuto
me

His ear he did apply.
2 I in my trouble songht the Lord,

My sore by night did run,
And ceased not ; my grieved soul
Did consolation shun.

3 I to remembrance God did call,

Yet trouble did remain
;

And overwhelm'd my spirit was,
Whilst I did sore complaiu.

4 Miue eyes, debarr'd from rest and
sleep,

Thou makest stiU to wake

;

My trouble is so great that I

Unable am to speak.

5 The days of old to mind I call'd

And oft did think upon
The times and ages that are past

FuII many years agone.
'S rinn cainnt ri m' chridhe fein, 6 By night my song I call to mind.

Is rinn mo spiorad fòs gun tàmh
Le dichioll, sgrudadh geur.

7 An tilg an Tighearn uaith gu bràth?
Nach nochd e 'ghràdh ni 's mò ?

8 'N do sguir gu tur a ghràs am feasd?

'S a ghealladh tad gach lò ?

9 'N do dhearmaid Dia gu fìrinneach
Bhi gràsmhor caoin gu bràth ?

'N do dhruid e suas 'na chorruich
mhòir

A thròcair chaomh 's a ghràdh ?

10 An sin ghrad thubhairt mi gu
dearbh

Is i so m'anmhuiun mhòr ;

Ach bliadhnaidh deas làimh' cuimh-
An Ti a's àirde gloir. [nicheam

11 Gnìomhara Dhè sior-mheòraich
Marrinneadh leisgach beart.[eam,

Is t'iongantais o'n aimsir cliein

Sior-chuimhnicheam gu beachd.

12 Air t'oibribh uile mar an ceudn'
Smuainichidh mi gu tric

;

Is air gach gnìomh a rinneadh leat,

Sior-labhraidh mi gu glic.

And commune with my heart

;

My sp'rit did carefuUy inquire
How 1 might ease my smart.

For ever wiU the Lord cast ofT,

And gracious be no mnre ?

For ever is his mercy gone ?

Fails his word evermore?
9 Is't true that to be gracinus

The Lord forgotten hath ?

And that his tender mercies he
Hath shut up in his wrath ?

10 Then did I say, That surely this

Is mine infirmity

:

ril mind the years of the right
hand

Of Him that is most High.
11 Yea, I remember will the works

Performed by the Lord :

The wonders done of old by thee
I surely wiU record.

12 I also will of all thy works
My meditation make

;

And of thy doings to discourse
Great pteasure I wiU take.



SALM LXXVin.
13 Do shlighe ta san ionad naonnh,

A Thighearn i.s a Dhè :

Cò 's coimeas aun am mcud ri dia
A ta 'na Dhia dhuiiin fLÌu ?

14 'S tu 'n ti tha deanamh iongantais,

A Thighearna nam feart

;

Is ann am meas^ a' phobuill fÒ9

Do thaisbein thu do neart.

15 Do shaorndh leat d'an teasairginn
Do phobuU dileas ftin,

Clann lacoib agus loseiph fòs,

Le d' ghairdean neartmhor treun.

P3ALM LXXVIII. 81

13 O God, thy way most holy ia

Within thy sanctuary ;

'

And wliat god is so great in pow'r
As is our God most high ?

14 Thou art the God that wonders dost
By thy right hand most strong

:

Thy miphty pow'r thou hast dcciar'd

1 he nations among.
15 To thine own people with thinearm

Thou didst redeinption briiig

;

To Jacob's sons, and to the tribes

Of Jostph that do spring.

Chunnaic na h-uisgeachan thu,il6 The waters, Lord, perceived thee,

Dhe,
I

The waters saw thee weil

:

Chunnaic iad thu gu beachd :
i

And they for fear aside did flee ;

Isghabh iad geilt; 's air doimhneachd I The depths oii trembling feil.

Bha mòran ogluidheachd. [tòs 17 The clouda in water forth were
17 An uisne dhòirt na neoil a nuas, 1 Sound loudly did the sky;[pour'd,

Bu romhòr fuaim nan speur
; j

And swiftly through the world abroad
Is chaidh do shaighde corranach

j Thine arrows tierce did liy.

A mach gu sgaiteach geur. jg j^^ thunder's voice alontrst the
18 Ardghuth do thairncauaich san A mighty noise did make;[heav'n

Chualas, a Dhè, gu tric ; [speur, By lightningi lighten'd was the
An saoghal ias le d' dhealanaich, ' world,
An talamh ghluais is chlisg. I Th" earth tremble did, and shake.

19 Do cheuma tha san doimhneachd 19 Thy way is in the sea, and in

Do shiighe tha sa' chuan :[mhòir,j The waters great thy path
;

Ach luirg do chos cha'n aithnichj Yet are thy footsteps liid, O Lord;
Tha sud am folach uainn. [sinn. None knowledge tiiereof hath.

20 Is amhluidh mar gu'm biodh ann 20 Thy people thou dicìst safcly lead,
Do phobull stiuireadh leat;[treud., Like to a llock ol slieep

;

Le deadh làimh Mhaois is Aaroin By Moses' hand and Aaron's thou
'G an treòrachadh gu ceart. [iòs,i Didst them conduct and keep.

SALM LXXVIII.—78.

1 Mo phobull èisdibh ri mo reachd :

Is cluinnibh guth mo bheil.

2 Am briathraibh fihdh cuiridh mi
Seanfhocail dliorch' an ctill

;

3 A chnala sinn o'r sinnsearaibh,
Is air am b'fhiosrach sinn,

4 Cha'n fholaich siun o'u gineal- 3

ach,

'S cha cheil sinn iad o'u cloinn
;

A' foillseachadb àrd mholaidh Dhe
Do 'n àl a ta ri teachd

;

'S na miorbhuilean a rinneadh
leis,

A chumhachd is a neart

:

5 Oir lagh an lacob dhaingnich e,

Is reachd an Israel,

A dh'orduich e d'ar n-aithriohibh,
Dan cloinn an cur an cèiU.

6 Chum fios bhi aig an àl ri teachd,
A' chlann a ta gun bhreith :

'S gu'n innseadh iad do'n linn 'nan
dèigh

Na nithe sin fa leth.

PSALM LXXVIII.-78.
ATTEND, my people, to my law ;

Thereto give thou an ear
;

The words that from my mouth pro-
Attentively do hear. [ceed

My raouth shall speak a parable,
And sayings dark of old

;

The sanie which we have heard and
And U3 our fathers told. [known,

We also will them not conceal
From their posterity

:

Thera to the generatiou
To come declare w ill we :

The praises of the Lord our God,
And his almighty strength,

The wondrous works that he hath
done,

We will show forth at length.

His testimony and his law
In Isr'el he did place,

And charg'd our fathers it to show
To their succeeding race

;

That so the race which was to come
Might well them learn andknow ;
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7 An Dia gu'n cuireadh iad an dòigh,

'S nach deantadh dichuimhn' leo

Air oibribh Dhè, 's gu'n gleidheadh
iad

A reachda mar is còir :

8 'S nach biodh iad mar au sinnsir-

eachd,
Làn ceannairc is droch-bheirt,

Gun spiorad tairis annt' do Dhia,
'S an cridhe gun bhi ceart.

9 Clann Ephraim le armaibh gleust',

Air bogh' bu chuimseach beachd,
Ach phill iad air an ais le geilt

An làithibh cath' is leachd.

10 Coimhcheangal Dhè nior ghleidh-
eadh leo,

Is dhiùlt iad gcill d'a reachd ;

ll'Snamiorbhuilean anochde dhoibh
A 'n cuirahne leig gu beachd.

12 An sealladh sùl an aithriche,

Seadh fòs an tir na h-Eiph't,

'S air machair Shoain nochdadh leis

A mhiorbhuilean ro threun.

13 Sgoilt e an fhairg', 'a thug iadsan
trìd

;

Mar thorr na h-uisgean sheas.

14 Sau là le neul iad stiùir, sau oidhch'
Le solus tein' gu deas.

15 Sgoilt creag san l'hàsach, aisde

deoch
I

Thug, maràdoimhneachdmhòir;
16 Bhuin sruth à creagaibh, thug air

uisg'

Ruith sios mar thuil gu leòr.

17 San fliàsach pheacaich iad ni 's mò;
Is bhrosnuich an t-Ard Righ.

18 'Nau chridhe chuir iad cathadhair
;

D'am raiann ag iarraidh bidh.
19 Labhair iad lòs an aghaidh Dhè

;

Is thubhairt iad gu dian,

An urrainn Dia san l'hàsach mhòr
Bord dheasachadh d'ar miann ?

20 Feuch, bhuail e 'chreag, bhrùchd
uisge mach,

Dh'tirich an tuil gu luath.

Am feud e aran thabhairt fòs ?

An deasaich feòil d'a shluagh ?

21 Air cluinntinn so, ghabh corruich
Ri lacob teine las, [Dia

Is dh'eirich fearg ro-dhoinionnach
Ri Israel gu cas :

22 Chionn nach do chreid iad ann ai

Dia,
'S nach d'earb iad as a shlàiut';

23 Ged dh'fhosgail dorsa nèamha fòs,

'S na neòil o'n àird ged dli'àithn.

24 Ge d' dhòirt e orra mana nuas,
Ge d' fliuair iad coirc nan speur.

PSALM LXXVIII.

And sons unborn, who should arise,

Might to their sons them show :

That they might set their hope in

And suffer not to fall [God,
His mighty works out of their mind,
But keep his precepts all

;

And might not, like their fathers, be
A stiff rebellious race

;

A race not right in heart ; with God
Whose sp'rit not stedfast was.

9 The sons of Ephraim, who nor bows
Nor other arms did lack,

When as the day of battle was,
They faintly turned back.

10 They'brake GoG's cov'nant, and re-

In his commands to go ;
[fus'd

11 His works and wondersthey l'orgot,

Which he to them did show.

12 Things marvellous he brought to

Their fathers them beheld [pass ;

Within the land of Egypt done,
Yea, ev'n in Zoan's field.

13 By him divided was the sea,

He caus'd tliem through to pass ;

And made the waters so to stand,

As like an heap it was.

14 With cloud by day, with light of fìre

AU night, he did them guide.

15 In desert, rocks he clave, and drink
As from great depths supplied.

16 He from the rock brought streams,
like fìoods

Made waters to run dowu.
17 Yet sinning more, in desert they

Provok'd the Highest One.

18 For in iheir heart they tempted God,
Aud, speaking with mistrust,

They greedily did meat require

To satisfy their lust.

19 AgainsttheLordhimselftheyspake,
And, murmuring, said thus,

A table in the vvildtrness

Cau God prepare for us ?

20 Behold, he sraote the rock, and
thence

Came streams and waters grpat

;

But can he give his people bread ?

And send them fiesh to eat ?

21 The Lord did hear, and waxed
So kindled was a tìame [wroth ;

'Gainst Jacob, and 'gaiust Israel

Up indignation came.

22 For they believ'd not God, nor trust

In hifl salvation had ;

23 Tho' clouds above he did command,
And beav'u's doors open made,

24And maunarain'd on theni, andgave
Them coru of hear'n to eat.
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25 Biadh aingreal dh'ith iad: thug e'25 Ma

dhoibh
Do lòa an sàth gu lèir.

26 San speur thug e air gaoith au e;

Gu'n d'imich i gu. treun :

Is thug e fòs le ueart a steach
A' ghaoth dheas mar an ceudn'.

27 FÒ3 dhòirt e orra nuas mar dhus,
Do fheòil an uile shàth

;

'S eoin iteagach bu Honmhoire
Na gaineamh air an tràigh.

28 Do leig e sud "nan camp a nuaa j

Mu'n cuuirt 'nan àitean-taimh.
29 Seadh dh'ith iad uile 's shàsaich-

eadh

;

,

Oir thug e dhoibh an sàinih.

30 Cha robh iad air an sgarachduinn !

O mhiaun an cridhe lèin ;
j

Ach air bhith aca-san am biadh
'G a chagnadh dian "nam beul, I

Hl A' chuid bu shultmhoir' dhiubh 's

bu trèin',
j

Ghlac Dia 'na ftieirg is mharbh :
'

'S an òigridh thaght' an Israel,

Ghrad bhuaileadh leis gu garbh. I

'ò2 Gidheadh an dèigh gach gnìomh
dhiubh sud,

Do pheacaich iad gu mòr ;

Is ge do rinn e miorbhuilean,
Nior chreid iad mar bu chòir.

33 An làithean chaith e, uime sin,

An diomhanas air fad
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1 angels' food did eat ; to them
He to the fuU sent meat.

26 And in the heav'n he did cause
; Au eastern wind to blow ;

j

And by his power he let out
! Tlie southern wind to go.

27 Theu flesh as thick as dust he made
j

To rain down them amoug ;

I And feather'd fowls, hke as the sand
Which ly'th the shore along.

28 At his command amidst their camp
I

These show'rs of tìesh down fell,

AIl round about the tabernacles

! And tents where they did dweU.
29 So they did eat abundantly,

I

And Jiad of meat their fiU
;

!

For he did give to them what was
j

Their own desire and wiU.

'30Theyfrom theirlusthadnotestrang'd

I
Their heart and their desire

;

But while the meat was in their

mouths,
Which they did so require ;

31 God's wrath'upon theni came, and

I

The lattest of them all

;

[slew
' So that the choice of Israek
1 O'erthroivn by death, dicTfalL

32 Yet, notwithstanding of aU this,

j

They sinned stiU the more
;

1
And though he had great wonders

j

wrought,
!

Believ'd him not therefore :

bHadhnaidh thai'ris chaidh ^3 Wherefore their days in vanity
He did cousume and waste

;

And by his wrath their wretched
Away in trouble past. [yeara

34 But when he slew them, theu they
To seek him show desire ; [did

Yea, they return'd, and after God

gu leir

Le carroid gh^ir gun stad.

34 An uair a mharbhadh leis san iad,

An sin ghrad iarr siad e,

Seadh phiil iad, agus bha iad fòs

Gu moch ag iarraidh Dhè. ^

3.5 Is chuimhnich iadsan gu'm Ve ,. .^'f'^l*^''"'^^ '^l'^ ''\'^'^''f
j)j^

"
,.3a And that the Lord had

An carraig threun a ghnàth :

Is eru'm b'e fos an Dia a's àird' !

B'ihear-saoraidh dhoibh gach là. :

36 Ach rinn iad miodal ris le 'm beul,
Le 'n teaugaidh breug is gò :

37 Cha robh an cridhe ceart ; 's cha
robh

j

'Na chùmhnant dileas da.

38 Ach Dia, gu iochdmhor mhaith an
lochd,

'S an sgrios cha d'rinn gu geur :

Bu tric a phiU e 'chorruich uath',

'S nior dhùisg e 'thearg gu lèir.

39 Oir aunta chuimhnich e nach robh
Ach feoil theid as mar bhlàth,

la osag ghaoith' a ghabhas seach,
'S nach piU a ris gu brrìth.

been their

They did remember then
; [Rock

Ev'n t'hat the high almighty God
Had their Redeemer been.

1 Yet with their mouth they flatter'd

And spake but feignedly; [him,
And they unto the God of truth
With their false tongues did He.

' Fortho' their words were good, their

With him was not sincere; [heart
Unstedfast and perfidious

They in his cov'nant were.

38 But, fuU of pity, he forgave

Their sin, them did not slay ;

Nor stirr'd up aU his wratb, but oft

His anger turn'd away.
39 For that they were but fadiug flesh

To mind he did recall

;
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40 Cia tric a bhrosnuicheadh e leo

San fliàsach thartmhor chruaidh

San dithreabh chuireadh corruichai

Le eusaontas an t-sluaigh V

41 Seadh phill iad uile air aii ais,

Bhrosnuich iad Dia le chèil'

I
PSALM LXXVIIL

1
A wind that passeth soon away,

; And not returns at all.

r 40 How often did they Him provoke

I

Within the wilderness!

1

And in the desert did him grieve

With their rebelliousneàs
'

Is chuir iad toinhas mar an ceudn' '41 Yea, turning back, they terapted~
' '

'

And limits set upon [God,
Him, who in midst of Isr'el is

• Ti naomh L

42 Dhichuimhnich iad,

fa'ii

! cha d'thug

A ghairdean treun 's a làrah : !

No 'n là san d'thug e furtachd

dhoibh,
Is !'uas;riadh deas o 'n nàmh :

4S l\'o lòs mar rinneadh anns an
Comhara Dhè nam feart :[Eiph't,

Air inachair Shòain mar an ceuda'

A mhiorbhuile le neart.

44 An srutha ehaochail e gu fuil

:

'S na h-uillt tiach feudtadh 'n òl.

45 Chuir losgainn thuc', is cuileagan ;

'S leo chlaoidiieadh iad gu mòr.

4(3 An toradh thug e is ara bàrr

Dù'n bliurras sgriosach bheag
;

Is paothair fòs an làmh air fad,

Vo ailghios locust leag.

47 Am fion-chroinn bhris e mar an
ceudn'

Le cloich-shneachd chruaidh 's

gach àit

;

Id amhìuidh mhill le reodhadh teann

An cranna figis àrd.

48 Am feudail thug e thairis fò9

Do 'n chloich-shueachd sgataich

eh^ir;

'S le saighdibh teine-dealanaich,

Ghrad-chuir e as d'an treud.

49 Teas feirge, trioblaid, 's corruich

Sud thilg e orr' gu grad ;
[mhòr,

Le ainglibh olc a chur 'nam measg,
G"an claoidh gu goirt air fad.

aO D'a chorruich rinn ebealach reidh :

'N anara nior chum o'u bhàs,

Am beatlia thruagh thug thairis fòs

Do ghalar-pUigh 's do'n chàs,

51 Throm-bhuaileadhleis-san anns an
Eipht,

Gach ceud-ghin a bha ann :

Toiseach an neirt siia pàilliunaibh

A bha aig gineil Ham.
.')2 Ach tliug e mach a phobull caomh

Mar chaoraich as an tir :

la rinn mar threud sau fliàsach

An treorachadh gu fior. [mhòr,

53 Leia stiùireadh iad gu tèaruinte,

Gun eagal ia gun sgàth :

Ach air an naimhdibh dli'iadh an
'S an sluagli ud uile bhàth. [<

The only Holy One.

42 They did not call to mind his pow'r,

Nor yet the day when he
Dehver'd them out of the hand
0[ their tìerce enemy ;

43 Nor how great signs in Egypt land

He openly had wrought

;

W^hat miracles in Zoan's field

His hand to pass had brought.

44 How lakes and rivers ev'rj where
He turned into blood

;

So that no man nor beast could

01 standing lake or tìood
;

[drink

45 He brought amoiig them swarms of

Which did thera sore annoy;[tìic8,

And divers kinds of tìlthy froga

He sent them to destroy.

46 He to the caterpillar gave,

The fruits of all their soil

;

Their labours he dehver'd up
Unto the locusts' spoil.

47 Their vines with hail, their syca-

He with the frost did blast :[more3

Their beasls to hail he gave ; their

Hot thunderbolts did waste. [flocks

49 Fierce burning wrath he on them
And indignation strong, [cast,

And troubles sore, by sending forth

111 angels them among.
50 He to his vvrath made way ; their

From death he did not save ;[soul

But over to the pestilence

The lives ol them he gave.

51 In Egypt land the first-born all

He smote down ev'ry where ;

Among the tents of Ham, ev'n these

Chief of their strength that were.

52 But his own people, like to shecp,

Thence to go forth he made ;

And he, amidst the wilderness,

Them, as a flock, did lead.

53 And he them safely on did lead,

So that they did not fear

;

Whereas thei'r en'mies by the sea

Quite overwhelmed were.

54 To borders of his sanctuary

The Lord his people led,

Ev'n to the mount which his right

For them had purchased. [hand
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54 Gu crìochaibh ionaid
fpin

Thu? e a phobull leis :

Gu ruig an cnoc so choisinn e,

'S a bliuadhaich a làrah dheas.
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55 Thilg e na cinnich rompa mach,
'S an oiffhreachd roinn le crann .

Do Isra'l thug: e 'n àite sud
Gu còmhnuidh ghabhail ann.

56 Ach bhrosnuich agus ghrànaich
iad

An Dia a's àirde glcir
;

Is idir cha do clioimhid iad

A naomh-reachd mar bu chòir.

Ach phill iad mar an sinnseara
'S gu fealltach ghluais air fad

naomha 55 The nations of Canaan,
By his almighty hand,

Before their face he did expel
Out of their native land ;

Which for inheritance to them
By line he did divide,

Aud made thc tribcs of Israel

Within their tents abide.

56 Yet God most high they did pro-
And tempted ever stiU

;
[voke,

And to observe his testimonies
Did not incline their wiU:

57 But, like theirfathers, turnedback,
And dealt unfaithfully

:

side they turned, like a bow
That shoots deceitfully.I

Mar bhogha fiar chaidh iad a 58 For they to anger did provoke
thaobh,

Is chlaon iad uaith gu grad.

58 Le 'u dealbhaibh, is le'u aitibh

ard'

Chuir iad air fearg is eud :

59 Trath c

Is grain r

Him with their places high ;

I And with their graven images,
I\Iov'd him to jealousy. [wroth,

59 When God heard this, he waxed
And much loath'd Isr'el then :

la Dia bha corruich air ,60 So Shiloh's tent he left, the tent
Isra Which he had plac'd with mei

60 lonnus a phobull gu'n do thrèig, 61 And he liis strength delivered
An Siloh chuir a làmh :

'S am pàilliun fòs a shocruich e
Measg dhaoine ghabhail tàimh,

61 Gu bruid thug s

Into captivity

He left his glory in the hand
Of his proud enemy.

Gu làimh nau naimhdegarg.[glòir
62 Do 'n chlaidheamh thug' e suas a

shluagh, I

Ri 'oighreachd ghabh e fearg.

63 An teine loisg an òigridh ehleust'

Posadh cha d'fhuair an òigh'n.

64 An sagairt thuit

geur

;

'S cha d' rinn am bantraich bròn.
65 Ghrad-mhosgail Dia an

neach
Às èirigh as a shuain :

Mar chùraidh "n dèigh bhi pòit aii

neart, 's an 62 His people also he gave o'er

Unto the sword's fierce rage :

So sore his wrath intiamed was

I

Against his heritage.

63 The fire consum'd their choice

I

young men ;

Their maids no marriage had
;

claidheamh 64 Aud when their priests fell by the
swcrd,

Their wives no mourning made.
mar 65 But then the Lord aro?e, as one

j

That doth from sleep awake

;

I And like a giant that, by wine
Refresh'd, a shout doth make :

^

Tràth ni e iolach chruaidh. [tìon gg ^jpo^ his eu'mies' hinder parts
66 "Naa deireadh bhuaileadh lei;

geur
A naimhde fèin le tàir:

Is chuir e iad o sin a mach
Gu masladh buan is nàir'.

67 Is pàilliun loseiph dhiùltadh leis :

Nior thagh treubh Ephraim tòs :

68 Ach thagh e ludah, sliabh Shioin
fèin

D'an dthug e gràdh gu mòr. i

69 Thog esan 'fhàrdoch naomh an
sud,

I

Mar lùchairt àrd ro-dheas :

'

'S mar ionad àrd air talamh teann
A dhaingnich e am feasd.

He made his stroke to fail

;

I

And so upon them he did put
! A shame perpetual.
67 Moreover, he the tabernacle

i
Of Joseph did refuse

;

I
The mighty tribe of Ephraim

I

He would in no wise choose

:

,68 But he did choose Jehudah's tribe

i

To be the rest above
;

And of mount Sion he made choice,
Which he so much did love.

69 And he his sanctuary built

}

Like to a palace high,
Like to the earth which he did found

i
To perpetuity.

h3
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70 Is 'òglach Daibhidh thagb, is 70 Of David, that his servant was,

thuof
j

He also choice did make,
O chrò nan caorach e :

71 'S o leantuinn iòs nan caorach
trom'

Le h-àl am raeasg an spreidh
;

Is thxig se e a bheathachadh
lacoib a pliobuiU naoimh,

Is gineal Isr'eil mar an ceudn'
A b' oigrhreachd dha rochaoaih.

72 Rpir ionracaia a chridhe tèin,

Bheathaicli e iad g:u beachd ;

A rèir deadh sheòltachd fòs a l£Ìmh,

Stiùireadh leis iad gu ceart.

SALM LXXIX.—79.

1 THAINMG, a Dhè, na tìneachan
A steach do d' oighreachd fèin,

Thruaiil iad do theampuU naomh.
'Na tòrr lerusalera

And ev'n from the folds of sheep
Was pleased him to take :

71 From waiting on the evves with
yOMTìg,

He brouu:hthim forth to feed
Isr^iel, his inheritance,

II is people, Jacob's seed.

72 So after the integrity

He of his heart them fed :

And by the pood skiU of his hands
Them vvisely governed.

PSALMLXXIX.—79.

I O GOD, the heathen enter'd have
Thine heritage : by them

Defìled is thy house : on heapg
They laid Jerusalem.

2 Is thug iad cuirp do sheirbhiseach

Mar bhiadh do eoin nan speur :

Is feoil do naomh mar chobhartach,

Do bheathaichibh an t-slèibh.

3 Mu thimchioU fòs lerusaleim,
Dhòirt iad am fuil mar uisg'

:

Is cha robh neach g'au adhlacadh
'S g'an cur san uaigh an taisg.

4 Ball fauoid agus maslaidh sinn
D'ar coimhearsnachaibh fein

Ciiis spòr:

is dh'fhàg 2 The bodies of thy servants they

A ta m'ar cuairt gu lèir. [neach

h Cia fhad a bhitheas corruich ort,

A Dliè, am bi gu bràth?
Is t'eud am bi a' losgadh ruinn
Mar lasair theith a ghnàth?

6 Do chorruich air na cinnich dòirt

Aig nach 'eil eòlas ort

;

Is air na rioghachdaibh nach gairm
Air t'ainm, a Dhia uam feart.

7 Oir mhill iad lacob, 'fhàrdoch fòs

'Na fàsach chuir iad sios.

8 Na pea'.-aidh fòs a rinneadh leinn

Na cuimhnich dhuinn a ris

;

Tionndadh gu luath do thruacantas,
Riiigeadh e oirnn mu thr^th:

Oir 's (Jibiidh bochd a nis ar staid

A' tuiteam sios gach là.

9 Deau còmhnadh leinn, O Dhe ar

slàint'

Air sgàth glòir t'ainme fein
;

Sgàth t'ainme saor sinu, agus glaa
Ar peacaidh uainn gu lèir.

10 Ciod uirae 'n abradh fineacha,

C'àit bheil a nis an Dia?
]

Measg fhineacha 'nar sealladh fcin,

Aithnicheadh iad an Triath,
i

Le dioghaltas a gliabhail diubh
;

Oir dhòirteadh leo gim ioclid

Have cast forth to be meat
To rav'nous fowls ; thy dear saints'

flesh

They gave to beasts to eat.

3 Their blood about Jerusalem
Like water they have shed ;

And tliere was none to bury them
When they were slain and dead.

4 Unto our neighbours a reprOach
•"-;•"" '

I

Most base becotne are vve ;

ihagaidh do gachj A scorn and iaughing-stock to thera
' — '"- '""—^ That round about us be.

5 How long, Lord, shall thine anger
last?

Wilt thou stiU keep the same ?

And shall thy fervent jealousy
Burn Hke unto a tiame ?

6 On heathen pour thy fury forth,

That have thee never known,
And on those kingdoms which thy
Have never call'd upon. [uame

7 For tliese are they who Jacob have
Devoured crueily

;

And they his habitation
Have caused waste to lie.

8 Against us rnind not former sins

;

' Thy tender mercies show :

Let them prevent us speedily,

For we're brought very low.

9 For thy name's glory help us, Lord,
Wlio hast our Saviour been:

Dehver us ; for thy uame's sake,
O purge away our siu.

10 Why sav the heatheu, Where's
the'ir God ?

Let him to them be knowu ;

When those who shed thy servant*'

blood
Are in our sight o'erthrown.



SALM LXXX.
Fuil neòcliioutach do sheirbhiseach,

Gu saoibhir is gu tric.

11 Osnàidh a' phriosanaich a'd' làth'r

Thigeadh, a Dhe nam feart

;

PSALM LXXX. 61

11 O let the pris'ner's sighs ascend
;

Bet'ore thy sight on high ;

Preserve those in thy inighty pow'r
That are design'd to die.

dream'adh'orduicheadh chum|l2 And to our ueighbours' bosom
cause

It seven-lold render'd be,

Ev'n the reproach wherewith they
have,

O Lord, reproached thee.

13 So we thy folk, and pasture-

sheep,
Shall give thee thanks always ;

And unto generations all

We will shovv forth thy praise,

PSALM LXXX.—80.

1 He.aR, Isr'el's Shepherd ! Hke a flock

Thou that dost Joseph guide ;

Shiiie l'orth, O thou that dost between
The cherubims abide.

;2 In Ephraim's, and Beiijamin's,

And in Manasseh's sight,

O come for our salvation ;

Stir up thy strength and luight.

3 Turn us again, O Lord our God,
And upon us vouchsafe

To raake thy countenance to shine,

And so we shali be safe.

igh, 4 O Lord of hosts, almiglity God,
How long shall kindled be

Thv wrath against the prayer made
By thine own folk to thee ?

Saor-sa, rèir meud do neirt. [bàis

12 Riusan thadhuiun 'nan coimhears-
naich

'Nam brollach. diol am beum :

Gach masladh le'n dosjjreig iad thu,

Seachd uaire pill riu ftin.

13 Treud t'ionaltraidh, 's do phobull
Molaidh sinn thu aglinàth:[sinn,

Is cuiridh sinn an cèili do chhu
O linn gu hnn gu bràth.

SALM LXXX.—80.

1 ElSD, aodhair Israeil, a stiùir

loseph mar tlireud le d'làimh.
Thusa ta d' thàmh measg cheruban,

Dealruich a mach mu thràth.

2 An làthair Ephraim 's Bheniamin,
Agus Mhanaseh fòs,

Dùisg-sa do cliumhachd : agus thig

G'ar saoradh mar is nòs.

3 Pill sinn a ris, a Dhe nam feart:

To.:? oirnne suas gu hàrd
Deadh dhealradh glan do ghnùis a

Is saorar sinn le d' ghràs. [nis,

i Cia fhad, a Thighearna nan sli

A leanas corruich riut,

Ri guidhe ghèii

A's pobuU dileas duit?

5 Oir bheathaich thu do shluagh gu 5 Thou tears of sorrow giv'st to them
Le arau deur is bròin : [1(

Is tomhas saoibhir thug thu dhoibh
Do dheuraibh goirt r'an òl.

6 Is rinn thu sinn mar aobhar strì

D'ar coimhearsnachaibh lein :

'Nar n aobhar spòrs' is abhjfcais

D'ar n-eascairdibh gu lèir.

7 Pill sinn a ris, O Dhè nan slògh ;

Tog oirnne suas gu h-àrd
Deadh dhealradh glan do ghnùis a

Is saorar siun le d' ghràs. [nis,

8 Tliug thu fìonain as an Eiphit

:

Na cinnich thilg thu mach,
Is shuidhicli thus" an fhionain ud
'Nau ionad sud fa seach.

9 Reitich thu «ite dhi ; is ghabh
I freumh gu daingean teann,

Le d' bheannacliadh ; is lionadh leath'

An tir o cheaun gu ceaun.
10 Na cnuic ro-àrda dh'fholuich i

Le sgail 's le dùbhar fèin :

A treiigan bha a cinneachduinn
M;tr sbeudair àluinn reidh.

li .\n dara taobh gu ruig an cuan
Chuir i a mach a meoir

;

Instead of bread to eat

;

Yea, tears instead of drink thou
To them in measuregreat. [giv'st

6 Thou makest us a strife unto
Our neighbours round about

;

Our euemies among themselves
At us do la\igh and flout.

7 Turn us again, O Godof hosts,

And upon us vouchsafe
To make thy countenance to shine,
And so we shall be safe.

8 A vine from Egypt brought thou hast
By thine outstretched hand

;

And thou the heathen out didst cast,

To plant it iu their land.

9 Before it thou a room didst inake,
Where it raight grow and stand ;

Thou caused.st it deep root to take,

j

And it did fill the land.

'ìO The mouutains veil'd were with its

!
As with a covering

;

[shade,

I Like soodly cedars were the boughs
Which out from it did spring.

11 Upon the one hand to the sea
I Her boughs she did out send

;
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An taobh ud eil' a geugau sliìn

Gu ruig au amhainn ^J^òir.
12 A callaid c'uim' a bhriseadh leat 1

lonnus gu bheil gach neach
Theid seachad air an rathad mhòr,
'Ga spionadh leo t'a seach.

13 Tha'n torc a thig o'n choille mach
'Ga fàsachadh gu lèir,

Tha beathaich allt' na machrach fòs

'Ga slugadh suas le chèil'.

14 Pill, guidh'mid ort, a Dhè nan
sluagh,

Id seall o nèamh a nuas,
Feuch, agus fiosraich fein a nis

An fliionain so le truas :

15 Am fionlios sin a shuidhich thu,
Le neart do làimhe deis'

:

'S am meanglan ud a neartaich thu
Dhuit fèiu !e lùth is treis.

16 Le lasair theine loisgeadh i,

Is ghearradh i a nuas :

L^n-mhilleadh agus sgriosadh iad

Le achmhasan do ghnùis.

17 Air fear do dheas làimh fèin, a Dhè,
Gu robh do làmh gu treun

:

Air mac an duin' a rinneadh leat

A neartachadh dhuit fein.

. 18 Mar sin cha phiU siun uait a rìs

;

Ath-bheothaich sinn gach lò,

Is gairmidh sinn air t'ainm an sir

An cian a bhios sinn beò.

19 Pill sinn a rìs, a Dhe nam feart,

Is foillsich fèin gu h-àrd
Deadh dhealradh glan do ghnùis a

Is saorar sinn le d' ghràs. [n

SALM LXXXI.—81.

1 SEINMBHguh-aitdo Dhia ar neart
;|

Dhia lacoib fòs gu binn,
2 Is glacaibh salm, is tiompan fòs

;

Saltair is clàrsach ghrinn.
3 An trompaid sèidibh san re nuadh

Air lAithibh orduicht' feiU'.

4 Bu lagh sud aig Dia lacoib fòs
;

'S bu reachd do Israel.

5 Do loseph dh'orduich sud martheist,
Air dol dha trid ua h-Eiph't ;

'S an cualas cainnt is uirghioll fòs

Nach tuiginn as am beul.

6 O'n uailach shaor mi 'ghuala-san :

O obair chrè a làmh.
7 Ghair thusa ann ad thrioblaid orm,

Is shaor mi thu gun dàil

:

An ionad dìonihair tairneanaich
Do fnreagair mi do ghlaodh :

Aig uisgibh comhstri Mheribah,
Do dhearbh mi thu faraon,

8 Eiad, O mo shluagh, isbheir mi dhuit
Deadh fliianuis fòs gu ceart.

PSALM LXXXI.
On th' other side unto the tìood
Her branches did extend.

12 Why hast thou theu thus broken
And ta'eu her hedge away ? [dowa

So that all passengers do pluck,
And make of her a prey.

13 Theboar who from the forest comes
Doth waste it at his pleasure

;

The wild beast of the lield also

Devours it out of measure.
14 O God of hosts, we thee beseech,

Return now unto thine
;

Look down from heav'n in love, be-

And visit this thy vine : [hold,

15 This vineyard which thine own
right hand

Hath planted us among;
And that same branch, which for thy-

Thou hast made to be strong. [self

16 Burnt up it is with flaming fire,

It also is cut down :

They utterly are perished
When as thy face doth frown.

17 O Ìet thy hand be stiU upon
The Man of thy right hand,

The Son of man, whom for thyself

Thou madest strong to stand.
18 So henceforth we will not go back,

Nor turn from thee at all

:

O do thou quicken us, and we
Upon thy name will call.

19 Turn us again, Lord God of hosts,

And upon us vouchsafe
To make thy countenance to shine,
And so we shall be safe.

PSALM LXXXI.—81.

1 SlNG loud to God our strength ; with
To Jacob's God do sing. [joy

2 Take up a psalm, the pleasant harp,
Timbrel and psalt'ry bring.

3 BIow trumpets at new-moon, what
Our feast appointed is

:

[day
4 For charge to Isr'el and a law

Of Jacob's God was this.

5 To Joseph this a testimony
He made, when Egypt land

He travell'd through, where speech
I did not understand. [I heard

6 His shoulder I from burdens took,
His hands from pots did free.

7 Thou didst in trouble on me call,

And I deliver'd thee :

In secret place of thundering,
I did thee answer make ;

And at the streams of Meribah,
Of thee a proof did take.

8 O thou, my people, give an ear,

rii testifv to thee

;



SALM LXXXII.
Ma dh'HÌsdeas tu ri puth mo bheil,

O Israeil eu beachd.

9 Annad na biodh aon uair air bith
Dia eile coigreach brèig',

L) do dhia coinnheach lòs air bith
Na cromsa sios 's na pèilL

10 'S mise do Dhia lehobhah treun,
Thog: thus' o"n Eiph't le neart;

Gu t';irsuinn tbsgail rium do bheul,
Is honam e gu pailt.

11 Gidhearih cha d' thug mo phobull
Eisdeachd doehuth mo bhèii,[fein

'S cha grhabhadh rium an aitim ud
j

A ghin o Israel.
!

12 Mar sin do mhiann an cridhe fein

Thug mise thairis iad :

'S eliluais iad 'nan comhairle neo-
A' cur an ciont' am meud. [ghliC:

]'ò O b'fhearr gu'm biodh mo phobuU
fein I

A' tabhairt geill do m' reachd :

Is fùs gu'u gluaiseadh Israel

A'm' sìilighibh ftin gu ceart !

14 An naimhde amachdaichiun gu
luath,

Le buaidh 'g au leagadh sìos ;

'<

Is phillinn air an eascairdibh
ÌIo lamh, g'an cur fo chis.

I

15 Luchd-luath' an Tighearnamar sin

Bheireadh làn-ùmhlachd dha;
Ach biodh an aimsir san ro-bhuan

Is maireannach gu bràth.
i

18 Is bheireadh e ga'm beathachadh,
j

Smior cruithneachd fòs d'a shluagh:
Do làn-dhiol blieirinn duit faraon

j

Do'n mhil o'n charraig chruaidh. i

SALM LXXXIL—82. I

1 AX coimhthional nau treun a ta T
'Na sheasamh Dia nam feart

:

Am measg nan dee bheir esan breth 2

Le cothrom is le ceart. 1

2 Cia fhad a bheir sibh breifheauas '

Gu heucorach 's gach cùis
;

3

Toirt leth-bhreth air ua daoinibh
'Gam meas a rèir an gnùis?[daoi 4

3 Do dhaoinibh bochd 's do dhilleachd-
1

Deanaibh-sa diou le ceart
; [ain!

Is cumaibh còir riu sud a ghnàth 1

Ta cràiteach bochd gun neart : 5
4 An tairinÌ3lf.g'sandeòradh truagh,

Sior-theasairgibh 'nam leum,
;

Deanaibh o làimh nan aiugidh fòs '.

Deadh-fhuasgladh dhoibh gu treun.

5 Eolas no tuigse cha'n 'eil ac', 6

A' triall san dorcha taid
;

Tha bunaite na talmhainn fòs
'

Air gluasad as an àit.

PSALM LXXXII. 89

To thee, O Isr'el, if thou wilt

But hearken uuto me.

9 In midst of thee there shall not be
Any strange god at all

;

Nor unto any god unknown
Thou bowing down shalt fall.

10 I am the Lord thy God, which did
From Egypt land thee guide

;

ril fill thy mouth abundautly,
Do thou it open wide.

11 But yet my people to my voice

1

Would not attentive be
;

I
And ev'n my chosen Israel

He would'have none of me.
12 So to the lust of their own hearts

1 thera delivered
;

And then in counsels of their
own

They vainly wandered.

13 O that my people had me heard,
Isr'el my ways had chose !

14 I had their en'mies soon subdu'd
My hand turn'd on their foes.

15 The haters of the Lord to him
Submis.sion should have feign'd :

But as for them, their time should
have

For evermore remaiu'd.

16 He should have also fed them
wiih

The fiuest of the wheat;
Of honey Irom the rock thy fill

I should have made thee eat

PSALM LXXXIL—82.
Ix gods' ass^mbly God doth stand

;

He judgeth gods among.
How long, acceptiug persons

vile,

Will ye give judgment wrong ?

Defend the poor and fatherless
;

To poor oppress'd do right.

The poor and needy ones set
free

;

Rid them from ill men's might.

They know not, nor wiU under-
stand

;

In darkness they walk on :

All the foundations of the earth
Out ot their course are gone.

I said that ye are eods, and are
Sons of the Highest all:

But ye shall die like men, and aa
One of the princes fall.



SALM LXXXIII.
,

I

PSALM LXXXin.
6 Is dèe sibh (thubhairt mi,) 's is mic 8 O God, do thou raise up thy-

Do'n Ti a's àirde t'ann: [dhaoin',

7 Ach tuitidh, 's gheibh sibh bàs raarj

'S maraon do phrionusaibh fann.

8 Dhia, èirich, air an talamh dean
j

Deadh bhreitheanas gu grad : |

Oir gabhaidh tu mar oighreachdi
Na fineachan air fad. [dhuit!

SALM LXXXIIL—83.
|

1 Na bi a'd' thosd.a nis, na bi

A'd' thàmh, O Dhia ar neart,

Na bisa sàmhach nis 'nar feum,
Dhia chumhachdaich nara feart.

2 Oir feuch, a ta do naimhde treua
Ri stri is buaircas àrd

;

'S an dream ud leis ara fuathach thu,
An cinn thog suas an àird.

3 Oir dheaìbh iad olcgu cuilbheartach
'N aghaidh do phobuiU fein,

'N aghaidh do raliuinntir dliiomhair

self,

The earth to judgraent call

:

For thou, as thine inheritance,
Shalt take the nations all.

PSALM LXXXIIL—83.

1 Keep not, O God, we thee entreat,
O keep not silence now:

Do thou not hold thy peace, O
God,

And still no more be thou.
2 For, lo, thine enemies a noise

Tumultuouslyhave made;
And they that haters are of thee
Have lifted up the head.

3 Against thy chosen people they
Do crafty counsel take ;

Ghabh comhairle le cheil'. [fos: And they against thy hidden c

4 A deir iad,Thigibh leinn g'an sgri

O bhi ni 's mò 'nan sbiagh

;

A chum nach biodh air Israel

lomradh gu bràth no luaidh :

5 Oir ghabh iad comhairle le chèil'

:

A' t'aghaidh ceaiigal rinn.

6 Pàilliun Edoim, 's Ismaelich,
Moab is Hagaren

;

7 Gebal, Amon, is Amalec,
Palestin, 's muinntir Thior ;

Do consultations inake.

,4 Come,Iet us cut them off, said they,
From being a uation,

That of the name of Isr'el may
I

No more bs mention.

5 For with joint heart they plot, in

league
I

Against thee they combine.
6 The tents of Edom, Ishra'elites,

Moab's and Hagar's Une :

> Dhruid Asur leo: 's bu chòmhnadh 7 Gebal, and Ammòn, Amalek,
Do ghineil Lot gu fior. [iad Philistines, those of Tyre ;

9 Mar rinneadh leat air Midian, ,

'S air Siserale chèil';
j

Air labin aig sruth Chisom cas,
|

Dean orra sud d'a rèir

:

10 Aig Endor mar a chaidh an claoidh

Mar aolach air an làr. ,

11 Air Oreb mar rinn thu, 's air Seeb,

Dean air an uaislibh tàir :

Mar Sheba fòs is Shalmuna,
Am prionnsan dean gu leir :

12 A thubhairt, Glacamaid dhuinn
Mar oighreachd. Arois Dè. [fein,

13 Dean iad marasbhuain,0 mo Dhia;
Mai

8 Aud Assur join'd with them, to

help
Lot's children they conspire.

9 Do to them as to Midian,
Jabin at Kison strand

;

10 And SisVa, which at Endor fell,

As dung to fat the land.

11 Like Oreb and like Zeeb make
Their noble men to fall

;

Like Zeba aud Zalmunna like

I

Make thou their princes all
;

12 Who said, For our possession,

Let us God's houses take.

mhoU roimh ghaoith nan 13 My Gol, them like a wheel, as

gleann. ~ [chrion,|

14 Mar chlaoidheas teine coillteach

'S mar loisgeas la^air beann :

15 Mar sin le d' dhoininn orra sud,

Dean thusa tòrachd dhin

haff
Before the wind, them make.

14 As fire consunies the wood, as

tlame
Doth mountaina aet on fire.

Le d'iomghaoith, is le d' dhoininn '^ ^hase and affright them with the

Cuir orra geilt is tìamh. [mhòir,|
16 An eudan lion le masladh mòr,

'S le rughadh-gruaidh' gach rè,

Gu ruig an uair an iarrar leo

T'ainm glòrmhor fèin, a Dhè.

storm
And terapest of thine ire.

16 Their faces fill with shame, O
Lord,

That they raay seek thy name.



SALM LXXXIV.
I

17Biodh amhluadh orramar an ceudn',

Is trioblaid mhòr a chaoidh :

Is glacadh nàire mhaslach iad,

G'am milieadh is g'an claoidh.

18 Gu'n aithnich iad gur tusa rahàin
D"an ainm lehobhah treun,

Tha t'uachdaran os ceann gach tìr'

San domhan mhòr gu lcir.

SALM LXXXIV.—S-i.

1 Cl A mòr an airidh-ghràidh do theach,
lehobhah mhòir nan sluagh ! i

Ciataitneachdhomh-sa t'àrosnaomh,]
O Thighearna nam buadh

'

2 Tha m'anam fann,

PSALM LXXXIV. 91

17 Let them confounded be, and vex'd,

And perish in their shame :

18 That men niay know that thon, to

whom
Alone doth appertain

The name JEHOVAH, dost most
high

O'er all the earth remain.

PSALM LXXXIV.—8-1.

1 HOW lovely is thy dvvelling-place,

O Lord of hosts, to me 1

The tabernacles ot thy grace
How pleasant, Lord, they be 1

Aircùirtibh Dhègach lò: [mhiann
Mo chridh' is m'theoil ri scairteachd

'N geall air an Dia ta beò.[chruaidh,!

3 Feuch fhuair
beag

Tigh-còmhnuidh maith 'nafheum,
San gobhlan-gaoithe mar an ceudn'
Do sholair nead dhi fèin.

Is taisgidh i an sin a h-eoin,

"S a h-àlach beag gun chli

:

Aig t'altair fèin, O Dhia nan sluagh,
Mo Thighearn, is mo Righ.

•neud a 2 My thirsty soul longs veh'mently.
Yea faints, thy courts to see :

My very heart and Hesh cry out,

'O living God, for thee.

sud an gealbhonn'3 Behold, the sparrow findeth out
An house wherein to rest

;

The swallow also for herself

Hath purchased a nest

;

Ev'n thine own altars, where she
safe

Her young ones forth may bring,
O thou almighty Lord of hosts,

. ^Yho art my God and Kiug.

4 'S beannaicht' an dream an còmh- 4 Bless'd are they in thy house that
A'd' àros naomh, a Dhè, [nuidh tai

Oir bheir iad, (mar is cubhaidh dho-

1

dweU,
They ever give thee praise.

Mòr-mholadh dhuitgach rè.[ibh,) 5 Bless'd is the man whose strength

5 'S beannaicht' an duine sin 'gam
Annads' a neart gach là : [bheilj

An dream 'gam bheil 'nan cridhe
Do shhghe fein a ghnàth. [stigh

6 An dream sin tre ghleaun Baca thèid,

Ni tobair ann, 'nam feum :

Is honaidh 'n t uisge thig a nuas
Na sluic gu ruig am bèil.

7 Sior-ghluaisidh iad mar sin gun
A' dol o neart gu neart : [sgios,

An Sion nochdar iad fadheòidh
An làthair Dhè nam feart.

8 Dhia nan sluagh,cluinn m'uruuigh
Dhe lacoib, èisd gu grad. [tein,

9 O Dhia ar sgiath, feucli 's amhairc
Gnùis t'ungaidh fèin gun stad. [air

10 'S fearr là a'd' chùirt na mile là :

B'fhearr leam bhi dorsaireachd
Au àros Dè, na m' chòmhnuidh fòs

Am pàilliun aingidheachd.

11 Oir 's grian, 's is sgiath lehobhah
Is bheir e gràs is glòir

;
[Dia

'S cha chum e maith air bith o'n
Ghluaiseasgudireachcòir. [di

12 O Thighearn is a Dhia nan sluagh,

Is beannaicht' e gun cheisd,

An duine sin, gu muinghineach
D'an dòchas thu am feasd.

thou art,

In whose heart are thy ways :

6 Who passing thorough Baca's vale,

• Therein do dig up wells
;

Also the rain that falleth down
The pools with water fills.

7 So they from strength unwearied go
StiU forward unto strength,

Until in Sion they appear
Before the Lord at length.

8 Lord God ot hosts, my prayer hear ;

O Jacob's God, give ear.

9 See God our shield, look on the face

Of thine anointed dear.

10 For in thy courts one day excels

A thousand ; rather in

My God's house will I keep a door
Than dwell in tents of sin.

1

1

For God the Lord's a sun and shield:

He'U grace and glory give
;

And wiU withhold no good from
them

That uprightly do live.

12 O thou that art the Lord of hosts,

That man is truly blest,

Who by assured contidence
On thee alone doth rest.
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1 BHA thusa gràsmhor Qbharach,

A Dhè, do (V dhùthaich tèin
;

Bruid lacoib thug thu air a h-ais

A rìs le d' ghairdean treun.

2 CiontadophobuiUmhailh thu fAin:

Dh't'holuich thu 'n uile lochd.

3 Choisg thu do chorruich uile, 's phiU
O'n lasan a bha ort.

4 Pill sinn a ris, a Dliia ar slàint',

Is tog: do lasan dhinn.
5 Am bi do chorruich ruitm pu bràth ?

'S an sinear t'tliearjr gach linn ?

6 Nach deanar leatsa, Dhia nan gràs,

A ris ar tabhairt beò :

Gu'n deanadh annad gairdeachas
Do phobull fein gach lò ?

7 Taisbein do thròcair dhuinn a nis,

A Thighearn is a Dhe :

Is deònuicli dliuinnet'fhurtachd fòs,|6 Tha,t in thee

'S do shlàinte fèin gach rè.

8 Nia èisdeara ris an ni their Di

Labhraidh e sìth gu beaclid

PSALM LXXXV.
1 O IiORD, thou hast been favourable

To thy beloved land :

Jacob's captivity thou hast
Recall'd with miglity hand.

2 Thou pardoned thy people hast
All their iniquities

;

Tliou all their trespasses and sins

Has cover'd from thine eyes.

3 Thou took'st off all thine ire, and
turn'dst

From thy wratli's furiousne?^.

4 Turn us, God of our heaith, &nà
cause

Thy wrath 'gainst us to cease.

5 Shall thy displeasure thus endure
Against us without end?

Wilt thou to g.'nerations all

Tliine anger forth estend?

ay tliy people joy,

Wilt thou not us revive ?

Show us thy mercy, Lord, to us
Do tliy salvation giv

R'a pliobull naomir-, 's na pilleadh 8 I'll hear «-hat God tlie Lord will

A ris chum amaideachd. [iad
''

9 Gu dearbh tha 'chabhair dlùth do'n
D'an eagal e gu fior ; [dream

Chum glòirabhi 'na còmhnuidhfùs
Gu bunaiteach 'nar tir.

10 Tha tròcair ao:us firinn ghlan
Air còmhlachadh a cheil' :

Tha ceartas agus siochaint mhaith
A' pògadh beul ri beul.

11 Is fàsaidh as an talamh fòs

Firinn a nios gu pailt

:

Is seallaidh ceart is fireantachd

O nJ^amh a nuas gun airc.

12 Is amhliiidh bheir lehobhah dhuinn
Ni maith gu toirbheartach

;

Is bheir ar fearann is ar fonn
Deadh thoradh trom a mach.

13 Sìor-ghluaisidh ceart is tìreantachd

'Na fhianiiis san gu rèidh :

Is sinn air sligh' a cheumanna
Gu direacli stiùraidh e.

SALM LXXXVL—86.

1 AOM rium do chluas is cluinn mi,
Oir tha mi ainnis truagh : [Dhia,

2 Dean thusa, chionn gu 'm buia mi
dhuit,

M'anam a dhion gu luath :

Oir 's tu mo Dhia, saor t'òglach fein

Tha 'g earbsadh riut a ghnàth.
3 Dean tròcair orm, a Dhia, le iochd

Oir gaiream ort gach là.

4 Dean anam t'òglaich dhìleis fèin

Fior-aoibhinn agus ait

:

Air son gu'n togam riut, a Dhè,
M'anara gu ìèìr a'm' airc.

To his folk he'll speak peace,
And to his saiuts ; but let them

not
Return to foolishnesa.

9 To thera that fear him surely near
Is his salvation ;

That glory in our land may have
Her habitation.

10 Truth met with mercy, righteoua-
uess

And peace kiss"d mutualìy:
11 Trutli springs from earth, and

righteousness
Looks down from heaven h.igh.

12 Yea, what is good the Lord shall

give
;

Our land shall yield increaf--e :

13 Justice, to set us io his steps,

Shall go before his face.

PSALM LXXXVL—86.

1 O LORD, do thou bow down thine

And hear me graciously;
Because 1 sore afflicted am,
And am in poverty.

2 Because l'm holy, let my soul

By thee preserved be :

O thou my God, thy servant save,

That puts liis trust in thee.

3 Sith unto thee I daily cry,

Be merciful to rae.

4 Rejoice thy.servant'ssoul; for, Lord,
I lift mvsoul to thea
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fi Oir tha thu fein ro-mhaith, a Dhè,|5 For thou art gracious, O Lord,

Làn iochd is acarachd :

Is tha thu do na ghairmeas ort,

Pailt anu an tròcaireachd.

6 Eisd m'urnuieh, Dhia ; is thoir fa'n

Guth gearanach mo chaoidh. [ear

7 An là mo thrioblaid gaiream ort

;

Oir freagraidh tusa mi.

8 Am measg nan dèe cha'n 'eil,

Dhia,
Aon neach tha cosmhuil riut

:

No gnìomh air bith tha cosmhuil ris

Gacli grnionih a rinneadh leat.

9 Thig iad, gach cinueach rinneadh
leat,

Ts sleuchdaidh dhuit, a Dhè,
Is bh.eir iad plòir is moladh àrd

Do t'ainm-sa feadli gach rè.

10 Air son, a Dhe, gu bheil thu mòr,
'S gu'n deanar oibre leat

Tha miorbhuileach ; 's tu ftin a
mliàin

Dia cumhachdach uam feart.

And ready to forgive

And rich in mercy, all that call

Upùu thee to reheve.

6 Hcar, Lord, mv pray'r ; unto the

voice

Of my request attend :

In troublous times l'll call on thee

;

For thou wilt answer send.

8 Lord, there is noneamong the gods
That may witli thee compare

;

And like tlieworks which thou liast

done,
Xot any work is there.

9 AU nations whom thou mad"st sl.all

00me
And worship rev'rently

Before thy face ; and they, O Lord,
Thy name sliall glorify.

10 Because tliou art exceedin? great,

And vvorks by thee are done
Which are to be admir'd ; and tljoti

Art God thyself alone.

11 Do shlighe teagaisg dhomh,a Dhia, 11 Teach me thy ^^ay, and in

A'd' fhìrinn gluaisidh mi

:

Chum eagal t'ainme gu'm biodh orm
Mo chridhe druid riut fèin.

12 Le m' uile chridh' àrd mholam thu
O Thighearua mo Dhia :

Do t'ainm rouasal bheir mi fòs,

Ard ghlòir air feadh gach ial.

13 Oir 's mòr do thròcair dhomhsa,
Is fòs o ifrinn shic

truth,

OLord, then walkM-iIII;

I

Unite my heart, that I thy name
May fear continually.

12 O Lo'rd my God, with all my hfti^rt

To thee 1 will give praise

;

And 1 the glory will ascribe

Unto thy name always :

Thug thusa saors' do m'anam bochd,j
Is thog thu e a nìos.

14 Luchd-iìrdain dh'eirich rium,aDhè.

[Dhè, 13 Because thy mercy toward me
In greatness doth excel

;

And tliou deliver'd hast my soul
Out from the lowest hell.

Is cuideachd làidir dhian, [Dhe, 14 O God, the proud agaiust me rise,

'G iarraidh m'anam', a ' ' '

Nior chuir iad rompa

15 Ach tha thu, Dhè, mòr-thròcair-
each

,

Ro-iochdmhor anns gach càs
,

Chum feirge mall,achsaoibhirpailt
Am firinn is an gràs.

16 O pill rium, is dean tròcair orm,
Thoir neart do t'cglach fèin,

Do mhac do bhanoglaich faraon
Dean luasgladh ann a fheum.

17 Comhar air raaith nochddhomhsa,
Lhia,

And vi'lent n

I

That for my soul have sought ; and
thee

Before them have not set.

15 But thou art full of pity, Lord,
A God most gracious',

Long-sufferiug, and in thy truth
And mercy plenteous.

16 O turn to me thy countenance,
And mercy on me have ;

Thy servantstrengthen, and the son
Of thine own handmaid save.

7Sho|17 Show me a sign for good, that they
Luchd m'lhuath'gu'mfaiceadhe,} Which do me hate mav see,

'Sgu'n gabhadh nàir',a chionn gur, And beasham'd, because thou,Loid,

Mo neart, is m' fhurtachd fèin.
\

SALM LXXXVII.—87.
|

1 Tha 'bhunaite sna slèibhtibhi

2 'S ro-ionmhuinneach le Dia

Didst help and comfnrt me.
PSALM LXXXVII.—87.

1 UPO.N- the hiUs of holiness
He his foundation sets.

2 God, more than Jacob's dw'Hings
Delights in Sion's gatea. [aTl,
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Geatacha Shioin, thar gach àit

A bha aig lacob riamh.
3 Nithe ro-ghlòrmhor innsear ort,

A chaithir ^luinn Dè.
4 Rahab, is Babel cuirahnicheam,

Do'n dream d'an aithne mi

;

Gabh beachd air Tirus mar an
Is dùthaich Phalestin, [ceudn',

Maille ri Etiopia

:

Ara fear so ruejadh 'n sin.

5 Mu thimchioU Shioin theirear so,

Am fear ao rugadh t'os,

'S am fear ud innt' ; an Ti a's àird
Socraichidli i air chòir.

6 Tràth sgrìobhas Dia le cuimhne
Na fineaclia fa leth, [mhaith

'N sin àirmhidh e gu'm b'ann an
Bha 'm fear so air a bhreith. [aud

7 Luchd-aeinn nan òran bidli an sud,
Luchd innil-ciìiil d'an rèir :

'S ann annad fp.in, aDhia nan gràs,
Mo thobair tha gu lèir.

SALM LXXXVIII.—88.

1 lEHOBH.AH Dhia mo Shlànuighir,
Ort ehair mi dh'oidhch' 's a là.

2 A'd' fhianuis thigeadh ra'urnuigh
Is èisd mo ghlaodh a ghn;5th.[fòs;

3 Oir m'anam làn do thrioblaid ta
; j

'S do'n uaigh mo bheatha dlùth.
4 Seadh mheasadh mi mar nench theid

Do'n tsloclid, is mi gun lùth.[sìos

5 Saor tha mi raeasg nam marbh, isl

fòs

Mar mharbh san uaigh gnn deò,
A sgathadh sios le d' jàimh gu

b-achd,
'S nach cuimhnichear ni 's mò.

6 Chuir thu mi'n ^ite domhain, dorch,
San t-slochd a's ìsle t'ann.

7 Is chlaoidh thu mi le d' shumain-
eadh,

Luidh orm-sa t'fliearg gu teann.

8 Chuir thu luchd m'eòlais fada uam :

'S rosgreataidh mise leo :

Mar neach am priosan druidt' a taim,
Nach faigh a mach ni's mò.

9 Do bhrigh mo thrioblaid tha rao
Ri caoidh is bròn a ghnàth;[shùil

Mo làmhan shin mi riut, a Dhè,
Is ghairm rai ort gach là.

10 Do mhiorbhuile do'n dream tha
A Dliè, an taishein thu ? [marbh,

Au eirich iad a nios a ris,

A thabhairt dhuitse cliu?[caomh,
11 Do thròcair ia do chaoirahneas

Am foillsichear san uaigh ?

Air t'fhirinn ann an sgrios a' bhàis,
Le neach an toirear luaidh ?

PSALM LXXXVIIL
3 Things glorious are said of thee,

Thou city of theLord.
4 Rahab and Babel I, to those

That know me, vviU record :

Behold ev'n Tyrus, and with it

The land of Palestine,
And likewise Ethiopia

;

This man was born therein.
5 And it of Sion shall b'* aaid,

This raan and that raan there
Was born ; and he that is most

High
Hiraself shall stabhsh her.

6 When God the people writes, he'll

count
That this man born was there.

7 There be that sing and play ; and
all

My well-springs in thee are.

PSALM LXXXVIII.—88.

1 LORD God, ray Saviour, day and
night

Before thee cried have I.

2 Before thee let ray prayer come

;

Give ear unto my cry.

3 For troubltìs great do fiU my soul

;

My life draws nigh the grave.

4 I'm counted withthose that go down
To pit, and no strength have.

5 Ev'n free among the dead,like thera
That slain in grave do lie ;

Cut oiT from thy harid, whom no
more

Thou hast in memory.
6 Thou liast me laid in lowest pit,

In deeps and darksorae caves.

7 Thy wrath lies hard on me, thou
hast

Me press'd with all thy waves.

BThou hast put far from me m yfriends'

Thou mad'st them t' abh'or me

;

And I am so shut np, that I

Find no 'vasion for me.
9 By reason of afiìiction

Mitie eye mourns dolefnlly:

To thpe,'Lord, do I call, and stretch

My hands continually

lOWilt thou show wonders to the dead?
Shall they rise, and thee bless?

11 Shall in the grave thy love be told ?

In death thy faithfulness?

12 Shall thy great wondersin thedark,
Or shall thy righteousneas

Be known to any in the land
Of deep forgetfulness ?



SAL.M LXXXIX.
12 Am bi maoin eòlaiis anns a

PSALM LXXXIX.

Air t'iheartaibh raìorbhuileach ?

dorch'jlS ButLord, to thee I c

At morn prevent shall tliee.

No 'm bi au tir na dìchuimhn' fio3,iI4 Why, Lord, dost thou cast ofl' my
No beachd air t'l'hireantachd

13 Ach riutsa ghlaodh mi, O mo Dhia:
Gu moch tlièid m'\irnuigh suas.

14 Dhia c'uim' au tilg thu m'anam
uait ?

'S an cum thu uam do ghnùis ?

15 O m' òige tha mi air mo chràdh,
Ro-dhlùth do bliàs is uaigh ;

Air dhoinh bhi tulang t'uamhasan,
Tha mi an imcheist chruaidli

soul,

And hid'st thy face from me ?

15 Distress'd am 1, and from my youth
I ready am to die

;

Thy terrors I have borne, and am
Distracted fearfully.

16 The dreadful tìerceness of thy wratli

Quite over me doth go :

Thy terrors great have cut me oS",

They did pursui

16 Oir dh'imich tharum t'fhearg gu 17 For round about me ev'ry day
trom

.

Chlaoidh t'uamhaismi a ghnàth :

17 Mar uisge chaidh iad timchioll orm,
Ga m' chuairteachadh gach là.

18 Mo charaid chuir thu uam am fad,

'S am fear thug dhomhsa gràdh :

Luchd m'eolais mar an ceudna tha
An dorchadas 'nan tàmh.

SALM LXXXIX.—89.

1 AlR trocair Dhè siorsheinnidh mi,
Is ni mi oirre sgeul

;

O àl gu h-àl gu maireannach
Air t'fhìrinn thig mo bheul.

2 Oir thubhairt mi, gu'n togar suas
Do thròcair mhor do shior : i

Is t'fhirinn cheart sna nèamhaibh
Socruichear leat gu fior. [àrd'

'ò Coirahcheangal rinn rai ris au Ti
A ròghnaich mi gu sìor: [dhomh,

'S do Dhaibbidh tha 'na òglach
Mhionnaich mi fèin gu tìor.

4 Socraichidh mi gu daingean buan
Do ghinealacli 's do shiol,

Do chaithir rioghail togam suas
O linn gu liun gu sior.

5 Molaidh na nèamhan àrd' ^u binn
Do mliiorbhuilean, a Dhe

;

Is filiirinn ann an coimhthional
Do chloinne naomha fèin.

6 Oir cò sna nèamhaibh choimeasar
Ri Dia khobhah mòr?

Is cò ta measg nan cumhachdach
Cosmhuil ri Dia ua glòir' ?

7 An coimhthional nan naomh gu
beachd 1

'S cias eagail Dia gun cheisd :

Ard-urram o gach neach mu'n cuairti

Dha 's dleasdanach am feasd. i

8 O Thighearna 's a Dhia nan sluagh,'

Cò 'n Triath siu ann an neart
Is cosmhuil riut ? a'd' fhirinn fòs

|

Ga d' chuairteachadh gu beachd ?

9 Ard-ontTia cuain is fairge mòir,
'S tu chuireas iad fu reaclid :

Like vvater, they did roll

;

And, gathering tosether, they
Have compassed my soul.

18 My friends thou hast put far from
And him that did me love

; [me,
And those that mine acquaintance
To darkuess didst remove. [were

PSALM LXXXIX.—89.

1 GOD'S mercies I Rill ever sing;
And with my mouth I shall

Thy faithtulness make to be known
To generations all.

2 For mercy shall be built, said I,

For ever to endure
;

!
Thy faithfulness, ev'n in the heav'ns,
Thou wilt establish sure.

3 I with my chosen One have made
A cov'naut graciously;

And to my servant, whom I lov'd,

To David sworn have I
;

4 That I thy seed establish shall

For ever to remain,
And wi'.l to generations all

Thy throne build and maintain.

5 The praises of thy wonders, Lord,
The heavens shall express

;

And in the congregation
Of saints thy faithfulness.

6 For who in heaven with the Lord
May once himself compare?

Who is like God among the sons
Of those that mighty are ?

7 Great fear in meeting of the saints

Is due unto the Lord ;

And he of all about him should
With rev'rence be ador'd.

8 thou that art the Lord of hosts,

What lord in mightiness
Is like to thee? vvho compass'd

round
1 Art with thy faithfulness.

j9 Ev'n in the raging of the sea
I Thou over it dost reign

;
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A tonnan àrd' tràth dh'èireas suas,

Coisgidh tu iad le smachd.
10 Mar dhuine buailte dol do'n eug,

Mhin phronnadh Rahab leat

:

Do naimhde Sjjaoil thu as a chèil'

Le d' g:hairdean treun 's le d' ueart.

li Is leatsa, Dhe, na tìaitheanais,

'S au talainh ta fo'r bonn :

'S tu dhaingnich l'òs au cruinnecè,
Le 'làn do thoradh trom.

12 An àirde deas is tuath faraon,

Do cliruthaicheadh iad leat :

Sliabh Thaboir agus Hermoin àird

A'd' aium bidh aoibhueach ait.

13 Tha agad gairdean cumhachdach:
A ta do làmh ro-threun,

A Dhe, a ta do dheas làmh fòa

Arduichte mar an ceudn'.

14 Mar iìite tàimh do d' chaithir righ

Tha cothrom agus ceart

:

Bidh tròcair agus tirinn fòs

Dol roiuih do ghnùis gu beachd.

15 'S beaimaicht' an sluagh a thuigeas

An fhuaim thaaoibhneach ait: [lòs

An solus glan do ghnùis', a Dhe,
Sior-ghÌuaisidh iad gu ceart.

16 A'd' ainms' air feadh an \à bidhiad
Gu h-aoibhneach mar bu chòir :

Is ann ad fhireantachd faraon,

Arduichear iad gu mòr.

17 Oir raais' is glòiran spionnaidh sud
Is tus' a rahàin a Dht'

:

Ar n-adharc ann ad chaoimhneas
Arduichear leat gu treun. [caomh

18 Oir 'se lehobhah l3ia nam feart,

Ar targaid is ar sgiath
;

'Se 'n ti ro-naomh sin Israeil

Ar n-Ard Righ is ar Triath.

19 An taisbean, anns an àm sin fein,

Labhair thu, Dhè, gu ceart

Ri d' dhuine naomh ; is thubhairt

Le tìriun, ris gu beachd ;
[thu,

Leag mise 's cliuir mi cuideachadli

Air gai.-^geach treun nam buadh ;

Is dh'àrduich rni gu mòr au neach
A thagh mi as an tsluagh.

20B'eDaibhidh neach afliuaradh leam,
Mo sheirbhiseach ro chaomh ;

'Se siu an neach a rinneadh leam
Ungadh le m'oladh naomh.

21 Is socruicliear mo làmh do shior

Gu dileas daingean leis
;

Is ni mo ghairdean cumhachdach
A neartachadh le treis.

22 Le mac an uilc eha chlaoidhear e

A nàmh cha tog dheth cis.

2'^ Buailidh mi 'eascairde 'na lath'r,

Lea<;aidh mi nàmh a sios.

PSALM LXXXIX.
And when the waves thereof do swell,
Thou stillest thera again.

10 Rahab in pieces thou didst break,
Like one that slaughter'd is

;

Andwith thy mighty arm thou hast
Dispers'd thine enemies.

11 The heav'na are thine, thou for

thine own
The earth dost also take

;

Tlie world, and fuhtess of the same
i'hy pow'r did found and muke.

] 2 The north and south from thee alone
Their first begiuuing had

;

Both Tabor mount and Hermonhill
Shall in thy name be glad.

iSThou hast anarm tliat's fullof pow'r,
Thy haud is great in might:

Aud thy right hand exceedingly
Exalted is in height.

14 Justice and judgment of thy throne
Are made the dwelhng-place;

Mercy, accompanied with truth,

Shall go before thy face.

15 O greatly bless'd the people are

The joyful sound that know ;

In brightness of thy face, O Lord,
They ever on shall go.

16 They'in thy name shall all the day
Rejoice exceedingly ;

Aud in thy righteousness shall they
Exalted be on high.

17 Because the glory of their strength
Doth only stand in thee ;

Aud in thyfavour shall our horn
And pow'r exaUed be.

18 For God is our defence ; and he
To us doth safety briug:

The Holy One of Israel

Is our Almighty King.

19 In vision to thy Holy One
Thou saidst, I help upon

A strong one laid ; out of the folk

I rais'd a chosen one ;

20 Ev'n David, I have found hira ou»
A servant unto me

;

And with my holy oil, my king
Anointed him to be.

21 With whom my haud shall .stabhsh'd

be ;

Mine arm shall make him strong.

22 On him the foe shall not exact,

Nor sou of mischief wrong.
23 I will beat dovvn before his face

AU his mahcious foes ;

I will thera greatly plague who do
With hatred hira oppose.

24 My mercy and my faithfulness

Withhimyetstillshallbei



SALM LXXXIX.
24 Ach bidh mo thròcair inaille ris,

la m'fhirinn mar an ceudn'

:

Is 'adharc-san a'm' ainra-sa fòa
Bidh àrdaichte ^u treun.

25 A làrah-san cuiridh mi sa' chuan,
'S iia sruthaibl) a làmh dheaa.

26 Carraig: mo shlàinte, their e rium,
I\r athair, mo Dhia, 's mo threis.

PSALM LXXXIX. 97

And in my name his horn and
pow'r

Men shall exalted see.

25 His hand and pow'r shall reach
afar,

I'll set it in the sea
;

Aud his riglit hand established
'i in the rivei

27 Mo cheud-ghin ni mi dheth laraon, 26 Thou art my Father, he shall cry,
Arduichtft thar P-afrh rio-h. I ttu^.. __i. .i._ />. . i ' '

'

Arduichte thar pach righ.
28 Mo chùmhnant seasaidh daingean

Mo ghràs dha gleiJhidh mi. [leis ;

29 Is bheir mi air a shliochd gu mair '

lad feadh gach linn gu bràt'n :

'S a chaithir rioghail uasal àrd
jMar làithe nèimh a ghnàth. !

30 Ma 'se 's gu'n trèig a chlann mo
lagh,

I

'S nach gluais iad ann ara reachd :

31 Gu'n truaill iad m' àitheauta ro-

uaomh,
IM'iarrtuis nach cum gu ceart

;

32 Fiosraichidh mi an sin gu beachd
Le slait, an eucoir chlaon

;Am peacaidh fiosraicheam 's an
Le sgiùrsadh goirt faraon. [lochd,

Thou art my God alone
;

And he shal'l say, Thou art the
Rock

Of my salvation.
I'll make him my first-born. more

I

high
!

Than kings of anv land.
28 My love ril ever kèep for him,

My cov'nant fast shall staud.

29 His seed I by my pow'r wiU make
For ever to endure;

And,as the daysof heav'n, histhrone
Shall stable'be, and .sure.

30 But if his children shall forsake
My laws, and go astray,

And in myjudgments shall not walk,
" ' " -ander from my way ;

33 Gidheadh gu tur mo chaoimhneas- 31 If they my laws break, and do not
gràidh

Cha bhuin mi uaith gun cheisd :

Cha'n fhuiling mi gu"m breugaich'
Mo ghealladh fior am feasd. [ear

34 Mo choirahcheangal cha bhrisear
leam,

^No'u cùmhnant rinn mi ris ;

'S am focal a chaidh as mo bheul,
Am feasd cha chaochail mis'.

35 Oir aon uair mhiounaich mi mar so,
'S ann air mo naorahachd tèin,

Do Dhaibhidh tha 'na ùglach dhomh,
Am feasd nach dean mi breug.

36 Bithidh a shliochd 's a ghinealach
Sior-rahaireannach gach ial,

'S a chaithir rioghail bithidh i

A'm' fhianuis raar a' ghrian.
37 Is bithidh mar a' ghealach ghlan

Gu daingean buan do shior

;

'S mar fhianuis anns na nèamhaibh
Bhios tairis agus fior. [àrd'

38 Aeh thilg thu uait, is thrèig gu tur,
Is ghabh thu gràin a nis

;

'S an ti dh'ung thu le t'oladh naomh,
Tha thu an corruich ris.

39 Coimhcheangal t'òglaich dhileis
Sgaoil thusa, Dhè, le tàir : [ièin,

'S a choron uasal thruailleadh ieat,
'G a thilgeadh air an làr.

40 A ghàradh didein bhriseadh leat;
'S a dhaingneach làidir leag.

Keep my commaudemenfs;
32 l'll visit then their faults with

rods,

Their sins with chastiscments.
33 Yet ril uot take my los-e from

him,
Nor false my promise make.

34 My cov'nant l'Il not break, nor
change

What with my mouth 1 spake.

35 Once bv mv holiness I sware,
ToDàvid'riluot lie;

His seed and throne shall, as the
sun,

Before me last for aye.
37 It, like the moon, shall ever be

Establish'd stedfastly

;

And like to that which in theheav'n
Doth witness faithfully.

ì But thou, displeased, hast cast off,
Thou didst abhor and loathe;

With hira that thine anointed is

Thou hast been very wroth.
I Thou hast thy servant's covenant
Made void, and quite cast by ;

Thou hast profan'd his crown wbile
it

Cast on the ground doth lie.

40 Thou all his hedges hast broke
down,

His strongholds down hast torn.

I3
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41 .Mar chobhartach e do luchd-ròid :

U'a chiiiinhearsuaich mar Sfjeig:.

42 Liiiiih dheas a uàmhaid thog thu
Uii' eascaird' riiin thu ait. [suas :

4.'} Is iiliill thu faobhar 'arm ; sa' chath
Clia d'thug tlm dhasan neart.

44 Choisg thu a ghlòir, 'a a chaithir-|

Leag thusa sios gu làr. ['"igli

45 la aimsir 'òige ghearradh leat

;

Chòmhdaich thu e le nàir'.

46 Cia fhad a dh'fhoiuicheas tu, Dhe,
Tiiu fèin a cliaoidh nan cian ?

An loisg do chorruich fòs gu cas,

Mar theiae lasrach dian ?

47 Tabhair fa'near is cuimhnich fèin

Giorrad mo r^ 's rao lò :

C'arson a rinn thu clann nan daoia'j

Mar dhìomhanas no ceò ?

48 Cò e am fear am measg nam beò,
Am bàs nach faicear leis ?

t

No 'anam fein o làiuih na huaigh',!
An teasairg e le treis ?

49 C'àit bheil do chaoimhneas-gràidh,
A thaisbein thu o thùs, [a Dhè,

A mliioiinaich tiiu air t'fhirinn

cheirt

Do Dhaibhidh churaail suas ?

.ìO Cuimhuich, a Thighearn, toibh-

eum trom
Do sheirbhiaeach gu lèir :

Is mar a ghiùlain mis' a'm' uchd
Maaladh a' phobuill threin,

51 Le 'n d' thug do uaimhde masladh
uath'

Gun aobhar, Dliè nam feart,

Oir mhashiich iadsan ceumanna
An ti a dh' ungadh ìeat.

fì2 Mòr-bheaunaicht' agus cliùiteach

Gu robh leliobhah treun, [tòs

Gu siorruidh suthain fad gach rè !

Amen agus Amen.

SALM XC—90.

1 'S TU b'ionad còmhnuidh dhuinn
gach linn,

A Thighearna na glòir'

:

2 Cian mu'n do gliineadli fòs na cnuic,

'S na slèibhte beag no mòr.
Cian mu'n do dhealbh thu'n talamh

trom,
I

No'n cruinnecè le d' neart

;

O bhith-bhuantaclid gu bith-bhuant-
Is tusa Dia gu beachd. [achd,

'^ Gu neo-ni piUear leatsa rìa

An duine truagh 'ga sgrios

;

Is their thu fòs, O chlanu nan daoin'
Grad-pliillibh air 'ur n ais.

4 Oir mile bliadhn' a'd' sheailadh fein,

Mar an là 'n dè a ta,

I PSALM XC.

41 He to all passers-by a spoil,

To neighbours is a scorn.

42 Thou hast set up hia foes' right

hand ;

Mad'st all his en'mies glad :

43 Turn'd his sword's edge, and him to

In battle hast not made. [stand

44 His glory thou hast made to cease,

His throne to ground down cast

:

45Shorten'd his days of youth, and him
With shame thou cover'd haat.

46 How long, Lord, wilt thou hide thy-

For ever, in thine ire ? [self?

And shall thine indignation
Burn like unto a fire ?

47 Remember, Lord, how short a tima
I shall on earth remain :

O wherel'ore is it so that thou
Hast made all men in vain ?

48 What man is he tliat liveth here,

Aud death shall never see ?

Or from the power of the grave
What man his soul shall free ?

49 Thy former loving-kindnesses,
O Lord, where be they now ?

Those which in truth and faithful-

ness
To David sworn hast thou ?

50 Mind, Lord, thy servant's sad re-

How I in bosom bear [proacb

;

The scorninga of the people all,

Who strong and mighty are.

51 Wherewith thy raging enemies
Reproach'd, O Lord, think on ;

Wherewith they have reproach'd
the steps

Of thine anointed one.

52 All blessing to the Lord our God
Let be ascribed then :

For evermore ao let it be.

Àmen, yea, and amen.

PSALM XC—90.

1 LORD, thou hast been our dwelUng-
place

In generations all.

2 Before thou ever hadst brought
forth

The mountains great or .small

;

Ere ever thou hadat form'd the earth,

And all the world abroad
;

Ev'n thou from everlasting art

To everlasting God.

3 Thnu doat unto destruction

Mau that ia mortal turn
;

And unto them thou say'st, Again,

Ye sons of men, return.

4 Because a thouaand years appear
No niore before thy sight
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j

'N tràlh thèid e seach : ia ambluidh
fòa

Mar Ihorair' oidhch' a'd' làth'r. '

5 Dh'fhuadaich thu sìos iad mar le

Mar chodal iad no suain : [sruth

Sa' mhaduinn bidh iad mar am leur

Gu moch a dhY-ireas suas.

6 Air maduinn brisidh e fo bhlàth,
Is fàsaidh e gu h-àrd :

Ri àm an flieasgair gearrar e,

Is seargaidh air au làr.

7 Oir chaitheadh sinn le d' chorruich
ghèir

;

Chlaoidh t'fhearg-sa sinu gu tur.

8 Ar peacaidh dhiomhair, is ar lochd,

An sealladh t'eudain chuir.

9 Oir ann ad fheirg ar n-uile làith'

Tha teireachduinn fa seach :

Ischaithear leinn arbliadhnaidh fòs,

Mar sgeul a dh'innseadh neach.

10 'S iad làith' ar bliadhna mar an
ceudn'

Tri fichead bliadhn' 'sa deich,

No, feudaidh bhith, le tuiUeadh
neart

Ceith'r fichead bliadhn' do neach:
Gidheadh cha 'n 'eil 'nan spionnadh
Ach cràdh is cùradh geur : [sud

Oir sgathar sios gu h-ealamh e.

Is siubhlaidh sinn gu lèir.

11 Cò aig am bheil deadh thuigs'isfios

Air neart do chorruich fèin ?

Is amhluidh fòs mar t'eagal mòr,
Tha lasair t'theirg' d' a rèir.

12 teagaisgdhuinn, aDhenam feart,

Mar àirmhear leinn ar làith'

;

A chum ar cridh' a shocruchadh
Air gliocas ceart gauh tràth.

13 O Thighearna lehobhah mhòir,
Pill fein a ris : cia Oiad ?

Mu thimchioll staid do sheirbhiseach
Gabh aithreachas gu grad.

1-i O deaTi ar sàsuchadh gu moch
Le d' thròcair chaoimh, a Dhe,,

A chum gu'm bi sinn aoibhneach ait,

Ri fad ar là 's ar rè.

15 Dean subhach sinn a rèir nan là

A chràidh thu sinn gu goirt:

A rèirnam bliadhna ud faraon
Am faca sinn an t-olc.

16 Taisbean do d' sheirbhisich do ghnì
Faiceadh an clann do gh]òir.[omh

17 Is bitheadh mais' ar Tighearn Dia
A' dealradh oirnn gu mòr.

Na guiomhara a rinn ar làmh,
Socruich iad dhuinn, a Dhe ;

Na gniomhara a rinneadh leinn,

Dean daingean iad gu leir.

! PSALM XC. 09

Than yesterday, when it is past,

Or than a watch by night

5 As with an overllowintr tiood

Thou carry'st them away ;

They like a sleep are, hke the
grass

That grows at morn are they.

6 At morn it tlourishes and grows,
Cut down at ev'n doih fade.

7 For by thiue anger we're con-
sum'd,

Thy wrath makes us afraid.

8 Our sins thou and iniquities

Dost in thy preseuce place,

And sett'st our secret faults before

The brightness of thy face.

9 For in thine anger all our days
Do pass on to an end

;

And as a tale that hafh been told,

So we our years do spend.

10 Threescore and ten years do sum
Our days aud years, we see

;
[up

Or if, by reason of raore strength,

In some tburscore they be:
Yet doth tbe strength of such old

men
But grief and labour prove ;

For it is soon cut ofil', and vve

FJy hence, and soon remove.

11 Who knows the power of thy
wrath ?

According to thy fear

12 So is thy wrath : Lord, teach thou us
Our end in miud to bear ;

And so to count our days, that we
Our hearts may still apply

To learn thy wisdom and thy truth,

That we may live thereby'

13 Turn yet again to us, O Lord,
How long thus shall it be ?

Let it repent thee now for those
That servants are to thee.

14 O with thy tender raercies, Lord,
Us early satisfy

;

So we rejoice shall all our days,

And still be glad in thee.

15 According as the days have been,
Wherein we grief have had,

And years wherein we ill have seen,

So do thou make us glad.

16 O let thy work and pow'r appear
Thy servant's face before

;

And show unto their children dear
Thy glory evermore

:

17 And let the beauty of the Lord
Our God be us upon :

Our handy-works establish thou,
Establish them each one.
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1 AN neach sin tha 'na thànah gach
An ionad uaigneach Dhè, [uair

Fo sgàil an TJile-chnmhachdaich
Buan-chòmhnuidh iii gach rc.

2 Their mi a nis mu thimchioll Dhè,
Mo thearmunn e, 's mo neart

;

Mo dhaingneach : cuiream dòchas
ann :

Mo Dhia ; 's e Dia nam feart.

3 Gu dearhh o rib an eunadair
Ni esan fuasgladh ort,

Is ni do shaoradh mar an ceudn'
O'n phlàigh tha gràineil goirt.

4 Le 'iteich ni e d'fholach fòs,

Bidh t'earbsa fuidh a sgèith
;

Is 'fhirinn bidh 'na targaid dhuit,

IMar sgèith do d' dhion gacli rè.

5 Fa chùis an uamhais anns an oinhch'

Cha bhi ort geilt no sgàth ;

No fòs fa chùis na saighde bhios
A' ruith air feadh an là :

6 Cha bhi maoin eagail ort roimh 'n

Tha triall an dorchadas: [phlàigh

No fòs fa chùis an uilc a bliios

Mu mheadhon là ri sgrios.

7 Bidh mile tuiteam sìos ri d' thaobh,
Deich mile fòs ri d' dheis ;

Ach olc dhiubh sud cha tig a'd' chòir

No 'm fagus duit am feasd.

8 A mhàiu le d' shùilibh seailaidh tu,

Is bheir fa'near le beachd :

Droch-dhiol is tuarasdal nan daoi,

Gun cheist do chithear leat.

9 Achionn gu'nd'ròghnaichthusaDia,
Mar chòmhnuidh dhuit gach àm,

An Diaud tha 'nathearmunn domh,
'Se 'n Ti a's àirde t'ann :

10 Aon olc cha'n èirich dhuit ; is plàigh

Do d'fhàrdaich cha tig dlùth.

1

1

Oir bheir e àithn' d'a ainglibh, chum
A'd' ròd gu'n dìou iad thu.

12 Is togaidh iadsan thusa suas

Gu h-àrd air bhàrr am bos

,

Eagalgu'mbuailteadh leatair cloicb,

Aon uair air bith do chos.

13 Air leòmhan is air nathair-nimh'
Gun dòrainn saltrar leat

:

Pronnaidh tu 'n dràgon sioa le d'

chois,

'S an leòmhan òg le d' neart.

14 A chionn gur ionmhuinn leis-san

Sàr-fhuasgladh bheir mi dha ; [nii,

Air m'ainm a chionn gur eòlach e

Ardaicheam e gach la.

15 Gairidh e orm, is freagrara e :

'Na thrioblaid bitheam leis

;

Onoir Ì9 urram bheir mi dha,
Is fuasglam air gu deas.

PSALM XCI.

1 He that doth in the secret place
Of the most High reside,

Under the shade of him that is

Ih' Almighty shall abide.

2 I of the Lord my God will say,
He is my refuge still,

He is my fortress, and my God,
And in him trust I will.

3 Assuredly he shall thee save,

And give deliverance
From subtile fowler's snare, and from
The noisome pestilence.

4 His feathersshall thee hide; thytrust
Under his vvings shall be :

His faithfulness shall be a shield

And buckler unto thee.

5 Thou shalt not need to be afraid

For terrors of the night

;

Nor for the arrow that doth tly

By day. while it is light

;

6 Nor for the pestilence, that walks
In darkness secretly

;

Nor for destruction, that doth waste
At noon-day openly.

7 A thousand at thy side shall fall,

On thy right hand shall lie

Ten thousand dead
;
yet unto thee

It shall not once come nigh.

8 Only thou vvith thine eyes shalt look,
And a beholder be ;

And thou therein the just revvard

Of wicked men shalt see.

9 Because the Lord, who coustautly
My refuge is alone,

Ev'n the most High, is made by thee
Thy habitation

;

10 No piague shall uear thy dwelling
corae.

No ill shali thee befall

:

11 For thee to keep iu all thy wavs
His angels charge he sliall.

12 They in their hands shall bear thee
Still waiting thee upou ; [up,

Lest thouat any time should'stdash
Thy foot agaiust a stone.

13 Upon the adder thou shalt tread,
And on the lion strong

;

Thy feet on dragons trample shall,

And on the lions young.

14 Because on me he set his love,

I'II save and set him free

;

Because my great name he hath
known,

I will him set on high.

15 He'll call on me, I'U ansvver him,
I will be with him .still

In trouble, to deliver him,
And honour him I will.



SALM XCII.

16 Le saoghal fad is maireauuach
Sàsuicheatn e gu leùr ;

Mo shlàinte dha san mar an ceudn'
Foillsichidh mi gu mòr.

SALM XCII.—92.
I Bhi tabhairt buidheachais do Dhia,

'S ni sàr-mhaith maiseach e
;

Bhi tabhairt cliu, O Thi a's àird',

Do t'ainm-sa teadh gach rè :

2Do chaoimhneasg:ràidh sa'mhaduinn
Gach là bhi cur an ctill

;
[mhoich,

'S air t'fhìrinn ta neo-mhearachdach,
Gach oidhch' bhi deanamh sgèil,

3 Air inneal-ciùil nan teuda deich,
Is air an t-saltair ghrinn ;

'S air clarsaich le puth fonnmhor àrd,

A sheinneas ceòl pu binn.
4 Oir tre do ^hniomhara, a Dhè,

Riim thu mi aoibhiu ait;

Is ann an oibribh fòs do làmh
Nim' gairdeachas gu pailt.

5 T'oibre-sa, Dhè, cia iongrantach !

Do smuainte cò d'an lèir ?

6 An tamadan cha tuig e so,

'S cha'n eòl do'n amhlair e.

7 Tràth chinneas hichd na h-aing:idh-

A nios mar chinneas feur, [eachd
Tràth bhitheas fòs luchd-deanamh

A' fas fo bhlàth gu lèir : [uilc

'Se sud is deireadh dhoibh fadheòidh
Gu'n spriosar iad am feasd.

8 Ach thusa, Dhè, pu siorruidh ta

Ard-urramach pun cheisd.

9 Oir feuch.do naimhde fèin, a Dhè,
Oir fench, do naimhde fein,

Lànsgriosar iad : iom-sgaoilear fòs

Luchd aingidheachd gu lèir

:

10 Ach m'adharc togaidh tusa suas,

Mar adharc buabhuiU àird' :

Is mar le h-oladh fhior-ghlan ùir,

Ungar mi fein le d' ghràs.

II Chi mi mo mhiann air m'eascaird-
Is cluinnidh fòs mo chluas [ibh

;

A toil air luchd nu h-aingidheachd,
A'm' aghaidh dh'eireas suas.

12 Bidh piseach air an fliìreau chòir
Mar phailm-chrann ùrar glas :

Mar sheudar àrd air Lebanon,
A' fàs gu direach bras.

13 An dreara tha air an siiidheachadh
An tigh 's an àros De,

An cùirtibh greadhnach àrd' ar Dia,
Sior-lhàsaidh iad gach rè.

14 San ^m ara bi iad aosmhor hath,
Bheir iad mòr mheas a mach ;

Is bithidh sultmhor le deadh bhidth
Dhiubh sud jjach uile neach.

PSALM XCIL 101

16 With length of days unto his mind
I will him satisfy

;

I also my aalvation

Will cause his eyes to see.

PSALM XCII.—92.
1 TO render thanks unto the Lord

It is a comely thing,
And to thy name, O thou most High,
Due praise aloud to sing.

2 Thy loving-kindness to show forth
When shines the morning light

;

And to declare thy faithfulness

With pleasure ev'ry night,

3 On a ten-stringed iustrument,
Upon the psaltery,

And on the harp with solemn sound,
And grave sweet melody.

4 For thou, Lord, by thy mighty works
Haat made my'heart rightglad

;

And I will triumph in tlie works
Which by tliine hands were made.

5 How great, Lord, are thy works! each
Of thine a deep it is: [thought

A brutish man it knoweth not;
Fools understand not this.

When those that lewd and wicked ar«
Spring quickly np like grass,

And workers of iniquity

Do tiourish all apace

;

It is that they for ever may
Destroyed be and slain :

8 But thou', O Lord, art the most High,
For ever to remain.

9 For, lo, thine enemies, O Lord,
Thine en'mies perish shall

;

The workers of iniquity

Shall be dispersed all.

10 But thou shalt, like unto the horn
Of th' unicorn, exalt

My horn on high : thou with fresh oil

Anoint me also shalt.

11 Mine eye.s shall also my desire
See on mine enemies

;

Mine ears shall of the wicked hear,
That do against me rise.

12 But like the palra-tree tìourishing
Shall be the righteous one

;

He shall like to the cedar grow
That is in Lebanon.

13 Those that within the house of God
Are planted by his grace,

They shall grow up, and flourish all

In our God's holy place.

14 And in old age, when other.t fade,
They fruit still forth shall bring

;

They shall be fat, and fuU ofsap,
And aye be llourishing

;
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15 A chum gn feuch iad gu bheil Dia
Ro-chothromach is ceart

;

IMo charraig e, 's cha'n 'eil ann fèiu

Aon eucoir no droch bheart.

SALM XCIII.—93.
1 LS Righ Dia, air a sgeudachadh

Le mòralaciid gach àm ;

Ta air a sgeudachadh le neart,

Is criosluichte gu teanu.
Shocruicheadh leis an cruinne-cè,
Nach gluaisear e a chaoidh.

2 Do chaithir daingean ta o chian
;

'S tu fèin gun tùs gun chrioch.

3 Do thog na tuiltean suas, a Dhè,
Na tuiltean thog an guth ;

Seadh thog na tuilte suas gu h-àrd
An tonna mor' gu tiugh.

4 Is treise Dia ta chòmhnuidh shuas
Na fuaim nan uisge garbh'

;

Is treise Dia nan sumainnean,
Is tonna cuain gu dearbh.

5 A ta do theisteis is do reachd
Ro-dhaingean agus fior :

Tha naomhachd lomchuidh air do
A Dhè nam feart, gu sior. [thigh,

SALM XCIV.—94.

O Dhi.\, d'am buin ceart-dhioghaltas.
lehobhah neartmhoir thrèin,

|

D'am buin a mhàin ceart-dhioghaltas,
Gu dealrach nochd thu fein.

2 O Bhreitheimh cheirt na talmhainn,
Thu fèin a thogail suas

; [dean
Is ìoc do luchd an uaibhreachais
Ceartluigheachd agus duais.

3 Cia fhad a ni luchd aingidheachd,
Cia fhad, a Dhia, a ni

Luchd aingidheachd ùr-ghairdeach
Le aoibhneas mòr gun dith ? [as,

4 Cia fhad a bhrùchdar briatlira leo,

A' teachd air nithibh cruaidh ?

'S a bliitheas luchd na h-aingidh'
Ri ràiteachas is uaill ? [eachd

5 Bhris iad do shluagh gu mìn, a Dhè,
Is t'oighreachd chlaoidh gu goirt.

6 Bantracha, coigrich, 's diUeachdain,
'Gam marbhadh, is 'gam mort.

7 Theiriad gidheadh,chalèir doDhia,
Is fùs ni mò a ni

Dia lacoib sud a thoirt fa'near,

'S cha chuir am feasd am pris.

8 O dhaoine brùideil measg an t-

Nis tuigibh agaibh fèin, [sluaigh,
Is amadain, cia fhad a bhios

Sibh gabhail thugaibh ceiU' ?

9 Au neach a chuir air faillein cluas,
Am bi gun chlàisteachd ghèir?

An Ti a dhealbh an t-siiil faraou,
Nach anu da fcin is leir ?

PSALM3 XCIII. XCIV.

15 To show that upright is the Lord :

He is a rock to me ;

And he from all unrighteousness
Is altogether free.

PSALM XCIIL—93.

1 The Lord doth reign, and cloth'd is

With majesty most bright
; [he

His works do show him cloth'd to be,
And girt about uith might.

The world is also stabhshed,
That it canuot depart.

2 Thy tlirone is fix'd of old, aud thou
From everlasting art.

3 The floods, O Lord, have lifted up,
They lifted up their voice

;

The floods have lifted up their waves,
And made a mighty noise.

4 But yet tlie Lord, tliat is on high,
Is more of might by far

Than noise of mauy waters is,

Or great sea-biUows are.

5 Thy testimonies ev'ry one
In faithfulness excel

;

And holiness for ever, Lord,
Thine house becometh well.

PSALM XCIV.—94.

1 O LoRD God, uuto whom alone
All vengeance doth belong;

O mighty God, who vengeance own'st,

1

Shine forth, avenging wrong.
2 Lift up thyself, thou of the earth

I

The sov'reign Judge that art;

And unto those that are so proud
A due reward impart.

3 How long, O mighty God, shall

."^y
.Who lewd aud wicked be,

How long shall they who wicked
are

Thus triumph haughtily ?

4 How long shail thiugs most hard by
them

Be uttered and told ?

And all that work iniquity

To boast themselves be bold ?

5 Thy folk they break in pieces,

Lord,
Thine heritage oppress

:

The widow they and stranger slav,

And kill the fatherless.

7 Yet say they, God it shalt not

Nor God of Jacob know.
Ye brutish people 1 understand ;

Fools ! when wise will ye grow ?

9 The Lord did plant the ear of

man,
And hear, then, shall not he?
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10 N ti smachdaicheas na fìaeachaa,
An e nach cronuich e ?

An ti bheir eòlas do g-ach neach,
An neach gun eòlas e ?

11 Air sinuaiutibh dhaoiu' is liosrach

Dia,
Gur dìoinhan iad gu beachd.

12 Dhia, 's beannaicht' iad d"aa thoir

thu smaclid,
Is teagasg as do reachd :

1.3 Chum fois gu'n tugadh tusa dhoibh,
O làithibh àmhofhair olc,

Gu ruig an uair ancladhaichear
Do dhaoinibh daoi an slochd.

14 Oir Dia cha tilg e dheth am feasd

An sluagh d'an d' thug e speis :

'S ni mò na sin a thrèigear leis

An oighreachd a's leis fein.

15 Ach piUidh breitheanas a rìs

Ri fireantachd air ais :

Is luchd a' chridhe threibhdhirich
Leanaidh 'na dèigh gu cas.

16 An aghaidh fòs luchd-deanamh uilc

Cò dh'èireas leam an àird ?

An aghaidh luchd na h-aingidh-
eachd,

Cò sheasas air mo ph^irt ?

17 Mur bitheadh Dia lehobhah leam,
Ga m' chuideachadli le buaidh,

'S beag nach robh m'anam bochd
an tàmh

Gu tosdach anns an uaigh.
18 Tràth thubhairt mi, a ta mo chos

Air sleamhnachadh uara sios ;

Do thròcair chaomh sa 'n sin, a Dhè,
Chum suas mi, agus dhìon.

19 Airbhith do m'smuaintemuladach,
Is lìonmhor ann am choin,

Do cliomhfhurtachd-sa thug an sii

Sòlas do m'anam trom.
20 Aig caithir rioghail luchd an uilc

'M bi comunu riut gu beachd,
Tha dealbh gu seòlta aimhleis

mhoir,
'S ga orduchadh le reachd ?

21 An aghaidh an'ma 'n fhirein chòir
Chruinnicheadh leò gu dlùth;

A dh'fhàgail ris fuil neochiontaich,
Le breitheanas nach tiù.

22 Ach Dia mo dhaingneach 'se : mo
Dhia,

Mo charraig dliìon gach lò.

23 'Se dliiolas orra sud air ais

Gach eucoir rinueadh leo :

An sgathadh sios do nithear leis

Gu ceart 'nan eucoir fein
;

Is ni lehobhah mòr ar Dia,

An sgathadh sios gu treun.

PSALM XCIV. 103

He, only, form'd the eye, and theri

Shall he not clearly see?
10 He that the uations doth correct,

Shall he not chastise you ?

He knowledge unto man doth
teach,

And shall himself not know ?

11 Man's thoughts to be but vanity
The Lord doth vveli discern.

12 Blest is the man thou chast'nest,

Lord,
And mak'st thy law to learn :

13 That thou may'st give him rest

from days
Of sad adversity,

Until the pit be digg'd for those
That work iniquity.

U For sure the Lord will not cast

ofì'

Those that his people be,
Neither his own inheritance
Quit and forsake wiU he :

15 But judgment unto righteousness
Shall yet return again

;

And all shall follow after it

That are right-hearted men.

6 Who wiU rise up for me against
Those that do wickedly ?

Who will stand up for me 'gainst

those
That vvork iniquity ?

7 Unless the Lord had been my
help

When 1 was sore opprest,
Almost my soul had in the house
Of silence been at rest.

18 When I had uttered this word,
(My foot doth slip away,)

Thy mercy lield me up, O Lord,
Thy goodness did me stay.

19 Amidst the multitude of thoughts,
Which in my heart do fight,

My soul, lest it be overcharg'd,
Thy coinforts do delight.

20 Shall of iniquity the throne
Have fellovvship vvith thee,

Which mischiel, cunningly con-
triv'd,

Doth by a law decree ?

21 Against the righteous souls they
join,

They guiltless blood condemn.
22 But of my reluge, God's the rock,

And my defence from them.

23 On them their own iniquity
The Lord shall bring aud lay,

And cut them ofTin their own sin
;

Our Lord God shall them slay,
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1 O THIGIBH, seinneamaid do Dliia:

Thigeadh gach neach 'na lAth'r
;

Do charraig thrèin ar slàinte fòs,

Togramaid iolach àrd.

2 A steach 'na fhianuis thigeamaid
Le buidlieachas gach là ;

Togamaid ceòl pu suilbhireach

A' seinn le salmaibh dha:

.3 Is Dia romhòr lehobhah treun
;

Righ raòr os ceann gach dia.

-t Doimhneachd na talmhainn tha 'na

làimh

:

'S leis neart nan cnoc 's nan sliabh.

5 'Se rinn an cuan tlia farsuinn mc
Tha còir aig air is sealbli

;

'S an talamh tioram le a l^imh
'Se chruthaich is a dhealbh.

6 O thigibh agus sleuchdamaid,
Is deanar cromadh leinn ;

Is air ar glùinibh tuiteamaid
Do 'n Dia a chruthaich sinn "

7 Oir 'se ar Dia, is sinn a shlungh,
A bheathaich e mar threud.[]eibh,

Caoraicli a làimh' : ma dh'eisdear

An diugh r'a ghuth gun bhreug.

8 Na cruaidhichear 'ur cridhe leibh,

Mar anns a' chomh-stri dhian,
Mar rinneadh leibh san fhàsach

chruaidh,
Ga m' bhuaireadh le bhur miann

9 Tràth dh'fhionn 's a dhearbh 'ur

sinnsir mi

;

'S mo ghnìorah tràth chunnaic iad,

10 An t-àl ud rè dà fhichead bliadhn'
Chuir campar orm is eud :

Thubhairt mi, 'S pobull iad 'gam
Droch chridhe seachranach:[bheil

Is air mo shlighibh nach do ghabh,
Riamh eòlas fìrinneach :

11 D'an d'thug mi lein mo mhionnari
mòr,

A'm' flieirg 's a'ra' chorruich gheir,

Nach rachadh iad a chaoidh a steach
Do m'ionad-suaimhneas fèin.

SALM XCVI.—96.

ICanaiBH do'n Tighearn Oran nuadh,
Gach aon tir, canaibh dha.

2 Seinnibh do Dhia : 'ainm beannaich-
Nochdaibh a shlàint' gach là.[ibh,

3 Am measg nam fineachan gu lèir

Sior-thaisbeinibh a ghiòir

:

Am measg gach pobuill aithrisibh

A mhiorbhuile ro-mhòr.

4 Oir 's mòr lehobhah Dia nam feart,

'S ion-mholta feadh gach rè
;

Isaobhar eagail e faraon
03 ceann nan uiìe dliee .

PSALM XCV.
1 O COME, let us sing to the Lord :

Come, let us ev'ry one
A joyful noise make to the Rock
Of our salvation.

2 Let us before his presence come
With praise and thankful voice :

Let us sing psalms to him with
grace,

And make a joyful noise.

3 For God, a great God, and groat
King,

Above all gods he is.

4 Depths of the earth are in his hand,
The strength of hills is his.

5 To him the spacious sea belongs,
For he the same did make;

The dry land also from his hands
Its form at tìrst did take.

6 O come, and let us worship him,
Let us bow down witbal,

And on our knees before the Lord
Our Maker. let us fall.

For he's our God, the people we
Of his own pasture are,

And of his hand the sheep ; to-day,

If ye his voice wiU hear.

8 Then harden not your hearts as in

The provocation,
As in tiie desert, on the day
Of the tentation :

9 When me your fathers tempt'd and
prov'd,

And did my working see :

10 Ev'n for the snace of forty yeara
This race hath grieved me.

I said, This people errs in heart,

My ways they do not know :

11 To whom I svvare in wrath that to
My rest they should not go.

PSALM XCVI.—96.

1 O SING a new song to the Lord

:

Sing all the earth to God.
2 To God sing, bless his name, show

His saving health abroad. [still

3 Among the heathen nations
His glory do declare ;

And unto all the people show
His works that wondrous are.

4 For great's the Lord, and greatly he
Is to be magnitied ;

Yea, worthy to be fear'd is he
Above ali godn bcside.
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5 Oir uile dhte nam fineachan
Is lodhoil iad gu lèir

:

Ach 'se lehobhah Cruithfliear àrd
Nam lìaitheas is nan speur.

6 Ard-urram agus mòralachd
'Na fhianuissan a ta

1 PSALM XCVII. 105

5 For all the gods are idols dumb,
j

Which blinded nations fear :

j

But our God is the Lord, by whom
I

The heav'ns created were.

,6 Great honour is before his face,

I And majesty divine
;

'reun-spionnadh Bgus maisealachd Strength is within his holy place,

'Na theampull naomh a ehnàth. And tliere doth beauty shine.

7 O fhineacha nan slògh gu leir 7 Do ye ascribe unto the Lord,
Thugaibh do Dhia nam feart ; 1 Of people ev'ry tribe,

Thugaìbh do'n Tighearna faraon | Glory do ye unto the Lord,
Giòir, urram, agus ueart.

j
And mighty pow'r ascribe.

8 A' ghlòir a's cubhaidh fòs d'a ainm, 8 Give ye the glory to the Lord
Do'n Tighearn thugaibh uaibh : That to his name is due

;

Thigibh d'a chùirtibh naomha Come ye into his courts, and bring
Is thugaibh ofrail leibh. [steach, An offering with you.

9 Do Dhia lehobhah sleuchdaibh sios 9 In beauty of his holiness,

Am mais' a naomhachd fuin : O do the Lord adore ;

Biodh eagal oirbh, gach uile thir,
j

Likewise let all the earth throughout
'Na fhianuis-san gu k-ir.

{
Tremble his face before.

10 Abraibh measg fhineach, gu bheil 10 Among the heathen say, God
Dia

I

reigns

;

Riaghladh mar righ gu beachd.
j

The world shall stedfastly

Buan-dhaingnichearandomhan leis; Be fix'd from moving ; he shall

Air daoinibh bheir breth cheart.
( judge

11 Biodh aoibhneas air na nèamhaibh The people righteously.

Is biodh an talamh ait ;
[àrd', U Let heav'us be glad befo're the Lord,

Beucadh an cuan gu farumach,
|

And let the earth rejoice ;

'S a lànachd-san gu pailt. Let seas, and all that is therein,

12Biodh aoibhneasaira' mhachair fòs,' ^ry out and make a noise.

Is air gach ni a t'ann : .12 Let fields rej.)ice, and ev'ry thiug
An sin bidh aiteas air gach coiU', That springeth of the earth :

Is air gach craoibh is crann Then woods and every tree shall

13 An làthair Dhè ; oir tha e teachd,
1

sing
Oir tha e teachd gu breth

;

| \Yith gladness and with mirth
Air talamh chum gu'n deantadh leisls Before theLord ; brcause he comes,

Ceart-bhreitheanas fa leth :

Le ceartas maith bheir e a mach
Breth air a' chruinne-che

;

Bheir air a' phobull breitheanas
Le firinn fhior-ghloin rèidh.

SALM XCVIL—97.

1 lEHOBHAH mòr 'se tha 'na Righ,
Biodh aiteas air gach tir

;

"S air eileanaibh tha lionmhor ann,
Biodh gairdeachas gu li^ir.

2 Tha neula tiugh' is dorchadas
M'a thimchioll air gach leth :

'Se 's còmhnuidh fòs d'a chaithir-righ
Deadh chothrom is ceartbhreth.

3 Tha teine miUteach roimh a ghnùis
Ag imeaclid air gach àird,

Le'n loisgear suas gu lasarach
A uaimhdeau anns gach àit.

4 Le solus glati a dhealanaich
Dhealruich an cruinne-cè :

Chvnnaic an talamh sud gu dearbh,
Ghradcblisg is cbriothnuich e.

To judge the earth comes he

:

He'lljudge the world with righteous-
ness,

The people faithfuUy.

PSALM XCVn.—97.

1 God reigneth, let the earth be
glad,

And isles rejoice each ona.

2 Dark clouds him compass ; and in

right

With judgment dwells histhrone.
3 Fire goes before him, and his foes

It burns up round about

:

4 His lightnings lighteu did the
world

;

Earth saw, and shook through-
out.

5 HiUs, at the presence of thc Lord,
Like wax, did melt away

;

Ev'n at the presence of the Lord
Of all the earth, I say.
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5 Xa cnuic, an làthair Dhia nan dùl, 6 The heav'ns declare his righteous-

Leagh as air fad mar chèir : ness,

Roimh ghnùis Ard-Righ an domhain' AU men his glory see,

Leagh iadsan as gu lèir. [mhòir 7 AIl vvho serve graven images,
6 Xa nèamha cuiridh 'n cèill a cheart ;' Confounded let them be.

Is chi gach sluagh a ghlòir.
|

7 Do dhealbhaibh snaidhte meud 'sa

chrom
Gu'n robh dhoibh amhluadh mòr,

Tha deanamh uaill' is ràiteachais

A ìodholaibh nach fiii
;

Gach uile dlipe a ta sibh aun,
Sleuchdaibh do Dhia nan dùL

8 Rinn Sion aoibhneasnachbughann,
An uair a chual i 'n sgeul,

Rinn nishean ludah gairdeachas
Mu d' bhreitheanais, a Dhè.

9 Oir tha thu, Dhia lehobhah, àrd
Os ceann gach uile thir :

Tha thu air t'àrdachadh gu mòr,
Os ceann gach dia gu lèir.

10 Sibhse le'n ionmhuinn Dia ro-

naomh.
Fuathaichibh olc a chaoidh :

Anam a naomh sìor-ghleidhidh e ;

Saoraidh o làimh nan daoi.

11 Cuirear mar phòr gu frasach pailt,

SohiM do'n fhireanach
;

Is aoibhneaa dhoibh-san fòs a ta

'Nan cridhe treibhdhireach.

12 Bindh aiteas oirbh an Dia na glòir',

O fhireana gu lèir :

Is thugaibh buidheachas do Dhia,
Ri cuimhn' a naomhachd fèin.

SALM XCVIII.—98.

1 SEIXMBH òran nuadh do Dhia,
Rinn bearta miorbhuileach:

'Si 'dheas làmh fèin 's a ghairdean
naonih

Thug dhasan buaidh a mach.
2 Feuch, thaisbein Dia gu follaiseach

'Fhurtachd 's a shlàinte mhòr :

Am fianuischinneach nochdadhleis
'Fhireantachd fein gu leòr.

3 Chuimhnich e 'fliirinn is a ghràs

Do theaghlach Israeil
;

Is slàint' ar Dia-ne chunnaic fòs

Gach iomall tìr gu leir.

4 Do Dhia lehobhah togaibh suaa

Ard-iolach ait, gach tir:

Togaibh bhur guth : bibh subhach
Is seinuibh moladh fior. [fòs,

5 Do Dhia lehobhah mòr nam feart

Seinnibh air clàrsaich ghrinn ; 1

Le clàrsaich (deirim) seinnibh dha,
|

Le puth na sailm gu binn.

6 Lcfuaim nah-adhairc seinnibh dha,|

'S le guth na trompaid àird' : |

Who do of idols boast themselves,
Let shame upon them fall ;

Ye that are called gods, see that

Ye do him worship all.

8 Sion did hear, and joyful was,
Glad Judah's daughters were

;

They much rejoic'd, O Lord, be-

Thy judgments did appear.

9 For thou, O Lord, art high above
AII things on earth that are ;

Above all other gods thou art

Exalted very far.

10 Hate ill, all ye that love the Lord :

' His saints' souls keepeth he ;

And from the hands of wicked men
He sets them safe and free.

11 For all those that be righteous
Sovvn Ì3 ajoyful light,

And gladness sown is for all those

That are in heart upright.

12 Ye righteous, in the Lord rejoice;

Express your thankfulness
When ye into your memory
Do call his holiness.

PSALM XCVni.—98.

1 O SING a new song to the Lord,

For wonders he hath done :

His right hand and his holy arm
Him victory hath won.

2 The Lord God his salvation

Hath caused to be known ;

His justice in the heathen's sight

He openly hath shown.

3 He mindful of his grace and truth

To Israel's house hath been ;

And the salvation of our God
All ends of th' earth have seen.

4 Let all the earth unto the Lord
Send forth a joyful noise ;

Lift up your voice aloud to him,

Sing praises, and rejoice.

5 With harp, with harp, and voice of

psalms,

I Unto Jehovah sing:

6 With trumpets, cornets, gladly

sound
Before the Lord the King.
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Do Dliia au t-Ard-Righ seinnibh fùs,

Le iolach ait 's gach àit.

7 Beucadh aii fhairge mhòr gu borb,
'S an làa tha innt' le chèil'

;

An domhan, is gach dùil a ta

An còmhnuidh ann gu lèir.

8 Buaileadh na tuilte mòr' am bos'

;

Na slèibhte bitheadh ait,

9 An làthair Dhè ; oir tha e taachd
Air talamh thabhairt ccirt

:

Le ceartas maith bheir e a mach
Breth air a' chruinne-chè

;

Bheir air a' phobull breitheanas
Le cothrom fiorghlan rèidh.

SALM XCIX.—99.

1 Tha Dia 'na Righ, is criothnaich-
eadh

Gach uile shluagh air bith :

'Se shuidheas eadar cheruban,
Biodh air an talamh crith.

2 An Sion tha lehobhah mòr,
Is àrd 03 ceann gach sluaigh.

3 T'ainm mòr ro-uamhor molar leo,

Oir tha e naomh r'a luaidh.

4 Is toigh le neart an Righ ceart-

bhreth :

'S tu shocruicheas a' cheart

:

An lacob breitheanas is còir

Cuiridh tu 'n gniomh gu beachd.
5 Ar Dia lehobhah àrdaichibh,

Is sleuchdaibh dha gu caomh,
Aig stòl a chos gu h-urramach

;

Oir tha e fèin ro naomh.

6 Am mea?g a shagart Aaron 's Maois,
Bha Samuel do'n dream

A ghair air 'ainm : dh'iarr iadsan
Fhreagair e iad san am. [Dia,

7 Am baideal neoil gu gràsmhor
Labhair an Tighearn riu : [caoiu

Na h-àitheantan a thug e dhoibh,
'S a theisteas ghleidheadh leo.

8 lehobhah Dia, thug freagradh
dhoibh :

'S tu 'n Dia a mhaith an lochd,
Ge d' rinn thu orra dioghaltas

Air son an innleachd oic.

9 Air Dia lehobhah JÌrdaichibh,

'S 'na thulaich naomh a ghnàth,
Sios sleuchdaibh dha gu h-iriosal;

Oir 's naomh ar Dia gu bràth.

SALM C—100.

1 TOGADH gach tìr àrdiolach
glaoidli,

Do Dhia lehobhah mòr.
2 Thigibb, is deanaibh seirbhis ait,

'Na làtliairsan le ceòl.

3 Biodh agaibh fios gur esan Dia,
'Se rina sinn, 's cha sinu fèin

;

PSALMS XCiX. C. 107

Let seas and all their fuluess roar
;

The world and dwellers there
;

Let fioods clap hands, aud let the
hills

Together joy declare

Before the Lord ; because he
comes,

To judge the earth comes he :

He'll judge theworld withrighteous-
ness,

His folk with equity.

PSALM XCIX—99.

1 Th' eternal Lord doth reign as king,
Let all the people quake

;

He sits betvveen the cherubims,
Let th' earth be moved and

shake.
2 The Lord iu Sion great and higli

Above all people is
;

3 Thy great aud dreadi'ul name (for it

Is holy) let them bless.

4 The king's strength also judgmeut
Thou settlest equity ; [loves

;

Just judgmeut thou dost execute
In Jacob righteously.

5 The Lord our God exalt on high,
And rev'rently do ye

Before his footstool worship him :

The Holy One is he.

6 Moses and Aaron 'monghis priests,

Samuel, vvith them that cail

Upon hisname : these cali'don God,
And he them answer'd all.

7 Within the piUar of the cloud
He unto them did speak :

The testimonies he them taught,
And laws, they did not break.

8 Thou answer'dst them, O Lord our
God;

Thou wast a God that gave
Pardon to them, though ou their

deeds
Thou wouldest vengeance have.

9 Do ye exalt the Lord our God,
And at his holy hill

Do ye him worship : for the Lord
Our God is holy still.

PSALM C—100.

1 All people that on earth do dvvell,

Sing to the Lord with cheerful voice,

2 Him serve with mirth, his praise forth
tell,

Come ye before him and rejoice.

3 Know that tlxe Lord is God indeed
;

Without our aid he did us make :
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A phobull sinn, 's a chaoraich fòs

Dh' ionaltradh leis gu lèir,

4 Thiffibh a nis le buidheachas
'Na erheataibh-aan a stcach,

Is thigibh fòs le mòladh mòr
An cùirtibh naomh' a theach :

Is thugaibh dha mòr-bhuidheacha3,
'Ainm beannaichibh gu binn.

5 Oir Dia ta maith, tha 'thròcair buan,
Is 'l'hirinn feadh gach hnn.

SaLM CI.—101.
1 BRETH cheart is tròcair canar leara

Dhè, seinneam dhuit le ceòl.

2 Is iomchaiream mi fèin gu glic

Air slighe fhoirfe chòir.

O c'uin do m'ionnsuidh-sa a thig

Thu fèin, a Dliia nam feart?

A steach a'ni' fhàrdaich gluaisidh mi
Le cridhe fior-ghlan ceart.

3 Fa chomhair fòs mo shùile fèin

Cha chuir mi olc ara feasd [leani,

Obair luchd-ceannairc 's fuathach

'S cha lean i rium gun cheisd.

4 An cridhe iargalt ceannairceach
Uam triallaidh e an cein :

Eòlas no furan air an daoi

A chaoidh cha chuir ini fein.

5 An ti bheir beum d'a choimhears-
Lom-sgriosaidh mi as 'àit

;
[nach,

An cridhe borb cha'u fhuiling mi,
No neach a slieallas àrd.

6 Bidh m' air' air tìreanaibh na tir',

Gu'n gabh iad còmhnuidh leam :

An ti bhios foirfe glan 'na bheus,
'Se 's òglach dhomh gach àm.

7 Fear-deanamh ceilg' Ì3 mealltair-

eachd,
A'm' thigh-sa cha'n fhaigh tàmh

A'm' làthair, neach a labhras breug
Cha'n fhuirich e gu bràth :

8 Lom-sgriosaidh mise fòs gu moch
Gach droch dhuin' as an tir,

Chum luchd an uilc a sgathadh as

O chaithir Dhè gu lèir.

SALM CII.—102.
1 Rl m' urnuighèÌ9d,Iehobhah Righ

Is ruigeadh ort mo ghlaodh.
2 Na foluich uam do ghnùis san là

Thig trioblaid orm gach taobh :

San là an gairm mi ort gu geur,
Crom thugam fèin do chluaa ;

Is freagair mi gu deifireach,

A' furtachd air mo chruas.

PSALMS CI. CII.

We are his flock, he doth ub feed,

And for his sheep he doth us take.

4 O enter then his gates with praise,

Approach with joy his courts unto ;

Praise, laud, and bless his name al-

For it Ì9 aeemly so to do. [ways,
5 For why ? the Lord our God is good,

His mercy is for ever sure

;

His truth at all times firmly stood,
And shall from age to age endure.
(Second Version, see page 167.)

PSALM CI.— 101.

1 I MERCY will and judgment sing,

Lord, I will sing to thee.

2 With wisdom in a perfect way
Shall my behaviour be.

when, in kindness unto me,
Wilt thou be pleas'd to come ?

1 with a perfect heart wiU walk
Within my house at home.

3 I will endure no wicked thing
Before mine eyes to be :

I hate their vvork that turn aside,

It shall not cleave to me.
4 A stubborn and a froward heart

Depart quite from me shall

;

A person giv'n to wickedness
I will not knovv at all.

5 I'll cut him off that slandereth
His neighbour privily :

The haughty heart I will not bear,
Nor him that looketh high.

6 Upon the faithful of the land
Mine eyes shall be, that they

May dwell with me : he shall me
serve

That walks in perfect way.

7 Who of deceit a worker is

In my house shall uot dwell

;

And in my presence shall he not
Remain that lies doth tell.

8 Yea, all the wicked of the land
Early destroy will I

;

AII from God's city to cut ofiF

That work iniquity.

PSALM CII.—102.
1 O LORD, unto my pray'r give ear,

My cry let come to thee ;

2 And in t'he day of my distress

Hide not thy face from me.
Give ear to me ; vvhat time I call,

To answer me make haste :

i3 For,as an hearth,my bones are burnt,
My dayg, like smoke, do waste.

3 Do bhrìgh gu bheil mo làith' mar 4 My heart within me smitten is,

A' teireachduinn a ghnàth
; [cheòi

Mar lic an teinntein 's amhluidh sin'

Mo chiiàmhan loisgte ta.
[

And it is withered
Like very grass ; so that I do
Forget to eat my bread.
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4 Trom-bhuailtethamochridhebochd,
Is shearg: e rnar am l'eur ;

lonnus gu'n d' dhearmad rai ^u beachd
Greim arain chur a'm' bheul.

5 Leguth rao chaoidh, mo chnàmhan

Ri m' chraieionn fèin gu teann :

6 Mar phelican an fhàsaich mi,
'S mar chaillich-oidhch' nam beann.

7 Ri faire taim gu furachair,
Is cosmhuil mi a ghnàth

Ri gealbhonn beag 'na aonar fòs

Air mullach tighe ta.

8 Ri fad an là mo naimhde garg'

Ga m' mhasluchadh gu trom ;

A'm' aghaidh mhionnaich iad gu
l^ir;

Air bhoile dh'èirich rium.
9 Le m' dheuraibh choimhmeasg mi

mo dheoch
;

Mar aran dh'ith rai luath',

10 Tre lasan t'fheirg' ; oir thog thu mi,
Is leag thu ris gu truagh.

1

1

Mar sg^ile chlaon rao làithean sios
;

Is shearg mi fèin mar fheur.

12 Ach raairidh tus', am feasd, a Dhè,
'S do chuimbne fèin gu sior.

13 Nis èiridh tu a dheanarah gràis
Air Sion naoimh gu dlùth :

Oir àm a cabhair tha air teachd,
Seadh, n t-àm a dh'orduich thu.

14 Oir t'òglaich tha a' gabhail tlachd
'Na clachaibh breagh' gach uair ;

Tha deadh thoil aig do sheirbhisich
D'a luaithre is d'a h-ìiir.

15 Mar sin bidh air na fineachaibh
Eagal roimh ainm an Triath '

Is air gach righ air thalamh ta

Bidh roimh do ghlòirsa tìamh.

16 'Tràth thogar Sion suas le Dia
Taisbeanar e 'na ghlòir.

17 Urnuigh nam bochd bheir e fa'

'S cha diùlt e iad le tàir.

18 Do 'n àl a ta ri teachd 'nar dèigh,
Sud sgriobhar dhoibh gu beachd

'S an dream a ghinear e so suas,
Molaidh iad Dia nam feart.

19 Oir dh'amhairce anuasgubeachd,
O àird a naomhachd fem ;

Is air an talarah dh'amhairc Dia,
A nuas o nèamh nan speur

;

PSALM CII. 109

5 By reason of my groaning voice

My bones cleave to my skin.

6 Like pelican in wilderne.ss

Forsaken I have been :

like an cwl in desert am,
That nightly there doth monn

;

7 I watch, and like a sparrow am
On the house-top alone.

My bitter en'mies all the day
Reproaches cast on rae ;

And, being mad at me, with roge
Against me sworn they be.

9 For why ? I ashes eaten have
Like bread, in sorrows deep

;

My drink I also mingled have
With tearsthat I did weep.

10 Thy wrath and indignation
Did cause this grief and pain ;

For thou hast lift me up on high,
And cast me down again.

11 My days are like unto a shade,
Which doth declining pass :

And I ani dried and withered,
Ev'n like unto the grass.

12 But thou, Lord, everlasting art,

And thy remembrance shall

Continually endure, and be
To geuerations all.

13 Thou shalt arise, and mercy have
Upon thy Sion yet

;

The time to favour her is come,
The time that thou hast set.

14 For in her rubbish and her stones
Thy servants pleasure take

;

Yea, they the very dust thereof
Do favour for her sake.

15 So shall the heatheu people fear

The Lord's most holy name ;

And all the kings on earth shall dread
Thy glory and thy fame.

IC When Sion by the mighty Lord
Built up again shall be,

In glory then and mnjesty
To men appear shall he.

17 The prayer of the destitute

He surely will regard ;

Tlieir prayer will he not despise,
By him itshall be heard.

18 For generations yet to coroe
This shall be on record :

So shall the people that shall be
Created praise the Lord.

19 He from his sanctuary's height
Hath downward cast his e\ e ;

And from his glorious throne in
heav'n

Tlie Lord the eartìi did spy
;

K3
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20 A chluinutinn osnaich ghearanaich
A' phriorfanaich ta 'n sàs

;

Chum fuasgladh air a' mhuinntir sii

A dh'orduicheadh chum bàis.

21 An Sion chum a chur an cèill

Ainm uasal àrd ar Dia,
'S a dh'innseadh an lerusalem
Moladh Ì3-cliù an Triath.

22 An t-àm a bhios na tineacha
Air cruinneachadh le chèil' ;

'

'S gu seirbhis Dè tràth thionailear

Na rioghachda gu leir.

23 Air feadh na slighe is an ròid

Mo threòir do lagadh leis :

Mo Idithe chuir an giorrad fòs.

24 'S mar so do labhair mis,
Mo Dhia, na glacar mi le bàs,
Mu thimchioll leth mo là :

O aois gu h-aois gu maireannach,
Do bhliadhnaidh buan a ta.

25 O chian leag thusa bunaite,
Na talmhainn so, a Dhè ;

Is iad na nèamha fior-ghlan àrd'

Oibre do Idmha fèin.

26 Teirgidh iadsan 's thèid iad as,

Ach mairidh tusa, Dhè :

Seadh teirgidh iadsan 's gabhaidh
Mar eudach sean gu lèir : [seach

Feuch caochlaidh tu mar thrusgan
Is caochl'ear iad gun cheisd. [iad,

27 Tha thus' a rahàin gun chaochladh
ort,

I

'S do bhUadhnaidh buan am feasd.

28 Bidh clann do sheirbhiseach, a Dhè,
Maireannach buan a ghnàth :

Is ann ad fhianuis socruichear
An gineal-san gu bràth.

SALM CIII.—103.
1 O M'ANAM, beannaich thusa nis

An Dia lehobhah mòr :

Moladh gach ni an taobh stigh dhiom
'Ainm naomha mar is còir.

2 O m'anam, beannaich fèin a nis

lehobhah mòr do Dhia :

Na dichuimhnich na tiodhlacan
A dheònuich dhuit an Triath

'ò 'Se mhaitheas duit gu gràsmhor
Gach peacadh annad fèin: [caoin

'Se bheir dhuit slàint', is furtachd

O t'euslaintibh gu ìe.ÌT. [fòs,

4 Do bheatha fùs o sgrios a' bhàis,

'Se dh'fhuasglas duit gu pailt

:

'Se chrùnas thu le coron gràidh,

'S le tròcair chaomh gun airc.

5 Le 'mhaitheas is le 'thiodhlacaibh
Sàr-lionaidh e do bheul

:

'S tha t'òige air a nuadhachadh
Mar iolair luath nan speur.

PSALM CIII.

20 That ot the mournful prisoner
The groanings he might hear,

To set them free that unto death
By men appointed are

:

21 That they in Sion may declare

The Lord's moat holy name,
And publish in Jerusalem
The praises of the same ;

22 When as the people gather shall

In troops with one accord,
When kingdoms shall assembled be
To serve the highest Lord.

23 My vvouted strength and force he
Abated in the way, [hath

And he my daya hath shortened :

24 Thus therefore did I say:
My God, in mid-time of my days
Take thou me not away :

From age to age eternally

Thy years eudure aud stay.

25 The firm foundation of the earth
Of old time thou hast laid

;

The heavens also are the work
Which thine own hands have made.

26 Thou shalt for evermore endure,
But they shall perish all

;

Yea, ev'ry one of them wax old,

Like to a garment, shall:

Thou,a3avesture, shalt them change,
And they shall changed be :

27 But thou the same art, and thy years
Are to eternity.

28 The children of thy servants shall

Continually endure
;

And in thy sight, O Lord, their seed
Shall be establish'd sure.

(Second Version, seepage 167.)

PSALM CIII.—103.

1 O THOU my soul, blesa God the
Lord;

And all that in me is

Be atirred up his holy name
To magnity and bless.

2 Bless, O my soul, the Lord thy
God,

And not forgetful be
Of all his gracious benefita

He hath bestow'd on thee.

3 All thine iniquities who doth
Most graciously forgive

:

Who thy diseasea all and pains
Doth heal, and thee reUeve.

4 Who doth redeem thy hfe, that
thou

To death may'st not go down ;

Who thee with loving kindaess
doth

And tender mercies crown :
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6 Air s^àth na muinntir ud, a ta

Le fòirneart air an claoidh,

Ceartas is breitheanas f'araon,

'Se Dia ni dhoibh gun dith.

7 Do Mhaois an neach a b' òglach dlia,

A shli^he chuir e 'n cèill

:

Is mar an ceudna 'ghnìoiuhara
Do chlannaibli Israeil.

8 Tha'n Tighearn iochdmhor trocair-

each,
'S mall 'fhearg, 's ispailt a ghràs.

9 Cha bhi e tagradh ruinn do shior,

'S cha ghleidh e 'fliearg gu bràth.

10 A reir ar peacaidh iomarcaich,
Dioghaltas oirnn cha d'rinn

;

'S a rèir ar ciont' is eusaontais
Cha d'thug e luigheachd dhuinn.

11 Oir mar os ceann na tahnhainn ta

Na speuran àrd gach rè,

Is amhluidh sin tha 'thròcair mòr
Do'n dream d'an eagal e.

12 Mar tha an àrd an ear 's an iar

A' gabhail fad o cheil'

;

'S co ihad a chuireas Dia nan gràs
Ar peacaidh uainn gu lèir.[dàimh

13 Amhluidh mar ghabhas athair
Is truas d'a leanbaibh maoth,

Mar 9Ìn d'a fhior luchd-eagail fèin

Dia gabhaidh truas gu caomh.

14 Oir 's aithne dhasan agus 's lèir

Ar cruth 's ar dealbh gu ceart

;

Gur duslach talmhainn sinn air fad,

Is cuimhne leis gu beachd.
15 An duine truagh, a ta a lAith'

Amhluidh mar (heur a ghnàth ;

Mar bhàrr na luibh' air machair fòs

A ta e fàs fo bhl^th.

16 Oir gabhaidh thairis osag ghaoith',
'S cha bhi e idir ann

;

'S cha 'n fhaicear e san ionad ud
An robh e fàs gu teann.

17 Ach mairidh tròcair Dhc gu sior

Do'n dream d'an eagal e,

Is fòs do chloinn an cioinne-san
Bidh 'fhìreantachd gach rè

:

18 Do 'n aitim ud a chumas ris

An cùmhnant rinn e riu :

'S a chuimhnicheas 'uil' àitheantan,
A chura gu'n deant' iad leo.

19 Dia shocruich anns na nèamhaibh
A chaitliir rioghail fein ; [àrd'

A rìoghachd tha an uachdar fòs

Os ceann gach ni fo 'n ghrùin.

20 Sior-bheannaichibh Ichobhah mòr,
O 'aingle treun an neart,

Tha deanamh iarriuis mar is còir ;

'S a' tabhairt geill d'a reachd.

PSALM CIII. 111

5 Who with abundance of good
things

Doth satisfy thy mouth ;

So that, ev'n as the eagle's age,
Renewed is thy youtli.

6 God righteous judgment executes
For all oppressed ones.

7 His ways to Moses,.he his acts

Made known to Isr'el's sons.

8 The Lord our God is merciful,

And he is gracious,
Long-sufTering, and slow to wrath,

In mercy plenteous.

9 He wiU not chide continually,
Nor keep his anger still.

10 With us he dealt not as we
siun'd,

Nor did requite our ilL

11 For as the heaven in its height
The earth surmounteth far ;

So great to those tliat do him
fear

His tender mercies are

:

12 As far as east is distant from
The west, so far hath he

From us removed, in his love,

All our iniquity.

13 Such pity as a fatlier hath
Unto his children dear ;

Like pity shows the Lord to such
As worship him in fear.

14 For he remembers we are dust,

And he our frame well knows.
15 Frail man, his days are hke the

grass,

As liow'r in field he grows

:

16 For over it the wind doth pass,

And it away is gone :

And of the place where once it was,
It shall uo more be known.

17 But unto them that do him fear

God's mercy never ends
;

And to their children's children
still

His righteousness extends

:

18 To such as keep his covenant,
And mindful are alway

Of his most just commanderaents,
That they may them obey.

19 The Lord prepared hath his

throne
In heavens firm to stand ;

And ev'ry that being hath
His kingdom dotli command.

20 O ye his angels, that excel
In strength, bless ye the Lord

;

Ye vvho obey vvhat ho commands,
And liearken to his word.
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21 Gach uile shlua^h a bhuiiieas da,

Beannaichibh Dia a nis;

A sheirbhisich le 'n coimhlionar
Gach ni a's toileacli leis.

22 'Uil' oibre, feadh a thighearnais,
A rinneadh leis an Triath,

An righ lehobhah beannaichibh :

O ra'anam, beatinaich Dia.

SALM CIV.— 104.

1 O M'ANAM, beannaich thusa Dia :

Mo Dhia, 's tu 'n Triath ro-mhòr;
Tha thusa air do sgeadachadh
Le mòralachd is glòir.

2 Seadh chuir thu solus dealrach glan,
Mar thrusgan umad fein

;

Is sbin thu mach, issgaoileadh leat,

Mar chùirtean nèamh nan speur.

3 Sailean a sheòmar leagadh leis

Air uisgeachaibh mar sttidh
;

Mar charbad rinn na neula tiugh,

'Se ruith air sgiathaibh gaoith'.

4 'Se fèin a rinn na h-aingil fòs

'Nan spioraid làidir threun

;

'Se rinn 'nan teine lasarach

A theachdairean gu lèir.

5 Is bunaite na talmhainn fòs
'

Sliocruicheadh leis 'nan àit,

A chum nach gluaist' as 'ionad e

A chaoidh nan cian gu bràth.

6 Is dh'flioluich thu le doimhneachd e,

Ceart mar gu'm b'aim le brat

:

Os ceann nambeann 's nan sleibhte

Na h-uisgeacha do stad. [àrd'

7 Air cluinntinn doibh guth t'ach-

mhasain,
Theich iad air falbh gu cas

:

Is fòs ri guth do thairneanaich,
Le deifir chaidh iad as. [suas,

8 Ri taobh uam beann chaidh iad a
'S a sios air feadh nan gleann :

Gu ruig an t-àit' a dh'orduich thu
'S a shocruich thu gu teanu.

9 Chuir thusa rompa criocha buan
Nach tèid iad tharta null

;

'S nach piU iad air an ais a ris

Dh'fholach na tìr' le tuinn.

10 Cuiridh e mach na tobraichean
Air feadh nan glac 's nan gleann,

A ta gun tàmh le 'n sruthaibh bras,

A' ruith air feadh nam beann.

11 Do bheathaichibh na macharach
Deoch bheir e dhoibh r'a h-òl

:

'S na h-asail fhiadhaich coisgidh iad

An tart 's an iota mor.
12 Am fagus doibh ni eoin nan speur,

Tigh clùthor tàimh dhoibh fein :

Is eadar gheugan cuirear leo

An ceileir binn an cèili.

PSALM CIV.

21 O bless and magnify the Lord,
Ye glorious hosts of his

;

Ye ministers, that do fulfil

Whate'er his pleasure is.

22 O bless the Lord, all ye his works,
Wherewith Ihe world is stor'd

In his dominions, ev'ry where.
My soul, bless thou the Lord.

PSALM CIV.— 104.

1 Bless God, my soul. O Lord my
God,

Thou art exceeding great

;

With honour and with majesfcy

Thou clothed art in state.

2 With light, as with a robe, thy-

self

Thou coverest about

;

And, like unto a curtain, thou
Tlie heavens stretchest out.

3 Who of his chambers doth the
beams

Within the waters lay
;

Who doth the clouds his chariot
make,

On wings of wind make way.
4 Who tìaming fire his ministers,

His angels sp'rits, doth make :

5 Who earth's foundations did lay,

That it sliould never shake.

6 Thou didst it cover with the deep,
As with a garment spread

The waters stood above the hills,

When thou the word but said.

7 But at the voice of thy rebuke
They tìed, and would not stay ;

rhey at tliy thunder's dreailul
voice

Did haste them fast away.

8 They by the mountains do ascend,
And by the valleyground

Descend, unto that very place
Which thou for them didst found.

9 Thou hast a bouud unto them set,

That they may not pass over,
That they do not return again
The face of earth to cover.

10 He to the valleys sends the
sprmgs,

Which run among the hills

:

11 They to all beasts of field give
drink,

Wild asses drink their fills.

12 By them the fowls of heav'n shall

have
Their babitation,

VVhich do among the branchea
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13 Uisgichidh e o 'aheòmraibh àrd'

Na beannta mòr' gun tàmh :

An talamh tioram pheibh a dhiol

Le toradh gniomh do làmh.
14 Bheir e air feur bhi fàs do'n

sprèidh,
'S air luibh bhi fàs gun sgi

Do dhaoinibh, chum gu'n tugadh
O'n talamh biadh a nios : [iad

15 Is fion a chuireas cridhe dhaoin'
Air shubhachas 's air ghean,

Is oladh fos a ni an gnùis
Le maise dealrach glan.

'Se bheir dhoibh aran mar an ceudn'

Fhreasdal am feum gu leòr,

An cridhe dhaoin' a chuireas neart,

Le misneich mhaith is treòir.

16 Tha craobhan àrd' an Tighearna
Ro làn do bhrigh gu lèir,

la seudair mhaiseach Lebanoin
A shuidhicheadh leis fèin.

17 Is bithidh nid san ionad ud
Aig eunlaith luath nan speur :

Na craobhan giumhais aig an stoic

Mar ionad tàimh dhi fèiu.

18 An tearmunn fein, am beanntaibh
Na gabhair fhiadhaich leag ;[àrd'

Na coitiein bheaga' mar an ceudn'
An còsaibh blàth nan creag.

19 A' ghealach dh'orduich esan fòs

A sgarachduinn nan tràth :

Is aig a' ghrein tha eòlas maith
Mar luidheas i gach là.

20 Do nithear leat-sa dorchadas,
Is thig an oidhch' gu grad ;

An sin bidh beathaich allt' na coiU'

A' dol a mach air fad.

21 Ri beucadh bidh na leòmhain òg'

Ag iarraidh cobhartaich,
Is bithidh iad ag iarraidh bidh

Air Dia ro chumhachdach.

22 An sin 'nuair dh'èireas suas a

ghrian,
Cruinnichidh iad le chèil',

Gu h-uaigneach luidhidh iad a stigh
'Nan garaidh didein fèin.

23 Is thèid an duine mach an sin

Gu 'obair mar is còir,

Is leanaidh e gu dichiollach
A shaothair gu tràth nòin'.

24 Cia lioumhor t'oibre mòr', a Dhè !

An eliocas rinn thu iad :

An talamh fòs le d' shaoibhreas mòr,
Tha làn air fad 's air leud.

25 Mar sin an cuan tha farsuiun mòr,
'S gach ni a shnàgas ann,

Na beathaichean tha beag is mòr,
Gun orra cunntas cbeann.

PSALM CIV. 113

13 He from his chambers watereth
The hills, when they are dried :

Witti fruit and iucrease of thy
works

The earth is satisfied.

14 For cattle he makes grass to grow,
He makes the herb to spring

For th' use of man, that food to
him

He from the earth may bring ;

15 And wine, that to the heart of

mau
Doth cheerfulness impart,

Oil that his face makes shine, and
bread

That strengtheneth his heart.

16 The trees of God are full of sap ;

The cedars that do stand
In Lebanon, which planted were
By his almighty hand.

17 Birds of the air upon their boughs
Do choose their nests to make

;

As for the stork, the fir-tree she
Doth for her dweUing take.

18 The lofty mountains for wild
goats

A place of refuge be ;

The couies also to the rocks
Do for their safety tìee.

19 He sets the moou in Iieav'n,

thereby
The seasons to discern :

From him the sun his certaiu time
Of going dowu doth learn.

20 Thou darkness mak'st, 'tis night,
then beasts

Of forest creep abroad.
21 The liona youug roar for their

prey,
And seek their meat from God.

22 The sun doth rise, and home they
tìock,

Down in their dena they lie.

23 Man goes to work, his labour he
Doth to the ev'ning ply.

24 How manifold, Lord, are thy works I

In wisdom wouderful
Thou ev'ry one of them hast made

;

Earth's of thy riches full

:

25 So Ì3 this great and spacious sea,

Wherein things creeping are,

Which number'd cannot be ; and
beasts

Both great and small are there.
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26 Tha loiigan siubhal ann gu tiugh
'S tha'n lebhiàtan mòr,

A chumadh is a dhealbhadh leat,

Ri sùgradh ann le treòir.

27 Na slòigh ud uile tha, a Dhè,
A' feitheamh ort a ghnàth,

A chum dhoibh biadh gu'u tu£;adh

G'an cumail beò gach tràth. [tu

28 Na bheir thu dhoibh a'd' thoirbh-
'Ga thional sud tha iad : [eartas

Tràth dh'fhosglas tu do làmh gu
Le maith sàr-lionar iad. [pailt,

29 Air folach dhuit do ghnùis a ris,

Tliig cabhag orr' air fad
;

Eugaidh, tràth bheir thu asd' an deo,
Piliidh ri 'n ùir gu grad.

30 Do spiorad fein g'an cruthachadh,
Ris cuirear leat a mach :

Aghaidh na tahnhainn mar au
ceudn'

Nuadhaichidh tu le dreach.
31 Bidh gloir an Triath ro-mhaireann-

Air feadh gach linn am feasd;[ach
Is ni lehobhah gairdeachas
'Na ghnìomharaibh gun cheisd.

32 Air sealltuinn air an talamh dha,
Criothnaichidh e gu grad ;

Tràth bheanas e ri slèibhtibh àrd'

Bidh deatach dhiubh air fad.

33 Do Dhia lehobhah seinniJh mi
Au cian a bhios mi beò ;

Is bheir mi moladh mòr do m' Dhia
Ri fad mo rè 's mo lò.

34 'S ro-mhilis blast' mo smuaintean
Biom ait an Dia a ghnàth. [l...

,

35 Gu'n tigeadh sgrios air peacaichibh,
Mach as an tir gu bràth,

'S na biodh na h aingidh ann ni 's

O m'anam, moladh seinn [mò.
Do Dhia lehobhah ; seinneamaid
Le h-Alleluia binn.

SALM CV.—105.

1 O THUGAIBH buidheachas doDhia;
Air 'aium-san gairibh fèin

;

Is cuiribh fòs a ghniomhara
Am mea.sg nan sluagh an cèill.

2 Seinnibh do Dhia lehobhah mòr,
Sailm seinnibh dha gu binu

;

Is aithrisibh gu h-iomlan fòs

Na miorbhuilean a rinn.

3 As 'ainm ro-naomha-san faraon
Deanaibh deadh-uaill is glòir

;

Biodh gairdeachas air cridh' an
Dh'iarras lehobhah mòr. [dream

4 larraibh lehobhah mòr nam feart,

larraibh a neart a ghnàth:
A ghnùis ta gràsmhor fàbharach,

Sior-iarraibh i gu bràth.

PSALM CV.
26 There ships go ; there thou mak'st

to play
That leviathan great.

27 These all wait oa thee, that thou
may'st

In due time give them meat.

28 That which thou givest unto them
They gather for their food ;

Thine hand thou open'st lib'rally,

They fìlled are with good.
29 Thou hid'st thy face ; they troubled

are,

Their breath thou tak'st away ;

Then do they die, and to their "dust

Return again do they.

30 Thy quick'ning spirit thou send'st
forth,

Then they created be ;

And then the earth's decayed face

Renewed is by thee.

31 The glory of the mighty Lord
Continue shall for ever :

The Lord Jehovah shall rejoice

In all his works together.

32 Eartli, as affrighted, trembleth all,

If he on it but look :

And if the mountains he but touch,
They presently do smoke.

33 I wiU sing to the Lord most high,
So long as I shall live ;

And while I being have I shall

To my God praises give.

34 Of him my meditation shall

Sweet thoughts to me afford

;

And as for me I will rejoice

In God, my only Lord.
35 From earth let siuners be con-

Let ill men no more be. [sum'd,
O thou my soul, bless thou the

Lord.
Praise to the Lord give ye.

PSALM CV.— 105.

1 GlVE thauks to God, call on his

name;
To men his deeds make known.

2 Sing ye to him,sing psalms; proclaim
His wondrous works each oue.

See that ye in his holy name
To glory do accord ;

Aud let the heart of ev'ry oue
Rejoice that seeks the Lord.

4 The Lord Almighty, aud his

strength,
With stedfast hearts seek ye :

His blessed and his gracious face

Seek ye continually.

5 Think on the works that he hath
Wliich admiration breed ;

[doue
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5 Cuimhnichibh fòs na mìorbhuile
A rinneadh leis ^u treun :

A ghnìomhara ro-iougantach,
Is breithcanais a bhèil

;

6 O sibhs' a ghineil Abrahaim,
Deadh òglaich dhileis Dè :

Sibhse chlann lacoib mar an ceudn
A ròglinuich e dha fèin.

7 'S esan ar Tighearn is ar Dia,
lehobhah mòr gu fior :

Tha 'bhreitheanais rochothromach
Air sgaoileadh feadh gach tir'.

8 Oir chuimhniche gu siorruidh buan
A choimhcheangal gu beachd ;

'S am focal fòs a dh'orduich e

Do mhiltibh àl ri teachd ;

9 An coimhcheangal a rinn e fein

Ri Abraham gu caoin,

'S na mionnan a thng e le 'bheul

Do Isaac òglach caomh :

10 Is amhluidh siu do lacob fos

Dhaingnichse e mar reachd ;

Mar choimhcheangal gu siorruidh

Do Israel gu beachd : [buan

11 Ag ràdh, Tir Chanaain bheir mi
dhuibh, [ft

His

PSALM CV. 115

vonders, and the judgments all

Which from his mouth proceed ;

6 O ye that areof Abr'ham's race,

His servant vveil approv'n
;

And ye that Jacob's children are,

Whom he chose for his own.
7 Because he, and he only, is

The mighty Lord our God;
And his mos't ri^shteous judgmenta

In all the earth abroad. [are

8 His cov"nant he remember'd hath,
That it may ever stand :

To thousand generations
The word he did command.

9 Which covenaut he fìrmly made
Witli faithful Abraham',

And unto Isaac, by his oath,

He did reuew the same ;

10 And unto Jacob, for a law,

He made it tirm and sure,

A covenant to Israel,

Which ever should endure.

11 He said, l'll give Canaan's land
For heritage to you

;

12 While they were strangers there,

lu number very few : [and few,

Mar chrann bhur n-oighreachd 13 While yet they went from land to
.-_-_;„ ,-i._ !_ 3 . 'i'nambuidh' -'- - . - , , r, .12 'Nuair bha iad tearc.

inn bhig,

'S 'nan coigrich innt' gu lèir.

Without a sure abode
;

[land

I

And while through sundry kiugdoms
j

Did wander tar abroad
;

[they

|14 Yet, notwithstanding, suffer'd he
No man to do them wrong :

Yea, for their sakes, he did reprove
Kings,who weregreat and strong.

14 Chad'leigle ueach an gortachadh; 15 Thus did he say, Touch ye not

13 Is air bhi dhoibh ag imeachd fòs

O thir gu tìr gun tamh ;

A' triall fèadhsluaigh is rioghachda,'

Nach fac' iad riamh roimh làimh:

Ach smachdaich air au sgàth
Mor-nghre neartmhor cumhach

those
That mine anointed be.

'S a riu mar so ag ràdh
;

[dach
;

j

Nor do the prophets any harm
15 ' Feuchaibh nach bean sibh ris an

dream
A dh' ungadh leam gu caomh :

Is fòs na deanaibh cron air bith

No lochd air m' fhàidhibh naomh'.

l6Fòsghairm e gorta steach do 'n tlr,

Is lorg an arain bhris.

17 Ach chuir e loseph rompa sios,

Reiceadh mar thràill gun Ihios.

ISLegeimhlibh dhochaiun iad a chos',

Luidh e an iarunn teann
;

i9 Gu 'n uair an d'thàinig focal Dè
;

Is dhearbh sud e san àm.

20 An righ an sin chuir airsan fìos,

Is dh'fliuasgail air gu caoin :

Seadh uachdaran nam fineacha
Is leig se e fa sgaoil.

21 Is air a theaghlach thug e dha
Ard-thighearnas gu lèir :

.\rduaehdranachd a stòrais mhòir,
Thug esàn dha d'a rèir.

That do pertain to n

|l6 He call'd for famiue on the land,

He brake the statì' of bread :

17 But yet he sent a man before,

By whom they should be fed ;

Ev'n Joseph, whom unnat'rally

Sell for a slave did they ;

18 Whose feet with fetters they did

And he in irous lay

;

[hurt,

19 Until the time that his word came
To give him liberty

;

The word and purpose of the Lord
Did him in prison try.

20 Then sent the king, and did com-
That he enlarg'd shouIdbe;[maad

He that the people's ruler was
Did send to set him free.

21 A lord to rule his famiìy
He rais'd him as most fit

;

To him of all that he possess'd

He did the charge commit

:
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22 A cheangal mar a chiteadh dha

Ard-cheannardan na tir':

'S gu'n tugadh e d'a sheanairibh
Teagrasg air gliocas fior.

23 Do rìog:h'chd na h-Eiphit thàinig
Clann Israeil gu leir, [fòs,

'S bha lacob is a shliochd air cnuairt
An talamh Cham le cheil'

:

24 Thug esan air a phobull fèin

An sin ro-lionmhor fàs,

Is ni bu treise rinn e iad
Na'n naimhdean anns gach

25 Cridhe an dream ud dh'iompaich e
Thoirt fuath d'a phobull naomh,

'S gu'ra buineadh iad ga cealgach olc
R'a sheirbhisich rochaomh.

26 An sin chuir e 'dheadh òglach Maois,
Aaron a thagh e fein.

27 Nochd iad a bhearta miorbhuileach,
An talamh Cham gu treun.

28 Chuir orra duibhre, 's dhorchaich-l
eadh ;

'N 9in thug iad gèiU d'a ghuth.
29 Dh'iompaich gu fuil an nisgeachai

Is mharbh e 'n t-iasg 'nan sruth,

30 Is losgainn ann an lìonmhoireachd
Sin bhrùchd an tìr a mach,

Am fàrdaichibh an righre-san,
'S 'nan seòmraichibh a steach.

31 Air 'iarrtus thàinig iomadh gnè
Do chuileagaibh gu grad :

Is miala lìonmhor mar an ceudn'
'Nan criochaibh ft^in air fad.

32 Air son an uisge thug e dhoibh
Clach-shneachd gu trasach geur,

Is lasair theine-dhealanaich
Air feadh na tir' gu lèir.

33 Na craobhan fion, is fige fòs

Ghrad-bhuaileadh leis gu trom
;

Is bhriseadh agus reubadh leis

Gach crann a bha 'nam fonn.

34 Thug esan àithne 's thàinig iad,

Locuist gu lionmhor ann,
'S na burruis sgriosach iomarcach,
Gun orra cunnfaa cheann ;

35 Gach luibh san fhearann dh'itheadh
leo

;

Is dh'itheadh leo gach meas.
36 Bhuail e gach ceud-ghin anns an tlr,

Toiseach am brìgh 'a an treia'.

37 Le h-òr 's le h-aìrgiod thtig e mach
A phobull fèin gun dith ;

'S cha robh 'nan treubhaibh-aan air

Neach euslainteach gun chlì. [fad
38 Bu shubhach leis na h-Eiphitich

'Nuair chaidh iad uath' a mach
Oir thuit an eagal-san gu mòr
Le h-uamhunu air gach neach.
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22 That he might at his pleasure bind

The princes of the land
;

And he might teach his senators
Wisdom to understand.

23 The people then of Israel

Down into Egypt came ;

And Jacob also sojourned
Withiu the land of Ham.

24 And he did greatly by his pow'r
Increase his people'there

;

And stronger than their enemies
They by his blessing were.

25 Their heart he turued to envy
Hia folk raaliciously,

With those that his own servants
were

To deal in subtilty.

26 His servant Moses he did send,
Aaron his chosen one.

27 By these his .signs and wonders
great

In Ham's land were made kuown.
28 Darkness he sent, and raade it

dark
;

Hia word they did obey.
29 He turn'd their waters into blood,

And he their fi.sh did slay.

30 The land in plenty brought forth
frogs

In chambors of their kings.
31 His word all sorts of flies aud lice

In all their borders brings.
32 He hail for rain, and tìaming fire

Into their land he sent

:

33 And he their vines and fig-trees

smote;
Treea of their coasts he rent.

34 He spake, and caterpillars came,
Locusts did much abound ;

.35 Which in their land all herbs con-
sum'd,

And all fruits of their ground.
He smote all first-born in their

land,
Chief of their strength each one :

37 With gold and silver brought them
forth,

Weak in their tribes were none.

38 Egypt was glad when forth they
went,

Their fear on them did light.

39 Ho spread a cloud for covering,
And tìre to shine by night.
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39 Neuì os an ceann sgaoil csan mach

Mar bhrat no cùirteiu mòr ;

Le teine mar an ceudn' san oidhch'
Thug: sohis dhoibh gu leòr.

40 Am pobull dh'iarr, is thug e dhoibh
Na gearra-poirt gu pailt

;

'S le h-aran nèimh o speuraibh àrd'

Thug dhoibh an sàth gun airc.

4

1

A' charraig sgoilt e, bhrùchd a mach
Na h-uisgeacha gu leòr

;

Is anns an thàsach thartmhor theth
Ruith iad mar amhainn mhòir.

42 Cliionn gu'n do chuimhnich e an
'Fhocal 's aghealladh naonih, [sin

Is mar an ceudna Abraham
'Oglach ro dhileas caomh.

43 Is uime sin thug e a mach
A shluagh le h-aoibhneas mòr;

'S a dhaoine fein a ròghnaich e,

Le gairdeachas is ceòl.

44 Is fearann lòs nam fineacha
Thug esan dhoibh air fad ;

Is mheal iad mar an oighreachdfèin
Saothair nan cinneach ud.

45 A chum gu'n tugadh iad fa'near

A reaclida mar is còir,

'S gu'n gleidheadh iad a lagh faraon.

Molaibh lehobhah mòr.
SALM CVI.

1 O THUG.AIBH moladh mùrdo Dhia,
Is buidheachas faraon,

Oir tha e maith, mairidh gu bràth
A thròcair ghràsmhor chaoin.

2 Gniomhara treun' lehobhah mhòir,
Cò dh'fheudas chur an ceill?

Cò dh'fheudas fòs a chliu ro-mhòr
A thaisbeanadh gu Ipir ?

3 "S beannaicht" an aitim ud gu beachd
A ghleidheas breitheanas,

'S an neach ud fòs a ni gach uair
Ceartas is ionracas.

4Dhia,cuimhnichormsa,Ieisa'ghràdh
Thug thu do d' phobuU fèin

;

O thig le d' shlàinte shòlasaich
Gu m' lliiosrachadh a'm' fheum.

5 Gu faic sinn maith dò dhaoine taght',

'S gu'n dean sinn aoibhneas mòr
'Nanaoibhneaasud; 'slet'oighreachd

lèin

Gu'n dean sinn uaill is glòir.

6 Do pheacaich sinn le'r siunsearaibh;
Is fòs do rinneadh leinn

Jlòr chiont' a' d'aghaidhfèin,aDhè;
Gu h-aingidh pheacaich sinn.

7 Ar sinnseara cha d'thug fa'near

Do bhearta miorbhuileach,
A rinneadh leat an tir na h-Eiph't
Gu treuumhor cumhachdach ;
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40 They ask'd, and he brought quails;

with bread
Of heav'n he tilled them.

41 He optn'd rocks, tioods gush'd, and
ran

lu deserts like a stream.

42 For on his holy promise he,

And servant Abr'ham, thought.
43 With joy his people, his elect

With gladness, torth he brought.
44 And unto them the plensant lands

He of the hcathen gave
;

That of the people's labour they
Inheritance might have.

45 That they his statutes might cb-

According to his word
;

And that they might his laws obey.
Give praise unto the Lord.

PSALM CVL
1 GlVE praise aud thanks unto the

Lord.
For bountiful is he ;

His tender mercy doth endure
'Unto eternity'

2 God's mighty works who cau ex-

press ?

Or show forth all his praise?
Blessed are they that judgment

keep,
And justly do always.

4 Remember me, Lord, with that
love

Which thou to thine dost bear,
With thy salvation, O my God,
To visit me draw near.

5 That I thy chosen's good may see,

And in their joy rejoice ;

And may with thine mheritance
Triumph with cheerful voice.

6 We with our fathers sinned have,
And of iniquity

Too long we have the workers been;
We have done wickedly.

The wonders great, wbich thou, O
Lord,

Didst work in Egypt land,

Our fathers, though they saw, yet
They did not understaud : [them



118 SALMCVI,
I3 lìonmhoireachd do thròcair

chaoimh'
Dhìchuimhnich iad gu truagh ;

'S iad aig a' mhuir ga d' bhrosnach-
Ri cois na fairge ruaidh'. [adh,

8 Ach theasairg e gu tèaruint' iad,

Air sgàth dheadh ainrae fèin ;

A chum gu'n nochdadh e mar sin

A chumhachda ro-threun.

9 Leig e a mach geur achmhasan
I& thiormaich a' mhuir-ruadh ;

Is stiùir e troimh an doimhneachd iad,

Mar troimh an fhàsach chruaidh.

10 O l^imh an ti thug dhoibhsan fuath,

Dh'fhuasgail e 'phobull fèin,

'S o làimh an naimhde mi-runach
Shaoradh leis iad gu treun.

11 Is dh'fholuich uisg' an eascairde :

Cha d'fhan fiu aon diubh beò.
12 Chreid iad an sin a bhriathra-san,

'S a chliu do sheinneadh leo.

13 Air dearmad leigeadh leo gu cas

A ghnìomhara rothreun ;

Cha d' fhuirich iad gu foighidneach
R'a chomhairl' eagnuidh fèin.

14 San fhàsach ghlac miann ciocrach

PSALM CVL
And they thy mercies' multitude
Kept not in memory

;

But at the sea, ev'n the Red sea,
Provok'd him grievously.

Nevertheless he sav'd them,
Ev'n for his own name's aake;

That so he might to be well kDOwn
His mighty power make.

9 When he the Red Sea did rebuke,
Then dried up it was

:

Thro' depths, as thro' the wilderness,
He safely made them pass.

10 From hands of those that hated
them

He did his people save
;

And from the en'my's cruel hand
To them redemption gave.

11 The waters overwhelm'd their foes;

Not one was left alive.

12 Then they behev'd his word, and
praise

To him in songs did give.

1.3 But soon did they his mighty works
Forget unthankfully,

And on his counsel and his will

Did not wait patiently
;

N sin bhuair iadDiaguluath.riad, 14 But much did lust in wilderness.
15 An iarrtus thug e dhoibh, ach chui

Caoil' air an anam truagh.

16 Sa' champa ghabh iad farmad mòr
Ri Maois an duine caomh,

'S ri Aaron neach a ròghnaich Dia
Dha fèin 'na shagart naomh.

17 An talamh dh'fhosgail e a bheul,
Shluig Datan sìos gu grad ;

Buidhinn Abiraim mar an ceudn'
Dh'fholuich e iad air fad.

18 Is fòs am measg an cuideachd-san
Ghrad-las an teine teth ;

Is loisg an lasair suas gu leir

Na h-aingidh ud fa leth.

19 Dhealbh iad an sin is rinn iadlaogh,
Gu truagh aig Horeb àrd,

'S do'n lomhaigh leaght'a rinneadh
Aoradh thug iad gun dàil. [leo

20 Is amhluidh chaochail iad gu bochd,
An Dia 's an glòir gu leir,

Gu cosamhlachd is ìomhaigh fhaoin
An daimh a dh'itheas feur.

21 An Dia thug tèarnadh dhoibh 'nara

feum
Dhìchuimhnich iad gu grad ;

An neach le 'n d' rinneadh bearta
An tìr na h-Eiph't air fad: [mòr'

22 Is gniomhara ro-iongantach
An dùthaich Cham le buaidh,

Mar sin is nithe uamhasach
Ri cois na fairge ruaidh'

:

And God in desert tempt.
15 He gave them what they sought, but

Their soul he leanness sent. [to

16 And against Moses in the camp
Their envy did appear ;

At Aaron they, the saint of God,
Envious also were.

17 Therefore the earth did open wide,
And Dathan did devour,

And all Abiram'a company
Did cover in that hour.

18 Likewise among their company
A fìre was kindled then ;

And 80 the hot consuming flame
Burnt up these wicked men.

19 Upon the hiU of Horeb they
An idol-calf did frame,

A molten image they did make,
And worshipped the same.

20 And thus their glory, and their God,
Most vainly changed they

Into the likeness of an ox
That eateth grass or hay.

21 They did forget the raighty God,
That had their saviour been,

By whom such great things brought
to pass

They had in Egypt seen.

22 In Ham'a land he did wondrous
works,

Things terrible did he,
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23 Thubhairt e air an aobhar sÌQ

Gu'm miUt' iad leis gu lèir,

Mur seasadh òglacb taghta, MaoÌ8,
Fa chomhair, anns a' bheum :

A chum gu'n deant' a chorruicb
A philleadh air a h-ais, [mhòr

Eagal 'na fheirg g;u'n deanadh e

A phobuU f'èin a sgrrios.

24 Dhiùlt iad le tàir an tir ro-mhaith
Nior chreid iad focal Dè :

25 'Nam pàiUiunaibh riun monmhor
mòr,

'S d'a ghuth cha d'thug iad gèiU.

26 An sin 'nan aghaidh thog e 'làmh,
G'an sgrios san thàsach lom

:

27Asgriosan sliochd measg fhineacha,

'S g'an sgaoileadh feadh gach fuinn.

28 Ri Baal-peor mar an ceudn',
Naisg siad iad f^in gu dlùth :

Is dh'ith iad cuid do lobairtibh

Nan lodhol marbh' nach tiù.

29Bhrosnuich iad e mar sin gu feirg,

Le'n innleachdaibh gu truagh ;

Is bhris a' phlàigh an sin gu mòr
A steach am raeasg an t sluaigh,

30 Sheas Phiuehas, is rinn e 'n ceart

:

'N sin sguir a' phlàigh d'au claoidh:

31 Sud mheasadh dha mar fhireant-

O liun gu linn a chaoidh. [achd

32 Aig uisge comh-stri Mheribah
Bhrosnuich iad Dia a ris

;

Air chor, fa chùis a' phobuiU ud,
Gu'n d' èirich olc do Mhaois.

33 Oir rinneadh leo a spiorad san
A bhrosnachadh gu geur

;

lonnus gu'n d' labhair e an sin

Gu cabhagach le 'bheul.

34 Na cinnich cha do sgriosadh leo
Mar dh'àithu lehobhah dhoibh :

35 Ach mheasg iadleisnatìneachaibh,
Is dh'fhòghluim iad an dòigh.

36 Do ìodholaibh nam tìneacha
lad seirbhis rinn gu truagh :

Bhasud mar hon 'smar ribe dhoibh,
Le'n ghlacadh iad gu luath.

37 Seadh thug iad suas mar iobairtean I

Do dheamhnaibh 's dhealbhaibh
brèig',

Am mic 's an nigheana faraon,
An aghaidh naomh-reachd Dhè.

. 38 Is fuil nan neòchiontach gu truagh
Do dhòirteadh leo gun sgàth ;

B'i fuil am mac 's an nighean fèin
A dhòirt iad guu chion-fàth.

Do ìodholaibh Chanaain fòs

Mar ìobairt thug an shochd
;

Mar Bin do thruaiUeadh leo an tìr,

Le fuil gun truas gun iochd.

When he his mighty hand and arm
Stretch'd out at the Red sea.

23 Then said he, He would them de-

stroy,

Had not, his wrath to stay,

His chosen Moses stood in breach,
That them he should not slay.

24 Yea, they despis'd the pleasant
land,

Believed not liis word :

25 But in their tents they mur-
mured,

Not heark'ning to the Lord.

26 Therefore in desert them to slay
He lifted up his hand :

27 'Mong nations to o'erthrow their

seed,

And scatter in each land.
! They unto Baal-peor did

Themselves associate

;

The sacrifices of the dead
They did prol'anely eat.

'29 Thus, by their lewd inventions,
They did provoke his ire

;

And then upon thera suddenly
The plague brake in as tìre.

30 Then Phin'has rose, and justice did,

And so the plague did cease
;

31 That to aU ages counted was
To him for righteousness.

32 Aud at the waters, where they
strove,

They did him angry make,
In such sort, that it fared Ul
With Moses for their sake :

33 Because they there his spirit meek
Provoked bitterly,

So that he utter'd with his Ups
Words unadvisedly.

34 Nor,as the Lord commandedthem,
Did they the nations slay :

35 But with theheathen mingled were,
And learn'd of them their way.

36 And they their idols serv'd, which
did

A snare unto them turn.
37 Their sous and daughters they to

dev'ls

In sacrifìce did burn.

38 In their own children's guiltless
blood

Their hands tbey did imbrue,
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39 Is amhluidh sin le'n gnìomharaibh
Do thruailleadh leo iad fein :

ChaiUh iad air striopachas o Dhia
Le 'n innleachdaibh gu lèir.

40 Fa 'n aobhar ud las corruich Dhè
R'a phobull fein p;u teth :

lonnus gu'n ghabh e gràin gu mòr
D'a oigjhreachd air gach leth.

41 Is amhluidh rinn e 'n tabhairt suas
Do làimli nam fineach fiat'

;

Is thugr thu dhoibh mar uachdarain
An dream a dh'lhuathaich iad.

42 Rinneadh gu mòr an Hàruchadh
Le 'n naimhdibh làidir treun'

;

Is leagadh iad gu ]i-ìosa] sios
Ko'n ]aimh sud mar an ceudn'.

43 Gu rainic thug e saorsa dhoibh
;

Ach bhrosnuich iad e rìa
Le'n comhairlibh, is leagadh iad
Air son an ceannairc sìos.

44 Ach thug e 'n àmhghar mòr fa'near,
'Nuàir chuaiadh leis an glaodh

;

45 Is chuimlinich e dhoibh mar an
ceudn'

A chùmhnant gràsmhor caQpih
;

Is ghabh e aithreachas a reir

Mòr-shaoibhireachd a ghràis :
I

46 'S 'nan .sealladh-san rinn braighde' After his mercies multitude
diubh 46 He did repent : And made

Fhuair e dhoibh iochd Ì9 truas. Tiiem to be pity'd of all those

47 Thusa lehobhah mhòir ar Dia, ,- .^ r °.'Ì'*^J.^'.*''S _'=?I'''^^ ^*"^^'

Dean saoradh dhuinn 'nar feum,
Is dean, am measg nam tìneacha,
Ar tional leat gu ièir :

Do t'ainm ro-naomh gu'n tugamaid
Mòr bhuidheachas gu paiit' :

Do chliu 's do mholadh mòr faraon
Gu seiuueamaid gu h-ait.

48 'S beannaicht' an Triath, Dia Is-
O chian nan cian gu bràth: [raeil,

Abradh an sluagh gu lèir, Amen '

Molaibh-sa Dia a ghnàth.

PSALM CVII.

Wliom to Cauaan's idols they
For sacrifices slevv :

So was the laud defi]'d with blood.
39 They stain'd with their own way,
And with their own inventions
A whoring they did stray.

40 Against his people l?indled was
The wrath of God therefore,

Insomuch that he did his own
Inheritance ablior.

41 He gave them to the heathen's
hand

;

Their foes did them command.
42 Their en'mies them oppress'd, they

were
Made subject to their haud.

43 He many times deliver'd them
;

But with their counsel so
They himprovolv'd,thatfor theirsin
They were brought very low.

44 Yet their affliction he beheid,
When he did hear their cry :

45 And he for them his covenant
Did call to memory.

SALM CVII.—107.
1 O THUGAIBH moladh mòr do Dhi

Is buidheachas faraon,
Oir tha e maith, 's mairidh gu bràth
A thròcair ghràsmhor chaoin.

2 Pobul] lehobhah shaoradh leis,

Labhradli mar so gun tàmh,
A' mhuinntir ud a bhuin e saor
A mach o iàimh an nàmh :

3 Is as gach tir san robh iad sud
Do chruinnicheadh iad leis,

O 'n a'ird an ear, 's o'n àird an iar,

^
O'n àirde tuath, is deas.

4 San fhàsach iad air seachrau chaidh
Au ionad falamh fàs;

O Lord our God, us save, and
gather

The heathen from among,
That we thy holy name may praiae

In a triumphant song.

48 Bless'd be Jehovah, Isr'el's
God,

To all eternity :

Let ali the peopìe say, Amen.
Praise to the Lord give ye.

PSALM CVII.—107.
PR.AISE God, for he is good: for still

His mercies lasting be.
Let God's redeem'd sày so, whom he
From th' en'my's liand did free ;

And gather'd them out of the lands,
From north, south, east, and west.

They stray'd in desert's pathless
way,

No city found to rest.

For thirst and hunger in them
faints

Their soul. When straita them
press.
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Is bail' air bith cha d'fhuaradh leo

Gu còmhnuidh ann no tàmh.
5 Ocrach is iotmhor bha iad fòs :

Chlaoidheadh an anam truagh.
6 Ghlaodh iad an sin ri Dia 'nan teinn,

Shaor iad o'n àmhghar chruaidh.
7 Stiùir esan apus threòruich iad

Air bealach ceart fa'n cois,

A chum gu'n rachadh iad fadheoidh
Gu baile tàimh is fois'.

8 O b'fhearr gu'm moladh daoine Dia
Air son a mhaitheis chaoin,

'S air son a bhearta iougantach
Rinn e do chloinn nan daoin'

!

9 Oir ni e 'u t-anam miannach trom
A shàsuchadh gun airc,

'S an t-anam ciocrach lìonaidh e

Le 'mhaitheas fein gu pailt.

10 An dream a shuidh an dorchadas,
Is ann an dubhar bàis ;

[truagh,

Fo chuibhreach ta an àmhghar
'S an iarunn cruaidh an sàs

;

11 Air son gu'n robh iad ceannairceach
An agnaidh briathra Dliè,

'S air comhairle an Ti a's àird'

Gu'n d'rinn iad tàir gu lèir
;

12 An sin an cridhe leag e sios

Le saothair is le pèin ;

Thuit iad, is aon neach cha robh anu
G'an cuideachadh 'nam feum :

13 Ghlaodh iad an siu ri Dia 'nan airc,

Dh'fhuasgail o'n teinn gu grad.

li O'n dorcha bhuin, 's o dhubhar
bàis,

'S an cuibhreach bhris air fad.

15 O b'fhearr gu'm moladh daoine Dia
Air son a mhaitheis chaoin,

'S air son a bhearta iongantach
Rinn e do chloinn nan daoin'

!

I6,Chionn gu'n do bhriseadh leis le

Na geatan prais £u lèir
; ['neart

Na stapuill iaruinn i» na croinn
Sgaoil esan as a chèil'.

17 Bha amadain le 'n cron, 's le 'n

Fo àmhghar goirt an sàs. [lochd,

18 Bha 'n anam' gabhail gràin do
bhiadh,

'S iad dlùth do dhorsaibh bàis.

19Ghlaodh iadau sin ri Dia 'namfeum,
Dh'fhuasgail o'n teinn gu grad.

20 Le 'fhocal rinn e 'n slànuchadh :
j

Is shaor o'n sgrios air fad.
j

21 Ob'fhearr gu'm moladh daoineDia
Air son a mhaitheis chaoin, l

'S air son a bhearta iongantach
Rinn e do chioinn nan daoin'

!

22 Thugadh iad iobairt buidheachais
Is cHu do Dhia na glòir'

;
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They cry unto the Lord, and he
Them frees from their distress.

7 Them also in a way to walk
That right is he did guide,

That tliey miglit to a city go,

Wherein tbey might abide.

8 O that men to the Lord would give

Praise lor his goodness then,

And for his works of wonder done
Unto the sons of men I

9 For he the soul that longing is

Doth fully satisfy ;

With goodness he the hungry soul

Doth fill abuudantly.

10 Such as shut up in darkness deep,
And in death's shade abide,

"Whom strongly hath affliction

bound,
And irons fast have tied :

11 Because agaiust the words of God
They wrought rebelliously,

And they the counsel did contemn
Of him that is most High :

12 Their heart he did bring down with
grief;

They fell, no help could have.
13 In trouble then they cried to God,

He them from straits did save.

14 He out of darkness did them bring,

Aud from death's shade them
take

;

These bands, wherewith tbey had
been bound,

Asunder quite he brake.

15 O that men to the Lord would give
Praise for his goodness then,

And for his works of wonder done
Unto the sons of men

!

16 Because the mighty gates of brass
In pieces he did tear,

By him in sunder also cut

The bars of iron were.

17 Fools, for their sin and their

offencp,

Do sore affliction bear ;

18 All kind of meat their soul abhors

;

I

They to death's gates draw near.

19 In grief they cry to God ; he saves
Them from their miseries.

20 He sends his word, them heals, and
them

I

From their destructiwns frees.

21 O that men to the Lord would give

j

Praise for his gooduess then,
And for his works of wonder done

I

L^uto the 90US of meu I

22 And kt them sacritice to him
I Offrings of thankfulness

;
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Aithriseadh iad a ghnìomhara,
Le subliachas is ceòl.

23 Luchd-loingeis thòid air muir,
bhÌQs

Ri gnìomh an uisg;ibh buan ;

24 Dhoibh sud is lèir niòr-oibre Dh{5,

i mhìorbhuilean sa' chuan,

1 PSaLM CViL

j

And let them show abroad his works
In songs of joyfulness.

a 23 Who go to sea in ships, and in
Great waters trading be,

24 Within the deep, these men God's
works

And his great wonders see.

25 Air 'iarrtus, duisgear leis a' ghaoth 25 For he coramands, and forth in

Gu h-àrd 's gu doinionnach
Lo 'n togar suas gu h-atmhor borb
A thonua garbh' fa seach.

26 Tha iad ag pirigh suas gu nèamh

;

'S a ris dol domhain sios :

lonnus gu'n d' leagh an anam truagh
Le trioblaid chruaidh 's le sgìos.

27 Dol thuig' is uaith, gu tuisleach fòs.

Amhluidh r

The stormy tempest tlies. [ha:

Which makes the sea with rollmg
Aloft to swell and rise. [waves

6 They mouut to heav'n, then to the
depths

They do go down again
;

Their soul doth faint aud melt away
With trouble and with pain.

lonrms gu'n d' thrèig gu buileach iad

Gach gliocas bha 'nam measg.

28 Ghlaodh iad ri Dia 'nan teinn ; is

shaor
i

E iad o'n trioblaid gheir.

29 Ghrad-chuireadh leis an stoirm gu
ftith,

'S na tuinn 'nan tàmh gu lcir
;

30 An sin tha iad ro-ait, air son
Gu bheil iad sàmhach beò :

'S gu'n d'thug e iad do'n chaladh sin,

'

'S do'n phort bu mhiannach leo.
j

dhuiu' air mhisg; 27 They reel and stagger like (

drunk,

[

At their wit's end they be :

28 Then they to God in trouble cry

j

Who them from straits doth free.

29 The storm is chang'd into a calm,
At his command and will

;

So that the waves, which rag'd be-
Now quiet are and still. [fore,

i30 Then are they glad, because at reat

I
And quiet now they be

:

So to the haven he them brings,

Which they desir'd to s

31 O b'fhearrgu'm moladh daoine Dia 31 O that men to the Lord would give
Air son a mhaitheis chaoin, '

"••.•
'S air son a bhearta iongantach
Rinn e do chloinn nan daoin' ,

32 Is fòs an coimhthional an t-aluaigh 32 Among the people gathered
Ardmholar e gu mòr

'S au cruinneachadh nan seanair
glic'

Cliu thugar dha is glòir.

33 Aimhniche ni 'nam fàsach lom,
Tobair 'nan talamh cruaidh :

34 Tìr bheartach ni e (às, air son
Mòr aingidheachd an t-sluaigh.

35 Am fàsach tioram tionndaidh e

Gu uisge tàimh nach gann.
'S gu tobair fior-uisg' iompaichidh
Am fearann tartrniior teann.

36 Do dhaoinibh ocrach bheir e sud
Mar àite fois' is tàimh

;

A chum gu'n deasuicht' caithir leo

Chum còmhnuidh ann a ghnàth.
37 Chum craobhan fìon' ashuidheach-

Is sìol a chur san fhonn, [adh,

A bheir a mach san aimsir cheirt

Cinueas is toradh trom.

38 Bheannaich e fòs am pobull ud,
Is dh'fhàs iad lionmhor mòr ;

'S nior leig e dhoibh dol air an ais

'Nam tèudail no 'nan stòr.

Praise for his goodness then,
And for his works of wonder done
Unto the sons of n

Let them exalt his name ;

Among assembled elders spread
His most renowned fame.

33 He to dry land turns water-springs,
And floods to wilderness ;

For sins of those that dwell therein,

Fat land to barreimess.
35 The burnt and parched wilderness

To water-pools he brings
;

The ground that wasdried up before
He turns to watersprings :

36 And there, for dwelling, he a place
Doth to the hungry give,

That they a city may prepare
Commodiously to live.

37 There sow they fields, and vine-

yards plant,

To yield fruits of increase.

38 His blessing makes them muUipIy,
Lets not their beasts decrease.

39 Again they are diminished,
And very low brought down,

;

Through sorrow and aflliiction,

And great oppression.
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39 Lughdaichear iad g:idheadh a rìs, |40 He upon princes pours contempt,
Is lei^ear iad g:u bochd, And causeth them to stray,

Le sàruchadh is àmhghar geur, And wander in a wildernesa,

Is doilgheas bròuacli goirt. Wherein there is no way.

40 Air prionnsaibh dòirtear tarcuis 41 Yet setteth he the poor on high
San'thàsach tnar an ceudn', [1(

Cuiridh e iad air seachran iiar,

Guu bhealach ann d'an ceum.

From all his miaerierf,

And he, much like unto a flock,

Doth make him families.

41 'S o thrioblaid togaidh e am bochd, ^^Theythatarerighteousshall rejoice,
'

' When they the same shall see ;

And, as ashamed, stop her mouth
5 ni teaghlach dha mar threud. i

sud chi na tìreana, 's bidh ait, I

Is druidear beul nam beud. 1

43 Cò iad tha glic, 'a a bheir fa'near

Na uithe sud gu ceart ?

'S iad sin a thuigeas tròcair chaomh
Is maitheas Dhè nam feart.

SALM CVIII.—108.
I

1 Mo chridh' tha ann am fonn, a 1 My heart

Gu socair mar is còir

;

[Dhè,
Is seinnidh mi gu ceòlmhor dhuit,

Is molam thu le m' ghlòir.

2 Mosglaibh, is èiribh grad an àird,

'Shaltair 's a chlàrsach ghrinn :

Mosglaidh mi fèin, is èiridh mi
Gu moch chnm ceòl a sheinn.

3 O Thighearna lehobhah mhòir,
Measg chinneach, molam thu,

'S am measg an t-sluaigh gu h-urram'

Shall all iniquity.

43 Whoso is wise, and will these thing.s

Observe, and them record,

v'n they shall understand the love
And kindness of the Lord.

PSALM CVIII.— 108.

fis-d, Lord; I vvill

And vvith my glory praise.

2 Awake up psal'tery and harp ;

Myself ril early raise.

3 I'll praise thee 'mong the people,
Lord

;

'Mong nations sing will I
;

For above heav'n tliy mercy's
great,

Thy truth doth reach the sky.

Ard-seinnidh mi do chhu. [ach 5 Be thou above the heavens, Lord,
4 Oir tha do thròcair mòr os ceanu

Nan nèamha shuas gu lèir

;

Is ruigidh t'fhirinn mar an ceudn'
Gu neultaibh àrd" nan speur.

5 Bi thusa, Dhe, os ceann nau nèamh
Air t'àrdachadh gu mòr;

Is fòs 03 ceann gach uile thir

Togar gu sior do ghlòir.

6 A chum gu deanta fuasgladh leat

Do d' phobull ionmhuinu fèiu, i

O teasairg mi le d' ghairdean deas,
j

Is freagair mi a'm' fheum.

7'Na naomhachd labhair Dia namfeart:
Bidh aoibhneas orm nach gann,

Air Sechem ni mi roinn gu ceart,
|

Gleann Shucoit toimhsear leam.
8 'S leam Gilead le dlighe cheirt,

|

Manaseh 's leam gu beaclid :

S i treubh Ephraim neart mo chinn
;

Bheir ludah mach mo reachd.

9 Is soitheach-ionnlaid Moab dhomh,
Tilgeam thar Edom thruaigh

Mo bhròg : is ni mi caithream binn
Thar Palestin le buaidh.

10 Cò bheir do 'n chaithir dhaingein
'S gu h-Edom bheir guceart?[mi?

11 Nach tusa, Dhè, le'n d'thrèigeadh
sinn ?

'S nach tèid thu mach le'r feachd ?

Exalted gloriously

;

Thy glory all the earth above
Be lifted up on high.

6 That those who thy beloved are
Delivered may be,

O do thou save with thy right hand
And answer give to me.

7 God in his holiness hath said,

Herein I will take pleasure
;

Shechem I will divide, and forth
Will Succoth's valley measure.

8 Gilead I claim as mine by right

;

Mauasseh mine shall be ;

Ephraim is of my head the strength ;

Judah gives laws for me

;

9 Moab's my washing-pot ; my shoe
rU over Edom throw ;

Over the land of Palestine
I wiU in triumph go.

10 O who is he will bring me to

I

The city fortitied ?

!
O who is he that to the land

\ Of Edom will me guide ?

iIlO God, thou who hadst cast us
ofl",

This thing wilt thou not do ?

And wilt not thou, ev'n thou, O
1

God,
Forth with our arraies go ?
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12 O thrioblaid tabhair comhnadh
dhuinn,

Oir 's dìomhain furtachd dhaoin'.

13 Trìd Dhè ni sinne treubhantaa •

'Se shaltras naimhde fodh'nu.

SALM CIX.—109.

1 Dhia, ta t'aobhar molaidh dliomh,
Gu balbh a'd' thosd na bi.

2 Oir beul nan daoi, 's nam fealltach

Gnàth-fhosgailt' air mo thì : [tha

Le teangaidh bhreugaich labhair iad

A'm' aghaidh-aa a ghnàth :

3 Chuairtich iad mi le briathraibh
fuath'

:

Chuir cath orm gun chion-fàth.

4 Air son mo ghaoil taid naimhdeil
Is mi ri urnuigh ghnàth.[dhomh,

5 Olc dhiol iad rium an èiric maith,
Is fuath air son mo ghràidh.

6 Fear droch-bheirt cuirsa os a cbeann;
Biodh Satan aig a dheis.

7 Urnuigh gu robh 'ua peacadh dha,
Fàgar am binn e rìs.

8 Gearr gu robh 'aois ; is glacadh neach
Oifìg 's a dhreuchd gun iochd.

9 Gu'n robh a bhean 'na ban-treabh-

aich,

'S 'nan diUeachdain a shliochd.

10 Air seachran biodh a shliochd a
ghnàth,

Ag iarraidh dèirc' 'nam feum
;

Is as an àitibh falamh fàs

Ag iarraidh bìdh dhoibh fèin.

11 Gu'n glacar fòs le luchd nara fìach

Gach ni a bhuineas dha :

'S a shaothair-san mar chobhartaich,
Gu'm buineadh coigrich leo.

12 Na biodh neach ann ni tròcair air

;

Na bitheadh fòs a h-aon
A ghabhas truas d'a shliochd, a bhios
'Nan diUeachdain gun mhaoin.

13 Sgrios gu robh air a ghineil-san,

G'an sgathadh as gu lèir

;

Gu'n cuirear as an ainm air fad,

San àl a thig 'nan dèigh.

14 Aingidheachd 'aithriche gu'n robh
Air chuimhn' aig Dia a ghnàth :

Is ciont' a mhàthar mar an ceudn'
Na cuirear as gu bràth.

15 Gu robh iad air au taisbeanadh
Am fianuis Dhe do shior ;

A chum gu'n sgathadh e a mach
An iomradh as an tìr.

16 Oir dhearmaid e bhi tròcaireach,

Is shàruich e am bochd,
'S an t-ainnis,chum gu marbhadh e

Ncach 'g an robh cridhe goirt.

PSALM CIX.

12 Do thou from trouble give us
help,

For helpless is man's aid.

13 Through God weshall dovaliantly;
Our foes he shall down tread.

PSALM CIX.—109.

1 O THOU the God of all my praise,

Do thou uot hold tliy peace

;

2 For moutlis of wicked raen to speak
Against me do not cease :

The mouths of vile deceitful men
Against me open'd be:

And with a false and lying tongue
They have accused me.

3 They did beset me round about
With words of hateful spite :

And though to them no cause I gave,
Agaiust me they did fìght.

4 They for my love became my foes,

But I me set to pray.

5 Evil for good, hatred for love,

To me they did repay.

6 Set thou the wicked over him ;

And upon his right hand
Give thou his greatest enemy,
Ev'n Sataii, leave to stand.

7 And wheu by thee he shali be judg'd,
Let him condemned be ;

And let his pray'r be turn'd to sin,

Wheu he shall call ou thee.

8 Few be his days, and in his room
His charge another take.

9 His children let be fatheriess,

His wife a widow make.
10 His children let be vagabonds,

And beg continually

;

And from their places desolate

Seek bread for their supply.

11 Let covetous extortionera

Catch all he hath away

:

Of all for which he labour'd hath
Let strangers make a prey.

12 Let there be uone to pity him,
Let there be none at all

That on his children fatherless

Will let his mercy fall.

13 Let his posterity from earth

Cut ofl' for ever be,

And in the foll'wingage their name
Be blotted out by thee.

14 Let God his father's wickedness
Still to remembrance call

;

And never let his mother's sin

Be blotted out at all.

15 But let them all before the Lord
Appear contiuually,

That he may wholly from the carth

Cutofftheir
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17 Mar thug e toil do mhallachaicih,

Mallaicht' biodh e pach là :

ìs mar nach b'àill leis beannachadh.
Na èireadh beannachd dha.

18 Amhluidh mar rinneadh leia e fèin

A chuairteachadh gach àm,
Le h-eascaint is le mallachadh
Ceart mar le trusgan teann,

PSALM CIX. 125

16 Because he mercy minded not,

But persecuted still

The poor and needy, that he might
The brokenhearted kill.

17 As he in cursing pleasure took,

So let it to him fall

;

As he delighted not to bless,

So bless him not at all.

'S amhluidh gu tigeadh sud gu beachd 18 As cursing he I.ke clothes put on

Mar uisge steach 'na chom,
'S mar oladh drùidheadh sud gu geur
'Na chnàmhaibh fèin gu trom.

19 Biodh sud mar eudach uime-san,
'Ga fholach air gach tràth :

Is amhluidh mar an crios a bhios

'G a chrioslachadh a ghnàth.

20 O'n Tigheama gu'n toirear sud
Do m' naimhdibh niar an duais,

'S do'n dream an aghaidh m'anam' ta

Gnàth-Iabhairt uilc gun truas.

21 Ach air mo chrann bi thusa, Dhè,
Air sgàth t'ainm' uasail fèin

;

Do bhrigh gu bheil do thròcair maith,
Deau saoradh dhomh a'm' fheum.

22 Oir tha mi aim-beartach gu beachd,
Is tha mi ainnis lom,

A ta mo chridhe air a lot

An taobh a stigh do m' chom.
23 Is amhluidh ta mi gabhail seach

Mar sgail a' claonadh sios ;

Air m'fhuadach' mar an locust truagh
Thuig' agus uaith a ris.

24 Mo ghlùine ta air fàilneachadh,
|

Aig meud mo thraisg a ghnàth ; i

Is m'fheòil aig diobhail saill' is sult'

Air seargadh as a ta.

25 A'm' aobhar fochaid tha mi fòs
j

Do'n aitim ud gu lèir : !

Chrath iad an cinn gu fanoideach,
Tràlh sheall iad orm gu geur.

26 Fòir orm. a Thighearna mo Dhia
;

A'd' thròcair cuidich mi

:

i

27 Gu'n tuig iad gur i so do liìmh,
'S gur tu rinn sud, a Dht'

Into his bowels so,
I Like water, and into his bones,

Like oil, down let it go.

19 Like to the garment let it be
\Yhich doth himself array,

And for a girdle wherewith'he
Is girt about alway.

20 From God let this be their reward
That en'mies are to me,

And their reward that speak against
My soul maliciously.

21 But do thou, for thine own name'a
O God the Lord, for me : [sake,

Sith good and sweet thy mercy is,

From trouble set me free.

22 For I am poor and indigent,
AfBicted sore am I,

ily heart within me also ia

1 Wounded exceedingly.

23 I pass like a declining shade,
Am like the locust tost

:

24 My knees through fasting weaken'd
My Hesh hath fatness lost. [are,

25 I also am a vile reproach

I

Unto them made to be
;

I And they that did upon me look
Did shake their heads at me.

26 do thou help and succour me,
j

Who art my God and Lord

:

And, for thy tender mercy's sake,
Safety to 'me aflford :

27 That thereby they may know that
Is thy almighty hand

;
[this

And that thou, Lord, hast done the
same

They may well understand.

28 'N tràth bhitheas iad ri mallachadh, 28 Although thev curse with spite, yet,
Beannaich-sa siun gu pailt

;

^ ' '

Biodh orra nàir', air eirigh dhoibh
Ach t'òglachsa biodh ait.

29 Gu robh iad air an cuairteachadh
M'uil' eascairde le niìir'

;

'S marfballuinn air an uachdarbiodh
An amhluadh fein le tàir.

30 Ach mise, ghnàth, àrd-mholaidh
mi

lehobhah Dia le m' bheul

:

s fòs, am measg a' choimhthioncdl, And I

Lord,
Bless tliou with loving voice :

Let them ashamd be when they rise;

Thy servant let rejoice.

29 Let t'hou mine adversaries all

\Yith shame be clothed over
;

And let their own contusion
Them, as a mantle, cover.

30 But as for rae, I with my mouth
Will greatly praise the Lord

;

Cuiridh mi 'chHu an ceiil. His praises wiU record.
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31 Oir tha e leia an duine bhochd
'Na aheasamh air a dheis,

G'a theasairginn o'n dream le 'm
'Anam-san fhàgail ria. [b'àill

SALM CX.
1 THUBHAIRT lehobhah ri mo Thri-

Bi d' shuidhe air mo dheis, [ath,

T'uil' eascairde gu'n cuir mi dhuit
'Nan stòl fo bhonn do chois'.

2 A Sion cuiridh Dia a mach
Slat-shuaicheantais do neirt

:

'S am builsgean t'eascairde gu lèir

Bi fèin a'd' uachdran ceart.

3 Bithidh do phobull taghta fèin

Ro-thoileach mar is còir,

San là sin anns am foillsich thu
Do chumhachda gu mòr :

Am mais' 's an sgèimh 'na naomh-
achd ghrinn,

O bholg na maidne moich,
Mar dhealt a thig a nuas o n^amh,
Tha t'òigridh iomarcach.

4 Do mhionnaich Dia lehobhah mòr,
'S cha'n aithreach leis gu'n d' rinn,

Rèir orduigh mhaith Mhelchisedeic,
Gur sagart thu gach linu.

5 An Tighearna ta air do dheia,
Trom-bhuailear leis gu garg

Mòr righrean làidir cumhachdach,
San là a lasas 'fhearg.

ò Bheir esan breth measg fliineachan,
Lionaidh gach àit gu fìor

Le corpaidh marbh' : is lotar leis

Na h-uachdrain thar gach tir.

7 Is anns an t-slighe òlaidh e
Deoch as na sruthaibh luath'

;

la air an aobhar ud fa-dheòidh
Togaidh e 'cheann le buaidh.

SALM CXL—111.

1 MOLAIBHSE Dia, sior-mholams' e
Le m'uile chridh' gu h-àrd

;

An coimhthional nam firean còir',

Sa' chuideachd mhòir 's gach àit.

2 Tha gnìomharan an Tighearna
lomarcach mòr gu lèir

;

Is leis an dream le'n tlachdmhor iad

Rannsaichear iad gu geur.

3 Tha 'obair-san ro-urramach,
Ro-ghlòrmhor i gun cheisd

;

Tha fireantachd lehobhah fòs
Buan mhaireannach am feasd.

4 A ghnìomhara ro-iongantach,
Air chuimhne chuir gu beachd :

A ta lehobhah gràsmhor caoin,
Is làn do thruacantachd.

6 Thug esan biadh is lòn do'n dream
D' an eagal e a ghnàth.

PSALM CX. CXL
31 For he shall stand at his right hand

Who is in poverty,
To save him from al I those that iivould

Condemn his soul to die.

PSALM CX.
1 The Lord did say unto my Lord,

Sit thou at my right hand,
Until I make thy foes a stool
Whereon thy feet may stand.

2 The Lord shall out of Sion aend
The rod of thy great pow'r

:

In midst of all thine enemies
Be thou the governor.

3 A williug people in thy day
Of pow'r shall corae to thee,

In holy beauties from morn's womb :

Thy youth Uke dew shall be.

4 The Lord himseh hath made an
oath,

And wiU repent him never
Of th' order of Melchisedec
Thou art a priest for ever.

5 The glorious and mighty Lord,
That sits at thy right hand,

Shall, in his day of wrath, strike
through

Kings that do him withstand.
6 He shall among the heathen judge,

He shall with bodies dead
The places fill ; o'er many lands
He wound shall every head.

7 The brook that runneth in the
way

With drink shall him aupply ;

And, for this cause, in triumph he
Shall hft his head on high.

P3ALM CXI.—111.

1 PRAISE ye the Lord : with my whole
I wiU God's praise declare, [heart

Where the assemblies of the just
And congregations are.

2 The whole works of the Lord our
Are great above all measure, [God

Sought out they are of ev'ry one
That doth therein take pleasure.

3 His work most honourable is,

Most glorious and pure,
And his uutainted righteousnesa
For ever doth endure.

4 His works most wonderful he hath
Made to be thought upon :

The Lord is gracious, and he is

Full of compassion.

5 He giveth meat unto all those
That truly do him fear

;



SALM CXII.

'S a choimhcheangal a riun e leo

Cuimhnichidh e gu bràth.

6 Neart 'oibre iongantach chuir Dia
An cpill d'a phobuU fèin

;

A thabhairt doibh mar sheilbh gu
buan

Oighreachd nan sluagh gu lèir.

7 Fìrinn is ceartas gniomh a làmh
;

'Uil' àitheantan tha fior.

8 Deanta le ceartas tìrinneach :

Taid seasmhach buan do shìor.

9 Shaoradh le Dia a phobuU fèin
;

Is dh'orduich e am feasd

A choimhcheangal : tha 'ainm san
naomh

I3 urramach gun cheisd.

10 Se tùs a' ghliocais eagal Dè,
Tha deàdh thuigs' aig an dream

Le'n coimhlionar a reachda-san :

Mairidh a chhu gach àm.

SALM CXII.—112.

1 OTHUGaiBH moladhmòr do Dhia : 1

'S beannaicht' an ti gu beachd 1

D' an eagal Dia, 's a ghabhas toil

Gu mòr d'a lagh 's d'a reachd.

2 Bidh 'shHochd-sanlàidir annsan tir, 2
'S ro-bheannaicht' sìol nan saoi.

3 Bidh maoin is saoibhreas mòr 'm
thigh

;

Bidh 'cheartas buan a chaoidh.

4 Tràth bhitheas saoi an dorchadas,
'N sin èiridh solus da :

Tha e fior-ghrà>mhor tròcaireach
Is cothromach a ghnàth.

5 Is truacant' fòs, deadh-choingheall
ach,

An duine maith a chaoidh ;

Is bheirear leis gu seòlta glic

A ghnothuiche gu crich :

C Gu dearbh cha tig aon ni am feasd
Le'n gluaisear e gu mòr

;

Ach cuimhn' is iomradli maith a
chaoidh

Bidh air an fhìrean chòir.

7 Is air-san cha bhi faiteachas,
Air cluinntinn dha droch-sgeil

;

Tha 'chridhe socrach muinghinneach
An Dia-lehobhah treuu.

8 Tha 'chridhe air a shocrachadh,
Cha bhi air geilt no fiamh,

Gu ruig an uair am faicear leis

Air eascairdibh a mhiaun.
9 Sgaoil e a chuid, is thug do'n

bhochd,
'S buan 'fhireantachd am feasd

;

Bidh 'adharc air a h-àrdachadh
Le urram mòr gun cheisd.

PSALM CXII. 127

And evermore his covenant
He in his mind vrill bear.

6 He did the power of his works
Unto his people show,

When he the heathen's heritage
Upon them did bestow.

7 His handiworks are truth and
right

;

All his commands are sure :

8 And, done in truth and upright-
ness,

They evermore endure.
9 He sent redemption to his folk

;

His covenaut for aye
He did command : holy his name
And rev'rend is alway.

10 Wisdom's beginning is God's fear :

Good understanding they
Have all that his commands fulfil :

His praise endures for aye.

PSALM CXII.—112.

Praise ye the Lord. The man is

That fears the Lord aright,[b]e8s'd

He who in his commandements
Doth greatly take deHght.

Hi9 seed and offdpring powerful
Shall be the earth upon ;

Of upright men blessed shall be
The generation.

Riches and wealth shall ever be
Within his house in store ;

And his unspotted righteousness
Endures for evermore.

Unto the upright light doth rise,

Though he iu darkness be :

Compassionate, and merciful,
And righteous, is he.

A good man doth his favour show,
And doth to others lend :

He with discretion his affairs

WiU guide unto the end.
Surely there is not auy thing
That ever shall him move :

The righteous man's memorial
Shall everlasting prove.

When he shall evil tidings hear,
He shall not be afraid :

His heart is fix'd, his confidence
Upon the Lord is stay'd.

His heart is firmly stabHshed,
Afraid he shall'not be,

Until upon his enemies
He his desire shall see.

He hath dispers'd, giv'n to the poor

;

His righteousness shall be
To ages all ; with honour shall

His horn be raised high.



128 SALM CXIII. CXIV.

10 Cràdhar an daoi, tràth chi e so ;

Casaidh e 'fhiacla geur',

Seargaidh e as ; is sgriosar miann
Nan aingridh ud gu lèir.

SALM CXIII.—113.

1 MOLAlBHSE Dia, O molaibh e,

Oglacha dileas Dp ;

Ard-mliolaibh fòs gu hurramach
Deadh ainm lehobhah threin.

2 Ainm Dhe biodh beannaichte g\i

O'n àm so is pu bràth. [mor,
3 O èirigh gu ruig luidhe grèin',

Ainm Dhe ion-mholta ta.

4 'S àrd thar gach tìr lehobhah mòr,
'S a ghlòir thar nèamha fòs.

5 Cò "s coimeas ris an Tighearna
Ar Dia, ta chòmhnuidh shuas ?

6 'S esan an neach a chroraas sìos,

'S a dh'islichcas e tLia,

Dh'amharc gach ni san talamh ta

'S an nèamhaibh àrd' nau speur.

7 Togaidh e 'n deòradh truagh o'n dus:

'S am bochd o'n òtrach bhreun ;

8 G'an cur 'nan suidh' le prionnsaibh
àrd';

Le prionnsaibh 'phobuiU fein.

9 Bheir e do'n mhnaoi a ta gun sliochd

Tiglicòmhnuidhteaghlaich-mli
~'

Gu bhi 'na màthair aoibhneach mhac.
Molaibhse Dia na glòir'.

SALM CXIV.—114.

1 AlR teachd do Isra'l as an Eiph't,

'S do lacob mach o'n dream
'G au robh an cainnt ro-chruaidh is

Aig coimhicheas an teang'. [dorch

2 Bha ludah dha mar chòmhnuidh
Bu Tioghachd Isra'l leis. [naomh,

3 Air faicinn sud, ghrad-theich an
Sruth lordain phiU air ais. [cuan

4 Mar reithe bras leum beannta suas
Leum cnocan beag' mar uain :

5 lordain, c'arson a phill air t'ais?

C'arson a theich thu, chuain ?

6 C'arson a leum sibh, shlèibhte àrd',

Mar reithe raeargant bras?
C'arsoii, mar uain nan caorach fòs,

A leum sibh, chnoca glas' ?

7 O thalaimh, criothnaich fòs le geilt,

Roimh ghnùis lehobhah mhòir ;

O criothnaich fòs le geilt roimh
Dhè lacoib mar is còir I [ghnùis

8 Oir thionndaidh e an aiibhinn theann
Gu loch do uisge tàimh,

'S a' charraig chruaidh gu tobar uisg',

Le cumhachdaibh a làimh'.

SALM CXV.—115.

1 Dhuinne cha'n ann, a Thriath,
clia'n ann,

Ach do t'ainm uasal fein

PSALMS CXIII. CXIV.
10 The wicked shall it see, and fret,

His teeth gnaah, melt away :

What wicked men do most deaie
Shall utterlv decay.

PSALM'CXIII.—113.

1 Praise God : ye servants of the
Lord,

O praise, the Lord's name praise.

2 Yea, blessed be the name of God
From this time forth alvvays.

3 From rising sun to whcre it sets

God's name is to be prais'd.

4 Above all nations God is high,

'Bove heav'ns his glory rais'd.

5 Unto the Lord our God that dwells
On high, who can compare?

6 Himself that humbleth things to see

[n heav'n and earth that are.

7 Hefromthe dust doth raise the poor,
That very low doth he ;

And from the dunghill lii'ts the man
Oppress'd with poverty

;

8 That he may highly him advance,
And with'the princes set

;

With those that ot his people are
The chief, ev'n princes great.

9 The barren woman house to keep
He maketh, and to be

Of sons a mother full of joy.

Praise to the Lord give ye.

PSALM CXIV.—114.

1 When Isr'el out of Egypt went,
And did his dwelling change,

When Jacob's house weut out frona

those
That were of language strange,

2 He Judah did his .sanctu'ry,

His kingdom Isr'el make :

3 The sea it saw, and quickly fled,

Jordan was driven back.

4 Like rams the mountains, and like

The hills skipp'd to and fro. [lambs
5 O sea, why fledd'st thou ? Jordan

Why wast thou driven so ? [back
Ye mountains great, wherefore was
That ye did skip like rams ? [it

And wherefore was it, little hills,

That ye did leap like lambs?

7 O at the presence of the Lord,
Earth, tremble thou for fear,

While as the presence of the God
Of Jacob doth appear

:

8 Who from the hard and stony rock
Did standing water bring ;

And by his pow'r did tura the flint

Into a water-spring.
PSALM CXV.—115.

1 NOT unto us, Lord, not to U9,

But do thou glory take



SALM CXVI.
Tabhairan cliu's a' ghlòir, air agàth

Do ghràis is t'lhirinn rLÌdh.

2 C'arson a theireadh fineacha,

C'àit bhcil an Dia anis?
3 Ar Dia a ta air n^anih, is rinn

Gach gnìomh bu toileach leis.

4 An ìodhoil 's airgioil iad is òr,

Gniomh làtnha dhaoine fèin.

5 Tha bèil ac', leis nach labhair iad ;

Is sùilean, leis nach lèir.

6 Tha clnasan ac', 's cha chluinn iad

Is sròin', gun iliàile annt'. [leo;

7 An làmh gun chh, an cos gun
cheum ;

An scornan fjun smid chainnt'.

8 ladsan a dhealbli 's a ghèilleas doibh,
'S ro-cliosmhuil iad riu fLin.

9 O Isra'l, deansa bun à Dia ;

'Se 'n sgiatli, 'san còmhnadh treun.

10 Thigh Aaroin, O dean bun à Dia;
'Se 'n còmhnadh, is an sgiath.

11 Luchd-eagail Dè, làn-earbaibh as :

An sgiath 's an neart 'se Dia.

12 lehobhah Dia bha cuimhneach
Beannaichidh e siiin fèin ^foirnn ;

Beannaichear leis tigh Israeil,

'S tigli Aaroin mar an ceudn'.
I

13 Na big 's na mòir d'an eagal Dia,

Beannaichidh e gu caoin.

14 Cuiridh e sibh an lionmhoireachd,
Sibh fèiu 's 'ur sHochd faraon.

15 Is beannaicht' sibh o'n Tighearna,
Rinn nèamh is làr gu leir.fdaoin';

16 An talamh thug do chlomn nan
'S leis fèin àrd nèamh nan speur.

17 Na mairbh, no'n dream thAid tosd-

ach sìos

Do'n uaigh, cha mhol iad Dia.

18 Ach molar leinn e nis, 's gu bràth
Molaibh gu h-àrd an Triath.

SALM CXVL—116.

1 Is toigh leam Dia, air son gu'n
d'èisd

Ri m' ghuth, 's ri m'urnuigh fòs.

2 A chionn gu'n d'aom e rium a
chluais,

Sior-eigheam ris ri m' bheò.
3 Chaidh umam dòruinn geur a' bhàis,

Ghlac piantan ifrinn mi

:

Theann-ghlacadh mi le trioblaid

thruaigh,
Is àmhghar cruaidh do m' chlaoidh,

4 Air ainm lehobhah ghair mi 'n sin :

(Mar so a' labhairt ris,)

O Dhia mo Thighearn, guidheam
Saor m' anam bochd a nis. [ort.

5 A ta lehobhah gràsmhor, ceart;

'S is tròcaireach ar Dia.

PSALM CXVL 129

Unto thy name, ev'n for thy truth,

And for thy mercy's sake.

2 O whercfore should the heathen say,

Where is their God now gone ?

.-5 But our God in the heavens is,

What pieas'd him he hath done.

4 Their idols silver are and gold,

Work of raen's hands tliey be.

5 Mouths have they, bnt they do not
And eyes, but do not see ;[speak

;

6 Ears hav'e they, but they do not hear ;

Noses, but savour not

;

7 Hands, feet, but handle not, nor
walk

;

[throat.

Nor speak they through their

8 Like them their makers are, and all

On them their trust that build.

9 O Isr'el, trust thou in the Lord,
He is tlieir help and shield.

10 O Aaron's house, trust in the Lord,
Their help and shield is he.

11 Ye that fear God, trust in the Lord,
Their help and shield he'U be.

12 The Lord of us hath mindful been,
And he will bless us still

:

He will the house of Isr'el bless,

Bless Aaron's house he wiU.
13 Both small and great, that fear the

He will them surely bless. [Lord,
14 The Lord will you, you and your

Aye more aud more increase.[seed,

15 O blessed are ye of the Lord,
Who made the earth and heav'n.

16Theheav'n,ev'n heav'ns, areGod's,
but he

Earth to men's sons hath giv'n.

17 The dead, nor who to silence go,
God's praise do not record.

18 But henceforth we for ever wiU
Bless God. Praise ye the Lord.

PSALM CXVI.—116.

1 I LOVE the Lord, because my voice
And prayers he did hear.

2 I, while I live, will call on him,
Who bow'd to me his ear.

3 Of death the cords and sorrows did
About me compass round;

The pains of hell took hold on me,
I grief and trouble found.

Upon the name of God the Lord
Then did I call, and say,

Deliver thou rcy soul, O Lord,
I do tliee humbly pray.

5 God merciful and righteous is,

Vea, gracious is our Lord.
6 God saves the meek : I was brought

low,

Hc did me help afford,



130 SALM CXVII. CXVIII.
j

ò 'Se ghleidheas daoine simplidh
ciùin'

:

Lag bha mi, 'sdh'fhòir an Triath.

7 O m'anam, feuch gu'm pill thu nis,

Gu d' shuaimhneas is gu d' thàmli

;

Oir dheònuich Diagusaoibhir dhuit
Mòr thoirbheartas a làimh'.

8 O ghàbhadh is o chunnart bàis

Shaor thusa m'anam bochd ;

Mo chosan shaor o shleamhnachadh,
'S mo shùil o dheuraibh goirt'.

j

9 An sealladh Dhè, an tìr nam beò,
Gu dìreach gluaisear leam.

10 Do bhrigh gu'n chreid mi, labhair

mi ;

'3 mi air mo chlaoidh gu trom.
11 A'm' dheifir thubhairt mi mar so;

'S breugach gach duin' air bith.

12 Ciod dh'iocas mi do Dhia, air son
Na rinn e dhomh do mhaith ?

13 Cupan na slàinte glacar leam,
Air ainm Dhè gaiream fein,

14 locam mo bhòid do Dhia, a nis

An làth'r a shluaigh gu leir.

15 Aig Dia 's ro-phrìseil bàs a naomh.
16 Dhè, t'òglach 's mi gu beachd

;

'S mi t'òglach, mac do bhanoglaich;
Mo chuibhreach sgaoileadh leat.

17 Bheir mise ìobairt-molaidh dhuit;
Air ainm Dhè gaiream fèin.

18 locam mo bhòid do Dhia, a nis

An làth'r a shluaigh gu lèir.

19 An cùirtibh àluinn àrois Dè,
A'd' bhuilsgean fèin gu fior,

O chaithir àrd lerusaleim.

Molaibh an Triath gu sior.

SALM CXVIL—117.

1 O THUGAIBEI moladh mòr do Dhia,
Gach fine t'ann fa leth

;

Seadh molaibh Dia gu founmhor
Gach uile shluagh air bith. [àrd,

2 Oir 's mòr a chaoimhneas tròcair-

A dheònuich e dhuinn fèin;[each,

Tha firinn Dè sior-mhaireannach.
Molaibh lehobhah treun.

SALM CXVIIL— 118.

1 O MOLAlBH Dia, oir tha e maith
,

Sior-mhairidh tròcair Dhè.
2 Abradh clann Israeil a nis,

Gur buan a ghràs gach re.

3 Tigh Aaroiu abradh iad a nis,

Sior-mhairidh tròcair Dhè.
4 Abradh an dream d'an eagal Dia,

Gur buan a ghràs gach re.

5 A'm' èigin ghair mi air an Triath :

Fhreagair e mi gu deas,

An ionad farsuinn agus rèidh
Shocruich e mi le treis.

PSALMS CXVII. CXVIIL
7 O thou ray soul, do thou return

Unto thy quiet rest ;

For largely, lo, the Lord to thee
His bounty hath exprest.

8 For my distressed soul from death
DeHver'd was by thee :

Thou did'st my mourning eyes from
tears,

My feet from falhng, free.

9 I in the land of those that liv-e

Will walk the Lord before.

10 I did believe, therefore I spake :

I was afilicted sore.

11 I said, when I was in my haste,

That all men liars be.

12 What shall I render to the Lord
For all his gifts to me ?

13 I'll of salvation take the cup,
On God's name will I call

:

14 l'll pay my vows now to the Lord
Before his people all.

15 Dear in God's sight is his sainta'

death.
16 Thy servant, Lord, am I

;

Thy servant sure, thine handmaid's
son

:

My bands thou did'st untie.

17 Thank-off'rings I to thee will give,

j

And on God's name will call.

18 ril pay my vows now to the Lord
Before his people all

;

19 Within the courts of God's own
house,

Within the midst of thee,

O city of Jerusalem.
Praise to the Lord give ye.

PSALM CXVIL—117.

1 O GIVE ye praise unto the Lord,
All nations that be

;

Likewise, ye people all, accord
His name to magnify.

2 For great to us-ward ever are
His loving-kindnesses

:

His truth endures for evermore.
The Lord O do ve bless.

PSALM CXVni—118.

1 O PRAiSE the Lord, for he is good ;

His mercy lasteth ever.

2 Let those of Israel now say,

His mercy faileth never.

3 Now let the house of Aaron say,

His mercy lasteth ever.

4 Let those that fear the Lord now say,

His mercy faileth never.

5 I in distress call'd on the Lord
;

The Lord did answer me :

He in a large place did me set,

From trouble made me free.



SALM CXVIII. PSALM CXVIII. 131

6 Tha Dia lehobhah air mo chrann, 6 The mighty Lord is on nay side,

Cha'n eagal leam a chaoidh,

Aou ui a dh'fheudas clauu nan daoin'

A dheanamh ormga m' chlaoidh.

7 Measg luchd mo chuideachaidh tha /

A' seasamh leam gu beachd: [Dia
Air Inchd mo mhiruiu, uime siu,

Chi mi mo mhiauu a' teachd.

not be afraid

;

For any thing that man can do
I shall not be dismav'd.

The Lord doth take my part with
That help to succour me : [them

Therefore on those that do me hate
1 my desire shall see.

3 fearr na bhi 'g earbs' à duine beò, 8 Better it is to trust in God
Ar dòchas chur an Dia. Than trust in mau's defence ;

9 'S fearr na bhi 'gearbs' à priounsaibh 9 Better to trust in God than make
Ar dòchas chur san Triath. [mòr, Princes our contidence.

10 Do chuairtich umam air gach làimh 10 The nations, joining all ii

Na duthchanna gu lèir Did compass me about

;

Ach sgatham agus sgriosam iad, But in the Lord's most holy name
An ainm leliobhah thrèin. !

I shall them all root out.

ich iad mi air gach taobh, 11 They compass'd me about ; 1 say.

Chuairtich iad mise fòs.

Ach sgatham agus sgriosam iad
An aium lehobhah mhòir.

They compass'd me about

:

But in the Lord's most holy uame
I shall them all root out.

12 Mar bheachaibh chuairtich iad, ach 12 Like bees they compa:
lad as mar theine dris

;
[chaidh

Oir aun an aium lehobhah threin,
Ni mi gu lèir an sgrio:

Like unto thorns that Hame
They quenched are : for them sliall I

Destroy in God's ovvu name.
13 Ga m' leagadh, theann thu orm gu 13 Thousore hast thrust, that I might

Ach cliuidich leam-sa Dia. [dlùth;
14 'Se Dia mocheòl, 'smoshlà' ""

Is e mo threòir an Triath,

15 Guth gairdeachais is slàinte ta
Am pàilliunaibh nan saoi

:

Deas làmh lehobhah uile thrèin
Fhuaradh gu treubhach i.

16 Ta gairdean deas an Tighearna
Air 'àrdachadh gu mòr

;

Is rinneadh bearta treubhantais
Le deas làimh Dhè ua glòir'.

17 Cha'n fliaigh mi bàs, ach maires
Is innseam oibre Dhè. [b(

But my Lord helped me. [tall,

mo shlàinte fòs, 14 God my salvation is become,
"" '

' My streugth and song is he.

15 In dvvellings of the righteous
Is heard the raelody

Of joy and health: theLord's right

Doth ever valiantly. [hand
16 The right haud of the mighty Lord

Exalted is on high
;

The right haud of the mighty Lord
Doth ever valiantly.

17 I shall not die, but live, and shall

The vvorks of God discover.

Throm-smachdaich Diami, ach gu 18 The Lord hath me chastised sore,

Cha d'thug e thairis mi. [bàs But uot to death giv'n over.
19 O fosglaibh dhomh gu farsuinn

Geatan an ionracais

:

[rèidh
Is racham orra-san a steach

;

lehobhah molaidh mis'.

20 So dorus Dè, air 'n tèid a steach
Na daoiue còire uaomh'.

21 Sior-mholam thu, oir chual' thu
Is tu mo shlàinte chaomh. [mi

;

22 A' chlach a dhiùlt na clachairean,
Clach-chinn na h-oisinn i.

) O set ye open unto me
The'gates of righteousness

;

Then will I enter unto them,
And I the Lord vvill bless.

20 This is the gate of God, by it

The just shall cnter in. [heard'st,

21 Thee vviU I praise for thou me
And hast my safety been.

22 That stone is made head corner-
Which builders did de3pise:[stone,

23 'Se Dia rinn sud, 's ro-iongantach 23 This is the doing of the Lord,
'Nar sùilibh-ne an guiomh,

24 So fèiu an là a dh'orduich Dia,
Sam bi sinn suilbhir ait.

And vvondrous in our eyes.

24 This is the day God made, in it

We'll joy triumphantly.
25 Fòir, guidheam, guidheara ort, a 25 Save nov^-, I pray thee, Lord; I pray,

Nis soirbhichleinngu pailt. [Dh( Send now prosperity.
26 Beannaicht' gu robh au neach a thig 26 Blessed is he in God's great name,

An ainm lehobhah thrèin : That cometh us to s
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Th ag sinne beannachd oirbhse naacb

,

A tigh lehobliah tèiu.

rSALM CXIX.
We, from the house which to the

Pertaius, you blessed have. [Lord

27 'Se Dia lehobhah dhealraich oirnn; 27 God is the Lord, who uuto u

Ceanglaibh le cordaibh cruaidh.

Ri adharcaibh na h-altair' uaoimh',
An ìobairt bheir sibh uaibh.

'8 'S tusa mo Dhia, is molain thu ;

Ardaiclieani thu, mo Dliia.
|

'9 O molaibh Dia, oir tha e maith :

Sior-mhairidh gràs an Triath. |

SALM CXIX.-119.
I

ALEPH. Eurrain 1

Hath made hght to arise :

Bind ye unto the altar's horns
With cords the sacrmce.

28 Thou art my God, Tll thee exalt

;

My God, I wiU thee praise.

29 Give thanks to God, lor he is good:
His mercy lasts always.

PSALM CXIX.— 119.

LEPH. The \st Part.
1 'SBEANNAICHT' an dream thafoirfe 1 Blessed are they that undetird.

San t-shghe dhirich eheirt; [glanj

An dream a ghluaiseas ann an lagh
Ard-Thighearna nam feart.

And straight are in the way ;

Who in the Lord's most holy law
Do vvalk, and do not stray.

'S beannaicht' an aitim ud faraon 2 Blessed are they who to observ
Le 'n coimhdear teisteas Dè,

'S a dh'iarras e gu dichioUach,
Le 'n uile chridhe fèin.

His statutes are incUn'd
;

And who do seek the living God
With their vvhole heart aud mind.

3 'Nashlighibhsan sior-ghluaisearleo, 3 Such in his vvays do walk, and tliey

'S cha dean iad aingidheachd Do no iniquity.

4 Dh'àithn thu dhuinn gu coimhead 4 Thou hast commanded us to keep
Gu dìchiollach do reachd. [amaid Thy precepts carefuliy.

5 O stiùir mo cheum, 's gu coimlidear 5 O that thy statutes to observe
Do reachda direach lein ! [leam Thou would'st my ways dircct I

G Cha ghabh mi uàir', tràth bheir mi 6 Then shaU I not be sliam'd, when I

Do t'aitheantaibh gu lèir. [spLÌs

Le cridhe treibhdhireach guu ghò 7

Mòr-mholam thu gu binn.

Thy precepts aU respect.

Then with integrity of heart
Thee wiU 1 praise and bless.

Tràth dh'fhoghlumas mi breitheauais When I the judgments aU have learn'd

Do clieartais naomha ghrinn.
8 'Se 80 mo riin gu coimhdear leam

Do reachda naomh a ghnàth :

O Tliighearna, na trèigsa mi
Gu buileach no gu bràth.

BETH. Eurrain 2.

9 Ciod leis an glan au t òganach
A shUghe fein gu ceart ?

Trid faiciU mhaith is furachrais,

Rèir t'ihocail is do reachd.

10 Le m'uile chridhe fèin, a Dhè,
Dh' iarradh leam thu gu caomh

;

Na leig dhomh dol air seacharau
O t'aitheantaibh ro-naomh.

11 Air eagal peacaidh, dh'fholuich m
'

' ' chridhe t'fhocal ceart.

Of thy pure righteousness.
8 That I wiU keep thy statutes all

Firrnly resolv'd have I :

O do not then, most gracious God,
Forsake me utterly.

BETH. The2d Part.
9 By what means shaU a young man

His vvay to purify ? [learu
If he according to thy word
Thereto attèntive be.

10 Unfeignedly thee have I sought
With all my soul and heart

:

O let me not from the right path
Of thy commands depart.

11 Thy word I in my heart have hid,
That I ofTcnd not thee.

12 O teagaisg dhomh do reachda 12 O Lord, thou ever blessed art,

Tliy statutes teacli thou me.uaomh'

:

'Sbeannaicht' thu,Dhianam feart. 13 The judgraeuts of thy mouth each
13 Le m'bhilibh, breitheanais do bheilj

Nochd mi air fad 's air leud.

?4SIighedotheisteisb'aoibhuich'Ieam,'l4 Morejoy thy testimonies' vvay

Na saoibhreas mòr d'a mheud

15 Soeraichidli mi mo s

Air àitheantaibh do reachd ;

Airceumannaibh do shlighe fein

Sior-dhearcaidh rai le beachd.

Thau riches aU, me gave.

aineachadh 15 I wiU thy holy precepts make
'

'
' My meditation ;

And carefuUy I'll have respect

Unto thy ways each one.
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16 Gabhaidh mi tlachd is ciata mhaith
Do d' stataÌ3Ìbh gu lèir :

Air dearmad fòs cha leig mi chaoidli

Deadh fhocal glan do bhèil.

GlMEL. Earrann 3.

17 Riumsa ta m'òglach dhuit, a Dhè,
Dean toirbheartas gach àm ;

A chum gu bithinn beò, is fòs

Gu'n coimhdear t'fhocal leam.
18 Fosgail mo shùilean, 's chi mi 'n

Mòr iongantais do reachd. [ain

19 'S coigreach air thalamh mi ; na
ceil

Orm t'àitheanta ro-cheart.

20 Tha m'anam briste brùite stigh,

Is muladach a ghnàth ;

Aig meud mo thograidh is mo mhiann
Do d' bhreitheanais gach tràth.

21 Luchd-uabhair mhallaicht' smachd-
aich thu,

A chlaon o t'iarrtus ceart.

22 Cuir spid is masladh fada uam,
Oir choimhdeadh leam do reachd

23 A'm' aghaidh labhair prionnsan
Air suidlie dhoibhlecheil': [raòr',

Ach air do statnisibh ro-naomh
Do smuainich t'òglach fèin ;

24 A ta mi gabhail tlachd gu mòr
Do d' theisteis naomha fèin ;

Is mar an ceudna tha iad dhomh
'Nan comhairUch a'm fheum.

DALETH. Earrann 4.

25 Tha m'anam leantuinn ris an ùir
;

Rpir t'fliocail beothaich mi.

26 Nochd mi mo shhgh', is dh'èisd thu
rium

:

Seòl dhomh do lagh, a Dhè.
27 Air slighe fhior-ghloin t'àitheanta

Thoir dhomhsa tuisge gheur ;

Mar sin air t'oibribh iongantach
Labhram, 'g an cur an cèill.

28 Tha m'anam leaghadh as le bròn :

Rèir t'fhocail deònuich neart.

29 Cuir slighe bhreugach fada uam
;

A'd' ghràs thoir dhomh do reachd.
30 SHghe na firinn foirfe gloin,

Is i bu roghainn leam ;

Is chuir mi do cheart bhreitheanais
Fa m' chomhair fein gach àm.

31 Lean mi gu dlùth 's gu faicilleach

Ri d' theisteis naomha fein
;

Na cuir gu h-amhluadh nàire mi,
O Thighearna ro-thrèin.

32 An slighe fhior-ghloin t'àitheanta

Sior-ruithidh mi le tlachd
;

Tràth nithear leat mo chridhe teann
A chur am farsuinneachd.

PSALM CXIX. 133

16 Upon thy statutes my delight

Shall constantly be set

:

And, by thy grace, I never wiU
Thy holy word forget.

GIMKL. TheM Part.

17 With me thy servant, in thy grace,

Deal bountiful]y, Lord ;

That by thy favour I may live,

And duly keep thy word.
18 Open mine eyes, that of thy law

The wonders I may see.

19 I am a stranger on this earth,

Hide not thy laws from me.

20 My soul within me breaks, and
doth

Much fainting still endure,
Through longing that it hath all

times
Uuto thy judgments pure.

21 Thou hast rebuk'd the cursed proud,
Who from thy precepts swerve.

22 Reproach and shame remove from
For I thy laws observe. [me,

23 Against me princes spake with spite,

While they in council sat

:

But I, thy servant, did upon
Thy statutes meditate.

24 Mycomfort, and my heart'sdelight,

Thy testimonies be
;

And they, in all my doubts and fears,

Are counsellors to me.

D.iLETH. The Ath Part.

25 My soul to dust cleaves : quicken
. According to thy word. [me,
My ways I show'd, and me thou

heard'st

:

Teach me thy statutes, Lord.
27 The way of thy commandements

Make me aright to know
;

So all thy works that wondrous are
I ahall to others show.

28 My soul doth raelt, and drop away>
F'or heaviness and grief

;

To me, according to thy word,
Give strength, and send relief.

29 From me the wicked way of lies

Let far removed be
;

And graciously thy holy law
Do thou grant unto me.

30 I chosen have the perfect way
Of truth and verity :

Thy judgments that most righteoua
Before me laid have I. [are

31 I to thy testimonies cleave
;

Shame do not on me cast.

32 I'll run thy precepts' way, when

I

My heart enlarged hast. [thou

M3
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HE. Earrann 5.

'òi Slifjhe do statuin teagaisg dhomh,
O Dhia lehobhah thrèin :

Is coimhdeam i gu dichiollach,

Gu crich mo shaoghail fèin.

34 Tuigs' agus eòlas tabhair dhomli,
Is coimhdidh mi do reachd

;

la fòs le m'uile chridhe tèin

Coimhdear leam e gu beachd.

35 An ceum do lagli' thoir orra bhi

triall;

Oir leara 's ro-thlachdrahor e.

36 Gu d' theisteis naomh', 's cha'n
ann gu sànnt,

Mo chridhe lub, a Dhè.
37 Mo shùile piU mu'n amhairc mi

Air diomhanas gun stà :

Ach ann do shligliibh naomha fein

Ath-bheothaich mi a ghnàth.

38 O daiugnich t'fhocal firinneach
Do t'òglach fein gu mòr

;

Do'n neach thug suas e fcin air fad
Do t'eagal mar is còir.

39 PiU uam an nàir a's eagal leam ;

Oir '.s maith do bhretii, a Dhè.
40 Feuch, 's miannach leamsa t'àith-

eanta

:

A'd' cheartas beothaich mi.

VAU. Earrann 6.

41 Thigeadh do thròcair maran ceudn'
A m'ionnsuidh fèin, a Dhè

;

Do chomlifhurtachd, 's do shlàinte
chaomh,

A rèir do gheallaijh fèin.

42 Mar sin do'n ueach bheir ma.sladh
dhomh,

Bidh agam freagradh deas :

Oir ann ad tliocal firinneach
Mo dhòchas cuiridh mis'.

43 Focal na firinn na buin leat

Gu hiomlan as mo bheul

;

Oir ann ad bhreitheanais ro-cheart
A ta mo dhòchas fèin.

44 Mar sin gu suthain is gu sior,

Gnàth-choimhdidh mi do reachd
45 Air son gu'n iarram t'àitheanta,

Gluaiseam am farsuiuneachd.

46 Ri righribh labhram air do theist,

Gun amhluadh orm no sgàth.

47 Is gabham tlachd do t'àitheantaibh,

'S ann doibh a thug mi gràdh.
48 Ri t'àitheantaibh d'an d' thug mi

Togam mo làmha fèin : [toil,

Is ann ad statuisibh ro-naomh
Bitheam ri cnuasachd gheir.

ZAIN. Earrann 7.

49 Cuimhnich am focal ud,a Dhe,
Do t'òglach ft'in a nis,

PSALM CXIX.
HE. The hth Part.

33 Teach me, O Lord, the perfect vvay
Of thy precepts divine,

And to observe it to the end
I shall my heart inchne.

34 Give understanding unto me,
So keep thy law shall I

;

Yea, ev'n with niy whole heart I

shall

Observe it carefully.

35 In thy law's path make me to go ;

For I delight therein.

36 My heart unto thy testimonies,
And not to greed, incline.

Turn thou away my sight and
eyes

From viewing vanity

;

And in thy good and noly way
Be pleas'd to quicken me.

38 Confirm to me thy gracious word,
Which I did gladly hear,

Ev'n to thy servant, Lord, who Ì3

Devoted to thy fear.

39 Turn thou away my fear'd re-

proach ;

For good thy judgments be.

40 Lo, for thy precepts I have long'd ;

In thy truth quicken me.

\AV. TheMi Part.
41 Let thy sweet mercies also couie

And visit me, O Lord,
Ev'n thy benign salvation,

According to thy word.
42 So shall I have wherewith I may

Give him an answer just,

Who spitefully reproacheth me ;

For in thy word I trust.

43 The word of truth out of my mouth
Take thou not utterly

;

For on thy judgments righteous
My hope doth stiU rely.

44 So shall I keep for evermore
Thy law continually.

45 And sith, that I thy precepts seek,

ril walk at liberty.

46 I'll speak thy word to kings, and I

With shame shall not be mov'd ;

47 And will delight myself always
lu thy laws, which I lov'd.

48 To thy commandments, which I

lov'd,

My hands lilt up I will

;

And I will also meditate
Upon thy statutes still.

ZAIN. Thelth Part.

49 Ilemember, Lord, thy graciousword
i Thou to thy servant spake.
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Tliug thu mar bharrant dòcha

PSALM CXIX. m
dhomh,

'S thug orm ^u'n d'earb mi ris.

50 'Se so mo chorahfhurtaclid ro-mhòr
A'm' theinn 's a'm' àmhghar geur:

Oir rinn do bhriathar tirinneach
M'ath-bheòthachadh gu treuu.

51 Bha mi mar aobhar fanoid mhòir
Aig daoinibh àrdanach

;

Gidheadh cha d' aom mi o do lagh,

Le claonadh seachranach.
52 Do bhreitheanais a ta o chian,

Chuimhnich mi, Dhia, gu leir ;

Is ghlac mi thugam fein an sin

Deadh chomhfhurtachd a'm'fheum.

53 Air son gu'n d' thrèig an daoi do 53 Horror took hold on me, because
Ghlac uamhunn mi gu mòr. [1

Which,foraground of my surehope
Thou causedst me to take.

50 This word of thine my comfort is

In mine affliction :

For in my straits I am reviv'd

By this'thy word alone.

51 The men wliose hearts with pride

are stufl'd

Did greatly me deride ;

Yet from thy straight commande-
I havejnot turn'd aside. [ments

52 Thy judgments righteous, O Lord,
Which thou of old forth gave,

I did remember, and myself
By them comforted have.

111 men thy law forsake.

54 An tigh mo chuairt is'm'oil-thire, ,54 l in my house of pilgrimage
Do statuin b'iad r ì cheòl. Thy Ìaws my songs do make.

55 Chuimhnich mit'ainm san oidhch', 55 Thy name by night, Lord, I did
'^' '

mind,

I

And I have kept thy law.
56 And this I had, because thy word

I kept, and stood in awe.

CHETH. TheiithPart.
57 Thou my sure portion art alone,

Which I did choose, O Lord :

a Dhè,
Ts choimhdeadh leam do reachd. I

58 B'e so mo chuid, oir choimhid mi
T'iarrtuis, a Dhè, gu beachd.

CHETH. Earrann 8.
'

57 Mo chuibhrionn is mo chrannchur
O Thighearn is a Dhe : [thu,

I

Le gealladh ciunteach thubhairt mi,' I have resolv'd, and said, that I

" '

"
j

Would keep thy holy word.
58 With my whole heart I did entreat

Thy face and favour free :

According to thy gracious word
Be merciful to me.

Gu coimhdinn t^fhocal fei

58 Le m'uile chridhe dh'iarr mi ort
Do ghnùis 's do ghràsa saor :

A rèir do bhriathar Hiirinnich,
Dean tròcair orm gu caoin.

59 Do chnuasaich mi mo shlighe fcin,

'S ri d' theisteas phiU mo chos.

60 Riun deifir choimhead t'àitheanta,

'S nior ghabh mi tàmh no fois.

61 Chreach buidhinn aingidh mi

;

gidheadh,
Nior dhearmaid mi do reachd.

62 Eiream mu mheadhou oidhche,
chum

Gu molam do bhreth cheart.

63 'S fear-comuinn mi is companach 61 Bands of ill men me robb'd
; yet I

59 I thought upon my former ways,
And did my life well try ;

And to thy testimouies pure
My feet then turued I.

60 I did not atay, nor hnger long,

I

As those that slothful are ,

! But hastily thy laws to keep

j

INIyself I did prepare.-

Do 'n dream d'an eagal thu
,

'S do 'n aitim ud a choimhdeas fòs

T'fhior-àitheantan gu dlùth.
64 A Thighearna, tha'n talamh làn

Do d' ghràs 's do d' thròcaii
chaoimh :

Tuies' agus eòlas tabhair dhomh
A'd' statuisibh ro-naomh.

Earrann

Thy precepts did not slight.

'

2 ril rise at midnight thee to praise,
Ev'n for thy judgmeuts right.

63 I am companion to all those
Who fear, and thee obey.

64 Lord, thy mercy fìlls the earth ;

Teach me thy laws, I pray.

TETH. The9thPart.
65 Do t'fìglach rinu thu maith, a Dhè, 65 Well hast thou with thy servant

A reir do bhriathair cheirt.

66 Deadh thuigs' is eòlas teagaisg
dhomh,

Oir chreid mi fein do reachd.

dealt,

As thou didst promise give.

5 Good judgment me, and kuowledge
For I thy word beiieve. [teach,
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67 Mun robh rni 'n teinn,air seachran
chaidh :

Ach t'fhocal ghlèidh mi nis.

68 'S maith thua', is nithear maitheas
A'd' statuin teagaisg mis'. [leat

69A'm' aghaidh luchd an àrdain bhuirb
Dhealbh breuga baoth le cheil'

:

Ach gleidhidh mise t'àitheanta

Le m' chridhe fpin gu leir.

70 Tha 'n cridhe-san co reamhar fòs,

Ri saiU aig meud an sògh :

Ach gabhaidh mise tlachd dhomh
A'd' ]agh-sa, Dhè, gach lò. [fèin

71 'S maith dhomhs' a nis gu robh mi
An teinn 's an àmhghargeur,[fèin

A chum gu fòghhimainn le beachd
Do statuin cheart gu lèir.

72 'S fearr dhomh gu mòr an lagh a ta

A' teachd o d' bheul a mach,
Na milte mòr do'n airgiod ghla

'S do'n òr a's deirge dreach.

lOI). Earrann 10.

73 Do rinn, 's do dhealbh do làmhan
Dean tuigseach mi d'a rcir, [mi;

A chum gu faighinn eòlas maith
Air t'àitheantaibh gu lèir.

74 Tràth chi luchd t'eagail mi, bi'd àit

:

Oir dh' earb mi as do theist.

75 Dhia, 's ceart do bhreitheanais, 's le

Leòn thusa mi gun cheisd. [còir

76 Dhè, guidheam ort, do thròcair
chaoin

Bhi dhomh marchomhfhurtachd:
A rèir an fhocail labhair thu

Ri t'òglach fèin gu beachd.
77 O thigeadh thugam fèin a nis

Do thròcair chaomh, a Dhè,
Ga m' chumail beò : oir 'se do lagh
Mo thlachd 's mo mhiann gach rè.

78 Biodh nàir' air luchd an àrdain
mhòir,

Bhuin riumsa, gun chion-fàth,

Gu fealltach fìor ; ach smuainicheam
Air t'àitheantaibh a ghnàth.

79 PiUeadh luchd t'eagail rium, 's an
Ta eòlach air do theist. [dream

80 Gu robh mo chridhe ceart a'd'

reachd,
Nach nàraichear mi 'm feasd.

CAPH. Earrann 11.

81 Thara'anamairachlaoidhgu mòr,
Feitheamh do shlàinte, Dhè :

Ach tha mo dhòchas bunaiteach
A' d' fliocal tairis fèin.

82 A' feitheamh t' fhocail chaith mo
Furtachd, O c'uin a ni ? [shùil

:

83 Oir taim mar shearraig anns an toit;

'S do reachd nior dhearmaid rai.

PSALM CXIX.
67 Ere I afflicted was I stray'd ;

But now I keep thy word.
68 Both good thou art, and good thou

Teach me thy statutes, Lord.[do'st:

69 The men that are pufTd up with
Against me forg'd a lie -, [pride

Yet tliy commaBdements observe
With my whole heart will I.

70 Their hearts, through worldly ease
and wealth,

As fat as grease they be

:

But in thy holy law I take
Delight continually.

71 It hath been very good for me
That I afflicted was,

That I might well instructed be,
And learn thy holy laws.

72 The word that cometh from thy
Is better unto me [mouth

Than many thousands and great
Of gold and silver be. [sums

JOD. The ìOlh Part.
73 Thou mad'st and fashion'dst me :

thy laws
To know give wisdom, Lord.

74 So who thee fear shall joy to see
Me trusting in thy word.

'5 That very right thy judgments are
I know, and do confess

;

And that thou hast afflicted me
In truth and faithfuluess.

6 O let thy kindness merciful,
I pray thee, comfort me,

As to thy servant faithfully

Was promised by thee.

77 And let thy tender mercies come
To me that I may live

;

Because thy holy laws to me
Sweet delectation give.

8 Lord, let the proud ashamed be

;

For they, without a cause,
With me perversely dealt : but I

WiU muse upon thy laws.

9 Let such as fear thee, and have
known

Thy statutes, turn to me.
80 My heart let in thy laws be sound,

That sham'd I never be.

CAPH. TheUthPart.
81 ATy soul for thy salvation faints

;

Yet I thy word believe.

Mine eyes fail for thy word : T say,
When wilt thou comfort give ?

For like a bottle I'm become,
That in the smoke is set

:

['m black, and ])arch'd with grief

;

Thy statutes not forget. [)'et I
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I

84 Cia lìon iad làithean t'òglaich fùin?

Is fos, a Dhè, cia uair

Chuireas tu breitheanas an gnìomh
Orra ta orms' an toir ?

85 An dream talàn do 'n àrdan bhorb,
Chladìiaich iad dhomh gu beachd

Sluichd dhomhaÌD, chum mo ghlac-
adh leo,

Nach robh a rtir do reachd.

86 Ati tòir gu fealltach tha iad orm ;

Dhè, cuidich leam gu grad :

Oir tairis a^us firinneach

Tha t'àiiheantan air fad.

87 Air talamh chaidh ach beag mo
chlaoidh

;

Nior thrèi^ mi t'iarrtus uaomh.
88 'S gu'n coimhdinn teisteas fior do

bhèil,

Ath-bheothaich mi gu caomh.
j

LAMED. Earrann 12. 1

89 Tha t'fhocal bunaiteach gu bràth,

Sna nèamhaibh àrd', a Dhè :

90 Tha t'lhirinn is do thairisneachd
Buan-mhaireauuach gach rè : |

Do dhaingnicheadh an talamh leat,

'S na sheasamh tha d'a rèir. !

91 Taid biian an diugh rèir t'orduigh
Do mhuinntir iad gu leir. [fein;

92 Mur bhith gu 'n ghabh mi ciata

Do t'thocal tìrinneach, [mhòr
Ghrad-fhàilnichiun is gheibhiun bàs
A'm' àmhghar iomarcach.

[

93 T'iarrtuis cha dichuimhnich mi
chaoidh

;

Oir bheothaich thu mi leo.

94 'S leat mi, fòir orm ; oir dh'iarr mi
T'àitheanta san gach lò. [tein

95 Eha luchd an uilc gu furachar
Ga m' fhcitheamh chum mo sgrios;

Ach air do theisteas firinncach
Le m' smuaintibh dearcaidh mis'.

9(> Chunnaic mi crioch gach ni a ta

Sa' hheatha so d' a mheud :

j

Ach t'nithne tha gun tombas fòs 1

Aig farsuiuneachd is leud. !

MEM. Earrann 13. l

97 Cia ionmhuinn leam do lagli sa,

Mo smuaiueach' e gach là. [Dliè 1

98 Thar m'eascar thug thu gliocas
dhomh

j

Le d' reachd, ta leam a ghuàth. i

99 U tuigsich' mi na'n aitim ud
Thug teagasg dhomh gu lèir

; j

Bhrigh gur ann air do theisteas

naomh
'Taim smuaineachadh gu geur. '

JOO'Taim tuigseach eagnuidh fòs os

Gach seanair auns au tir [ceanni

PSALM CXIX. J37

84 How raany are thy servant's days ?

When wilt thou execute
Just judgment on thesewicked men
That do me persecute ?

85 The proud have digged pits for

me,
Which is against thy laws.

85 Thy words all faithful are ; help

Pursu'd without a cause.

87 They so consum'd me, that on
earth

INIy life they scarce did leave :

Thy precep*s yet for.sook 1 not,
But close to thera did cleave.

88 After thy loving-kindness, Lord,
Me quieken, and preserve ;

The testimouy of thy mcuth
So shall I still observe.

LAMED. Vie ]2th Part.
89 Thy word for ever is, O Lord,

In heaven settled fast

;

90 Unto all generations
Thy faithfulness dolh 'ast

:

The earth thou hast established,
And it abides by thee.

91 This day they stand as thou or-

dain'dst

;

For all thy servants be.

92 fnless in thy most perfect law
My soul delights had fouud,

I should have perished when as
My troubles did aboutid.

93 Thy precepts I wiU ne'er forget

;

They quick'uing to me brought.
94 Lord,'l am thine ; O save thou me :

Thy precepts I have sought.

95 For me the wicked have laid wait,
Me seekiug to destroy:

But I thy testiraouies true
Consider will with joy.

96 An end of all perfection

Here have I seen, O God:
Eut as for thy commandement,

It is exceeding broad.

MEM. 7',^«? Vòth Furt.

97 O how love I thy law '. it ìs

My stu<ly all the day :

98 It makes me wiser than ray
foes

;

For it doth vvith me stay.

99 Than all my teachers now I

have
More understanding far

;

Because my meditation
Thy testimonies are.

100 In understanding I excel
Thoae that are ancients;



138 SALM CXIX.
Air son gun choimhdeadh leam gu

beachd
larrtuis do reachd gu fior.

101 Phill mi mo chos o ròd gach uilc,

Gu'n coimhdinn t'fhocal ceart.

102 Nior chlaon mi fòs o d' bhreith-
Oir theagaisgeadh mi leat.[eauais;

103 Le m' bhlas cia milis, O mo Dhia,
Do bhriathra ceart gu leir I

Do m' chàirean 's mìlse iad gu mòr
Na mil air feadh mo bhèil.

104 Tre t'àitheanta taim faghail fÒ3

Tuigs' agus eòlas mhaith ;

Is uime sin 's ro-fhuathach leam
Gach slighe cham air bith.

NUN. Earrann 14.

105 Is lòcliran t'fhocal fèin do m' chois,
Solus do m' cheum gu beachd.

106 Do mhionn.aich mi, 's ni mi d'a
rèir

:

Gu'n coimhdinn fèin do reachd.
107 Tha mis' an trioblaid iomarcaich,

O Thighearna nam feart

:

A reir an fhocail labhair thu,
Ath-bheothaich mi le d' neart.

108 Gabh uam gu taitneach, guidheam
Ofrail mo bhèil a nis, [ort,

A bheir mi dhuit gu toileach saor ;

Stiùir mi a'd' bhreitheanais.
109 Tha m'anam bochd a'm' làimh a

ghnàth

:

Ach chuimhnich mi do reachd.
110 Leag droch dhaoiu' romham lion

;

gidheadh
Nior chlaon o t'iarrtus ceart.

111 Do theisteis fhior ghabh mise fèin

Mar m' oighi-eachd bhuan am
feasd ;

Oir 's iad a bheir do m'chridhe leòint'

Mòr-shubhachas gun cheisd.

112 Dh'aom mi mo chridhe fòs a chum
Gu deanar leam a ghncìth,

Do statuin cheart a chur an gniomh,
O so a mach gu bràth.

SAMECH. Earrann 15.

113 Is fuatli leam smuaiute dìomhan-
ach

;

Do d' reachd ach thug mi gràdh.
114 'S tu m' ionad-foluich, 's tu mo

A t'fhocal m' earbsa ta. [sgiath :

115 O sibhs' a chleaclid bhi deanamli
Imichibh uam a nis ; [uilc,

Oir àitheanta mo Thighearna
Le cùram coimhdidh mis'.

116 Reir ffhocail dean mo chumail
A chum gu mairinn beò

; [suas,
'S na leig fo nàire mi, fa chùis
Mo dhòchais fèin gach lò.

PSALM CXIX.
For I endeavoured to keep

All thy commandements.
101 My feet from each ill way I stay'd,

That I may keep thy word.
102 I from thy judgments have not

swerv'd ;

For thou hast taught me, Lord.

103 How sweet unto my taste, O Lord»
Are all thy words of truth

!

Yea, I do find them sweeter far

Than honey to ray mouth.
104 I through thy precepts, that are

pure,
Do understanding get

;

I therefore ev'ry way that's false

With all my heart do hate.

NUN. The lilh Part.
105 Thy word is to my feet a lamp,

And to my path a light.

106 I sworu have, and I wiU perforra,
To keep thy judgraents right.

107 I am with sore afifliction

Ev'n overwhelm'd, O Lord:
In mercy raise and quicken me,
According to thy word.

lOSThe free-will-off'rings of my mouth
Accept, I thee beseech

:

And unto me thy servant, Lord,
Thy judgments clearly teach.

109 Though still my soul be in my
hand,

Thy laws l'll not forget.

110 I err'd not from thein, though for

me
The wicked snares did set.

111 I of thy testimonies have
Above all things made choice,

To be my heritage for aye

;

For they my heart rejoice.

112 I carefuily inclined have
My heart still to attend ;

That I thy statutes may perform
Alvvay unto the end.

SAMECH. The\bihFart.
113 I hate the thoughts of vanity,

But love thy law do I.

114 My shield and hidiug-place thou
I on thy word rely. [art

;

115 All ye that evil-doers are
Ytooi me depart away ;

For the commandments of my God
I purpose to obey.

116 According to thy faithful word,
Uphold and stablish me,

That I may live, and of my hope
Asliamed never be.

1 17 Hold thou me up, so shall I be
In peace aud safety still

;



SALM CXIX.
117 Neartaicli mi, 's tearnaidh mise

Sior-dhearcam airdo reachd.[slàn;
llSShaltair thu air na chlaon o d'

lagh;
Oir 's breug am l'eall gu beachd.

119 Mar shal droch-mhiotail tilgear

Gach daoi air thalamli ta : [uait

Is uime sin 's ro-chaomh leam lein

Teisteis do bhèil a ehnàth.
120 Dochriothnaich m'tneòil fa'n eagal

A ghabh mi romhad fèin; [ud
Is lionadh mi le uamhunn fòs,

Fa d' bhreitheanais gu lèir.

AIX. Earrann 16.

121 Rinn mi breth chothromach ; na fi

Fo iochd luchd m' fhòirneirt mi.
122 Air t'òglach 'n urras bi chum

maith

;

Na leig luchd-buirb do m' chlaoidh,
123 Mo shùilean tha air fàilneachadh

Feitheamh do shlàinte, Dhè
;

'S a' feitheamh gus an coimhlionar
Deadh bhriathar ceart do bhèil.

124 Ri t'òglach buin a rèir do ghrais,
Seòl dhomh do lagh gu beachd.

125 'S mi t'òglach, tabhair eòlas domh,
Gu'n tuiginn fèin do reachd.

126 'S mithich dhuit gniomh a thais-

beanadh,
A Dhe lehobhah thrèiu:

Oir sgaoileadh agus bhriseadh leò
T'aitheanta naomh' gu lèir.

127 Fa'n aobhar ud, O Thighearna,
Gu dearbh is ionmhuinn leam

T'àitheanta fèin os ceann an òir,

An òir a's fearr a t'ann.
128 Measam t'uil'-iarrtuis, uime sin,

Bhi anns gach aon ni ceart

:

Is fuathach fòs le m' chridhe fèin
Gach slighe bhrèig' gu beachd.

PE. EarranJi 17.

129 Tha t'fhocal is do theisteis fein,

A Dhe, ro-iongantach
;

Is uime sin ni m'anam bochd
'N coimhead gu cùramach.

130 Bheir tionnsgnadh t'fhocail solus
Ri dol a stigh 'na phàirt

; [maith
Do dhaoinibh simplidh aineolach,
Do bheir e eòlas àrd.

131 Gu farsuinn dh'fliosgail mi mo
A' ploscartaich gu mòr; [bheul,

Fa mheud mo thoil' do t'àitheantaibh
Bhiom muladach gu leòr.

132 Seall agus amhairc orm, a Dhia,
Dean tròcair orm gu caomh

;

Mar rinneadh leat a ghnàth do'n
dream [naomh.

Le'm b'ionmhuinn t'ainm ro-

PSALM CXIX. 139

And to thy statutes have respect
Continually I vvill.

118 Thou tread'stdown all that love to
stray

;

False their deceit doth prove.
119 Lewd men, like dross, away thou

putt'st

;

Therefore thy law I love.
120 For fear of thee my very flesh

Doth tremble, all dismay'd;
And of thy righteous judgments,
My soul is much afraid. [Lord,

AliV. The 16tk Part.
121 To all men I have judgment done,

Performing justice right;
Ther, let me not be left unto
My fìerce oppressors' might.

122 For good uuto thy servant, Lord,
Thy servant's surety be :

Frora the oppression of the proud
Do thou deliver me.

123 Mine eyes do fail with looliing long
For thy salvation,

The word of thy pure righteousness
While I do wait upon.

124 In mercy with thy servant deal,
Thy laws me teach and show.

125 I am thy servant, wisdom give,
That I thy laws may know.

126 'Tis time thou work, Lord, for they
have

Made void thy law divine.
127 Therefore thy precepts more I love

Than gold, yea, gold mo.st fiue.

128 Concerning all things thy com-
mands

AII right I judge therefore;
And every false and wicked way

I perfectly abhor.

PE. The \lth Part.
129 Thy statutes,Lord, are wonderful,

My soul them keeps with care.
130 The entrance of thy words gives

h-ght,

Makes wise who simple are.

131 My mouth I have wide opened,
And panted earnestly,

While after thy commandements
1 long'd exceediugly.

132 Look on me, Lord, and merciful
Do thou unto me prove,

As thou art wont to do to those
Thy name who truly love.

133 O let my footsteps in thy word
Aright titill order'd be :

Let no iniquity obtain^
Dominion over rae.

'



140 SALMCXIX.
133 Peacadh iiabiodh an uachdar orm;

A'd' fhocal stiùir mo cheum.
134 O fhòirneart dhaoine teasairg: mi

;

Iscoimhdeam t'iarrtuis fèin. [tosf,

135 Dealradh dn ghnùis' air t'òglaeh

Seòl dhomh do statuin cheart.

136 Ruith srutha dlieur o m' shùilibh

Air briseadh ]eo do reachd. ffòs,

TSADDI. Earrann 18.

137 'S ro-chothromach thu fein, a Dhè,
'S is direach reidh do bhreth.

138 D'o theisteis dh'^ithn thu dhuinn,
Ro-thairis ceart pach leth. [a ta

139 Do rinn mo ghràdh is m'eud ro-

Mo chaitheadh as gu lèir ; [mhòr
Dobhrigrh pu'n dhearmaid m'eascairde

Deadh bhriathra ceart do bhèil.

140 'S ro-fhiorghlan t'fliocal ; uime sin

'S ionmhuinn le t'òglach e.

141 Taim suarach beag, gidheadh do
reachd

Air dichuimhn' nior leig mi.

142 Do cheartas fein is ceartas e

Ta siorruidh buan gu br^th ;

Is amhUiidh sin do lagh ro-cheart

'Na fhirinn ghloin a ta.

143 Ghlae trioblaid mi, is ghabh orm
Teinn agus àmhghar geur; [greim

Gidheadh a ta mo thlachd gu mòr
A'd' àitheantaibh gu leir.

144 Ceartas do theisteis fèin, a Dh6,
Tha siorruidh buan gun cheisd :

Deadh thuigse tabhair thusadhomh,
Is bitheam beò ara feasd.

KOPH. Thearrann 19,

145 Ghlaodh mi le m' uile chridh' ; a

Dhè,
Eisd, 's coimhdidh mi do reachd.

146 Ghlaodh mise riut, fòir orm ; 's an
sin

Coimlideam do theist gu beachd.

147 Do thionnsgain mi roimh 'n

chamhanaich,
Ts ghlaodh mi riutsa, Dhè

;

Oir tha mo dhòchas bunaiteach
A'd' fhocal daingean fein.

148 Mo shùilean tha ni's furachair'

Na forair' theann na h-oidhch'

;

A chum gu bithinn smuaineachadh
Air t'fhocal ft'in a chaoidh,

149 A rtir do chaoimhneis thròcairich

Eisd fcin ri m' ghuth a nis :

A rèir do bhreitheanais ro-mhòir,
lehobhah, beothaich mis'.

150 Luchd leanmhuiun uilc tha teann-
adh orm :

A ta iad fad o d' reachd.

PSALM CXIX,
134 From raan's oppression save thou

So keep thy laws I will. [me ;

135Thy face make on thy servant shine;
Teach me thy statutes still.

136 Rivers of waters from mine eyes
Did run down, when I saw

How wicked men run on in sin,

And do not keep thy law.

TSADOi. The ISth Part.
137 O Lord, tliou art most righteous

;

Thy judgments are upright
138 Thy testimoniesthou command'st

Most faithful are and right.

ll39 My zeal hath ev'n consumed me,
Because mine enemics

Tliy holy words forgotten have,
And do thy laws despise.

140 Thy word's most pure, therefore
on it

Thy servant's love is sct.

141 Small, and despis'd I am, yet I

Thy precepts not forget.

142 Thy righteousness is rigliteousness

Which ever doth endure :

Thy holy law, Lord, also is

The very truth raost pure,

143 Trouble and anguish have me
And taken hold on me : [found,

yet in my trouble my delight

Thy just commandments be.

144 Eternal righteousness is in

Thy testimonies all

:

Lord, to me understandiug give,

And ever live I shall,

KOPH. The \9th Part.

145 With my whole heart I cried, Lord,
hear

;

I wiU thy word obey.
146 I cried to thee; save me, and I

Will keep thy laws aKay.
147 I of the morn'ing did prevent

The dawning, and did cry :

For all mine expectation
Did on thy word rely.

148 Mine eyes did timeously prevent
The watches of the night,

That in thy word with careful

mind
Then meHitate I might.

149 After thy loving-kindness, hear
My voice, that calls on thee :

According to thy judgment, Lord,
Revive and quicken me.

150 Who follow mischief they draw
tiigh ;

They from thy law are far

:



SALM CXIX.
15i Dbè, tha thu 'm fagus : agus tha

T'uil' iarrtuis fior is ceart.

152 Fa thimcliioir lòs do theisteas

naoiuh',
O thoiseac'h b'fliiosrach mi,

Gu'n d'riunpadh leat an socrachadh
A chum bhi buan gach rè.

RESH. Earrann 20.

153 Amhairc, a Dhe, air m'àmhgrhar
Is fuasgail orm a'm' l'heum; [troirt,

Fa'u aobhar nach do dhearmaid mi
An reachd a dh'àithn thu fèin.

154 Tagair mo chùi.s, is fuasgail orm ;

Rèir t'fhocail cum mi btò.

155 'S fad slàint' o luchd an uilc : air

Do reachd nach iarrar leo. [son

156 'S ro-lionmhor mòr do thròcair

A Thighearn is a Dhè : [chaomh,
A rèir do bhreitlieanais ro-cheirt

Dean beothail ealamli mi.

157 'S lionmhor luclid leanmhuinn
orm an tòir,

Is m'eascairde faraon ;

Ach mis' o d' theisteas tìrinneach,

Cha deach' air seachran claon.

158 Chunnaic mi peacaich, chràidh
sud mi,

Do reachd oir bhriseadh leo.

159 Feuch mar is ionmhuinn leam do
lagh ;

A'd' chaoimhneas ctira mi beò.

160 A Thighcarna tha t'fhocal fèiu

O thoiseach dain<rean fior ;

Is tha do bhreitheanais air fad

Ceart agus buan jfu sior.

SCHIX. Earrann 21.

161 Bha prionnsan làidir orm an tòir,

Gun aobhar no cion-fàth
;

Ach air mo chridh' tha eagal mòr
Roimh t'fhocal fèin a ghnàth.

162 Tha aiteas orm ri t'fhocal maith,
Mar neach fhuair creach pun toir.

163 'S oilheil 's is fuath leam breug

;

ach thug
Mi gràdh do d' lagh gu mòr.

164 Tha mi a' tabhairt molaidli dhuit
Sc^achd uairean gach aon là,

Air son do bhreitheanais gu lèir

Ta ceart, a Dhè, gu bràth.

165 'S mòr sith na muinntir ud a ta
A' tabhairt gràidh do d' reachd

;

Cha'n Airich tuisleadh idir dhoibh,
No oilbheum fòs gu beachd.

166 Ri d'shlàinte dh'flieith mi fèiu, a

Dh^;
Coimhdeam do reachd air chòir.

167Do theisteis choimhid m'anam fèin;

'S ioumhuiuu leam iad gu mòr.

PSALM CXIX. 141

151 But tliou art near, Lord ; mostfirm
truth

All thy cominandments are.

152 As for thv testimonies all,

Of old th'is have 1 tried,

That thou hast surely founded them
For ever to abide.

RESH. T/ie 2Ciih Part.
i53 Consider mine affliction,

In satèty do me set

:

Deliver me, O Lord, for I

Thy law do not forget.

154 After thy word revive tho'.i me

;

Save me, and plead my cause.
155 Salvation is froiii sinners far ;

For they seek not thy Ia\vs.

156 O Lord, both great and mani-
fold

Thy tender mercies be :

According to thy judgments just,

Revive and quicken me.
157 My persecutors many are^

And foes that do combine ;

Yet from thy testimonies pure
My heart doth not decline.

158 I saw trausgressors, and waa
griev'd

,

For they keep not thy word.
159 See how' 1 love thy law ! asthou

Art kind, me quicken, Lord.
160 From the beginuing all thy

word
Hath been most true and sure :

Thy righteous juiigments ev'ry oue
For evermore endure.

SCHIX. The2\st Part.
161 Princes have persecuted me,

Although no cause they saw:
But still ol' thy most holy word
My heart dolh stand in awe.

162 I at thy word rejoice, as one
Of spoil that finds great store.

163 Thy law 1 love ; but lying all

I hate and do abhor.

164 Sev'n times a day it is my care
To give due praise to thee ;

Because ot all tliy judgments, Lord,
Which righteous ever be.

165 Great peace have they who love
thy law

;

Offence they shall have nnne.
166 I hop'd for thy salvation, Lord,

Aud thy commauds have done.

167 My soul thy testimonies pure
Observed carelully

;

On them my heart is set, and them
I love exceedingly.



U2 SALM CXX. CXXI.
168 Do theisteis a^iig t'àitheaiita,

Do choimhdeadh leam a ghnàth
;

Oir tha mo slihgheanna gu leir

Fa d' chomhair fèin gach là.

TAU. Earrann 22.

Iij9 Thigeadh mo jrhlaodh am fagus l

A'd' fhianuis fèin, a Dhè : [duit,

Is fò9 rèir t'fhocail fhirinnich

Dean tuisrseach eòlach mi.

PSALMS CXX. CXXI.
168 Thy testiinonies and thy lavvs

l kept with special care ;

For all thy works and ways each one
Before thee open are.

TMh The 22d Part.

9 O let my earnest pray'r and ery

Come near before thee, Lord :

Give understanding: unto me,
According to thy word.

170 A'd' làthair thigeadh m' ath- 170 Let my request before thee come :

Rèir t'fhocail ormsa fòir [chuinge; After 'thy vvord me free.

171 Air teagasg dhuit do statuiu 171 My lips shall utter praise, when
' thou

Mo bheul bheir dhuitse glòir. Hast taught thy laws to me.

172 Labhraidh mo theang' air t'fhocari72 My tongne of thy most blessea
'^' ' 1 t'uil' iarrtuia ceart. (fìor;|

17.3 Deanadh do làmh-sa còmhnadh
leam

;

Oir ròghnaich mi do reachd.

174 A' feitheamh air do shlàinte, Dhè,
Bliiom fèin gu tuirseach trom ;

Is mar an ceudna tlia do reachd
Rothlachdmhor ciatach leam.

175 Dehnuich do m'anam bochcl bh'

Is dhnitse bheir e glòir : [beò,

Is deanadh do cheart-bhreitheanais

Deadh chòmhnadh dhomh le fòir.

176 Do chaidh mi fein air seacharan
Mar chaoraich chaillte thruaigh :

larr t'òglach, oir cha d' leig do d'

reachd
Dol as mo chuimhne uam.

SALM CXX.—120.

1 A'm' eigin ghlaodh mi suas ri Dia,

Is dh' èisd e rium gach rè.

2 O'n teangaidh chealgaich, m'anam
saor ;

'S o bheul nam breug, a Dhè.
3 Ciod bheirear dhuit, no nithear ort,

A theangadh làn do ghò ?

4 Mar shaighdibh laoich, 's iad geur-

Mar eibhlibh aiteil beò. [aichte,

5 Mo thruaighe mi,gubheil mo chuairt

Am Mesech ; is mo thàmh
Am bùthaibh Chedair choigrich

Gu muìadach gun dàimh! [bliuirb,

6 Rinn m'anam còmhnuidh fhada
bhuan

Le neach thng fuath do shith.

7 Gu cogadh tha iad togarach ;

Air sith 'n tràth labhras mi.

SALM CXXL— 121.

1 Mo shùile togam suas a chum
Nam beann, o'n tig mo neart.

2 O'n Dia rinn talamh agus nèamh,
Tha m'fhurtachd uile teachd.

3 Cha leig do d' chois air chòir air bith

Gu'n sleamhnuich i gu bràih

Shall speak, and it confess;

Because all thy commandements
Are perfect righteousness.

173 Let thy strong hand niake help to

Thy preeepts are my choice.

174 I lons'd for thy salvation, Lord,
And in thy law rejoice.

175 O let my soul live, and it shall

Give praises unto thee ;

And let thy judgments gracious

Be helpfui unto me.
176 I, like a lost sheep, went astray;

Thy servant seek, and find :

For tiiy commands I suffer'd not
To slip out of my mind.

PSALM CXX.— 120.

1 IN my distre.^s to God I cried,

And he gave ear to me.
From lying lips, and guileful tougue
O Lo'rd. my soul set free.

3 What shall be given tbee ? or what
shall

Be Hone to thee, fal.se tongue ?

4 Ev'n burning coals of juniper,

Sharp arrows of the strong.

5 Woe's me that I in Mesech am
A snjourner so long:

That 1 in tabernacles dwell

To Kedar tbat belong.

6 My soul with him that hateth
peace

Hath long a dweller been.
7 I am for peace ; but when I speak,

For baftle they are keen.

PSALM CXXl.—121,

1 I TO the hills will lift mine eyes,

From whence doih comemine aid.

2 My safety cometh from the Lord,

Who heav'n and earth hath made.
3 Thy foot he'll not let slide, nor will

He slumber that thee keeps.



SALM CXXII. CXXIII.
I

Tàmhueul cha tig ain air an neach 4

'S fear-coimhicl ort a ghnàth.

4 Feuch, air fear-coimhid Israeil,

Codal cha'n aom no suain :

5 'Se Dia t'fliear-coimhid ; 'se do sgàil

Air do làimh dheis ^u buan. (i

6 A' phrian cha bhuail i thu san là, 1

No ghealach fòs san oidhch'.
'

7 Ni Dia do choimhead o g:ach olc ; 7

Ni fanam dhìon a chaoidh.
j

8 Do dhol a mach, 's do theachd a'

Coimhididh Dia a orlinàth;[steach, *=

O'n airasir so a nis a t'ann,

'S o sin a mach gu bràth.

SALM CXXIL—122.

1 BHA aoibhneas orm tràtli thubhairt 1

Gu tigh Dhft thèid sinn suas. [iad,l

2 A'd' dhorsaibh, O lerusalem, j2

Ar cosa seasaidh fòs.

3 lerusalem mar chaithir i, j3

Thogadh gu dìleas dlùth ;
|

4 D'an tèid na treubhan suas gu leir, 4

'S iad treubhan Dhè nan dùl : 1

Gu teisteas Israeil, a chum
Ainm Dhe gu moladh iad.

I

5 Oir caithrichean chum breth tha'n 5

'S le teaghlaeh Dhaibhidh iad.[sin;!

6 Siorghuidhibh do lerusalem
Sith-shàimh is sonas mòr : :6

A' mhuinntir siu le'n ionrahuinn thuj

Soirbhichidh iad gu leòr.

7 An taobh a stigh do d' bhallachaibh,'

Biodh sith is sonas maith ; ,7

Deadh shoirbheas fòs gu robh gu|
A'd' lùchairt àird a stigh. [bràth

8 Air sgàth mo bhràithrean 's luchd!
mo ghaoil, 8

Dhuit guidheam sith a ghnàth. |

9 Air sgàtli tigh naomh ar Tighearn 9
larram do leas gu bràth. [Dia,|

SALM CXXIIL—123.

1 Mo shùile togam riutsa ta [speur. 1

'N còrahnuidh air nèamh nan
2 Feuch, mar thasùil nan seirbhiseach 2

Air làimh am maighstir fein, I

'S marshùile banoglaich air làimh
A ban-tighearn faraon,

Feithidh ar sùil air Dia, gus 'n dean
E tròcair oirnn gu caoin.

3 Dean tròcair oirnn, lehobhah Dhia,
Dean tròcair oirnn gu luath:

Oir tha sinn air ar lionadh làn
Do tharcuis is do fhuath.

4 Le fanoid luchd na seasgaireachd,
Lionadh ar n-anam bochd

;

'S le spìd na muinntir ud a ta
Làn àrdain is an-iochd.

PSALM CXXII. CXXIII. 143

Behold, he that keeps Israel,

He slumbers not nor sleeps.

The Lord thee keeps, the Lord tliy

shade
On thy right hand doth stay:

The moon by night thee shall not
smite,

Nor yet the sun by day.

Tlie Li)rd shall keep thy soul ; he
sliall

Preserve thee from all ill.

Henceforth thy going out and in

God keep for ever wiU.

PSALM CXXIL—122.

I JOY'D when to the house of God,
Go up, they said to me.

Jerusalem, within thy gates

Our feet shall standing be.

Jerus'Iem, as a city, is

Compactly built together :

Unto that place tlie tribes go up,
The tribes of God go thither :

To Isr'el's testimony, there

To God's name thanks to pay.

For thrones of judgmeut, ev'n the
tlirones

Of David's house, there stay.

Pray that Jerusalem may have
Peace and felicity

:

Let them that love thee and thy
Have still prosperity. [peace

Therefore I wish thatpeace may still

Within thy vvalls reraain,

And ever may thy palaces
Prosperity retain.

Now, for my friends' and brethren's
Peace be in thee, l'll say. [sakes,

And for the housc of God, our Lord,
I'U seek thy good alway.

PSALM CXXIII.—123.

OTHOU thatdwellestin the heav'ns,
I lift mine eyes to thee.

Behold, as servants' eyes do look
Their raasters' hand to see,

As handmaid's eyes her mistress'

So do our eyes a'ttend [hand,
Upon the Lofd our God, until

To us he mercy send.

O Lord, be gracious to us,

Unto us gracious be;
Because replenish'd with contempt

Exceedingly are we.
Our soul is fill'd with scorn of those
That at their ease abide,

And with the insolent contempt
Of those that swell in pride.



144 SAL.M CXXIV.
|

1 NlS abradh Israel gu fior, il

Mur biodh lehobhah leiun

:

|

2 Mur biodh lehobhah as ar leth, .2

Tràth dh'èirich daoine ruinn ; I

3 'N sin dheantadh leo arslugadh beò, 3

'N tràth las an corruich ruinn. |

4 Is ruitheadh tharuinn tuilte bras, j4

Sruth iàidir thar ar ceann.

5 'N Hin rachadh thar ar u-anatn 5
bochd,

I

Na tuiltean àrd' gu Itir. g
6 Moìadh do Dhia, nach d' thug Cj

Mar chrcich d'am fiaclaibh geur'.

7 Mar eun à lìon an eunadair, 1

Ar n-anam truagh chaidh as : |

Bhriseadh an hon is sgaoileadh e,
j

Is shaoradh sinn gu caa. 8

8 Ar còmhnadh ta 's ar cuideachadh
An ainm lehobhah thrcin :

An neacli a rinn an talamh fòs

'Sa chruthaich nèamh nan speur.

SALM CXXV.—125.

1 THA'N dream ni dòchas ann an Dia 1

Mar shliabh Shioin a ghnàth,
|

Nach feudar l'òs a charuchadh,
Ach mhaireas ann gu bràth.

|

2 Ceart mar a ta na beannta tric 2
Timchioll lerusaleim,

Tha Dia mar sin, o nis gu sior,

Timchioll a phobuill tèin.

3 Oir slatluchd-uilc cha ghabh i tàmh 3

Air chrann nan daoine coir
;

[

Eagal gu'n sin na fireanaich
[

Au làmli gu peacadh mòr.
\

4 An aitim ud tha niaith, a Dhè,
Do mhaitlieas pàirticli leò;

Is leis an dream tha treiblidhireach

'S 'nau cridhe ta gun ghò.

4 Ach iadsan uile thèid a thaobh
D'an slighibh claon le cheil',

lomainidh Dia le luclid an uilc.

'S bidh sith air Israel.

SALM CXXVI.—126.

1 'N TR.ATH thug lehobhah air a h-ais

Bruid Shioin, b' ionnan sinn
Is daoine chunnaic aisling mhòr,

'S a mhosgail as an suain :

2 Lìonadh ar beul le g.niran sin,

'S ar teangadh lòs le ceòl : [iad,

Am measg nan cinneach thubhairt
Rinn Dia dhoibh bearta mòr'.

3 Rinn Dia mòr-bhearta air ar son,

Chuir oirnne gairdeadias.

4 lehobhah, pill ar bruid a ris,

Mar sliruth sau àirde doas.
.') ladsan a chuir gu deuracli siol,

Gu subhach ni iad buain.

PSAL.M CXXIV.
Had not the Lord boeu on our 3Ìde»
May Israel now say ;

Had not the Lord been on our side,

When men rose us to slay ; [as
They had us svvaliow'd quick, whtn
Their wrath 'gainst us did ilarae :

Waters had cover'd us, our soul
Had sunk beneath tiie stream.

Then had the waters, swelling high,
Over our soul made way.

Bless'd be the Lord, who to their

Us gave not for a prey. [teeth
Our sours escaped, as a bird
Out of the Ibwler's snare ;

The snare asunder broken is,

And we escaped are.

Our sure and allsufficient help
Is in Jehovah's naiue

;

His name who did the lieav'n create,

And who the earth did frame.

(Second J'ersion, see page làQ.)

PSALM CXXV.— 125.

TheY in the Lord that tìrmly trust

Shall be like Sion hill,

Which at no time ean be remov'd,
But standeth ever stiU.

As round about Jerusalem
The mountains stand alway,

The Lord his folk doth compass so,

From henceforth and for aye.

For ill men's rod upon the lot

Of just men shali uot lie ;

Lest righteous men stretch forth

Unto iniquity. [their hands
Do thou to all those that be good
Thy gooduess, Lord, impart

;

And do thou good to those that are
Upright within tlieir heart.

But as for such as turn aside
After their crookfd way,

God shall lead forth with wicked
On Isr'el peace sliall stav. [men :

PSALM CXXVI.—126.

WHEN Sion'd bondage God turu'd
back,

As men that dream'd were we :

Then fiU'd with laughter was cur
mouth,

Our tongue with melody.
They 'mong the heathen said, The

Lord
Great thinga for them hath

wrought. [us,

The Lord hath done great thingsfor
Whence joy to us is brought.

As streams of water in the south,
Our bondage, Lord, recall.



SALM CXXVII—CXXIX.
6 An neach pu cur a the.id a mach

Le sìol sophnseil caoin,

Air bhith dha gul gu muladach,
'G a iomchar sud gu (onn,

Le h-aiteas piUidh e pu dearbh,
A' giùlan sguaba trom'.

SALM CXXVIL— 127.

1 MUR tog lehobhah fèin an tigh,

Luchd-togail tha iad faoin ;

Mur plcidh leliobhah 'm baile fÒ3,

Luchd-taire chaiU an saoth'r.

2 Dhuibh 's diomhain bhi ri moch-
eirigh,

San oidhch' ri caithris bhuain,
Bhi 'g itheadh araiu bròin ; mar sin

D'a sheircin bheir e suain.
j

'à 'Se Dia bheir toradh bronn mar'
dhuais ;

Mar oighreachd bheir e clann.
j

4 Bidh mic ua h-oig' mar shaighdibh 4
geur',

'N làiiuh ghaisgich threin gach àaa.

5 Is sona 'm tear 'gam bi dhiubh sud
A ghlac 's a dhorlach làn ;

Gun rughadh labhraidh iad sa'gheat',

R' an naimhdibh olc gu dàn.

SALM CXXVIII—
5 BEANNAICHT' gach

128.

i neach
air am blieil

Eagal lehobhah mhòir

;

Is ann an slighibh fiorghlan Dè
Stiùireas a cheum air chòir.

2 Oir toradh gniomh do làmha fein,

Ithidh tu e gu h-ait

:

Beannaichear thu gu mòr mar sir

• 'S bidh sonas ort gu pailt.

3 ^lar fliionain tharbhaich bidh do
bhean

'N taobh stigh do t'fliàrdaich ft'in ;

Do chlann mar òg chroinn-olaidh ùir
Timchioll do bhìiird gu Ipir.

4 Feuch, 's amhluidh sin a bheann-
An neach d'an eagal Dia. [aichear

5 A Sion gheibh thu beannacbadh,
Is sonas pailt o'n Triath;

Is chi thu maith lerusaleim
Rè fad do laith' gu leir.

6 Seadh, clann do chloinne chi tliu

Is sìth air Israel. [fùs,

SALM CXXIX,—129.

1 Bu tric a chràidh iad mi o m' òig',

Deir Israel gu truagli

:

2 O m' òige chràidh iad mi gu tric,

Gidheadh cha d' thug iad buaidh.
3 'N luchd-treabhaidh threabh iad air

mo dhruim
;

Tliarruing iad claisean fad,

PSALMS CXXVII—CXXIX. 145

> Who sow in tears, a reaping time
Of joy enjoy they shall.

I That man who, bearing precious
In going forth doth mourn, [seed,

He doubtless, briuging back his

Rejoicing shall return. [sheaves,

PSALM CXXVII.-127.
EXCEPT the Lord do build the

house,
The builders lose their pain :

Except the Lord the city keep,
The watchraen watch in vain.

t 'Tis vain for you to rise betimes,
Or late from rest to keep.

To feed on sorrow's bread ; so
gives,

He his beloved sleep.

; Lo, children are God's heritage,

The womb's fruit his reward.
The sons of youth as arrows are,

For stroiìg men's hands pre-

par'd.

O happy is the man that hatb
His quiver tìird with those;

They unashamed in the gate
Shall speak unto their foes.

PSALM CXXVIIL—128.

Bless'D is each one that fears the
Lord,

And walketh in his ways ;

For of thy labour thou shalt eat,

And happy be always.
Thy wife shall as a Iruitful vine
By thy house' sides be found :

Thy children like to olive-plants

About thy table round.

Behold, the man that fears the
Lord

Thus blessed shall he be.

The Lord shall out of Sion give
His bìessing unto thee :

Thou shalt Jerus'lems good be-
hold

Whilst thou on earth dost
dwell.

Thou shalt thy childreu's child-

rer see,

And peace on Israel.

PSALM CXXIX.—129.
OFT did they vex me Irom my
May Jsr'el now declare

; [youth,
Oft did they vex me from my youth

Yet uot victorious were.
The ploughers plough'd upon my

back
;

They long their furrows drew.

n3



liò SALM CXXX. CXXXI.
4 Ach 's ceart lehobnah, 's bhriseadh

Cordan nan daoi gu grad. [leia

5 Air naimhdibh Shioin gu robh nàir',

'S rachadli air cùl gu luath : 1

6 Mar fheur air mullnch tighe ta,

A shearg mu'n d'fliàs e suas :

7 Ni leis nach lìonar glac an fhir

A bhios gu tric a' buain
; i

Is leis nacli lionar sgiath an ti, !

A bhios ri ceaugal sguab. '

8 Ni mò their luchd an rathaid riu,

Gu robh oirbli beannachd Dhe;
Tha sinne fòs 'gar beannachadh,
An ainm lehobhah thr^in.

SALM CXXX.—130.

1 O 'N doimhne, O lehobhah Dhe,
Do ghlaodh nii riutsa suas.

i

2 Dhia, èisd ri m' ghuth gu furachar

;

'S ri m'urnuigli crom do chluas.'
|

3 Ma chomhraichearleat aingidheachd
A Dhe, co sheasas riut ?

4 Ach agadsa ta ioclid : a chum
Gu'n striochdt' a'd' eagal dhuit.

5 Ri Dia tha mise feitheamh, fòs

Tha rn'anam feitlieamh ris
;

Is anu a bhriathar lirinneach
i

Mo dhòchas cuiridh mis'.

6 Tha m'anam bochd ni's lurachair'

A' feitheamh Dhè a giinàth,
Na bhios luclid faire maidne fòs

Ri sgarachdairm nan tràth :

Ni 's furachair', a deiream fòs,

'G a fheitheamh-san gun ghò,
Nabhios luchd-faire anns an oidhch'
Ri teachd a steach do'n lò. i

7 Biodh dòchas Israeil an Dia ;

Oir tha a throcair mòr : i

'S ann aig an Tighearna gu beachd,!
Tha fuasgladh pailt gu leòr. i

8 la bheir e fein gnn cheisd air bith
;

D'a phòbull Israel,
j

Làn-shaorsadh agus fuasgladh glan;

O'n aiugidheachd gu k'ir. '

SAL.M CXXXI.— 131.

1 Mo chridhe cha'n 'eil àrdanach,
No fòs mo shùil, a Dhè ;

Nior ghluais mi ann an cùisibhmòr'
A's àirde na mi fèin.

2 Gu dearbh, mar naoidhean chaidh
o'n chìch,

Chum mi mi fèin a'm' thosd:
Mar naoidhean chaidh o chich

mhAth'r,
Is amhluidh m'anam bochd.

3 Biodh dòchas maith aig Israel

An Dia lehobhah treun,
O'n aimsir so a nis a t'ann,

'S air feadh gach linn an cein.

I

PSALMS CXXX. CXXXI.
4 The righteousl.orddid cutthe cords

I

Of the ungodly crew.

5 Let Sion's haters all be turn'd
Back with confusion.

6 As erass on houses' tops be they,
Which fades ere it be grovvu :

7 Whereof enough to lìll his liand
The movver cannot find

;

Nor can the man his bosom fill,

Whose vvork is sheaves to bind.

8 Neither say they vvho do go by,
God's blessing on you rest

:

We in the name of God the Lord
Do wish-vou to be blest.

PSALM CXXX.— 130.

1 LORD, from the depths to thee I

cried,

2 My voice, Lord, do thou hear :

Unto my supplication's voice
Give an attentive ear.

3 Lord, who shall slaud, if thou, O
i Lord,

Should"st mark iniquity ?

4 But yet v\ith thee forgiveness is,

' That fear'd thou mayest he.

5 I wait for God, ray soul doth wait,

My hope is in his vvord.

6 More than tliey that for morning
watch,

My soul waits for the Lord ;

I say, more than they that do
watch

The moruing light to see. .

Let Israel hope in the Lord,
For with him mercies be ;

And plenteous redemption
Is ever found with him.

And from all his iniquities

He Isr'el shall redeem.

PSALM CXXXI.—131.

Mv heart not haughty is, O Lord,
Mine eyes not lofty be ;

Nor do l'deal in matters great,

Or things too high for me.
I surely have myself behav'd
With quiet sp'rit aud mild.

As child of mother wean'd : my
Houl

Is like a weaned child.

Upon the Lord let all the hope
Ot Israel rely,

Ev'n from the time that present ia

Unto eternity.



SALM CXXXII.
1 AlR Daibhidh deansa cuimhne,

'S air uile àrahghar geur : [Dhè
2 Mar thuc; e mionn' do Dhia, is bòid

Do Dhia ud lacoib treua :

3 Do m'thigh cha tèid mi lèin a steach,

No air mo leabaidh suas :

4 Do m' shùilibh codal f'òs cha leig,

No do mo rosgaibh suain
;

5 Gu ruig an uair am faisrh mi àit

Do Dhia lehobliah treun,
Is ionad còmhnuidh bunaiteach
Do Dhia ud lacoib tèin.

6 Feuch, ann an crìochaibh Ephrata,
Dochualàsinn an s^eul

;

Ach machairibh nan coilltean dlùth,

Fhuair sinn e mar an ceudn'.

7 Aig stol a choise sleuclidaidh sinn,

An àros Dhe nam feart.

8 Eirieh, a Dhè, gu t'ionad tàimh
;

Thu fein is ;li'rc do neirt.

9 Sgeudaicht' gu robh do shagairt-aa

A ghnàth le hionracas ;

Is deanadh doluchd-muinutir naomh,
Guu tàmh ùr-ghairdeachas.

10 Air sgàth do sheirbliiseach ro-

chaomh,
Daibhidh do'n d'thug thubuaidh,

Aghaidh an ti a dh' ungadh leat,

Na cuir air ais gu truagh. [fior,

11 Do Dhaibhidh mhionnaich Dia gu
'S cha phill e uaith' am feasd,

A'd' chaithir-rioghail cuiridh mi
T'iarmad 's do shliochd gun cheisd.

12 Ma ni do chlann mo choimhch-
eangal

A choimhead, is mo reachd,
An teist a ni mi theagasg dlioibh,

Ma ehumar leo gu ceart : [ceudn'
An sliochdsan suidhidh mar an

A'd' chaithir righ, gu bràth.
j

13 Oir mhiannaich agus roghnaich
Sion mar ionad tàimh ; [Diaj

14 'S i so mo thàmh 's mo shuaimh-j
Gu suthain is gu sìor : [neas fòs,

An so ni mise fàrdach dhomh,
Oir '.s i mo mhiann gu fìor.

15 Mòr-bheannaicheam a stòr gu pailt;

Diolam a bochd le lòn.

16 Le slàint' a sagairt eudaicheam
;

'S a naoimh ni iolacli mliòr.

17 Bheir mi an sin gu h-ùrar glas
Air adhairc Dlìaibhidh fàs ;

Is lòchran dh' orduich mi do 'n ti

A dh' ungadh leam tre ghràs.
18 Cuairtichidh mi a naiinhde-san

Le nair' is rughadh gruaidh'

:

Acli air-san bidh a choron fèin

A' fàs le h-iomadh buaidh.

PSALM CXXXII. 147

DaVID, and his afflictions all,

Lord, do thou think upon
;

2 How unto God he sware, and vow'd
To Jacob's mighty One :

'ò I wiil not come within my house,
Nor rest in bed at all

;

4 Nor shall mine eyes take any sleep,
Nor eyelids slumber shall ;

5 Till for the Lord a place I iind,

Where he may make abode ;

A place of habitation
For Jacob's mighty God.

Lo, at the place of Ephratah
Of it we understood

;

And yve did fìnd it in the fìelds,

And city of the wood.

7 We'll go into his tabernacles,
Aud at his footstool bow.

8 Ari.se, O Lord, into thy rest

;

Th' ark of thy strength, and
Thou.

9 O let thy priests be clothed, Lord,
With truth and righteousness

;

And let all those that are thy saints
Shout loud for joyfulness.

10 For thine own servant David's
sake,

Do not deny thy grace ;

Nor of thine own anointed one
Turn thou avvay the face.

11 The Lord in truth to David sware,
He wiU not turn from it,

I of thy body's fruit wiU make
Upon thy throne to sit.

12 My cov'nant if thy sons will keep,
And laws to them made known,

Their children then shali also sit

For ever on thy throne.
13 For God of Sion hath made choice;

There he desires to dwell.
14 This is my rest, here still I'll

stay ;

For I do like it well.

15 Her food l'II greatly bless ; her
poor

With bread will satisfy.

16 Her priests I'Il clothe with health ;

her saints

Shall shout forth joyfully.

17 And there will I make David'a
horn

Tobud forth pleasantly:
For hira that mine anointed Ì3

A lamp ordain'd have I.

18 As with a garment I will clothe
With shame his en'mies all

:

But yet the crown that he doth wear
L^pon him flourish shall.



148 SALM CXXXIII.

1 O FEUCH, ciameud am maith anis,
Cia meud aii tlachd faraon,

Bràithrean a bhi 'nan còmhnuidh
ghnàth

An sith 's an ceangal caoin.

2 Mar oladh phriseil air a' cheann,
Ruith air an fheusaig sios,'

Air feusaig Aaroin, a^xis shruth
Gu ioniall 'eudaich rìs.

3 Mar dhealt air Hermon 's mar an
drùchd

Air sleihhtibh Shioin shuas :

'N sindh'orduich Diaam beannach-
A'bheathashiorruidh bhuan. [adh

SALM CXXXIV.—134.

1 O OGLACHA I^-hobhah mhòir,
Beannaichibh I ia a chaoidh ;

Sibhse le 'n gnàth bhi 'n àros De
'Nur seasamh feadh na h oidhch'.

2 'Na theampull togaibh suas 'urlàmh,
Beannaithibh Dia nam feart.

3 Beannaicheadh Dia a Sion thu,
Rinn nèamh is làr le neart.

SALM CXXXV.—135.

1 MOLAIBHSE Dia, àrd-mholaibh fòs l

Deadh-ainm lehobhah thrèin,

la thugaibh cliu is moladh dha,
Oglacha Dhe gu lèir.

2 O sibhse ta 'nur seasamh fòs

An tigh lehobhah mhòir,
An cùirfibh àlumn tio:h' ar Dia,
Molaibh e mar is còir.

3 Molaibh an Tighcarna, do bhrìgh
Gu bheil 6 maith gach re

:

D'a ainm-san seinnibh moladh ait,

Oir 's ni ro-thlachdmhor e.

4 Oir lacob fòs do rògrhnaich Dia
'Na tliròcair mhòir dha lèin :

Dhafcin mar ioumhas is mar sheilbh,'^
Do thagh e Israel.

5 Oir 's fiosrach mi 's is deimhin leam
Gu bheil lehobhah mòr,

Gu bheil ar Tighearna faraon
Os ceann gach Dia an glòir.

6 Gach ni air bith bu mhiannach leis,

Rinn Dia an nèamh nan spcur,
'S air talamh, 's anns na cuantaibh

mòr',
'S na doimhneachdaibh gu lèir.

7 Bheir esan air a' cheò dol suas
O chrìch a' chruinne chè;

Is uisge ni le dealanaich
;

Gaoth as a stòr bheir e.

8 Gach ceud-ghin annsan Eiphitbha,
Do bhuaileadh leis gu trom

; le

Do dhuine 'a ainmhidh anns gachl
Ag imeachd bha air fonn. [àit, 9

PSALM CXXXllI.
1 BEHOLD how good a thing it is,

And how becomingr well,

Together such as brethren are
In unity to dwell

!

2 Like precious ointment on the head,
That down the beard did tìow,

Ev'n Aaron'3 beard, and to the
skirts

Did of his garments go.

As Hermon's dew, the dew that doth
On Sion's hilj desceud :

For there the blessing God com-
mands,

Life that shall ncver end.

PSALM CXXXIV.— 1.34.

1 Behold, bless ye the Lord, all ye
That his attendants are,

Ev'n you that in God's temple be,
And praise him nightly there.

2 Your hands within God's holy place
Lift up, and praise his name.

From Sion hill the Lord thee bless,

That heav'n and earth did frame.

PSALM CXXXV.—135.

Praise ye the Lord, the Lord's name
praise

;

His servants, praise ye God.
Who stand in God's house, in the

conrts
Of our God make abode.

Praise ye the Lord, for he is good
;

Unto him praises sing :

Sing praises to his name, because
It is a pleasant thing.

For Jacob to himself the Lord
Did choose of his good pleasure,

And he hath chosen Israel

For his peculiar treasure.
Because 1 knovv assuredly
The Lord is very great,

And that our Lord above all gods
In glory hath his seat.

What things soever pleas'd the
Lord,

That in the heav'n did he,
And in the earth, the seas, and all

The places deep that be.

He from the ends of earth doth
make

The vapours to ascend
;

With rain he lightuings makes, and
wind

Doth from liis treasures send.

Egypt's first-born, from man to

beast
Who smote. Strange tokens he
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9 O Eiphit ! chuir e coinhara,

Is mìorbhuile le cheil',

A'd' bhuilsseansa ; 's air Pharaoh
'S air òglachaibh gu lèir. [fòs

10 Na cinuich houmhor chlaoidheadh
leis,

Mharbh righrean cumhachdach.
11 Do mharbhadh O^ righ Bhàsain

Sihou nan Amorach : [leis,

Gach uile rioghachd mar an ceudn',
Cia h-iomadh blia iad ann,

Lomsgriosadh agus mhilleadh leÌ3;

D'an robh an tir Chanaain :

12 Ara fonn 's am fearann .sud air fad,

Mar oighreachd thiodhlaic e
;

Mar oighreachd do chloinn Israeil.

A phobull dileas tèin.

iSThat'aium, aThighearnanam feart,

Buan-rahaireanuach a ghnàth ;

Tha t'iomradh buan air chuimhn(
O linn gu linn gu bràth. [Dhi

14 Oir air a phobuU lèiu ui Dia
Ceartbhreitheaoas gu beachd

;

Is gabhaidh esan aithreachas
M'a cglachaibh le iochd.

15 lodhoil nan cinneach tha do'n òr,

'S do'n airgiod shlasfaraon;
]

Is cha'n 'eil annf ach diomhauas
Rinneadh le làmhaibh dhaoin'. '

16Thabeul ac', isgun chòmhradh ann;]
Is sùileau, leis nach Itir.

!

17 Tha cluasan ac', 's cha chluinn iad

Gun anail fùs 'uam beuh [leo ;

18 A' mhuinntir tha'gan deanamhsud,'
Rochosmhuil iad riu fèin

;
I

'S amhluidh gach neach ta annta fòs

Ag earbsa mar an ceudu'. i

19 O beannaichibh lehobhah mòr,
A theaghlach Israeil

;

'Satheaghlach Aaroin,beannaichibh,l
An Tighearna le chèil'.

20 O theaghlach Lebhi. beannaichibh,
Is thugaibh cliu do Dhia :

Sibhse d'an eagal Dia faraon,
Mòr-bheanuaichibh an Triath.

21 A Sion beanuaicht' gu robh Dia,
'G am bheil a chòmhnuidh bhuan

An caithir naoimh lerusaleim.
Molaibhse Dia gach uair.

SALM CXXXVI.— 136.

1 O THUG.4IBH buidheachasdoDhia,
Do bhrigh gur sàr-mhaith e ;

Air son gu mair a thròcair chaomh,
Gu siorruidh feadh gach rè.

2 Thugaibh do Dhia nan uile dhia
MòrbhuidheachaslechLÌl'

PSALM CXXXVI. 149

Ou Phar'oh and his servants sent,

Egypt, in raidst of thee.

10 He smote great nations, slew great
kiugs

:

11 Sihon of Heshbon king,
Aud Og of Bashan, and to nought
Did Canaan's kingdoms bring :

12 And for a wealthy heritage
Their pleasant land he gave,

An heritage which Israel,

His chosen folk, should ha\-e.

13 Thy name, O Lord, shall still en-

dure,

And thy memorial
With honour shall contiuu'd be
To generations all.

14For why? the righteous God will

!
judge

' His people righteously;

j

Concerning those that d'o him serve,

Himself repent vvill he.

15 The idols of the nations

j

Of silver are and gold,

!
And by the hands of men is made

I

Their fashion and mould.

16 Mouths have they, but they do not
s[)eak ;

Eyes, but they do not see;

17 Ears have they, but hear not ; and
in

Their mou'hs no hreathing be.

18 Their makers are hke them; so are

AU that on them rely.

19 O Isr'el's house, bless God ; bless

God,
O Aaron's family.

Air son gu raair a thrc

Gu siorruidh feadh gach rè.

20 O bless the Lord, of Levi's hou.se
Ye who his servants are

;

And bless the holv name of God,
All ye the Lord'that fear.

21 And blessed be the Lord our God
From Sion's holy hill,

Who dweileth at Jerusalem.
The Lord O praise ye stiU.

PSALM CXXXVI.—136.

1 GlVE thanks to God, for good ii

he :

For mercy hath he ever.

2 Thanks to the God of gods givi

ye:
For his grace taileth never.

chaomh 3 Thanks give the Lord of lords unto:
For mercy hath he ever.
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SThnpaibhdo Thriathnan uilethriath 4 Who only wonders

PSALM CXXXVL
great

For hia grace faileth never.

Mòr bhuidheachas gru lèir
;

Air sou gu mair a thròcair chaomh
|Gu siorruidh teadh gach re.

4 Do'n Ti 'na aonar lòs a rinn
|

Mòr mhiorbhuile eru treun; ' „,, , ,. . , , ,

Air son pu mair a thròcair chaomh ^ ^^1^°
^^ji'^

wisQOm made heav'ns

Gu siorruidh leadh gach rè.

5 Do'u Ti le rjlincas ionorantach

high:
For mercy hath he ever.

6 Who stretch'd the earth above the
sea

:

For his grace faileth never.
7 To him that made the great lights

sliine

:

P'or mercy hath he ever.
I rule tiU day de-

A chruthaich nèamh nan speur ;

Air son gu mair a thròcair chaomh'
Gu siorruidh feadh gach rè.

6 Do'n Ti a shìn air uachdar tuinn
An talamh trom gu lèir

;

Air son gu mair a thròcair chaomh g -j'j^g

Gu siorruidh feadh gach re.

7 Do'n Ti a rinn na soluis mhòr'
Ta soillseacliadh nan speur

;

Air son gu mair a thròoair chaomh
Gu siorruidh feadh gach rè. . „, , , ^ i i

8 A'ehrianguli-uachdranachdsanlà, 9 The mioon^ and stars to rule by

Chum dhuiune gu'm bu Itir
;

I

For his grace faileth nevf

Air son gu mair a thròcair chaomh
Gu siorruidh feadh gach rè.

9 A' ghealach is na renlta gli

night

:

I

For mercy hath he ever.

10 Who Egypt's first-born kiU'd out-

I
right

:

For his grace faileth never.
A'riaghladhoidhch'lechtil'; jn And Isr'el brought from Egypt
son gu mair a thròcair chaomh

|

]j^^j .

3idh feadh gach rt^.

lODo'nTi rinn bualadh trom san Eiph't^.
Air ceud ghin dhaoin' is sprèidh

;

Air son gu mair a thròcair cliaomh
Gu siorruidh feadh gach rè.

11 Thug as am builsgeansan a mach

Airsontnmai?athròcairchaomh 13 By whom the Red sea parted

For mercy hath he ever.

With stretch'd-out arm, and with
strong hand :

For his grace faileth never.

Gu siorruidh feadhgach re.

12 Le neart a ghairdein sìnte mach,
"S le làimh a ta ro threun ;

Air sou gu mair a thròcair chaomh
i

Gu siorruidh feadh gach rp.
1

13 Do'n Ti a sgoilt an fhairge ruadh,
'Na roinnibh as a chèil'

;

Air son gu mair a thròcair chaomh
Gu siorruidh feadh gach re.

14 Is troimh a meadhon stiùradh leis

Gu tèaruint' Israel

;

Air son gu mair a thròcair chaomh
Gu siorruidh feadh gach rè.

15 San fliairge ruaidh ghlan-sgriosad!]

Pharaoh 's a shluagh gu leir;
| leis

Air son gu mair a thròcair chaomh
Gu siorruidh feadh gach rè.

16 Don Ti sin tre an fhàaach mhòr
A stiùir a mhuinntir fèin ;

Air son gu mair a thròcair chaomh
Gu siorruidh feadli gach rè.

17 Dhasan a bhuail 's a lot gu trom
Na righrean làidir treun'

;

was

:

For mercy hath he ever.

14 And through its midst made Isr'el

For his grace faileth never.

15 But Phar'oh and his host did
drown :

For mercy hath he ever.

Who through the desert led hia

own :

For his grace faileth never.

17 To him great kiugs who over-

threvv

:

For he hath mercy evcr.

18 Yea, famous kings in battle

slew :

For his grace faileth never.

19 Ev'n Sihou, king of Amorites:
For he hath mercy ever.

20 And Og the king of Bashan-
ites :

For hi8 grace faileth never.
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Air son gu mair a thròcair chaomh
G« siorruidli t'eadh gach re.

18 Is rij^hrean mòr is iomraiteach,
IMharbh e le 'ghairdean fèin ;

Air soD gu mair a tliròcair chaomh
Gu siorruidh feadh gach rè.

19 Seadh Sihon righ nan Amorach,
Bha uaimhdeil guiueach geur ;

Air son gu mair a thròcair chaomh
Gu siorruidh feadh gach rè.

20 Is Og air Basan bha 'ua righ,

Do mharbìi is chasgair e ;

Air son gu mair a thròcair chaomh
Gu siorruidh feadh gach re.

21 Is thug e fòs mar oighreachd bhuain
Am fearann-san gu leir;

Air son gu mair a thròcair chaomh
Gu siorruidh feadh gach rè.

22 An oighreachd thug do Israel

'Oglaeh ro dhileas fein
;

Air sou gu mair a thròcair chaomh
Gu siorruidh feadh gach rè,

23 Neach, air bhi dhuinn ro-ìosal

truagh,
A cliuimlinich oirnn 'nar feum

Air son gu mair a thròcair chaomh
Gu siorruidh feadh gach rè.

24 Gu tèaruint' bhuin e sinn a mach
O neart ar naimhde treun'

;

Air son gu mair a thròcair chaomh
Gu siorruidh feadh gach rè.

25 Tha tabhairt beatha do gach feòil,

Is lòin do'n uile chrè
;

Air son gu mair a thròcair chaomh
Gu siorruidh feadh gaeh rè.

25 O thugaibh moladh agns cliu

Do Dhia nan nèamh 's nan speur;

Air son gu mair a thròcair chaomh
Gu siorruidh feadh gach re.

SALM CXXXVII.— 137.

1 AlGsruthaibh coimheach Bhabiloin,
Shuidh sinn gu brònach boehd

;

An sin air Sion chuimhnich sinn,
Is ghuileadh leiiin gu goirt.

2 Air gheugaibh seilich chrochadli
Ar clàrsaicheau an sin. [ieinn

3 Oir iad>an a rinn braighde dhinn
Dh'iarr òran oirnn is gean :

Seadh iadsan le'n do chreachadh sinn
Dh'iarr luathghair oirnn is ceol

Seinnibh do laoidhibh Shioinduinn,
(Ars' iadsan) mar bu nòs.

4 'N tir choigrich cia mar dh'fheudar
Oran lehobhah sheinn? [leinn

5 Mur cuimhn" cheam thu, lerusalem,
Ri m' dheis nior lean a seirm.

6 Mo theangadh leanadh teann ri m'
Mur cuimhnichear thu leam;[ghial,

PSALM CXXXVII. 151

21 Their land in heritage to have
(For mercy hath he ever.)

His servant Isr'el right he
gave

:

For his grace failc-th never.
In our lovv state who OQ us

thouglit

:

For he hath mercy ever.

Aad from our foes our freedom
wrought

:

For his grace faileth uever.

25 Who doth all liesh with food
relieve :

For he hath mercy ever.

Thauks to the God of heavea
give:

For his grace faileth never.

(Second Version, see page 168.^

PSALM CXXXVII.— 137.

1 By Babel's streams we sat aad
wept,

Wheu Sion we thought on.

2 In midst thereof we hang'd our
harps

The willow-trees upon.
3 For there a song required they,

Who did us captive bring :

Our spoilers cali'd for mirth, aod
said,

A song of Sion sing.

4 O hovv tlie Lord's song shall we
sing

Within a foreign land ?

If thee, Jerus'lem, I forget,

Skill part from my right hand.
My tongue to my mouth's roof let

If 1 do thee forget. [cleave,
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Mur fearr leam na m'uil' aoibhneas

Caithir lerusaleim. [àrd

7 Clann Edoim cuimhnicli thusa.
Oir thubhairt iad le tàir, [Dhi

An làithibh truajjh' lerusaleiin,

Leao;, leag i, sioa pu làr.

8 O nighean uaibhreach Bliabiloin,

A dh'fhàsaichear ^a lèir :

Is sona dlia, mar rinn thu oirnn,

A dliiolas dliuit d'a rèir.

9 Is sona dlia-san ghlacas f'òs

Do rahaothcblann blieag is

thruagli,

'S a phronnas iad gun acarachd,
Ri clachaibh daiugean cruaidh'.

SALM CXXXVIII.—1.38.

1 LE m'uile chridh' àrd-mholam thu,
Ard-mholam thu gu caomh

2 'N làthair nan dia. Is sleuchdam
dhuit,

M'aghaidh ri d'theampull naomh.
Is molam t'ainm, bhrigh t't'hirinn

cheirt,

'S do chaoirahneis ghràdhaicli fèin

:

Oirt'l'hocal fior-ghlan dh'àrdaichthu,
Os ceann t'uil' ainm' gu lèir.

'ò San Jà a ghlaodh mi riut, a Dhè,
Fhreagair thu mi gu luath

;

Is thug tliu spionnadh dhomh sv
Le treòir, a'm' anam truagh.[leòr,

4 Bheir righre mòr' nacruinne dhuit,

Ard-mholadh binn gu ièir,

San uair an cluinnear leo, a Dhia
Deadh bhriathra glau do bhèil.

5 An slighibh fòs lehobhah mhòir,
Seinnidh iad ceòl gu hait

;

Air son gur urramach, 's gur àrd
Glòir aluinn Dhè nam feart.

6 Ge h-iìrd lehobhah, seallaidh e

Air daoinibh umhal còir :

Ach 's leir dha'n dream ud, fad o
Tha làn do"n àrdan mliòr. [làimli,

7 Ged glihiaisinn ann am bnilsgean fòs

Na trioblaid mòir' do m' clilaoidh.

A ta mi fiosrach dochasach
Gu beothaich thusa mi :

An aghaidh corruich mòir' rao nàmh,
Do làmh-sa sinear leat

:

Is ni do dheas làmh ann am fheum
Mo theaaairginn le neart.

8 Gach ni air bith a bhuineas domh,
Coimhlionaidh Dia gu treun ;

Is buan doghràs, a Dhia, gu bràth ;

Oibre do làmh na treig.

SALM CXXXIX. 189.

l DO rannsuich tliu 's is aithne dhuit
Mis^, lehobhah thrèiu :

PSALM CXXXVIII.
Jerusalem, and thee above
My chief joy do not set.

Remember Edom's children, Lord,
Who in Jerus'lem's day,

Ev'n unto its foundalion,
Raze, raze it quite, did say.

O daughter thou of Babylon,
Near to destruction

;

Bless'd shall he be that thee revvards,

As thou to us hast done.

Yea, happy surely sliall he be
Thy teuder little ones

Who shall lay hold upon, and
tliem

Shall dasli against the stones.

PSALM CXXXVIII.—138.

1 Thee will I praise with all my
lieart,

I will sing praise to thee
2 Before Ihe gods : And worship will

Toward thy sanctuary.
ril praise tliy name, ev'n for thy

truth,

Aiid kindness of thy love
;

For tliou thy word hast magnified
AU thy great name above.

3 Thou didst me answer in the day
When I to thee did cry

;

And thou my fainting soul with
strength

Didst strengthen inwardly.
4 All kings upon the earth that are

Shall give thee praise, O Lord ;

When as they from thy raouth shall

hear
Thy true and faithful word.

5 Yea, in the righteous ways of God
With gladness they shnll sing:

For great's the glory of the Lord,
W'lio dotli for ever reign.

6 Though God be high, yet he re-

spects

All those that lowly be ;

Whereas the proud aud lofty ones
Afaroffknoweth he.

7 Tliough I in midst of trouble walk,
I lite from thee sljall have :

'Gaiust my foes' wrath thou'lt stretch

tliine hand ;

Thy riglit hand shall me save.

8 Surely that which concerneth me
The Lord wiU porfect make :

Lord, still thy mercy lasts ; do not
Thine own'liands' work forsake.

PSALM CXXXIX.—1.39.

1 O LoRi), thou hast me searcb'd and
known.
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2 Mo shuidh', Ì9 m' èirigh 's aithne

dhuit;
'S leir dhuit mo smuain an cèiu,

3 Mo cheunia is mo luidlie sios,

Do chuairtich thu gru dlùth ;

I3 air mo slilighibh fèin gu kir,

"S geur fhiosrach eòlach thu.

4 Feuch cha'n 'eil focal mòr no beag
No cainnt air bith a'm' bheul,

Mu'n labhram sud, a Dhia nam ttart,

Nach aithue dhuit gu lèir.

5 Dochuairticli thu iiii airgach taobh,
Romham faraon 's am dhtigh ;

Do làmh ta neartmhor cunihachdach
Leag thusa orm, a Dhè.

6 Tha 'n t-eòlas so ro iongantach,
Is ormsa tha e cruaidh

;

Cha ruig mi air, oir tha e àrd
R' a thuigsinn is r'a luaidh.

7 Cia 'n t-àit air bith am teud mi dol
O d' spiorad glic, a Dhè?

O d' ghnùis ta uile leirsinneach
Cia 'n taobh a theicheas mi?

8 Nan rachainn suas air nèamh nan
A ta thu fèin an sud ; [speu

Nan luidhinn ann an ifrina shios,

Tha thu san icnad ud.

9 Air bharraibh sgiath na maidne fòs

Nan siùbhlainn fad o làimh,
Gn h-ioma'.laibh na fairge mòir'

Chum còmhnuidh agus tàimh ;

10 Stiùraidh tu mi an sin, a Dhè,
Le d' làimh ta treuu an neart

;

Is nithear leat mo cliumail fòs

Le d' dheas làimh mhòir gu
beachd.

11 Nan abrainn, gu dean dorchadas
Gu deimhin m'tholach uait

;

Bidh 'n oidhche tein marsholusglan
Ag iadhadh orm mu'n cuairt.

12 Cha'n fholuich uai^se dorchadas,
'S to-shoiileir oidhch' is là :

'S ceart ionuan duits' an duibhre
Is sohis glau nan tràth. [dorclj

13 Oir feuch gliabh thusa sealbh pii

Air m'aimibh is mi maoth ;[nioch

'S ann leat a riniieadh m'fholach fis

Am bromn mo mhàthar chaoimh.

14 Ard-mholam thu, oir "s uamhaaach,
'S is niiorbhiiileaLh mo dhealbh :

Tha t'oihre iongantach ; 's is Itir

Do m'anam sin gu dearbh [eaihd

15 Tràth nntieadli mi an dioinhair-

'S a dhealbhadh mi gu ceart,

Anàitibh ioclidracli talinliainn shios:

Bu lèir dluiit bngh mo neirt.

16 Mo cheud-fhàs anabuich gun
Do d' shùilibh-sa bu Itir ;[dreach.

PSALM CXXXIX. 153

2 Thou know'st my sitting down,
Aud rising up ; yea,all my thoughts

Afar to thee are knovvn.
3 My f(;otsteps, and my lying down,

Thou compassest always
;

Thou also most entirely art

Acquaint with all my ways.

2 For in my tongue, before I speak,
Not any word can be,

But altogether, lo, O Lord,
It is well known to thee.

5 Behind, before, thou hast beset,

And laid on me thine hand.
Such knowledge is too strange for

me,
Too high to understand.

From thy Sp'rit whither shall I go ?

Or froin thy presence fly ?

8 Asceud I heav'u, lo, 'thou art

there ;

There, if in hell I lie.

9 Take 1 the moruing wings and
dwell

In utmost parts of sea :

10 Ev'u there, Lord, shall thy hand
rae lead,

Thy right hand hold shall me.

11 If I do say that darkness shall
Me cover from thy sight,

Tlien surelv shall the very night
About ni'e be as light.

12 Yea, darkness hideth not from
thee,

But night doth shine as day:
To thee the darkness and the light

Are both alike alway.

13 For thou possessed hast my reins,

And thou hast cover'd me,
When I within my mother's womb

luclosed was by thee.

14 Thee will I praise : for fearfully

And strangely mede I am ;

Thy Works are marv'llous, and right
weil

My soul doth know the same.

15 My substauce was uot hid from
thee,

When as in secret T

Was made ; and in earth's lowest
parts

Was wrought most curiously.

16 Thine eyrs my substance did be-
ho!d,

Vet beiug un]ierfect

;

And in the volume ol thy book
My members all were'writ;

Which after in continuance
Were fashiou'd ev'ry one,
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Mo bhuiU gu h-iomlan chuireadh sìos

Sgrìobht' anu ad leabhar fèin;

Gidheadh ri aimsir is ri ùin,

Do dhealbhadh iad 'nan àm ;

Air bhi dhoibh roimhe sin gun dreach

'S nach robh a h-aon diubh ann.

17 'S ro-phrìsRÌl uime sin, a Dhe,
Do .smuaintean uile leam :

'S ro lìonmhor mòr r'an àireamh iad,

'S r'an cur air cunntas cheaiin.

18 Ri 'n àireamh 's niòr gur li mmhoir'
Nagaineamh mhìn na tràig:h':[iad

Air mosgladh a.s mo chodal domh,
Taim maille riut a ghnàth.

19 Mar'ohar an t-aingidh leat gu
O Thitjhearna ro-threin :[beachd,

A nis, O dhaoine fuileachdach,
Imichibh uam an cèin.

23 Oirlabhair iad a'd' aghaidh, Dhè
Le aing'eachd eusaotaia ;

Is thug do naiinhde mi-runach
T'ainm naomh an diomhanas.

21 Nach 'eil mi tabhairtfuath, a Dhia,
Do'n dream thug dhuit sa fuath ?

Nach 'eil mi gabhail grain do'n dream
A'd' aghaidh dh'èirich suas ?

22Fuath iomlan thug mi dhoibh gu
beachd :

Sìar naimhdibh nim' am r

23 Rannsaich mi, Dhe, mo chridhe
faic ;

Mo smuainte feuch, dearbh mis'.

24 Feuch agus arahairc fein am bheil

Sligh' aingidh olc a'm' chlè ;

Is anns an t slighe shiorruidh chòir

Gu dìreaeh treòraich mi.
SALM CXL.— 140.

1 O'N droch-dhuin' saor is teasaìrgmi,
O Dliia lehobhah naoimh :

O'n fhear a ta ri tòireigneadh
Dean dìdean dhomh gu caomh.

2 'Nan cridh' tha iad a' smuaineach
Air aitnhieas mòr gach là ', [adh

Chumcath' iscomhraigchruaidh tha
iad

Air cruinneachadh a ghnàth.

3 Mar theangaidh nathrach, rinneadh
An teangadh sgaiteach geur : [leo

A ta nimh mhiilteach natìirach fòs

Am folach ann am beul.

4 O làimh nan daoi, glèidh mise, Dhè;
'S o luchd an fhòinieirt, dion

;

Mo cheuman thilgeadh bun os ceann,
'Se sud an rùn 's am miann.

5 Dh'fholuich na h-uaibhrich rihe

Is corda fos gu m' S(;rios;[dlio.Tih,

Ri taobh a' bhealaich sgaoil iad lìon,

Is leag iad ceap gun fhios.

PSALM CXL.
When as they yet all shapeless

were,
And of them there vvns none.

17 Hovv preciousalso are thy thoughts,
gracious God, to me 1

And in tlieir sum hovv passing
great

And uumberless they be 1

18 If I should count them, than the
sand

They more in number be :

What time soever I avvake,

1 ever am with thee.

19 Thou, Lord, wilt sure the wicked
slay

:

Hence from me bloody raen.

20 Thy foes again.st thee loudly
speak,

And take thy name iu vain.

21 Do not I hate all those, O Lord,
That hatred bear to thee ?

With those that up against thee
rise

Can I but grieved be ?

22 With perlect hatred thera I hate,

My foes I them do hold.

23 Search me, O God, and know my
heart

;

Try me ; my thoughts unfold

;

24 And see if any wicked way
There be at all in me ;

And in thine everlasting way
To me a leader be.

PSALM CXL.—140.

1 LORD, from the ill and froward man
Give me deliverance,

And do thoii safe preserve me from
The man of violence :

2 Who in their heart mischievous
Are meditating ever

; [things

And they for vvar assembled are
Continually together.

3 Much like unto a serpent's tongun
Their tongues tliey sharp do

make

;

And underneath their lips there lies

The poison of a snake.
4 Lord, keep me from the vvickeds

From vi'lentmen mesave -.[hands,

Who utterly to overthrovv

My goings purpos'd have.

5 The proud for me a snare have hid,

And cords
;
yea, they a net

Have by the way-side for me spread;

They gins for' me have 8eL
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6 Ri Dia lehobhah thubhairt mi,
'S tu tèin gu beachd rao Dhia ;

Eisd ri guth m' athchuinge a nis,

O Thighearn is a Thriath.

7 Is tu a's spionnadh slainte dhomh,
lehobhah Dhia nam iiath ;

Cuir diou Ì3 folach air mo cheann
Aìi aimsir teinn is cath'.

8 Na deònuich miannau aiugidh uile,

O Thighearna nain feart

;

'Ais-innÌeachd fòs ua àoirbhich leis,

Mu'n dean iad uaill 'nan ueart.

9 Ach cinn an dream a chuairtich mi
Gach taobh le tuaileas bhreug,

Gu robh iad air am folach fòs

Le aimhleas mòr am btil.

10 Orra gu'n tuiteadh eibhle loisgt'

;

Tilg iad san teine beò :

An slochdaibh domhain sìos, a chum
Nach èirich iad ni 's mò.

11 Na daingnichear air talamh fÒ3

Fearlabhairt uilc a chaoidh :

Biodh olc a' sealg fìr-tòireignidh,

G'a leagadh is g'a chlaoidh.
12 Is aithne dhomh-sa gu dean Dia

Do'n dream ta 'u àrohghar goirt,

An cìiis a aheasamti dhoibh gu treun,
Is còir nan daoine bochd.

13 Do bheir na fireana gu dearbh
Do t'ainm sa moladh raòr;

Bidh còmhnuidh bhuan a'd'fhianuis
A Dhe, aig daoine còir. [fèin,

SALM CXLI.— 141.

1 O DhIA, a ta mi 'g cigheach riut,

Deau deifir thugam fèin
;

Is tabhaireiadeachdfùsdo m'ghuth,
Tràth ghlaodham riut a'ra' fheum.

2 Mar blioltrach tùis a'd' làthair suas,

Mar sin biodh m'urnuigh riut

;

Is togail suas mo làmh, gu robh
Mar 'n iobairt fheasgair dhuit.

3 Cuir faire air mo bheul, a Dhia

;

Dorus mo bheii-sa gltidh.

4 Gu droch-bheirt, no gu olc air bith
Na aom mo chridli', a E)hè :

Eaeal le luchd na h-aingidheachd,
Gu'ri cuirinn olc an gniomh,

Ge milis blàsd' an sògh 's an gleus,

Cha'n ith mi lèm maoin diubh.

5 Buaileadh am tìrean mi le smachd,
Gabhaidh mi sin gu caomli :

Gabhaidh lui uaith an t-achmhasan,
Mar oladh phnseil mhaoth

;

Cha bliris am bualadh ud mo cheann
Oir fòs thèid m'urnuigh suas,

Tràth bhios an aitim ud gu truagh
'Nan àmhghar cruaidh an sàs.

PSALM CXLI. 155

6 I said nnto the Lord, Thou art

My God : unto the cry
Ofall my supplications,
Lord, do thine ear apply.

7 O God the Lord, wlio art the
strength

Of my salvation :

A cov'riug in tlie day of war
My head thou hast put on.

8 Unto the wicked mau, O Lord,
His wishes do not grant

;

Nor l'urther thou his iil device,

Lest they tliemselves should vaunt.

9 As for the head and chief of those
About that coiripass me,

Ev'n by the raischiet of their lips

Let thou them cover'd be.

10 Let burning coals upon thera fall,

Thera throw in fiery tiame,
And in deep pits, that they no

more
I\Iay rise out of the same.

11 Let not an evil speaker be
On earth establisbed^

Mischief shall hunt the vi'lent man,
Till he be ruiued.

12 I know God wiU th' afflicted's

cause
Maintain, and poor juen's right.

13 Surely the just shall praise thy
narae

;

Th' upright dwell in thy sight.

PSALM CXLI.—141.

1 O LORD, I unto thee do cry,

Do thou make haste to me,
And give au ear uuto my voice,

When I cry unto thee.

2 As incense let my prayer be
Directed in thine eyes ;

And the uplitting of my hands
As th' ev'niug sacrifice.

Set, Lord, a watch before my mouth,
Keep of my lips the door.

4 My heart incline thou not unto
The ills I should abhor,

To practise wicked vvorks wilh men
That vvork iniquity

;

And with their delicates my taste

Let me uot satisl'y.

5 Let hi:n that righteous is me sniite,

It shall a kinduess be
;

Let him reprove, I shall it count
A precious oil to me ;

Such smiting shall not break my
For yet the time shall fall, [head

,

Wheu I in their calamities

To God pray for them shall.
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6 Tràth thilgear sios air

cniaidh,
Am breitheamhna gu leir ;

'N .sin cluinnidh iad, oir 'smiiiabinn,
Deadh bhriallira grinn mo bhèil.

7 Ar cnàmhan fòs aig; benl na h-uai^jh'

Do se:aoiIeadh leò le tàir
;

Mar ghearrar is raar ggoiltear fiodls

'Na spealtaibh air an làr.

8 Ach tha mo shùilean riut.sa suas,

Ichobhah Dhia nam i'eart

:

Na fàa-sa m'anam bochd jjun treòir,

'S tu fèin mo dhòi^h 's mo neart.

9 O tea.sairg mi o'n rib', a Dhè,
A leag iad chum mo sgrios

;

'S o lìontaibh luchd na h-aingidh
eachd

A dh'fholuich iad gun fìiios.

10 Ach tuiteadh luchd na h-aingidh-
eachd

'Nan liontaibh riìineadh leò,

Am feadh bhios mise gabhail thart',

'S a' tèarnadh asta beò.

SaLM CXLII.—142.

1 GHL.AODH mi ri Dia le m' ghuth
ÌS fÒ3

Le m' ghuth rinn m'urnuigh ris.

2 Mo chaoidh 'na fhianuis dhòirt mi
!nach,

'S mo thrioblaid dh'flioinsich mis'.

3 Tr^th bha mo spiorad bàite stigh,

'N sin b'aithne dhuit mo cheum
;

Sa' bhealach san do shiubhail rai,

Gun fhios do leag iad lion.

4 Dh'amhairc mi air mo dhei.s, is

dh' fheuch,
'S cha robh fear m'eòlaig ann ;

No neach do m'anara blieireadh

speis;

Thrt'ig cabhair mi san àm.
5 O Thighearna, do glilaodh mi riut,

Is thubhairt mi gun ghò,
Gur tu a's tèarmuun dileas domh,

'S mo chuid an tir nam beò.

6 Chionn gu 'n do chlaoidheadh mi
gu truagh,

Eisd ri mo ghlaodli san àm

;

Issaor mi oluchd m'lìiòirneirtmhòir,

Oir 's treise leo na leam.
7 A priosan m'auam buin a mach,

'T'ainm-sa gu molar leara :

Is iadhaidli umam fireana,

Oir ni thu pailtcag rium.

SALM CXLIII.--14.?.
1 Rl m'urnuigli cisd, isaom do chluas

Ri m' athchuinge, a Dhè ;

A' d'fiiirinn iaa'd' cheartas àrd,

Gu gràsmhor freagair mi.

,L
PSALMS CXLII. CXLIII.

clachaibh.e Wh n as their judges down shall be
lu stony places cast,

Then shall they hear my words; for

they
Shall sweet be to their taste.

Ahout the grave's devouring mouth
Our bones are scatter'd round,

As wood which men do cut and
cleave

Lies scatter'd on the ground.

8 But unto thee, O God the Lord,
Mine eyes uplifted be

;

My soul do not leave destitute
;

My trust is set on thee.

9 Lord, keep me safely from the
snares

'Which they for me prepare ;

And from the subtle gins of them
That wicked workers are.

10 Let workers of iniquity
Into their own nets fall,

"Whilst I do, by thine help, escape
The danger of thera all.

PSALMCXLII.—142.

1 I WITH my voice cried to the Lord,
With it made my request

:

2 Pour'd out to him ray plaint, to
him

My trouble I exprest.

3 When in me was o'erwhelm'd my
sp'rit,

Then well thou knew'st my way
;

Where 1 did walk a snare for me
They privily did lay.

4 I look'd on my right hand, and
view'd,

But none to know rae were;
All refuge failed me, no nian
Did for my soul take care.

5 I cried to thee; I said, Thou art

My refuge, Lord, alone :

And in the land of those that live

Thou art my portion.

6 Because I am brought very low,
Attend unto my cry :

Me frora my persecutors save,
Who stronger are thau I.

7 From prison bring my soul, that I

Thy name may glorify :

The just shall compass me, when
thou

With me deal'st bounteously.

PSALM CXLIII —143.

1 LORD, hear my pray'r, attend my
suits

;

And in thy faithfulnesa

Give thou an answer unto me,
And in thy Kighteousness.
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2 Na tioniispain ann am breitheanas 2 Thy servant also bring thou not

La i'òglach dileas fein :

Oir 's dearbh nach saorar duine beò
A' d'thianuis ann am binn.

3 Oir lean an nàmhaid eucorach
Le tòir ghèir m'aiiain bochd,

Mo bheatha thilg e sios le tàir,

Leag ris an làr gun iochd :

Is chuir e mi an dorchadas
Chum còmhnuidh auu gu truagh ;

Is ionnan mi 's an dream gu dearbli

Bhiodh fada marbh san uaigh.

4 Is uime sin tha m'anam bàit'

Gu cràiteach ann am chom :

Mo chridh' a'm' chliabh gu rauladach,
Air las gu tuirseach trom.

5 Na laith' o chian do chuimhnich mi, 5 I call to mind the days of old,

Taim cnuasaohadh gun tàmh
T' oibre gu leir ; 's a' smuaineachadh

Air guìomharaibh do làmh.

6 Mo liìmhan shin mi riutsa suas ;

An geall tha m'anam ort,

Amhluidh mar bliitheas fearann
Air tiormachadh le tart. [cruaidh

7 Eisd rium, a Thighearna, gu grad
;

Chaidh as do m'anam bochd :

Do ghnùis na eeil, chum nach bi mi
Mar dhream thèid sios do'n t-slochd.

8 Thoir orm gu'n cluinuear leam, gu
moch,

Guth binn do chaoimhneis ghràidh

;

Oir annad chuir mi fèin gu mòr
Mo dhòehas is mo dliòigh:

Am bealach fòs an gluaisear leam,
Tlioir orm gu'n aithnich mi

:

Oir riutsa tha mi togail suas
Mo spioraid thruaigh, a Dhè.

9 O m' naimhdibh guineach teasairg

O Thighearn is a Righ : [mi,

A d'ionnsuidh theich mi fòs, a chum
Gu foluicht' leatsa mi. [dhomh,

10 Do thoil a dheanamh teagaisg

Oir 's tu mo Dliia gu beachd:
O's maith do spioraJ ; treòruich mi
Gu tir na fìreantachd.

llSgàth t'ainme beothaich mi gu treun
A Dhè lehobhah mhòir: [bochd

Sgàth t'fhireantachd, saor m'
O thrioblaid ghoirt 's o leòn,

12 Cuir as do m' naimhdibh tre do
Is sgrios iad sin gu lèir [ghràs,

A ta cur m'anam' thruaigh fo leòn
;

Oir 's mise t'òglach fèin.

SALM CXLIV.—144.

1 Beannaicht' gu robh lehobhah
Mo charraig e 's mo threòir ;[treur

Mo làmh a theagaisgeas gu cath,

'S gu comhrag mhaith mo mheòir:

lu judgment to be tried :

Because no living man can be
In thy sight justitied.

3 For th' en'my hath pursu'd my
soul,

My life to ground down tread :

In darkness he hath made me
divell,

As who have long been dead.

4 My sp'rit ìj therefore overwhelm'd
In rae perplexedly

;

Withiu me is my very heart
Amazed wondrously.

To meditate I 1

On all thy works ; upon the deeds
I of thy hands do muse.

Jly hands to thee 1 stretch ; my
soul

Thirsts, as dry land, for thee.

Haste, Lord, to hear, my spirit fail&:

Hide not thy face from me ;

Lest like to them I do become
That go dovvn to the dust.

8 At morii let rae thy kindness hear ;

For in thee do I trust.

Teach me the vvay that I should
walk :

I lift my soul to thee.

9 Lord, free me from my foes ; I flee

To thee to cover me.

10 Because thou art my God, to do
Thy will do me instruct

:

Thy Sp'rit is good, me to the land
Of uprightncss conduct.

U Revive and quicken me, O Lord,
Ev'a for thme own name's sake

;

And do thou, for thy righteousness,

My soul from trouble take.

12 And of thy mercy slay my foes

;

Let all destroyed be
That do afflict my soul : for I

A servant am to thee.

Version, see page 169.

PSALM CXLIV.—144.

1 O BLESSED ever be the Lord,
Who is my strength and might,

Who doth instruct my hands to

war,
My fingers teach to fight.
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2Momhaith,modh

àrd,

Mo shlànuighoar, 's mo sgiath ;

'Se cheannsaicheas mo dhaoine fo'm,
Mo mhuinghinn is e Dia.

o Dhia, ciod e 'n duine, gu bheil thu
A' gabhail còlais air?

No ciod e mac an duine fòs
Gu'n d' thuir thu e fa'near?

H An duine, 'a cosinhuil e gu tìor
Ri diomhanas gun stj"

'S a làith' mar sgail, 's

A' gabhail seach a ta. [t'òi.

5 O lùb, a Dhia, do fhlaitheis àrd', 1

Thi^ ftingun dàii a nuas :

Bean ris na sleibhtibh mòr' le d' neart,
Is uath' theid deatach suas. I

6 Cuir uait a mach do dhealanach,
Is sgaoil iad sud air fad :

Is tile: a mach do shaÌEjhde geur',
Is claoidhear iad gu grad.

7 Sìn uait do làmh a t'ionad àrd,
Saor mi, is fuasgail orm,

O uisgibh làidir idinarcach,
'S o làimh nan coigreach borb'

PSALM CXLIV.
's mo bhaideal 2 My eoodness, fortress,m_v high tow'r,

Deliverer, and shield,'

In whom I trust : who under me
My people makes to vield.

3 Lord, what is man,that thou of him
Dost so much knowledge take ?

Or son of man, that thou of him
So great account dost make ?

4 Man is like vanity ; his days,
shadovvs, p;iss away.

^ ., 5 Lord, bow thv heav'ns, come down.
fhaileas. touch t'hou

hills, and smoke shall they.

j6 Cast forth thy liglitning, scatter
them ;

l^ Thine arrows shoot, them rout.
7 Thine hand send from above, me

save ;

From great depths draw me out.
And from the hand of children

strange,
8 Whose mouth speaks vauity

;

And their right hand is a right hand
That works deceitfuUy.

8 ladsan 'g am bheil am bèil a' teachd 9 A new song I to thee will sii
Air diomhanas gach lò

An deas làmh sud, is deas làmh i

liàn ìogaÌQ agus gò.

9 Dhuit seinneamòran nuadh,a Dhè,
'S ann air an t saltair ghrinn

;

Air inneal-ciiiil nan teuda deich,
Dhuit seinneam moladh binn.

10 'Se Dia a bheir do righribh mòr'
Slàint' agus buaidh gu treun,

'Se shaoras Daibhidh 'òglach caomh
O'u chiaidheam mhillteach gheur.

11 Saor mi, is fuasgail orm o làimh
Nan coimheach. 'g am bheil beul j^ That"T.;t„ -H-nmhanais: 's an deas làmh fòs

'

'Na deas làimh foili' is brèig'.
12 A chum gu'm biodh ar mic a' i'às

Mar ùr-chrann suas 'nau òig'

:

S' ar nigheana marchlachaibh suaidht'
An oisinn lùchairt mhòir.

13 Ar saibhlean làn do'n uile stòr

;

Ar treudan fòs a' breith
Nam miltean, seadh deich miltean fos

'Nar machairibh gach leth.
14 Ar daimh gu h obair làidir calm,

Gun bhriseadh mach no steach
;

A chum 'narsràididh fòs nachbiodh
Guth caoidh' gu gearanach.

15 'S beannaicht' am pobull sin a ta
San inbhe so gu beachd

;

'S beannaieht' am pobull fòs, d'an Dia,
lehobhah Triath nam feart. 1

- smg,
Lord, on a psaltery ;

I on a ten-string'd iu'strnment
Will praises sing to thee.

10 Ev'n he it is that unto kings
Salvation doth send,

Who his ovvn servant David doth
From hurtful sword defend.

11 O free me from strange children's
hand,

Whose mouth speaks vanity
;

And their right hand a right li'and is

That works deceitfully.

the plants, our sons may

In youth grown up that are
;

Our daughters like to corner-stones,
Carv'd like a palace fair.

13 That to afford all kind of store
Our garners may be tiil'd ;

That our sheep thousands, in our
streets

Ten thousands they may yield.
14 That strong our oxen be fof work^

That no inbreaking be,
Nor going out ; and that our streets
Muy from coraplaints be free.

15 Those people blessed are who be
In such a case as this

;

Yea, blèssed all those people are,

Whose God Jchovah is.



SALM CXLV.
1 ARDL'ICHEAM thu, mo Dhia, 's mo

Rish;
T'ainm beannaicheam gu bràth.

2 D.) t'aiiim am feasd bheir mise cliù
;

Ardiiicheaiii thu prach là.

3 Tha Dia lehohhah mòr tfu dearbh ;

lon-mlioUa Dia gfu mòr:
Clia'n fheudar roeud a mhòrachd-
A rannsacliadh gu leòr. [san

4 Molaidh gacli àl do g:liniomhara
Do'n àl a thig 'nan dèigh ;

Is t'oibre curahachdach ro mhòr
Sior-chuirear leò an cèilL

5 Urram do mhòrachd ghhirmhoir fèin

Cuiridh mi'n cèill gu beachd

;

Air t'oibribh iongantach gu lèir

Labhram, a Dhè nam feart.

6 Labhraidh daoin' eile fòs air neart

Do bhearta uamhasach ;

Is mise foillsicheam gu mòr
Do mhòrachd iono^antach.

7 Is cuirear leo an cèill gu pailt

lomradh do mhaitheis mhòir ;

Do cheartas glan, is t'ionracas

IMolaidh gu binn le ceòh

8 Tha'n Tighearna ro-ghràsmhor
caoin,

Is làn do thruacantachd ;

A ta e mall chura feirg', is fòs

Pailt ann an tròcaireachd.

9 Is maith lehobhah do gach dùil ;

Tha 'thròcair cliaoiiili gu beachd
Os ceann gaeh obair agus gniomh
A rinneadh leis le neart.

10 Dliia, molaidh t'oihre thu air fad
;

Le d' naomhaibh molar thu :

11 Air plòir do riogliaclid labhraidhi

Innsidh do ueart le chù. [iad ;

12 A chum a bhearta cumhachdach
Gu'n tuigeadh clann nan daoiu';

Gu bheil a rioffhachd làu do ghlòir,

Is raòralachd faraon.

13 Do rioghachd fein, is rìoghachd i

Ta siorruidh buan gu beachd ;

Is mairidh t'uachdranachd gu bràth
Air feadh gach àil ri teachd.

14 Curaaidh lehobhah suas le neart
An dream tha tuiteam sios ;

'S an dream tha claonadh chum an
Togaidh e 'n àird a rìs. [l^ir,

15 Tha sùile fòs gach dùil' air bith
A' feitheamh ort, a Righ ;

Is tha thu anns na tràthaibh ceart

A' tabhairt dhoibh am bidh.

16 A ta thu ann ad thoirbheartas
Fosgladh do làimh' gu mòr,

Is miann gach nithe beò air bith

Sàsuicliear leat gu leòr.

PSALM CXLV. 159

1 I'LL thee extol, my God, O King ;

l'll bless thy name alvvays.

2 Thee will l'bless each 'day, and
will

Thy name for ever praise.

3 Great is tlie Lord, much to be
prais'd

;

His greatness search exceeds.
4 Race unto race shall praise thy

works,
And show thy mighty deeds.

5 I of thy glorious majesty
The honour wiU record ;

ril speak of all thy mighty worlcs,

Which wondrous are, O Lord,
6 Men of thine acts the might shalJ

show,
Thine acts that dreadful are

;

And I, thy glory to advance,
Thy greatness will declare.

7 The mem'ry of thy goodness great
They largely shall express ;

Witb songs of praise they shall

extol

Thy perfect righteousness.

8 The Lord is very gracious,
In him compassions flow

;

lu mercy he is very great,

And is to anger slow.

9 The Lord Jehovah unto all

His goodness doth declare ;

And over all his other worka
His tender mercies are.

10 Thee all thy works shall praise, O
Lord,

And thee thy saints shall bless;

11 They shall thy kingdom's glory

show,
Thy pow'r by speech express :

12 To make the aons of men to know
Hia acts done mightily,

And of his kingdom th' excellent

And glorious majesty.
13 Thy kingdom shall for ever stand,

Thy reign through ages all.

14 God raiseth all that are bow'd
down,

Upholdeth all that fall.

15 The eyes of all things wait on thee,

The Giver of all good ;

And thou, in tinie convenient,
Bestow'st on th; m their food :

16 Thine hand thou open'st lib'rally,

And of thy bounty givea

Enough to satiufy the need
Of ev'ry thing that lives.

17 The Lord is just in all hia ways,
Holy in nis works all.
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17 Tha Dia 'na uile shligjhibh ceart,

l8 naomh 'na uile ghnìonah.
18 'S dlùth Dia do mheud 's a ghàirni'

eas air,

Seadh ghairmeas air gu fior.

19 Deadh mhiann gach ueach d'an
Coimhlionaidh e gu pailt;[eagal e,

ìs èisdidh esan fòs r"an glaodh,
Saoraidh e iad 'nan airc.

20 An dreann tha tabhairt gràidh do
Dhoibh ni etèarmunr deas;[Dhia,

Ach fòs na h-aingidh olc gu lèir

Do ni e fèin an sgrios.

21 A' hiaidh air cliù lehobliah threin,

Bithidh mo bheul gun cheisd:
'Ainm naomha beannaicheadh gach
Gu siorruidh buan am feasd.^l'eoil,

SALM CXLVI.—146.

1 DlA molaibh ; mol, () m'anam, Dia,
2 Molaidh mi Dia ri m' bheò ;

Ardseinnidh mise cliù do m' Dhia.
Ri fad mo re 'a mo lò.

3 Na earbaibh is na deanaibh bun
A prionnsaibh làidir treun';

No fòs à mae aoin duin' a t'ann,

'S gun fhurtachd anu ri feum.

4 Tha 'anail-san dol as a mach,
Theid e g'a ùir air ais,

Thtid as d'a smuaintibh-san gt
San là sin fèin gu cas. [lèir,

5 'S beannaicht' an duine sin 'gam
Dia lacoib mar a neart; [blieil

'G ani bheil a dhòchas ann a Dhia,
lehobhah Triath nam feart.

6 'Se chruthaich nèamh, is muir, is tir,

'S gach aon ni annta ta;
'S e choimhdeas firinn mar an
Gu siorruidh is gu bràth. (ceudn'

7 Ri daoinibh ta fo fhòirneart mòr, 1

Cumaidh e còir gu caoin,
Bheir biadh do'n ocrach : cuiridh'

Na priosanaich fo sgaoil. [Dia

8 'Se Dia ta fosgladh sùil nan dall

;

Togaidh lehobhah mòr
An dream a ta air cromadh sìos

:

Is caomh leis daoine còir.

9 Diaseasaidh bantrach 'sdilleachdan,
'Se 's dion do 'n choigreach ann :

Ach slighe fhiar nan daoine daoi
Tilgidh e bun os ceann.

10 Bidh Dia 'ua Ard-Righ mòr gu
bràth,

Do Dhia-sa, Shion naomh
;

O linn gu linn gu maireannach.
Molaibhse Dia gu caomh.

SALM CXLVII.—147.

1 MOLAIBHSE Dia; oir 's maith bhi
Ard mholadh binnd'ar Dia,[seinn

PSALM CXLVI.
18 God's near to all that call on him,

In truth that on him call.

19 He will accomplish the desire
Of those that do him fear

;

He also wiU deliver them,
And he their cry will hear.

20 The Lord preserves all who him
love,

That nought can them annoy

;

But he all those that wicked are
Will utterly destroy.

21 My mouth the praises of the Lord
To pulilish cease shall never ;

Let all liesh bless his holy naine
For ever and for ever.

(Second Fersion, see page 169.^

PSALM CXLVL—146.

1 PRAISE God. The Lord praise, O
my soul.

2 I'll praise God while I live ;

While I have being, to my God
In songs 111 praises give.

3 Trust not in princes, norman's son,
In whom there is no .stay :

4 His breath departs, to's earth he
turns

:

That day his thoughts decay.

5 O happy is that man and blest,

Whom Jacob's God doth aid
;

Whose hope upon the Lord doth rest,

Aiid on his God is stay'd :

6 Who made the eartli and heavens
high,

Who made the swelling deep,
Aud all that is within the same

;

Who truth doth ever keep:

7 Who righteous judgment executes
For those oppress'd that be,

Who to the hungry giveth food;
God sets the pris'ners free.

8 The Lord doth give the blind their
sight,

The bowed down doth raise:

The Lord doth dearly love all those
That walk in upright ways.

9 The stranger's shield, the widow'a
stay,

The orphan's help is he :

But yet by him the wicked's way
Turn'd upside dovvn shall be.

10 The Lord shall reign for evermore:
Thy God, O Sion, he

Reigns to all generations.
Praise to the Lord give ye.

PSALM CXLVIL—147.

1 PRaISE ye the Lord ; for it is good
Praise to our God to sing :
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Oir 's tlachdmhore 's ismaiseil sud,

Bhi tabhairt cliù do'n Triath.

2 Suas togaidh Dia lerusalera ;

Cniinnic-hidh e ri cheil',

An dreain d'an d' rinneadh dìobar

Do ghineal Israeil. [aich

3 Do'n Piti! ^,

Bheir esan slhinte mhòr
Is ceanglaidh suas gu laicilleach

G;<ch cneadh ta orra 'a leòn.

4 Na rf ulta honmhor àirmhear leis ;

G' an ainmeachadh gu lèir.

5 Is mòr ar Dia, 's is mòr a neart;

Gun tomhas air a chèill.

6 Tojraidh lehobhah suas gu dearbh
Na daoine ciùin a rìs,

Is leagar leis na daoi le t^ir,

Gii lar, 'g an tilgeadh sios.

7 Seinnibh do Dhia lehobhah mòr,
Le buidheachas gu hinn :

Seinnibh d'ar Dia-ne moladh àrd
Air teud na clàrsaich griun.

|

8 "Se dh'fliol' cheas nèamh le neulaibh
Dh'ulhiicheas uisge fòs [tiugh',

Do'n talamh ; 'se bheir air an fheur
;

Bhi tàs air slèibhtibh mòr'.
j

9 Do'n ainmhidh 's do gach beathach
Bheir esnn lùn gun dith

;
[beò,

Is do na titliich cg' faraon
j

A ghlaodhas 'g iarraidh bidh.

10 An neart an eich cha bhi a dhùil,

Ge mòr a lùth 's a threis
;

Cha ghabh e tlachd an cosaibh fir

Sheasas gu direach deas.

11 Tha Dia a' gabhail tlachd gu mòr
Do'n dream d'au eagal e,

Chuireas an dòchas is an dòigh
^Na thròcair-san gaeh rè.

12 Thoir moladh, O lerusalem,
Do Dhia lehobhah mòr,

Do d' Dhia-sa tabhair moladh fior,

O Shion, mar is còir.

iSCroinn-dhruididhfòsdodhorsamòr'
Do neartaich e gu maith ;

Is bheannaich e do shliochd gu leir

A' d' mheadhon iein a stigh.

14 'Sechuireas ann ad chriochaibh fòs

Sith agus sonas mor : [ghloin

'Se ni le smior a' chruithueachd
Do shàsuchadh gu leòr.

15 'Se chuireas 'àithne mach air tir,

Ni fhocal ruith gu luath.

16 Bheir sneaclid mar olainn; sgaoilidh

Au liath-reodh mar an luath. [e

17 Leac-eighe tilgidh e a mach,
Mar ghreamsnna nach gann

;

Is anns an fhuachd a rinneadh leis,

Cò dh'iheudas seasamh ann ?

PSALM CXLVII. 161

For it is pleasant, and to praise

It is a comely thing.

2 God doth build up Jerusalem ;

And he it is alone
That tlie dispers'd of Israel

I

Doth gather into one.

bheil cridhe brùit',
3 j]^^^^ tj^^t are broken in their

hcart,

And grieved in their minds,
He healeth, and their painful

vvounds
He tenderh- up-binds.

4 He counts th'e uumber of the stars
;

He names them ev'ry one.

5 Great is our Lord, and of great
pow'r ;

His wisdom search can none.

6 The Lord lifts up the meek ; and
casts

The wicked to the ground.
7 Sing to the Lord, and give him

thanks

;

On harj) his praises sound
;

8 Who covereth the heav'u with
clouds,

Who for the earth below
Prepareth rain, who maketh grasa

Upou the mountains grow.

9 He givcs the beasthis food, he feeds

Tlie ravens young that cry.

10 His pleasure not in ' horses'

strength,
Nor in man's legs, doth lie:

11 But in all those that do him fear

The Lord doth pleasure take ;

In those that to his mercy do
By hope themselves betake.

12 The Lord jiraise, O Jerusalem ;

Sion, thy God confess :

13 For thy gates' bars he maketh
strong

;

Thy sons in thee doth bless.

14 He in thv borders makcth peace ;

With li'ne wheat tììleth thpe.

15 He sends forth his command on
earth,

His word runs speedily.

16 Hoar-frost, iike ashes, scatt'reth

he;
Like wool he snow doth give ;

17 Like morsels casteth forth his ice ;

Who in it'* cold can live ?

18 He sendeth forth his mighty word,
And melteth them again ;

His wind he makes to blow, and
then

The waters flow amain.
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18 Cuiridh e 'fhocal mòr a mach,
Is leaghar iad a ris :

Air seideadh dha le gjaoith an sin,

Sruthaiah na tuilte sioa.

19 Do lacob tha e foillseachadh
A bhriathar fior-ghlan naomh,

A 8tatuin is a bhreitlieanais
Do Israel gu caomh.

20 So maitheas nach do dheònaich e
Dh'aon chinneach ta tb 'n ghrein :

A bhreitheanais cha b'aithne dhoibh.
Mnlaibh lehobhah treun.
SALM CXLVIII.—148.

1 MOLAIBHSE Dia. Ard-mholaibh
lehobhah mòr gu briìth, [fòs

O nèamh nan speur ; molaibhae Dia,
'S na h-ionadaibh a's àird'.

2 Uil' aingle Dhè, mòr mholaibh e :

Molaibh e, 'shluagh gu lèir.

3 O ghrian 's a ghealach, molaibh e,

'S a reulta glan nan speur.

4 O nèamha àrd' nan uile nèamh,
Is uisgeachan a ta

An còmhnuidli shuas 03 ceann nan
INIoIaibhse Dia a ghnàth. [speur,

5 Thugadh iad cliù is moladh binn
Do ainm lehobliah thrèin

;

Oir chuir e 'àithne mach le neart,
Is rinneadh iad d'a rèir.

6 Do rinn e fòs an daingneachadh
A chum bhi buan a ghnàth :

Is chuir e statuin orra sud
Nach tèid air chù! gu briìth.

7 O'n talamh fòs a ta fa nèamh,
Molaibh lehobhah treun

;

Uil' dhràgona ro-uamhasach,
'S a dhoimhneachda gu leir.

8 Tein'-athair agus clach-shueachd
chruaidh,

1

An ceò thèid suas, 's an sneachd
;

Gaoth dhoinionnach a' coimhlionadhj
A bhriathar-san gu beachd.

|

9 Na sleibhte farsuinn atmhor mòr',
'S na tulaich fòs le chèil'

;

Gach craobh bheir toradh agusbliìth,
'S na seudair ard' gu lèir.

10 Gach beathach, ainmhidh, is gach
A shnàigeas air an làr, [dùil

'S gacli eunjaith sgiathach iteagach,
Ta 'g itealaich gu h-àrd. 1

11 Gach riffh air th.'-Iamh, Uidir mor,'
'S gach pobull fòs air bith ;

Na prionnsan is luchd breitheanais
Tha thar gach tìr fa leth.

12 Na h-òig fheara ta calma deas,
'S na maighdeana le chèil'

;

Na seanaire ta eòlach glic,

'S gach leanabh òg' gu lèir.

PSALM CXLVIII.
19 The doctrine of his holy word

To Jacob he doth show
;

His statutes and his judgments he
Gives Israel to knovv.

20 To any nation never he
Such favour did afiford ;

For they his jadgraents have not
known.

O do ye praise the Lord.

PSALM CXLVIII.—148.
1 Praise God. From heavens, praisa

the Lord,
In heights praise to hira be.

2 AIl ye his angels, praise ye him
;

His hosts all, praise him ye.

3 O praise ye him, both sun and

Praise him', aìl stars of light.

4 Ye heav'ns of heav'us, him praise,
and tìoods

Above thtì heavens' height.

Let all the creatures praise the
name

Of our almighty Lord :

For he commanded, and they
were

Created by his word.
6 He also, for'all times to come,

Hath them establish'd sure :

He hath appointed them a law,
Which ever shall endure.

Praise ye Jehovah from the earth,
Dragona, and ev'ry deep :

8 Fire, hail, snow, vapour, stormy
\vind,

His word that fully keep.
9 All hills and mou'ntains, fruitful

trees,

And all ye cedars high:
10 Beasts, and all cattle, creeping

thi ngs,
And all ye birds that fly.

11 Kings of the earth, all nations,
Princes, earth's judges all

:

12 Bothyoung men, yea, and ri
''

too,

Old men, and children small.
13 Let tliem God's name praise ; for

his name
Alone Ì8 ex.cellent

:
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33 Ainm Dhè ^rdmlioladh iad, oirtha
'Aitim-san a mhàin

Osceannna talnn

3-mhò:

PSALMSCXLIX. CL. 163

His glory reacheth far above
The earth and firmament.

Air àrdachadh tha 'ghlòir.

14 Adharc a shluaigh leis àrdaichearj
Seadh cliii a naomh gu lèir,

Sliiaigh Israeil, tha dha>an'dlùth.
Molaihh lehobhah treun.

SALM CXLIX.— 149.

1 MOLAIKHSE Dia: is òran uuadh
Seinnibh do Dhia gn caomh ;

Seinnibh a mholadh-san gu binn,
An coimhthional nan naomh.

nannèamh 14 His people's horn, the praise of all

His saints, exalteth he
,

Ev'n Isr'el's seed, a people near
To him. The Lord praise ye.

Second Versioriy see paye ]?0.

PSALM CXLIX.—i49.
1 PR.AISE ye the Lord : unto him sii

A new song, and his praise
In the assembly of his saiuts

In sweet psaims do ye raise.

2 Biodh Isra'l aoibhneach ann au Dia; 2 Let Isr'el in his Maker joy,

An Ti a chruthaich e;
Deanadh clann Shioin gàirdeachas

'Nan Righ air feadh gach rè.

3 la anns an dannsadh thugadh iad
D'a ainm-san moladh binn .

A chliii le tiompan seiuneailh iad,

Is leis a' chlàrsaich ghrinn.
4 Oir tha lehobhah gabhail tlachd

'Na phobuU dileas tpin :

Ro-sgiamhach fòs le 'shlàinte ni
Na daoine sèimh gu lèir.

And to him praises siug :

Let ail that Sion's cliildren are
Be joytul in their King.

3 O let them uuto his great name
Give praises iu the dance;

Let them with timbrel and with harp
In songs his praise advance.

4 For God doth pleasure take in those
That his own peopie be ;

And he with his salvation
The meek will beautify.

imh' an sin 5 And in his glory excellent

I

Let all his saints rejoice :

Let thera to him upou their beds
Aloud lilt up their voice.

6 Let in their mouth alott be rais'd
The high praise of the Lord,

And let theni have in their right haud
A sharp two-edged sword

;

7 To execute the vengeance due
Upon the heathen all,

And uiake deserved punishment
Upon the people fall. [bind

8 And ev'n with chains, as pris'ners,
Their kings that them commaud;

Yea, and with iron fttters strong,
The nobles of their land.

5 Biodh air na daoiriibh ni

Ur-ghàirdeachas an glòir

Is air an leabaidh seinnearlh iad
Do Dhia le hiolaich mhòir.

6 Gu'n robh àrdchliù an Tighearna
Gu dligheach ann am beul

:

Is ann an làimh-san fòs gu robh
Claidheamh dà-fhaobhair geur.

7 A chum gu deant' air fineachaibh
Làn dioghaltas gu leir :

Is mar an ceudna air na slòigh
Làn-amachdachadh gu geur.

8 A chum gu'n deant" an rìghrean-san
A chur fo chiiibhreich ght'ir

;
|

Fuidh gheimhlibh teann do'n inrunn
An uaisle niòr' gu lèir. [chruaidh

9 Chum dìoghaltas a churan gnìomh, 9 On them the judgment to perform
Ta sgriobht' 'na fhocal ceart

:

So cliu nam fireanach gu Itir.

Molaibhse Dia nam feart.

SALM CL.—150.

Found vvritteu in his word :

This honour is to all his saints.
O do ve praise the Lord.

PSALM CL.—150.

1 MOL.AIBHSE Dia. 'Na theampuU 1 PRAISE ye the Lord. God's praise
Molaibhse Dia gu mòr: [naomh

An speuraibh àrd' a chumhachd fOs
Molaibh e mar is còir.

2 Air son a ghniomhara ro-threun,
Molaibhse Dia 's gach àit

;

A rèir a mhòrachd molaibh e,

'S a ghloir a ta ro-àrd.

3 Le guth na trompaidmar an ceudn,
Molaibhse Dia gu hinn :

4ir clàrsaich seinnibh moladli dha,
Is air an t-saltair ghrinn.

within
HÌ8 sanctuary raise ;

And to him in the firmament
Of his povv'r give ye praise.

2 Because of all his mìghty acts,
With praise him raagnify:
praise him, ashe doth excel
In glorious majesty.

3 Praise him ; with trumpet's sound :

liis praise

With psaltery advance-
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4 Le tiompan thiigaibh inoladh dha,

San dannsadh mar an ceudu'

;

Le organ togaibh suas a cliliìi,

'S le inneal-ciùil naii teud.

5 Air ciorabalaibh ta làbhar bina
Mohiiblise Dia gun tànih :

Molaibhse Dia air ciombalaibh,
Ni toirm is fuaim ro-àrd.

6 Gach uile dhùil sam bith ta beò,

'G am bheil an deò 'nan crè,

Ard-mholadh iailisau Dia f^u mòr.
Molaibh lehobhah treun.

—Second Versions.

4 With timbrel, harp, string'd instru-

ments,
And orpans, in the dance.

5 Praise him ou cymbals loud ; him
praise

On cymbals soundiiig high.
Let eaeli tliing breathing praise the

Lord.
Praise to the Lord give ye.

SECOND VERSIONS OF ENGLISH PSALMS.

PSALM VI.—6.

1 IN thy great indignation,

O Lord, rebukè me not

;

Nor on me lay thy chast'ning hand,
In thy displeasure hot.

2 Lord, I am weak, tlierefore oi

Have mercy, and me spare
Heal ine, O Lord, because thou

know'st
My bonea much vexed are.

3 My soul is vexed sore : but, Lord
Hovv long stay wilt thou make

4 Return,Lord, iree mysoul; andsave
Me, for thy raercies' sake.

5 Bet-ause of tliee ia death tliere shall
No more remembrance be :

Of tliose that in tlie grave do he,
Who shall give thauks to thee

6 I with my groaning weary am,
And ail the night my bed

I caused for to swim ; with tears

My couch I vvatered.

7 By reason of iiiy vexing grief

Mine eye consumi-d is :

It vvaxetli old, because of all

Tliat be raine enemies.

8 But nov\', depart frorti me all ye
That work iniquity : [voìcp,

For why ? the Lord hath heard my
When I did inourn and cry.

9 Unto my supplication
The Lord did hearing give

:

When I to him my prayer make,
Tlie Lord vvill it recuive.

10 Lrt all be sham'd and troubled sore
That en'mies are to me ;

Let them turn back, and suddenly
Ashamed let them be.

PSALM XXV.—2.5.

1 TO thee I lift mv soul, O Lord :

2 My God, I trust in thee :

Let me not be asham'd ; let not
My foes triumph o'er me.

3 Ye;i, let thou none ashamed be
That do on thee attend ;

Ashamed let them be, O Lord,
Who without cause offend.

4 Thy ways, Lord, show ; teacli me
thy patlis

:

Lead me in truth, teach me :

jr of my safety thou art God ;

All day I wait on thee.

6 Thy mercies, that most tender are,

Do thou, O Lord, remember,
And loving-kindnesses: for they
Have been of old for ever.

Let not the errors of my youth,
Nor sins, remembL'r'd be :

In mercy, for thy goodness' sake,
Lord, remember me.

8 Tlie Lord is good and gracious,
He upripht is also:

He therefore aiimers will instruct
In vvays that they should go.

9 The meek and lowiy he wiU guide
In jiKÌgnient just alway :

To ineek and poor afflicted oncs
He'li clearlv teach his wav.

10 The vvhole paths of the Lord our
Are truth and inercy sure, [God

To such as keep his covenant,
And testimonies ])ure.

11 Now, for thine own name's 9ake,0
1 humbly thee entreat [Lord,

To pardon miiie iniquity,

l-'or it is very greut.
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12 What man fears God ? him shall ^ Thy royal seat, O Lord,
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he teach
The way that he shall choose. 1

13 His soul sliall dwell at ease: his seed'

The earth, as heirs, shall use.

U The secret of the Lord is with
Such as do fear his nanie

;

And he his holv covenant
Will manifest to them.

15 Towards the Lord my waiting eyes
Continually are set

;

1

For he it is that shall bring forth I

My feet out of the net.

16 O turn thee unto me, O God,
Have mercy me upon ;

Because I solitary am,
And in affliction.

17 Enlarg'd the griefs are of mine
Me from distress relieve. [lieart ;;

18 See mine affliction and my pain, !

Aud all my sins forgive.

19 Consider thou mine enemies,
Because they many are

;

And it a cruel hatred is

Which they against me bear.

20 O do thou keep my soul ; O God
Do thou dehver me :

Let me not be asham'd; for I

Do put my trust in thee:

21 O let integrity and truth
Keep me, who thee attend.

22 Redemption, Lord, to Israel

From all his troubles send.

PSALM XLV.—45.

1 My heart inditing is

Good matter in a song :

I speak thethingsthat l'have mad
Which to the king belong:
My tonsue sball be as quick
His honour to indite,

As is the pen of any scribe,

That useth làst to write.

2 Thou'rt fairest of all men
;

Grace in thy hpa doth fiow ;

And therefore'blessings evermore
On thee doth God bestow.

3 Thy sword gird on thy thigh,
Thou that art most of might

;

Appear in dreadful majesty,
And in thy glory bnght.

4 For meekness, truth, and right,
Ride prosp'rously in state

;

And thy right hand shall teach to
Things terrible and great. [thee

5 Thy shafts shall pierce tljeir hearts
That fots are to the King

;

Wliereby into subjection
The people thou shalt bring.

For ever shali remain :

The sceptre of thy kingdom doth
All righteousness maintain.

7 Thou lov'st right, and hat'st ill ;

For God, thy God, niost high,
Above thy fellows hath with th' oil

Of joy anointed thee.

8 Of myrrh and spices sweet
A smell thy garments had,

Out of the iv'ry palaces,
Whereby they made thee glad.

9 And in thy giorious traiu
Kings' daughters waiting stand ;

And thy fair queen, iu Ophir gold,
Doth stand at thy right hand.

10 O daughter, take good heed,
Incline, and give good ear ;

Thou must forget thy kiudrcd all,

And father's house raost dear.
11 Thv beauty to the King

Shall tlien delightful be

:

And do thou humbly worship him,
Because t]iy Lord is he.

12 The daughter then of Tyre
Tliere with a gift shall be,

And all the weaUhy of the land
Shall make their suit to thee.

13 The daughter of the King
All glorious is within

;

And with embroideries of gold
Her garments wrought have been.

14 She cometh to the King
In robes with needle wrought

;

The virgins that do follow her
Shall unto thee be brought.

15 They shall be brought with joy,
Aud mirth on ev'ry side,

luto the palace of the King,
And there they shall abide.

16 And in thy fathers' stead,
Thy cliildren thou may'st take,

And in all places of the earth
Them noble princes make.

17 I will show forth thy name
To generations all :

Therelòre the people evermore
To thee give praises shall.

PSALM L.—50.

1 The mighty God, the Lord, hath
spoke,

And call'd the earth upon,
Ev'n from the rising of the sun

Unto his going down.
2 From out of Siou, his own hill,

Where the perièctiou high
Of beauty is, from thence the Lord
Hath shined gloriously.
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3 Our God shall come, and shall no
niore

Be silent, but apeak out

:

Bet'ore him tire shall waste, great
storms

Shall cotnpass him about.
4 He to the heavens from above,

And to the earth below,
Shall call, tliat he hisjudgments mayl

Bel'ore his people shovv.

5 Let all my saints together be,
Unto me Kathered ; |

Those that by sacrifice vvith me
A coyetiant l)ave made.

6 And then the heavens shall declare
His righteousness abroad :

Because the Lord himself doth
come

;

Noneelse is judge but God.

7 ?Iear, O my people, and I'll speak ;

O ìsrael by iiame,
Agnijist thee I will testify;

God, ev'n tliv God, I am.
8 I for thy sacrili'ces few

Reprove thee never will,

Nor for burnt-off'rings to have been
Before me offer'd still.

9 ril take no bullock nor he-goats
From house.nor tolds of thine :

10 For beasts of i'orests, cattle all

On thousand liills, are mine.
11 The fowls are all to me vvell known

That mountains hi^'lì do yield
;

And I do challenge as mine own
The vvild beasts of the field.

12 If I were hungry, I would not
To thee forneed complain

;

For earth, and all its fulness, doth
To me of right pertain.

13 That I to eat the tìesh of bulls
Take pleasure dost thou think ?

Or that I need to quench niy thirst,

The blood of goats to drink ?

11 Nay, rather unto me, thy God,
Thanksgiving ofler thou :

To the most High perform thy word,
And tully pay thy vow:

15 And in the day of trouble great
See that thou call on me

;

I vvill deliver thee, and thou
My name shait glorify.

16 But God unto the wicked saith,

Why should'st fhou mention make
Of my commands? how dar'st thou

Thy mouth mv cov'nant take?
17 Sith it is so that'thou dost hate

All good instruction
;

And sith thou^cast'stbehind thy back,
And slight'st my words each one.

18 When thou a thief didst see, then
straight

Thou join'dst with liim in sin,

And with the vile adulterers
Thou liast partaker been.

19 Thy mouth to evil thou dost give,
Thy tongue deceit doth fr.mie.

20 Thou sitt'st, aiid 'gainst thy brother
speak'st,

Thy mother's son to shame.

21 These things thou wickedly hast
done,

And I have silent been :

Thou thought'st that I was like thy-

And did approve thy sin : [self,

But I will sharplv thee reprove,
And I will order right

Thy sins and thy transgressions
In presence of thy sight.

22 Consider this, and be afraid,

Ye that Ibrget the Lord,
Lest I in pieces tear you all,

When none can help afford.

23 Who off'reth praise me glorifies :

I will sliow God's salvatioa

To him tljat ordereth aright

His life and conversation.

PSALM LXVIl—67.

1 LORD, unto UH be merciful,

Do thou us also bless
;

And graciously cause shine on U3
The brightness of thy face :

2 That 80 thy way upon the earth
To all men may be known ;

Also among the uations all

Thy saving health be shown.

3 O let the people praise thee, Lord ;

Let people all thee praise.

4 O let the nations be giad,

And sing tbr joy aiways :

For rit,ditly thou shalt people judge,
And nations rule on earth.

5 Let people praise thee, Lord ; let all

The fulk praise thee with mirth.

6 Then shall the earth yield her in-

crease

;

God, our God, bless us shall.

7 G;>d shall us ble-s ; and of the earth
The ends shall fear him all.

PSALM LXX.—70.

1 Make haste, O God, me to preserve :

With sp^-ed, Lord, succour me.
2 Let them that for my .soul do seek

Sham'd and confounded be :

Let them be turned back,and .sham'd,

That in my hurt delight.
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3 Turn'd back be they, Ha, ha, that

Their shaming to requite. [say,

4 O Lord, in thee let all be glad,

And joy that seek l'or thee :

Let the'm' who thy salvation love
Say still, God p'rRÌs.-l be.

5 But Ì both poor aud needy am

;

Come, Lord, aud make no stay :

My help thou and dehv'rer art ;

O Lord, raake no delay.

PSALM C—100.
j

1 O ALL ye lands. unto the Lord
Make ye a joyrul noise.

|

2 Serve God wi'th trladness, him before

Come with a siuging voice.

3 Know ye the Lord that he is God ;
j

Not we, but he us made :

\Ye are his people. and the sheep '

\Vitbin hÌ3 pasture fed.
j

•t Enter his gates and courts withj
praise,

To thauk him go ye thither

:

To him express your thankfulness,
And bless his name together. j

5 Because the Lord our God is good, '

His mercy faileth never
;

ì

Aud to all generations i

His truth endureth ever.

PSALM CII—102.
I

1 LORD, hear my pray'r, and let my
Have speedy access unto thee : [cry

2 In day of ray calamity
hide not thou thy face from me.

Hear when I call to thee ; that day
An answer speedily return :

3 My days, like smoke, consume away,
And, as an hearth, my bones do

burn.
I

4 My heart is wounded very sore,
|

And withered, like grass doth fade :

1 am tbrgetful grown therefore
jTo take and eat my dailj- bread. |

5 By reason of my smart withiu,
|And voice of my most grievous

groans, '

My tìcsh consumed is, my skin,
j

AU parch'd, doth cleave unto my
bones.

6 The pelican of wildemess,
The Ortl in desert, I do match

;

7 And, sparrow like, companionless,
Upon the house's top, 1 wateh.

8 I all day long am made a scorn,
Reproach'd by my malicious foes :

The madmen are'against me sworn,
The men against me that arose.

9 For I have ashes eaten up,
To me as if they had been bread

;
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And with my drink I in my cup
Of bitter tears a mixture m'ade.

lOBecause thy wrath was not appeais'd,

And dreadl'ul indignation :

Therefore it was that thou me rais'd,

And thou again didstcast me down.

11 My days are like a shade alway,
Which doth decliuing swiltly pasa ;

And I am withered away,
Much like unto the fadi'us grass.

12 But thou, O Lord, shalt stiil endure,
From ehange and all mutation free,

And to all generations sure
Shall thy remembrance ever be.

13 Thou shalt arise, aud mercy yet
Thou to mount Sion shalt extend :

Her time for favour which was set,

Behold, is uow come to an end.
14Thy saints take pleasure in her

stones,

Her very dust to them is dear.
15AII heathen landsand kingly thrones
On earth thy glorious name shalj

fear.

16 God in his glory shall appear,
When Sion he builds aud repairs.

17 He shall regard and lend his ear
L^nto the needy's huinble pray'rs :

Th' afflicted's pray'r he will not

18 All times this shall be on record ;

And generations yet unborn
Shall praise and magnify the Lord.

19 He from his holy place iook'd down,
The earth he view'd from heav'n on

high,
20 To hear the pris'ner's mourning

groan,
And free them that are doom'd to

die;
21 That Sion, and Jerus'Iem too,

His name and praise may well re-

cord,
22 When people and the kingdoms do
Assemble all to praise the Lord.

23 My strength he weakened in the
My days of life he shorteued. [way,

24 ^fy God, O take me not away
In mid time of ray days, I said :

Thy years throughout aìl ages last.

25 Of old thou hast established
The earth's foundation fìrm and fast:

Thy mighty hands the heav'ns have
made.

25 They perish shall, as garments do,
But thou shalt evermore endure;
As vestures, thou shalt change thena

so;
And they shall all be chauged sure:
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27 But frotn all cbanges thou art free
;

Thy encllpss years do last for aye.

28 Th'y servants,and their aeed who be,

Establish'd shall before thee stay.

PSALM CXXIV.—124.

1 Now Israel

May sav, and that truly,

If tha't the Lord
Had not our cause maintained;

2 If that the Lord
Had not oiir right sustain'd,

When cruel men
Against us furiously

Rose up in wrath,
To raake of us their prey.

3 Then certainly

They had devour'd us all,

And swaUow'd quick,

For ought that we could deena ;

Such was their rage,

As we might well esteein.

4 And as fìerce tìoods

Before them all things drown,
So had they broaght
Our soul'to death quite down.

h The raging streams,

With tlieir proud swelling wavea

Had then our soul

O'erwhelmed in the deep.

6 But, biess'd be God,
Who doth U8 safely keep,

Anrl hath not giv'n

Us for a living prey

Unto their teeth,

And bloody cruelty.

7 Ev'n as a bird

Out of the fowler's snare

Escapes away,
So is our soul set free :

Broke are their nets,

And thus escaped we.

8 Therefore our help

Is iu the Lord's great name,
Who heav'n and earth

Bv his erreat power did frame.

'PSALM CXXXVI.— 136.

1 PraiSE God, for he is kind :

His mercy lasts for aye.

2 Give thanks with heart and mind
To God of gods alway :

For certainly

HÌ3 mercies dure
Most lirm and sure

Eternally.

.3 The Lord of lords praise ye,

Whose mercies still endure.

4 Great wonders only he
Doth work by his great j)0w"r .

For certainly, &c.

5 Which God omnipotent,
By might and wisdom high,

The heav'n and lìrmament
Did frame, as we may see

:

For ccrtainly, &c.

6 To him who did outstretch

This earth so great and wide,

Above the waters' reach
Making it to abide :

For certainly, &c.

7 Great lights he made to be ;

For his grace lasteth aye

;

8 Such as the sun we see,

I To rule the lightsome day :

For certainly, &c.

9 AIso the moon so clear,

Which shineth in our sight

;

I

The stars that do appear,

To guide the darksome night

j

For certainly, &c.

10 To him that Eijypt smote,
Who did his message scorn ;

I

And in his anger hot

j

DiJ kiU all their tirstborn :

I

For certainly, &c.

11 Thence Is'rel out he brought;
' For his grace lastetli ever.

12 With a strong hand he wrought,

And stretch'd out arm deliver:

For certainly, &c.

13 The sea he cut in two ;

For his grace lasteth still.

14 And through its midst to go
Made his own Israel

:

For certainly, &c.

15 But overwhelm'd and lost

Was proud king Pharaoh,
With all his niighty host,

And chariots there also :

For certainly, &c.

16 To hirn who pow'rfully

His chosen people led,

P^''n tlirough the desert dry,

And in that place them fed :

For certainly, &c.

17 To him great kings who smote ;

For his grace hath no bound.

18 Who i^Iew, and spared not

Kmgs famous and renown'd :

For certaiuly, &c.

19 Sihon the Am'rite's king

;

For his grace lasteth ever :

20 Og also, «tio did reign

The land of Bashan over:

For certainly, &c.

21 Thcir land by lot he gave
;

,
For his grace faileth nevcr,
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27. That Isr'el might it have
In heritagre Ibr ever :

For certainly, &c.

23 Who hath remembered
L^s in our low estate

;

24 And us delivered
From foes which did us hate :

For certainlj', &c.

25 Who to all flesh gives food
;

For hÌ3 grace faileth never.
26 Give thaiiks to God most good,

The God of heav'n, for ever:
For certainly, &c.

PSALM CXLin.—143.

1 OH hear my prayer, Lord,
And unto my desire

To bow thine ear accord,
I humbly thee require :

And, in thy iaithtulness

Unto me answer make,
And, in thy rigliteousness,
Upon me pity take.

2 In jndgment enter not
With me thy servant poor

;

For why, this well I wot,
No sinncr can endure
The sight of thee, O God :

If thou his dceds shalt try,

He dare make none abode
Himself to justily.

3 Eehold, the cruel foe

Me persecutes with spite,

My soul to overthrow :

Yea, he my life down quite
Unto the ground hath sraote,
And made me dvvell lull low,
In darkness, as forgot,
Or men dead long ago.

4 Therefore my sp'rit much vex'd,
O'erwhelm'd is ine within ;

My heart right sore perplex'd
And desolate hath been.

5 Yet 1 do call to mind
Wliat ancient days record,
Thy works of ev'ry kind
I think upon, O Lord.

6 Lo, I do stretch my handa
To thee, my help alone

;

For thou well uiiderstands
All my complaint and moan:
My thirsting soul desires,

And longHth after thee,
As thirsty ground requires
With rain refresh'd to be.

7 Lord, let my pray'r prevail,

To auswer it make speed ;
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For, lo, my sp'rit doth fail

:

Hide not thy face in ueed ;

Ijest I be like to those
That do in darkness sit,

Or him that downward goes
Into the dreadlul pit.

8 Because I trust in thee,
Lord, cause me to hear

Thy loving-kindress free,

When morning dotli appear:
Cause me to know the way
Wherein my path should 'be

;

For why, my soul ou high
1 do lift up to thee.

9 From niy fierce enemy
Iri sal'ety do me guide,
Because I tìee to thee,

Lord, that thou may'st me hide.
10 My God alone art ihou,
Teach me thy righteousness :

Thy Sp'rit's good, lead me to
The land of uprightness.

110 Lord, for thy name's sake
Be pleas'd to quicken me ;

And, for thy truth, forth take
My soul from misery.

12 And of thy grace destroy
My foes, and put to shame
All who my soul annoy;
For 1 thy servant am.

PSALM CXLV.— 145.

1 O LORD, tliou art my God and King;
Thee will I magnify and praise :

I will thee bless, and gladly sing
Unto thy holy name always.

2 Each day I rise I will thee bless,

Aud praise thy name time without
end.

3 I\Iuch to be prais'd, and great God

'omprehendHis greatness none c

4 Race shall thy works praise unto race,
The mighty acts show done by thee.

5 I will speak of tlie glorious grace,
And honour of thy majesty

;

Thy wondrous works I wiU record.
6 By men the might shall be extoU'd
Of all thy dreadful acts, O Lord :

And I thy greatness will unfold.

7 They utter shall abundantly
The mem'ry of thy goodness great

;

And shall sing praises cheerfully,
Whilst they thy righte^usness relate.

8 The Lord our God is gracious,
Compassionate is he also

;

In mercy he is plenteous,
But unto wrath and anger slow.

P3
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9 Good unto all men is the Lord :

O'er all his works his inprcy is.

10 Thy works all praise to thee afford :

Thy saints, O Lord, thy name shall

bless.

1 1 The glory of thy kinerdom show
Shall they, and of lliy power tell

:

12 That so nrien's sons his deeds nnay
know,

His kÌDg;dona's grace that dothexcel.

13 Thy kingdom hath noneend at all,

Tt doth through ages all remain.
14 The Lord upholdeth all that tall,

The cast-down raiseth up again.

1;> Theeycsof all things, Lord,attend,
And on thee wait that here do live,

And thou, in season due, dost send
Sufficient food them to relieve.

16 Yea, tbou thine hand dost open
wide,

And ev'ry ih'mg dost satisfy

That live's, and doth on earth abide,

Of thy great liberality.

17 The Lord is just iu his ways all,

And holy in his works eac'h one.

18 He's near to all that on liim call,

Who call ÌQ truth on him alone.

19 God will the jnst desire fulfil

Of sueh as do him fear and dread :

Their cry regrard, and hear he will,

And save them in the time of need.

20 The Lord preserves all, more and
less,

That bear to him a loving heart

:

But worker^j all of wickedness
Destroy wiU he, and clean subvert.

21 Therefore my mouth and lips I'Il

frame
To speak the praises of the Lord :

To magnify his holy name
For ever let all tlesh accord.

Second J'ersion.

PSALM CXLVIH.—148.

1 TflE Lord of heav"n confess,

On high his glorv raise.

2 Him let all anKfil's bless,

Him all his armies praise.
'ò Him glorify

Snn, moon, and stars ;

4 Ye higher spheres
And cloudy sky.

5 From God your beings are,

Him tlierefore famous niake ;

Yoii all created were,
When he the word but spake.

6 And from that place
Where fix'd you be
By his decree,

You cannot pass.

7 Praise God from earth below,
Ye drao^ons, and ye de'ps :

8 Fire, hail, clouds, wind, and snow,
Whom in command he keeps.

9 Praise ye his name,
Hills'great and srnall,

Trees low and tall

:

iO Beasts wild and tame
;

All things that creep or fly.

11 Ye kings, ye vulgar throiig,

AIl princes mean or high ;

12 Both men and virgins young,
Ev'n voung and old,

13 Exalt his name;
For mucii Iiis (ame

Should be extoU'd.

O let God's name be prais'd

Above both earth and sky ;

14 For he his saints hath rais'd,

And set their horn on high
;

Ev'n those that be
Of Isr'el's race,

Near to his grace.

The Lord praise ye.
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SGRIOPTUIRIBH NAOMHA.

LAOFDH 1. Gpnesis i.

ONEO-NI pireadh talainh 's nèamh
So labhair guth an Triath :

O neo-ni dhi^irich talamh 's nèamh
Gu hùmhai mar a dii'iarr.

2 Sliuidh air an ai^ein dnibhre tiugh

Thuirt Dia, Biodh solus ann ;

Ghrad-las an solus deahach plan,

'S an duibhre theich gu teaun.

3 Do neulaibh dh'Aithn e togaìl suas,

Suas thog na neoil d'a rèir; [àit,

Le'n ionmhas uisg' sgaoil iad 's gach
A' snàmh air feadh nan speur.

4"Dh'àithn e do"n uisg' a luidh air fonn
Grad thional gu h-aon àìt

;

Dhian-ruith an thairge, tonn air

thonn,
Is feuch an talamh tràight'

!

5 Le luibhibh gormis craobhaibh meas,
Chòmhdaich e 'u talamh lom ; i

Mu'n d' thàinig fras no drùchd o'nj

speur,
I

'S mu 'n d' èirich grian air fonn.
|

6 Sgeadaich e 'n sin na nèamhan àrd';'

Gu dealrach las a' ghrian :

A' ghealach is na reuUa dhùisg,

. A dh' àireamh mhios is bhliadhn'.

7 Do'n uisge dhealbh lehobhah treun
Gach gineal èisg sa' chuan

;

Is ghairm o'n doimhne mar an
ceudn'

Gach eun san ealtainn shuas.

8 Gach dùile beò air thalamh ta

Dbealbh thu le d' làimh, fa leth ;

Do'n leòmhan bhorb 's do 'n

chnuimheig fhaoin
Thug thu maraon am bith.

9 An duine chruthaich thu fadheòidl),

A'd' choslas glòrmhor fèin,

Gu bhi 'na uachdran dligheaeh fàor

Os ceann gach ni fo'n ghrèin.

10 T'uil' oibre 'n sin a'd' làth'r, a Dhe,
Gu ciataeh àluinn sheas

;

Sheall thu, isthuirt gu robh gach ni

Gu fior-mhaith agus deas.

11 Cia glòrmhor t' oibresa gu le'ir !

Cia treun thu fèin an neart
;

Cò 'n ti nach tugadh dhuit-sa cliù !

Molams' thu, Dhia nam feart I

TI. Gen. xxviii. 20—22.
1 Dhe Bheteil! le d' làimh thoirbh

eartaich

'S tu bheathaich t' Isra'l ft'in :

PARAPHRASES

SACRED SCRIPTURE.

PARAPH. I. Genesis i.

LET heav'n arise, let earth appear,
Said th' Aimighty Lord :

Theheav'n arose, the earth appear'd,

1
At his creating word.

2 Thick darkness brooded o'er the
deep :

God .said, " Let there be hght !"

The light shone forth with smiling
Aud scatter'd ancient night. [ray,

3 He bade the clouds ascend ou high
;

The clouds ascend, and bear
A wat'ry treasure to the sky,
Aud float upon the air.

4 The hquid element below
Was gather'd by his hand

;

Tlie roUing seas together flow,
Aud leave the sohd land.

5 With herbs, aud plants, and fruitful

trees,

The newform'd globe hecrown'd,
Ere there was rain to bless the soil,

Or sun to vvarm the ground.
6 Then high in heaveu's resplendent

arch
He plac'd two orbs of hght,

He set the sun to rule tlie day,
The moon to rule the night.

7 Next from the deep, th' Almighty
King

Did vital beings frame
;

Fowls of the air of ev'ry wing,
And tish of ev'ry name.

8 To all the various brutal tribes

He gave their wondrous birth ;

At once the Hon and the worm
Sprung from the teeming earth.

9 Then, chief o'er all his works
below,

At last was Adam made
;

His Maker's image bless'd his soul,

And glory crowu'd his head.
10 Fair in th'' Airnighty Maker's eye

The whole creation stood.

He view'd the labric he had
rais'd

;

His word pronounc'd it good.

II. Gen. xsviii. 20—22.
I O GOD of Bethel ! by whose hand

Thy people still are fed

;



172 LAOIDH III. IV.

'S athreòraich feadh an turuiasgith

Ar aiuDseara gu Itir ;

2 Ar bòid 's ar n-urnuigh nis a ta

Aig làth'r do chaithir ghràis
;

Bi leinn, O Dhia ar n-aithriclie !

'S na diobair sinn gu bràth.

3 Tre cheHmaibh dorch' ar beatha 'n

O treòraich thusa sinn
;

[so,

'S o là gu là ar teachd-an-tìr,

'S ar n-èididhcuirp thoir dhuinn.
4 Fo sgàil do sgèith, O dean ar dion

Gu crich ar seachrain sgith,

Is thoir d'ar nau'maibh l'ois fadh-

eòidh
A'd' chòmhnuidh shuas an sith.

5 Na tiodhlaca so, Dhe nan gràs,

Thoir dhuinn o d'làimh gu lial

;

'S a nis, 's o so a mach gu bràth,

Is tu a ghnàth ar Dia.

III. lob i. 21.

1 LOMNOCHD mar thàinig sinn a
Do 'n t saoshal so air tùs, [steach

Is amhluidh theid sinn loranochd as

Is taisgear sinn san ùir.

2 Gacli ni ri 'n canar leinn gu faoin

Ar maoin 's ar stòras fèin,

Is iasad goirid aoin là e,

'S grad-dhiolar e gu lèir.

3 'Se Dia bheir dhuinu gach comh-
fhurtachd,

No ghearras iad air falbh
;

Ma thug e leis 'se ftin thug uaith :

Beannaicht'gach uairbiodh 'ainm!
4 Beannaicht' gu siorruidh gu robh

Cha ghearain sinn ni 's mò ;[Dia!

Docrach no socrach biodh ar cor,

Dhuits', Athair gu robh glòir.

IV. lob iii. 17—20.
1 ClA sàmhach ciùin an talla dorch

San gabh sinn uile tàmh ;

An tir na di-chuimhn' far nach gluais

Aon fhuathas sinn no nàmh.
2 Cia tosdach sèitnh an leabadh 'n

A ghabliail suain is fois
;

[uaigh,
Thèid cnoch airdraghluchd-euceirt

innt'

'S glieibh daoine sgith innt' clos.

3 Innte cha chaoidh am prìosanach
Ni 's mò mar fhuair e 'chlaoidh ;

Cha dochainn smachd an droch righ

bhuirb,
*S is balbh guth mhillt-fhir dhaoi.

4 Tha lag is laidir, beag is mòr,
Co-shint, san uaigh le chQÌl':

Tha naimhdean sàmhach taobh
Is luchd aacomhstri rèidh.[taobh,

5 Co-ionnan coidlidh iad air fad

Fo ghlasaibh teann a' bbàis,

PARAPH. III. IV.

Who through this weary pilgrimage
Hast all our fathers led :

2 Our vovvs, our pray'rs, we now pre-
Before thy throne of grace : [sent

God of our fathers ! be ttie God
Of their succeeding race.

3 Through each perplexing pathof life

Our wand'ring footsteps guide
;

Give U3 each day our daily bread,
And raiment fit provide.

4 O spread thy cov'ring wings around,
Tiil all our wandrings cease,

And at our Father's lov'd abode
Our souls arrive in peace.

5 Such blessings from thy gracious
hand

Onr humble pray'rs implore ;

And thou shalt be our chosen God,
Aud portion evermore.

III. Jobi. 21.

1 N.AKED as from the earth we came,
And enter'd life at first

;

Naked we to the earth return,
And mix with kindred dust.

2 Whate'er we fondly call our own
Belongs to heav'n's great Lord ;

The blessings lent us for a day
Are soou to be restor'd.

'Tis God that lifts our comforts
high,

Or sinks them in the grave :

He gives ; and, when he takes away,
He takes but what he gave.

4 Then, ever blessed by his name I

His goodness swell'd our store
;

His justice but resumes its own
;

'Tis ours still to adore.

IV. Job iii. 17—20.
1 How still and peaceful is thegrave !

Where, lite's vain tumults past,

Th' appointed house, by Heav'u's
Receives us all at iast. [decree,

2 The wicked there frora troubling
cease

:

There passions rage no more ;

And there the weary pilgrim rests

From all the toils he bore.

3 There rest the pris'ners, now releas'd

From slav'ry's sad abode ;

No more they hear th' oppressor's

Or dread the tyrant's rod. [voice,

4 There servants, masters, small and
great,

Partake the same repose ;

And there, in peace, the ashes mix
Of those who ouce were foes.

5 AIl levell'd by the hand of Death,"
Lie sleeping in the tomb

;
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Gu'n uair an gairmear iad le Dia
'Na liiianuis ià a' bhràth.

V. lob V. 6—12.
1 Amhgftar o'n Quslach ged nach

dùisg:,

O'n ùir ged nach tig: bròn;
Gidhead'u is lionmhor iad na h-uilc

Th' air mac an duine 'n tòir.

2 Amhluidh mar dheireas srada suas
Gu luath air lo'-g: a chcil' : .

Mar sin tha'n duine air a bhreth
Gu bròn is cùradh geur.

3 Ach earbara-sa ri Dia mo chùis,
Is deauam m'urnuigh ris ;

Riaiihladh an domhain tha 'nalàimh,
Gu 'làthair teichidh mis'.

4 Tha 'oibre lìnnmhor agus mòr,
Cò chuireas iad an ctill ?

An t-anam brònach ni e ait,

S an t anam ì^s ni treun.
VI. lobviii. 11—22.

1 GCX Ir.thach am fàs luachair ghlas ?

No seilisteir gun sruth ?

Ged fhàs, is diombuan gearr an
cuairt,

Senrgaidh, gun bhnain, an cruth.
2 Is iunn; n doehas baoth nn daoi,

Nficli leuJ a chsoidh bhi biian

;

Mar lion an damhain-allaidh fhaoin,
Thtidleisgach gacth mu'u cuairt.

3 Trrtth leigf as e a thaic r'a thigh,
Aomaidh gach clach is craun ; j

'S luath ghreimicheas e ris, ach 's

• luaith'
I

Thc'id 'fhardoch bun os ceann

PARAPII. V. VI. VH. i::?

Till God in judgment calls thcm
To mcet thtir tìnal doom. [forth,

V. Jobv. 6—12.
1 ThoL'GH trouble springs not from

Nor sorrow from the ground ;

Yet iUs on ills, hy Heov'n's decree,
In man's estate are tound.

2 As sparks in close succession ris?,

So man, the child of woe,
Is d' om'd to endless cares and toila

Through all his life belotv.

3 But %vith my God I leave my cause
;

From him I seek relief

;

To him, in confidence of pray'r,

Unbosom all my grief.

4Unnumber'd are his wondrous works,
Unsearchable his ways ;

'Tis his the mourniug soul to cheer,
The bowed down to raise.

Vr. Jobviii. 11—22.
1 The rush may rise where waters

And tiags beside the stream;[tlow,
Bnt snon their verdure fades and dies

i Before the scorching beara :

2 So is the sinner's hope cut oi3':

I

Or, if it transient rise,

I

'Tis like the spider's airy web,

]

P'rom ev'ry breath that tìies.

;3 Fix'd on his house he leans; his
house

And all its props decay :

He holdsit fast ; but, whiie he holds,
The tott'ring frame gives way.

4 Ged fhàs 'na ghàradh ris a' ghrtin 4 Fair, in bis garden, to the sun
A gheuga dosrach ùr

,

'S ged sgaoil e 'flireumhan domhain
Dospionta ta car ùin' : [teann,

5 Gidheadh air teachd d'a bhinn
nènmh,

Spionar a fhreu.Tih a bun ;

'Aite cha "n aithuich e ni's mò :

Caochlaidh a ghlcir gu tur.

His boughs with verdure sraile ;

And,deepiy fixed.hisspreadiug roota

1, Unshaken stand awhile.

o 5 But forth the sentence flies from

I

Heav'n,
That sweeps him from bis place

;

I

Which then denies him for its lord,

Nor owus it knew his face.

6 Feuch, 's amhluidh gàirdeachas nan 6 Lo '. this the joy of wicked raen.
daoi,

Ni tair air naomh-reachd Dhe ; |

Gradthuitidh iad : 's co grad a thig
'Nan àite daoine stimh.

7 Adi Dianangràs, lecumhachd raòr,
Ni daoine còir a dhion

;

An cridhe honaidh e le gean,
'S am beul le moladh sior.

VII. lobix. 2—10.
1 AM bi siol Adhaimh saor o chiont'

No glan am fiannis Dè ?

Ma thagras e rèir ceartais ruinn,
F'a smachd thèid sinn do'n eug.

Who Heav'n'shigh laws despise :

They quickly fall ; aud in their room
As quickly others rise.

7 But, for the just, with gracious care,
God will his pow'r employ

;

He'll teach their Jips to sing his prai.se,

And fill their tearts with joy.

VII. Job ix. 2—10.
1 Kowshould the sons of Adam'srace

Be pure before their God ?

If he contends in righteousness,
We sink beneath his rod.
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2 Gu geur-chuiseach ma thoimhseas e
Gach smuain, is guth, is gnìomh ;

Leithsgeul, air soii aoin do mhile

A dhealbh cha'n urrainn mi.

PARAPH. Vni.

If he should mark my words and
thoughts

Witli strict inquiring eyes,
Could I tor one of thousand faults
The least excuse devise ?

3 Is glic a chridli' 's ia treun a làmh,
'S nach aingidh dàn ari sluagh

A thogas ceann an aghaidh Dhia ;

Cò riamh thug air san bua.dli ?

4 Roirah 'fheirg, na slèibhte crioth-

naichidh,
Is chsgidh iad o'm honn

;

{) 'bliunchar luais^idh nuU 's a nall,

Le garbh-chrith, 'n talatnh trom.

5 Ma thoirmi.sgeaa e èirigh grein',

Cha'n èiricii grian gu bràth :

Dubh-neulach ni e 'n speur air fad,

'S gaeh reul thèid as 'na smàl.
6 Coisicliidh Dia san fhairge ghairbh,

Carbad do ghaothaibh ui

;

A shUghe àrd cò lorgaiclieas ?

A cheuma dorch' co clii ?

Vlir. lob xiv. 1—15.
1 O DHUINE th'air do bhreth le

mnaoi,
Cia tearc is truagh do làith'

!

O'n duslach thàinig thu, is thèid
Gu d' dhuslach fein gun dàil.

2 Mar mhaoth-lus fàsaidh tu fo
bhlàth,

Is gheibh thu bàs gu beachd

:

Mar fhaileas teichidh tu gu luath,
'S cha bhuan air thalamh neach.

3 Làn ciont' is truaigh, an seas aoc
dùil,

Fa chomhair sùilean Dè ?

Co chaoidh bheir uisge soiUeir glan
A tohar salach er^idh ?

4 Ar lAithean air an àireamh ta,

'S gun tàmh a' gabliaii seach
;

Is goirid gus an tig an uair
A ni do'n uaigh ar teach.

5 Dhè mhòir ! na smachdaich ann ad
fheirg

An tomhas goirid faoin,
Do l;ìithibh dionibuan an-shocrach
Thug thu do chloinn nan daoin'.

6 Ged chrionas lui, cha'n fhaigh «

.
bàs,

^

Thig Thàs ri h-ùine nìos ;

'S ged sheargas craobh sa' gheamh'
radh fhuar,

Ni 'n t-earrach nuadh i ris.

Acli aon u gu'mfaighduinebàs
Cha phill a làith' ni 's mò

3 Strong is iiis arm, his heart is wise
;

Who dares with hiin contend ?

Or who thattrie-i th' unequal strife

Shall prosper in the end ?

He makes the mouutains feel hia
wrath,

And their old seats forsake
;

The trembling earth deserta her
And all her pillars shake. [place,

5 He bids the sun forbear to rise

;

Th' obedient sun forbears :

His hand with sackcloth spreads the
And aeals up all the stars. [skies,

6 He walks upon the raging .sea;

Flies on the stormy wind :

None can explore his wondrous way,
Or his dark footsteps find.

VIII. Jobxiv. 1—1.5.

1 Few are thy days, and fuU of woe,
O man, of woman born !

Thydoora iswritten, "Dust thou art,

And slialt to dust return.''

2 Behohl the emblem of thy state,

In tìow'rs that bloom and die,

Or in the shadow's lieeting lorm,
That mocks the gazer's eye.

3 Guilty and frail, how shalt thou stand
Betore thy sov'reign Lord ?

Can troubled and polluted springs
A hallow'd streaui afford ?

4 Determin'd are the daya that fly

Successive o'er thy head ;

The number'd hour is on the wing
That ];.,ys thee with the dead.

5 Great God ! afflict not in thy vvrath
The short allotted span,

That bounds the few and weary days
Or pilgrimage to man.

6 AIl nature dies, and lives again :

The llow'r that paints the field,

The trees that crown the moun-
tain's brow,

And boughs and blossoms yield,

Resign the honours of their form
At Winter's siormy blast,

And leave the naked'leatìess plain
A desolated waste.

8 Yet soon reviving plants and flow'ra
Auew shall deck the plain ;

The woods shall hear the voice of
And flourish green again.[Spring,

9 But man forsakes thia earthly scene,
Ah ! never to return :
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A bheatha cba clean earrach nuadh,

'S air 'uaigh cha bhris an lò.

8 Amhluidh mar shruth a ruitheas

bras,

'S nach pill air ais r'a shliabh
,

Tha làith' is bUadhnaidh 's hnn dol

seach,

'S cha phill ri neach an triall.

9 San uaigh 'n tràth luidheas duine
sios,

Coidhdh e 'n dion a' bhàis

;

'S cha dùisg e tuilleadh gus an tèid

An cruinnecè 'na smàl.
10 O biodh an uaigh 'na leabadh

thàinih
Dhomh fein, gu là mo Thriath,

San èirich mi gu h-aobhach suas

Le naomh-shluagh maiseach
Dhia!

11 San dòchas ait, le foighid mhòir,
Keithidh mì ordugh Nèimh,

A thig san àm a shonruich Dia
An triall mi thuige fèin.

IX. lob xxvi. 6—U.
ICO ghleachdasrisa'ghairdean threun 1 Who

A dhealbh na speuran àrd' ?
'^'

No c'àit am folaich neach e fein

0"n t-sùil d'au lèir gach àit ?

2 'Na shealladh-san tha il'rinn fèin

Is lèir-sgrios uile rùisst'

:

'S an ceilear lochd air bith no beud
O fhradharc geur a shùl

?

3 Air neoui chroch e 'n domhan mòr
'S an àirde tuath do sgaoil

Air ionad falamh, agus phaisg
Uisge sna neulaibh faoin'.

4 Trath chithear cumhachd Dhè
gach àit,

Tha sgàil 'ga fholach fèin ;

Tha 'chaithir cuairtichte le neòil,

'S do dhuiiie beò cha lèir.

5 OnOia na fairge pillidh e

Le tràigh, air meud a neirt

;

Is air a' chnoch a thug e dhi

Clia teid i chaoidh a thart.

PARAPH. IX. 175

Shall any foll'wing spring revive

The ashes of the urn ?

10 The mighty liood that rolls along
Its torrents to the main,

Can ne'er recall its waters lost

From that abyss again.

11 So days, and years, and ages past,

Descending down to night,

Can henceforth never more return
Back to the gates of light

:

12 And man, when laid iu lonesome
grave,

Shall sleep in death's dark gloom,
Until th' eternal morning wake
The slumbers of the tomb.

13 O may the grave become to me
The bed of peaceful rest,

Whence 1 shall gladly rise at length,

And mingle with the blestl

14 Cheer'd by this hope, with patient
mind,

I'll wait Heav'n's high decree,

Till the appointed period come,
When death shall set me t'ree.

IX. Job xxvi. 6, to the end.
resist th' Almighty arm

That made the starry sky?
Or vvho elude the certa'in glance
Of God's all-seeing eye ?

2 From him no cov'ring veils our

Hell opens to his sight

;

And all destruction's secret snares
Lie full disclos'd in light.

3 Firm on the boundless void of space
He pois'd the steady pole,

And in the circle of hi.s clouds
Bade secret waters roll.

4 Whiie nature's universal frame
1 Its Maker's pow'r reveals,

His throne, remote from mortal eyes,

I

An awful cloud conceals.

5 From where the rising day ascends,
To where it sets in night,

He compasses the tìoods with bounds,
And checks their threat'ning might.

6 Roimh achmhasau lehobhah threin, 6 The pillars that support the sky
Tlia talamh 's uèamh air chrith :

Clisgidh au stèidh ma lasas suas |

A chorruich uair air bith.

7 Gun doinionn luaisgidh e an cuan, '

'S togaidh e suas a thuinn
;

'S an t uaibhreach tilgidh e, gun|
O 'àirde bun os ceann. [nàmh,!

8 'S e Iionas nèamh le cuideachd i

'S a ni iad nobhach ait: [naomh!
Ach sliochd nanathrach tilgidh sìos

Gu ìonad claoidh le smachd.

Tre«\ble at his rebuke ;

Through all its caverns quakes the
As though its centre shook. [earth,

He brings the waters from their beds,

Althoutrh no tempest blows,

And smites the kingdoni of the proud
Without the hand of foes.

With bright inhabitants above
He fills the heav'uly land,

And all the crooked serpent s breed
Dismay'd before him stand.
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9 D'a oibribh 's beag achithear leiun,

'S cha tuig sinn iad sin fèin :

Ach tairneanach a chumhachd
mhòir,

Cò dh'fheudas chur an cèill ?

X. Gnath-nioc. i. 20—3J.

1 AN coimhthional nan inmadh slògh,

Ts anns na ròidibh tiugh',

Ri cloinn nan danin' tha Gliocas

A' togail suas a jrliuth' : [nèimh
2 Cia fhad a ui luclid fanoid tàir

Air firinn 's gràsa Dhè ?

'S a bheir sibh, amadana, sppis

D' ur toil mhicheillidh fein ?

3 PiUibh air m' eàrails', air 'ur n-ais,

Is bidh sibh sona chaoidh :

Pinibh,'sachumbhurbeannachadh,
Mo spiorad bheir mi dhuibh.

4 Ach mur toir aibh mo ^huth fa'near,

'S mur èisd sibh ri mo ghlaodh :

Tràth ghlaodhas sibhs' aa là bhur
u-airc,

'Qr u-athchuinge bidh faoin.

.*) Tràth ghlacas lèir-sf^rios sibh 'na
cuairt,

Mar iomghaoth luath nan speur,
Ni mise fanoid air 'ur caoidh,

'S 'ur n urnuigh chaoidh cha 'n

èisd.

6 O'n ròshnaich sibh roimh bheatha
bàs,

'S èipin gu bràìh bhi truagh
;

Oir ciod air bith a chuireas neach,
Dheth sin ni 'n neach siu buaiu.

XI. Gnath-flioc. iii. 13—17.

1 ClA sona 'n ti do tlieagasff Dhè !

Bheir tisdeachd gach aon uair ;

'S ri gliocas nèimh, le mòran tlachd,

Philleas gu raoch a chluas?
I

2 la fearr a stòr na 'n t-ionmhas faoin

A ta san t-saogh'I gu lèir;

'S is luachmhoire a dhuais gu mòr
Na òr a' chruinne-che.

3 Tha saoghal fada 'ua làimh dheis,

Is urram 'na làiitili chli

;

ladsan air fad a blieir dha gràdh,
'S leo saoihhreas, slàint'. is sith.

4 Do 'n òsr 'na slilighe fhiorghlan
Sòlas bheir e gii pailt, [ròidh,

'S do 'n aosda blieir e coron glòir,

'S tròcair o Dhia gun airc.

5 An iiair tha dìchioll dhaoine raòr,
Tha 'dhuais-san mòr ò'a r^ir:

Do sholasaibh tha 'shlighe l^n ;

Is sìth a ghuàth 's gach ceum.

PARaPH. X. XI.

9 Vew of his works can we survey
;

These few our skill transcend :

ut the fuil thunder of his pow'r
What heart can comprehend ?

X. Prov. i. 20-31.

1 Ix streets, andop'ningsof the gates,
Where pours the busy crowd,

Thus heav'uly Wisdom lifts her
And cries to men aloud : [voice,

2 How long, ye scornera of the truth,
Scornful will ye remain ?

How longshall foolstheir folly love,

And hear my words iu vain?

3 O turn, at last, at my reproof 1

And, in that happy hour,
His bless'd effusions on your heart
My Spirit down shall pour.

4 But since so long, with earnest voiee,

To you in vain I call,

Since all my counsels and reproofs
Thus iueffectual fall

;

5 The time will come, when humbled
In sorrow's evil day, [low,

Your voiceby anguish shall betaught,
But taught too late, to pray.

6 When, like the whirlwind, o'er the
Comes desolation's blast : [deep

Pray'rs then extorted shall be vain,
The hour of raercy past.

7 The choice you made has fix'd your
Kor this is Heav'n's decree,[doom;

That with the froits of wbat he
The sinuer lill'd shall be. [sow'd

XI. Prov. iii. 1.3—17.

1 O HAPPY is the man who hears
Instruction's warning voice ;

And who celestial wisdom makes
His early, oiily choice.

2 For she has treasures greater far

Than east or west untbld
;

And her rewards more precious are
Thau all their stores of gold.

3 In her right hand she holds to view
A length of happy days ;

Riches, withsplendid honours join'd,

Are what her left displays.

4 Sheguides theyoung with inuoceuce,
In pleasure's path to tread,

A crovvu of glory she bestows
Upon the hoary head.

5 According as her labours rise,

So her rewards increase
;

Her ways are ways of pleasantness,

Aud all her paths are peace.
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XII. Gnath-fhoc. vi. 6—12.
1 ElRICH a lundaire gu grad, [stad ;

"S thoir ort an seangan beag gun
Oir ged nach d' fhuair e riamh fear-

iùil',

No neach g'a ghreasadh air a chùl;

2 Fa chomhair geamhraidh ni e deas,

A'cuimlineachadh gun tàmh a leas;

San t-samhradh trusaidh e a lòn,

,

San flioghar iomlan tha a stòr.

3 Ach c'uin a dh'èireas tus' o d'shuain?

A lundaire, nach dùisg thu suas ?

Cha'n iarr do leisg ach tuilleadh

tàimh,
Le clò do'n t-sùil, is pasga làmh.

4 Ach feuchl thabochdainn agnsbròn,
Agiadhadh airgach làimh a'd'chnir;

'S mar ghaisgeach armach teachd
a'd' dhàil, [sàil.

Trom-bhruthaidh iad do cheann fo'n

XIII. Gnath-flioc. viii. 22—36.

iBlBH tosdach uilc, chlann.dan daoii

Tràth ghlaodhas Gliocas Dè,
A bhriathra thugar leibh fa'near,

'S d'a earail thugaibh gèiU.

2 Bu mhise Annsachd Dhè o thùs,

Mu'n robh na nèamha ann
;

'S mu"n d'fhuair an domhan mòr a
Bha mise, feadh gach àm. [bhith

3 Mu'n robh ann slcibhte mòr' no
Mu'n robh ann muir no tir,[beag',

No ni air bith sa' chruinne-chè
;

Aig deas làimh Dhe bha mi.

4 Tràth dhealbhe neòil is athar àrd,

An talamli tràight' 's an cuan,
'S tràth ghearr e 'n criochan doibh fa

Bha mise leis san uair. [leth

5 Tràth chroch e 'n talamh cothrom-
Gun taie ris o aon taobh, [aicht'

Dhearc mi le sùlas mòr an sin

Air ionad còmhnuidh dhaoin'.
6 Dhealbh smuain mo chridh' o shiorr-

uidheachd
Làn-tearmunn doibh o'n bhàs;[so,

Neo-chaochluidheach, uaith sin gu
Tha m'iochd dhoibh is mo ghràdh.

7 Ri m' theagasg eisdibh uime sin,

Ls gheibh sibh beatha uaith,

Is sona 'n ti bheir gèiU do m' lagh
;

Bidh 'n ti nach tabhair truaigh.
8 Is mise ni gu nèamh an t-iùl,

'Sa bheir do 'n ionraic duais
;

Tha beatha 's càirdeaa aig gach
A leanas mi gach uair. [neach

9 Ach 's naimhde mòr d'an an'maibh
fein

Na dhiultas geiU do m' reachd

PARAPH. XII. XIIL 177

XII. Prov. vi. 6—12.
1 Ye indoleut and slothful ! rise,

Vievv the ant's labours and be wi.ìe;

She has no guide to point her way,
No ruler chiding her delay

:

2 Yet see with what incessant cares

She for the winter's storm prepares;
In summer she provides her meat,
And harvest finds her store com-

plete.

3 But when will slothful man arise ?

How long shall sleep seal up his

eyes ?

Sloth more indulgence still demands;
Sloth shuts the eyes, and folds the

hands.
4 But mark the end; wantshall assail,

When all your strength and vigour
fail

;

Want, like an armed man, shall rush
The hoary head of age to crush.

XIIL Prov. viii. 22, to the end.
1 KeeP silence, all ye sous of men,

And hear with rev'rence due
;

Eternal wi~dom from above
Thus lifts her voice to you :

2 I was th' Almighty'a chief delight

From everlasting days,

Ere yet his arm was stretched forth

The heav'ns and earth to raise.

3 Before the sea began to How,
And leave the solid land,

Beforethe hills and mountainsrose,
I dwelt at his right hand.

4 When first he rear'd the arch of
heav'n,

And spread the clouds on air,

When first the fountains of the deep
He open'd, I was there.

5 There I was with him when he
stretch'd

His compass o'er the deep,[wave9
And charg'd the ocean's swelling

Within their bounds to keep.
6 With joy I saw the abode prepar'd

Which men were soon to tìll

:

Them from the tìrst of days I lov'd,

Unchang'd, I love them still.

7 Now therefore hearken to my words,
Ye children, and be wise

:

Happy the man that keeps my ways;
The man that shuns them dies.

8 Where dubious paths perplex the
Direction I afford

; [raind,
Life shall be his that follows me,
And favour from the Lord.

9 But he who scorns my sacred la^s
Shall deeply wound his hpart,
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'S na bheir sior-fhuath do m' theag-
asg: naomh,

Chum ifrinn thèid gu beachd.

XIV. Ecles. vii. 2—6.
1 O SIBHS' air fad le 'm b' àill bhi glie,

Bibh tric an tigh a' bhròin :

j

Oir luath no mall tha sinn gu lcir

Ri fulang pèin is leòn.

2 Is fearr ga mòr bhi giùlan goimh, '

O àmhshar tigh na caoidh' ;
'.

Na 'n cridh' a lot le sòlas baoth,
An cuideaehd dhaoine daoi.

3 'N tràth bhios au aghaidh tuir.seach:

'S an t-sùil a' sileadh dheur,[trom, :

Gheibh smuainte naomh' san anam
'S ni iad ni 's fearr an gnè.[tàmh,

4 An duine crionna theid gu tric
\

Gu bothan bochd a' bhròin ;

Ach leis an dream air bheagancèill'i
Is aoibhinn talla cheòil. '

5 Is diombuan aighear dhaoine daoi. '

'S is dlùth dhoibh àmhghar truagh: :

Mar bhoisge fuaimueach droighinn
fhaoin

Ghrad-chaochluidheas gu luath.

XV. Ecles. ix. 4,5,6, 10.

1 'Se nis an t-àm bhi rt^idh ri Dia

;

'S e nis an t-àm thoirt gèill do'n
Triath

;

Am feadh a mhaireas là nan gràs:
Keudaidh gacli neacli dol as o'n bhàs.

2 'S i so an uair a sheaehnadh truaigh',

'S a thabhairt nèimh a mach le

buaidh ;

So cothrom aigh, ta diandhol seach,
Deanar deadh-bhuil dheth leis gach!

neach.

3 Is fìos do'n bheò gu faigh e bSs,

Air dìchuimhn' tha gach marbli an

An cuirahne dh' fhalbh, is dh' fhalbh
an ainm,

Cha'n aithnich'r iad, 's cha'n aithne
dhoibh.

4 Theirigan gràdh, is sguir am fuath,

'S tha'm farmad sinte leo san uaigh
;

Cha 'n eòl doibh ni sam bith fo 'u

ghrèin;
An saothair sguir maraon riu fèin.

5 Dean dìchioll uime sin 'ua thràth,

Criocli a chur air saothair do lamh
;

Oir saothair, seòl, no obair ghlic,

Cha deanar leat gu bràth fo 'n lic.

6 San uaigh, do'm bheil sinu uile triall.

Maith'nas cha'n fhaigh, 's cha d'

fliuaraflh riamh :

Gunchaochla'bithidh cor gach ueach
Gu àm d'a bhinne teachd a mach.

PARAPH. XIV. XV.
He courts destruction who con-

temna
The counsel I impart.

XIV. Eccles. vii. 2—6.
1 While others crowd the house of

mirth,
And haunt the gaudy show,

Let such as would with wisdom dwell
Frequent the house of woe.

2 Better to weep with those who weep,
And share th' afflicted's smart,

Thau mix with fools in giddy joys
That eheat and wound the heart.

3 When virtuoua sorrovv clouds the
And tears bedim the eye, (face,

The soul is led to solemn thought,
And wafted to the sky.

4 The wise in heart revisit oft

Grief's dark sequester'd cell

;

The thoughtless still with levity

And mirth delight to dwell..

5 The noisy laughter of the fool

Is like the crackling sound
Of blazing thorns, which quickly fall

In ashes to the ground.

XV. Eccles. ix. 4—6, 10.

1 AS long aslife its term extends,

Hope's blest dominion uever ends ;

For while the lamp holds ou to

burn,
The greatest siuner may return.

2 Life is the season God hath giv'n

To tiy from hell, and rise to heav'u ;

That day of graee tìeets fast away,
Aud noAe its rapid course can stay.

The living kuow that they must
die,

But all the dead forgotten lie :

Their mem'ry aud their name is

gone,
Alike unknowing and unknown.
Their hatred and their love is lost,

Their envy buried in the dust

;

They have no share in all that's

done
Beneath the circuit of the sun.

Then what thy thoughts design to

do,

Still let thy hands with might pur-

sue;
Since no device nor work is found,

Nor wisdom underneath the ground.
1 In the cold grave to which we

haste,

Tliere are no acts of pardon past

:

But fìx'd the doom of all remains,

And everlasting silence reigns.
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XVI. Ecles. xii. 1.

1 Climhnich tlo Dhia an làithibli

t'òig',

Làithibh gun bhròn gun smal

:

Mu'n tjo: na bliadhnaidh breòite

'rf am tà;) air t'inntinn cal. [tiuu,

2 Rlu'n salaich lochd air bith do
chridh',

Grad-sgrriobh air lagh do Dhia
'S do Chruithear cuimhnich fòs an
Mu'm l'às thu aosmhor liath.[tràs.

3 Oir, goirid uaìt tha pian is bròn,
Na neòil tha cheana dlùth

Ni t'aoibhneas dorch, is t'òige sean,
A' cur do ghean air chùl.

4 'S gearr gus an gearain thu gu goirt

Fo sprochd is iarguin aois',

'San cuimhnich thu air aigheart'òig',

Nach piU ui 's mò do d'thaobh.

XVn. Isaiahì. 10—19.
1 A MHAITHEAX Shodoim ! gabhaidh

suim
Do fhocal Righ nam feachd ;

Fheara Ghomorah! thigibh dlùth,
Is bithibh ùmh'l d'a reachd.

2 Mar so a deir e, Ciod is brigh
D'ur n-iobairtibh gun st.n ?

Tha m' altair sgith d'urtiodhlacaibh,
'S thug mi d'ur n-aoradh gràiu.

3 Ged las 'ur n-ìobairtean gu nèamh,
'S ged dhorchaieh tùis an speur

;

Gidheadh bheir mise fuath is gràin
Do ghniomh 'ur làmh 's duibh fein.

4 Bhur trasg 's 'ur n-urnuigh 's fuath-
'S 'ur làithe fèill faraon ;[ach leam,

Oir tha 'ur, chridhe làn do cheilg,

'S 'ur shghe cam is claon.

5 Glanaibh 'ur làmhan o gach olc,

'S na deanaibh lochd ni 's mò

;

'Nur giùlan uile bithibh ceart,
'S 'nur cridhe glan, gun gho.

6 Na tairgibh dhomhsa urram faoin,
Ach foghlumaibh mo reachd

;

Teann-thagraibh cùis na bantraich
truaigh,

'S air fann na deanaibh lochd.

7 An sin, dearg mar chorcur ged robh
'Ur lochdan, nighear uaibh

An sal, is bidh sibh glau, tre ghràs
Mar shueachd is àiHe snuadh.

XVIII. Isaiah ii. 2—6.
1 FEUCH ! èiridh san linn dheireann

aich
Naomh theampull Dhia na glòir',

Os ceann nam beann 's nan sleibht-

ean àrd'

;

Fàth iongantais ro-rahòir

'
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XVI. F.ccles. xii. 1.

1 IN life's gay morn, when sprightly
youth

With vital ardour glovvs,

And shines in all the fairest charms
Which beauty can disclose

;

2 Deep on thy soul, before its pow'rs
Are yet by vice enslav'd,

Le thy Creator's glorious name
And character engrav'd.

3 For soon the shades of grief shall

cloud
The sunshine of thy days

;

And cares, and toils,in endless round,
Encompass all thy ways.

4 Soon shall thy heart the woes of age
In mournful groans deplore,

And sadly muse on former joys,
That now return no more.

XVIL Isaiah i. 10—19.
1 RULERS of Sodom ! hear the voice

Of heav'n's eternal Lord ;

Men of Gomorrah ! bend your ear
Submissive to his word.'

2 'Tis thus he speaks : To what intent
Are your oblations vain ?

Why load my altars with your gifts,

PoUuted and profane ?

3 Burnt-off'rings long may blaze to
heav'n,

And incense cloud the skies
;

The Horship and the worshipper
Are hatefui in my eyes.

4 Your ritcs,yourfasts, yourpray'rs, I

And pompof solenm days:[scorn,
I know your hearts are fulì of guile,
And crooked are your ways.

5 But cleanse your hands, ye guilty
And cease from deeds of sin;[race,

Learn in your actions to be just,
And pure in heart within.

6 Mnck not my name with honours
But keep my holy laws

; [vain,
Do justice to the friendless poor,
And plead the widow's cause.

7 Then tho' your guilty souls are
stain'd

With sins of crimson dye,
Yet, through my grace, vvith suow

itself

In whiteness they shall vie.

XVÌIL Jsaiah ii. 2—6,
I Behold! the mountain of the

Lord
In latter daj-s shall rise

On mountain'tops above the hills,
And draw the wond'ring eyes.
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2 D'a ioimsuiclh thig na cinnich ait,

Gach teangadh 's treubh le chèil':

Ag ràdh, Suas greasamaid gun dàil

Gu teampuli àluinn Dè.

3 An solus thig o Shion àrd
Dealraidh feadh dhùthcha cein

;

'S do 'n Righ 'na shuidh' air Salem
Bheirear 's gach àite geill. [ta

4 Measg chinneaclì 's eilean iomallach
Ard-shuidhidh e gu breth ;

'S o cheartas naomha gheibh gach
A bhinne l'^in fa leth. [aon

5 Le connspoid is le han-iochd borb
Cha bhuairear linn nan gràs;

Gu speal is coltar iompaichear
Gach claidheamh "s inneal bàis.

6 Le nàmh ni 's mò cha chasgrar nàmh
'S cha bhi san àraich caoidh :

Cha chruinnich trompaid slòigh r'a

cht'il',

'S cha 'n eighear cath a chaoidh.

7 O ehineil lacoib, uime sin,

Thigibh gu teampull Dè ;

"S 'na sholus-sàn ta dealracii glan,

Sior thriallamaid gu uèamh.

XIX. Isaiah ix. 2—8.
1 FeucH ! dh'eirich solus air na slòigh

Bha chòmhnuidh 'n duibhre bàis;

Is air an t-sluagh a bha tb sgàil,

Nis dhealraich Grian nan gras.

2 A d'ionnsuidh-sa, a Ghrian an aighl

Le fàilte thig gach sluagh,

'S iad aoibhinn mar luchd buain o'n

'S am foghar taisgte suas. [ihaich,

3 Oir thog thu dhinn ar neallach
Is lotadh leat ar nàmh, [ghoirt,

Le d' ghairdean treun ghrad-thilg thu
Luchd mi-ruin chum an làir. [sios

4 Mar laoch a' ruith feadh fola 's àir,

Tha Slànuighear nam buadh ;

Mar cheumaibh dealanaich nan speur
Bheir thu fo ghèill gacli sluagh.

5 Feuch dhuinne rugadh Mac an aigh:

Fhuair .sinn Sl^uuighear treun !

Gach treubh air thalamh geillidh

Is aingle nèimh gu leir. [dha,

6 Prionnsa ua siochaint canar ris,

'S e'n Ti ta glic is treun
;

Le ceartas riaghlaidh e gacii sluagh
O 'chaithir shuas air nèamh.

XX. Isaiah xxvi. 1—7.

1 ClA glòrmhor àluinn caithir Dhe !

Sion cia breagh a snuadh !

Innte chuir Dia a chaithir-righ,

Chum marsuinn siorruidh buan.
2 A balla dìonaidh e le 'ghràs,

Gu làr cha tuit i chaoidh
;

PARàPH. XIX. XX.
2 To this the joyful nations round,

AU tribes and tongues shall flovv ;

Up to the hill of God, they'll say,
And to his house we'll go.

3 The beam thatshinea fromSion hill

Shall IÌ£:hten ev'ry land
;

The kiiig u Iio reigns in Salem's tow'rs
Shall all tlie vvorld command.

4 Among the nations he shall judge
;

Hisjudgments truth shall guide

;

His sceptre shall protect the just,

And quell the sinner's pride.

5 No strife shall rage,nor hostile feuds
Disturb those peaceful years;

To ploughshares meu shall beat their

svvords,

To pruning-hooks their spears.

6 No longer hosts encount'ring hosts
Shall crov^ds of slain deplore :

They hang the trumpet in the hall,

And study vvar no more.

7 Come then, O house of Jacob I come
To worship at his shrine ;

And, vvalking in the light of God,
With holy beauties shine.

XIX. Isaiah ix. 2-8.
1 THE race that long in darkness pin'd

Have seen a glorious light

;

The people dvvell in day, vvho dvvelt

In death's surrounding night.

2 To hail thy rise, thou better Sun !

The gath'ring nations come,
Joyous, as when the reapers bear
The harvest treasures home.

3 For tliou our burdcn hast remov'd,
And quell'd th' oppressor's svvay,

Quick as the slaughter'd squadrons
In Midian's evil day. [fell

4 To us a Child of hope is born ;

To us a Son is giv'n
;

Him shall the tribes of earth obey,
Him all the hosts of heav'n.

5 His name shall be the Prince of
For evermore ador'd, [Peace,

The Wonderful, the Counsellor,
The great and mighty Lord.

6 His pow'rincreasingstillshallspread,
His reign no end shall know ;

Justice shall guard his throne above,
And peace abouud below.

XX. Isaiah xxvi. 1—7.

1 HOW glorious Sion's courts appear,
The city of our God !

His throue he hath establish'd here,
Here fix'd his lov'd abode.

2 Its walls, defended by his grace,

No pow'r shall e'er o'erthrow,
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Ni sl^iute tèarmunn di gach taobh,

'S ifrinn cha 'n fheud a claoidh.

3 A dhorsa siorruidh, eiribh suas,

Fosglaibh gu luath o chpil'

;

'Sgu'n rachadh naomh-shluagh Dhò
a steai'h,

A thug d'a reachd-san gèiih

4 An so gun airceas mealaidh sibh

Sith shòlasach gu bràth
;

[Dhè,
Sibhse le 'n ionmhuinn àrd-aium

'S tha deanamh buin à 'ghràs.

5 Earbaibh a Dia, sìor-earbaibh as ;

Gach eagal fògraibli uaibh ;

Aig Dia tha curahachd chum 'ur

dion,
Feadh linn nan linn gu buan.

6 Còmhnuidh nan droch dhaoin', ged
Bheir Dia le 'làimh i nuas

;
[is àrd,

'S am mòr-chuis tilgidh esan sios,

Co iosal ris an uaigh.

7 Saltraidh am bochd an sin le tàir,

Air àrois àrd nan daoi

:

Tràth bhios iad siute air an làr,

Gun èirigh 'n àird a chaoidh.

XXI. Isaiah xxxiii. 13—18.

1 Ho ! gach aon neach fad as no dliith,

Do'n chùis so gabhaibh suim ;

Bidh àghisbeannachd aignan£U)imh,
Ach sgriosardaoine daoi.

2 An ti bhios ionraic treibhdhy-each
I

Fa chomhair Dhè gach uair,

Ri gniomh gun iochd nach cuir a
làmh,

j

'S air brèig gu bràth nach luaidh;

3 .\n ti nach laimhsich duais an uilc,

'S gu ceilg nach buair an saogh'i,

Nacli seall guu ghràin air lochd air

bith,
j

'S nach gluais air slighe chlaoin.

4 Au ti sin còmhnuidh gheibh gu bràth
An daingneach làidir Dhè ;

Guu easbhuidh gheibh e 'theachd-an-
Is caisgear iota 's fheum. [tvr,

5 Fadheoidhbidh Nf^amh dhafosgailte,
Le dorsaibh farsuinn fial,

'S le Righ nan rìghrean bithidh e
Gu tèaruint' feadh gach ial.

XXII. Isaiah xl. 27—31.

1 C'AR SON a dhòirtear leat a mach
Do chaoidh, gun dùil ri iochd ?

Ceart mar nach tugadh Dia fa'uear
Cùis neach air bith d'a shliochd.

2 Esan a chruthaich talamh 's nèamh,
Am bheil a thearmunn gann ?

No 'm feud an làmh a dhealbh gach
Fàs sguh gu bràth no fann ? [ni
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Salvation is its bulwark sure,

Against th' assaihng l'oe.

3 Lift up the everlasting gates,

TJie doors wide open tling ;

Enter, ye nations, who obey
The statutes of our King.

4 Here shall ye taste unmingled joys,

Aud dwell in perfect peaee.

Ye, who have known Jehovah's narae,

And trusted in his grace.

5 Trust in the Lord, for ever trust,

And banish all your fears ;

Strengthin the Lord Jehovahdwel's
Eternal as his years.

6 What though the wicked dwell on
high,

His arm shall bring them low

;

Low as the caverns of the grave
Their lofty heads shall bow.

7 Along the dust shall then be spread
Their tow'rs that brave the skies :

On them theneedy's teetshall treaJ,

And on their ruins rise.

XXI. Isaiah xxxiii. 1.3—18.

1 Attexd, ye tribes that dwell re-

niote,

Ye tribes at hand, give ear

;

Th' uprigh t in heart alone have hopc,
The false in heart have fear.

2 The man who walks with God in

And ev'ry guile disdains, [truth,

Who hates to lift oppression's rod,

And scorns its shameful gains ;

3 V^'^hose soul abhors the impious bribe

That tempts from truth to stray,

And from th' euticing snares of vice

Who turns his eyes away :

4 His dwelling, 'midst the strength of

,

rocks,

I

Shall ever stand secure ;

His Father wiU provide his bread,

!
His water shall be sure.

5 For him the kinglom of the just
Afar doth glorious shine :

And he the King of kings shall see
In majesty diviue.

XXII. Isaiah xl. 27, to the end.

1 WHy pour'st thou forth thiue anxious
Despairing of relief, [plaint,

As if the Lord o'erlook'd thy cause,
And did uot heed thy grief ?

2 Hast thou not known, hast thou not
That firm remainson high [heard,

The everlasting throne of Him
Who form'd the earth and skv ?

o 3
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j

3 Maith, glic, is uile-chumhachdach, 3

Tha 'n Triath a ta 'gar dìon ; :

A shlighe ged nach lèir do neach,
Is ceart e anns gach gnìomh. I

4 'S mòr t'àth ar misnich, uime sin, '4

Fo cheannsal Dhia nan sluagh ; t

Do 'n tliirean lag bheir esan neart,
{

'S do'n anmhuun bheir e buaidh.

5

5 Caillidh na daoine seau an treòir,

'S an òigridh fein an lùth ;

Ach mheud 's a dh' fheith ri Dia nan

'

gràs, 6

Tha slàinte dhoibhsan dhith.

6 Le cosaibh lùthar siùbhlaidh iad

San t-slighe dh' ionnsuidh glòir'

;

'S fàsaidh an neart mar thriallas
7

iad,

'Nan giulau diadhaidh còir.
|

7 Air sgiathaibh creidimh èiridh iad,

Mar iolair luath nan speur,

Os ceann an t saoghail dhorcha so,

Gu Dia an àirde nèimh.

XXIII. Lsaiah xlii. 1—13.

1 Feuch ra' òglach! feuch mo sheir- 1

cinn ghràidh i

'S e àrdaicht' ann am neart

;

Mo roghainn e do'n t-sluaghgu lèir,

Dha thug mi speis gu beachd.
2 Airsan gu saoibhir tuirlingidh

Mo Spiorad naomha fèin,

Chum annsna dùtlichaibh ioiKallach

Mo bhreth gu'n cuir e 'n cèill.

3 Sèimh agus ciùin, gun gheilt no 3
buirb,

Bheir esan breth neo-chlaon
;

Cha bhris e 'm feasd a' chuilc th;

brùit',

'S cha mhùeh e'n lasair chaol.

4 Gu lasair sèidear leis an t-srad ; i

Do 'n lag bheir e làn-bhuaidii ; |

Feadh mhòr-thir 's eilean sgaoiiidh

Is gèiliidh dha giich sluagh. ['eud;

5 So deir an Dia ghairm nèamh gii

'S a las na lòchrain iùil, [bith,

A thug do 'n duine spiorad gUu,
'S a dhealbh gach uile dhùil:

6 'S tu m' Fhàidh, a ghairm 's a thog
rai suas

!

Gach uair is leat mo neart

;

O m' uile chumhachd gheibh thu
treòir [beairt.

Gu d' chòmhnadh anns gach

7 Annadsa ni rai ris gach tìr

Coimhcheangal siorruidh gràidh.

PARAPH. XXIII.

Art thou afraid his pow'r shall fail

When comes thy evil day ?

And can an allcreating arm
Grow weary or decay ?

Supreme in wisdom as in pow'r
The Rock of ages stands

;

Though him thou can'stnot see,nor
The working of his handa. [trace

He gives the conquest to the weak,
Supports the fainting heart;

And courage in the evil hour,
His heav'nly aids impart.

Mere huraan ])ow'r shall fast decay,
And youthful vigour cease

;

But they who wait upon tlie Lord,
In strength shall still iucrease.

They with unwearied feet shall tread
The path of life diviue

;

With growing ardour onward move,
With growing brightness shine.

On eagles' wings they mount, they

Their wings are faith and love,

Tiil, past the cloudy regions here,

They rise to heav'n above.

XXIIL Isaiah xlii. 1-13.

Behold my Servant ! see him rise

Exalted in my might

!

Him havel chosen, and in him
I place supreme deligtit.

On him, in rich effu.sion pour'd,
My Spirit shall descend

;

My trutlis and judgments he shall

sliow
To eaith's reraotest end.

Gentle and still shall be his voice,

No threats from him proceed ;

The smoking flax he shall not
quench,

Nor break the bruised reed.

The leeble spark toflames lie'Il raise;

The weak will not despise ;

Judgment lie shall bring forth to

And make the fallen rise. [truth,

The progress of his zeal and pow'r
Shall never knovv decliue,

Till foreign lands and distant isles

Receive the law divine.

He whoerectedheav'n's brightarch,
And bade the planets roll,

Who peopled all tiie climes of earth,

And form'd the human soul,

Thus saith the Lord, Thee have I

My Prophet thee install ;
[rais'd,

In right I've rais'd thee, and in

strength
ril succour vvhom I call.
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Thoirt saorsa do na braighdibh
leòiut',

'S do chinnich eòlas aigh.

8 Na dorsa praise brisidh tu,

'S na glasa làidir teann :

Is solus aoibhinn ap:us saors'

Bheir thu do 'n daor 's do 'u dall.

9 'S nriise lehobhah ; 's e sin m' ainm
Air leadh pach uile ial

;

jMo ghlòir cha bhuin do dhealbhaibh
faoiu',

' S mi tèin a'm' aonar Dia.
10 Feuch! choimhHonadh a nis gach ui

Gheal mi o shean do'u t-saogh'l
;

'S na nithe gheallar leam an tràs,

CoimhHonar iad faraon.

11 Canaibh do 'n Tighear;
nu adli

:

Air 'ainm biodh luadh 's gach àit

;

Feadh muir, is tir, is iunse cian
Biodh moladh Dhia gu bràth.

12A chaithirmhòir! isfuàsaich fhaoinl
Molaibh araon ar Dia

;

'Sa mhachair thugaibh moladh dha,
'S na bheil 'nur tàmh feadh shliabh.

13 Seinnidh gach sluagh, gu h-aon-
sgeulach,

Ghlòir iou-mholt' Dhè bhith-
bhuain

;

'S do'n chaithream aoibhiun agus
throm

Co-flireagradh foun is cuan

XXIV. Isaiah xhx. 13—17

1 A NEAMH.A,togaibh luathghair ait

;

A thalamh, binncheol seinn
;

Ashleibhte,canaibh cosheinn chiùil,

'S gach dùil air feadh gach linn I

2 Feuchaibh cia tròcaireach ar Dia

'

Cluinnibh a bhriathra gr^is
;

Do'n anam thruagh bheir comh'
fhurtachd,

Is saors' o dhochann bàis.

3 Sguiribh, an làithibh goirt 'u:

claoidh',

D'ur caoidh 's d'urgearan cruaidh
;

An saoil sibh nach toir Dia fa'near
Staid gach aoin neach d'a shluagh?

4 An diobair mathair ciochran maotli
A èfollaich, le h-an-iochd ?

Nachmaothaich osna 'sdeòir acridh
'S nach gabh i truas d'a shochd?

5 Ach, arsa Dia, ged chaochail iochd
D'a gineil anus gach mnaoi,

Mo ghaol is m'iochd-sa do mo
shluagh,

Gun chaochladh mairidh chaoidh.

PARAPH. XXIV. 183

8 I will estabhsh with the lands
A covenant in thee,

To give the Gentile nations light,

And set the pris'uers free

:

9 Asunder burst the gates of brass
;

The iron fetters fall

;

And gladsome Hght and Hberty
Are straight restor'd to all.

10 I am the Lord, and by the name]
Of great Jehovah known ;

No idol shall usurp my praise,

I

Nor mount into my throne.

11 Lo ! former scenes predicted ouce,

I

Conspicuous rise to view ;

And future scenes predicted now,

I

Shall be accomplish'd too.

{

12 Siug to the Lord iu joyful strains !

I

Let earth his praise resound,
Ye who upon the ocean dwell,

I

And fill the isles around !

j

13 O city of the Lord ! begin
The universal song

;

And let the scatter'd villages

The cheerful notes prolong.
14Let Kedar's wilderness afar

Lift up its lonely voice ;

And let the tenants of the rock
With accents rude rejoice ;

15 TiU 'midst the streams of distant

lands
The islands sound his praise ;

And all combin'd, with oue accord,

Jehovah's glories raise.

XXIV. Isaiah xlix. 13—17.

1 Ye heav'ns, send forth your song of

praise !

Earth, raise your voice below !

Let hiUs and mountains join tho
hymn,

And joy through nature tìow.

2 Behold how gracious is our God !

Hear the consoling straius,

In which he cheers our drooping
hearts,

And mitigates our pains.

3Ceaseye,when days ofdarkuess come,
In sad disiTiay to mourn,

As if the Lord could leave hissaints
Forsaken or forlorn.

Can the fond mother e'er forget

The infant whom she bore ?

And can its plaintivecries be heard,
Nor move compassion more ?

5 She may forget : nature may fail

A parent's heart to move ;

But Sion ou my heart shall dwell
In everlasting love.
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6DonQhainairdearnaibh modhàlàimh, 6 FuU in my sight, upon my hands

Ainm Shioin ghearr mi sìos ;

'

'

" '

A balla briste càiridh mi,
'S a h-àrois togaidh rìs.

XXV. Isaiah liii.

I ClA tearc an dream,Ie creidimh beò
A ghabhas eòlas uainn ;

No mhothaicheas o'm fiosrach fein,

Mòr-chumhachd Dhù bhith-bhuain?
2Tha losa teachd! gun ghreadhnachas,

A dh'fhoillseachadh cia dlùth :

Oir àille thalmhaidh air cha hhi,

No bheag do ioghnadh shùl.

3 Mar chinneas ann am fà^ach Ihaoin
Luibh mhaoth, gun churam

sluaigh

;

jMar sin, san t-saoghal aingidh so,

Dh'fhàs Criosd fo ainneart snas.

4 Fo dliimeas is fo tharcuis dhaoin', !

yeuch fearan àmlighair thruaighll

Is htoa a' leantuinn ris gun chlos,

An taobh a bhos do'u uaigh.

5 Ach cha b'e ftin, ach sinne thoill
;

Gach cràdh a rinn a leòn
;

I

Oir neòehiontach sheas e 'nar riochd,

'S gu h-iochdmhor ghabh air bròn.
6 Gidheadh mardhroch dhuin' mheas-

adh e,
j

'S mar fliògharach o ghràs ; \

Trath dhòirt e 'fhuil air son an t

shjaigh,

Fo osnaidh chruaidh a' bhàis.

7 Le 'naomh-fhuil nigh e dhinn gu
glan,

I

Ar truailHdheachd 's ar lochd ; j

Leighis a chreuchdan, 's shaor a
Gu bràth ar n-an'ma bochd.[bhàs

8 Chaidh daoine dall is ceannairceach
Air seachran truagh, mar threud:

Ach ghiulain Crio^sd arn-eusaontaa,
i

Is dhìol ar n-uile bheud. '

Fobhuillibh trom' arsmachdachaidhj
Feuch giulaji caomh Mhic Dhè I

|

M;ir uan gtm lochd, a dh' imlicheas
An làmh le 'n casgrar e.

10 A neochionta cò dh'fhoillsicheas !

'S e 'u cuibhreich chruaidh an sàs?
Feuch dhiteadh e le sanihladh

Is thugadh seach gu bàs. [reaclid,

I I Ls peacaich luidh e sios san dus,
Na beartaich thug dha uaigh

;
[e,

INIarchaith e 'bheatha, chriochnaich
Gun chiont', airmeud athruaigh.

Ì2 Mar so ge d' bhruthadh e le Dia,
Dh'èirich ar Triath a ris,

Oir iobairt iomlan 'aoin miiic fcin

Dhiol cvartas Dc gu sior :

I have engrav'd her name :

My hands shall build her ruin'd walls,

'And raise her broken frame.

XXV. Isaiah liii.

1 HOW few receive with cordial faìth

The tidings which we bring ?

Hovv few have seen the arm reveal'd

Of heav'n's eternal King ?

2 The Saviour comes ! no outvvarJ
pomp

Bespeaks his presence nigh
;

No earthly beauty shines in.him
To draw the carnal eye.

3 Fair as a beauteous tender flow'r

Amidst the desert grows,
So slighted by a rebel race
The heav'nly Saviour rose.

4 Rei''cted and despis'd of men,
Behold a man of woe

!

Grief was his close companion sti!l

Through all his life below.

5 Yet all the griefs he felt were ours,
Ours were the vvoes he bore

:

rangs, not hisovvn, his spotless soiìl,

VVith bitter anguish tore.

6 VVe held him as condemn'd by
Heav'n,

An outcast from his God,
Wliile for our sins he groan'd, lie

Beneath his Father's rod. [bled,

7 His sacred blood hath wash'd our
souls

From sin's polluted stain ;

HÌ9 stripes have heal'd us, and his

Reviv'd our souls again. [death
8 We all, like sheep, had gone astray

In ruin's fatal road :

On him vvere our transgressions laid:

He bore the mighty load.

9 Wrong'd and oppress'd hovv meekly
In patient silence stood ! [he

Mute, as the peaceful harmless lamb,
When brought to slied its blood.

10 Who can his generation tell?

From prison see him ied !

With impious show of law con-
dt-mn'd,

And number'd with the dead.

11 'Midst sinners low in dust he lay

;

The rich a grave supplied

:

Unspotted was his blameless life
;

Unstain'd by sin he died. [high,
12 Yet God shall raise his head on

Though thus he brought him lovv;

His sacred ofl'ring, when complote,
Shall terminate his vvoe.
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13 Oir, arsa Dia, làn shoirbhichidh

Mo thlachd 'na làimh pun cheisd;

Bidh 'ghineal lionmhor teadh gach
'S bidh inbhe mòr am feasd.[linn,

14 Bidh 'anam ait tràth dhearcas e

Air toradh pailt a phein
;

Is bheir na slòigh a shlànuich e,

Chu slor d'an Slàn'ear treun.

15 Roinnidh e chreach le laochraibh
treun';

•"S do 'n eug bheir pach aon nàmh;
Le ciontaich ge d' luidh' e san uaigh,

Dh'èirich le buaidh an àird.

16 Dh'flmiliuo: 6 dhioladh cionta
dhaoin'

A dli' fhaotainn sith' d'a shluagh;

'S mar charaid sior-bheò nis air

nèamh,
Tagraidh e 'n cùis gach uair.

PARAPH. XXVI. 185

13 For, saith the Lord, my pleasure
theu

Shall prosper in his hand

;

His shall a num'rous ofl'spring be,

And stiU his honours stand.

14 His soul, rejoicing, shall behold
The purchase of his pain

;

And all the guilty whom he sav'd

Shall bless Messiah's reigu.

i5 He with the great shall share the
spoil,

And baffle all his foes :

Though, rank'd with sinners, here
he fell,

À conqueror he rose.

16 He died 'to bear the guilt of men,
That sin might be forgiv'n :

He lives to bless them and defend,
And plead their cause in heav'u.

XXVL Isaiahlv.

1 O DHAOIXE tartmhor'. thigibh chum 1

Sruth pailt nan uisge beò ;
jAn nasgaidh gheibh am bochd a

dhiol,
I

Gun airgiod is gun òr.

2 C' ar son a struidheas sibh 'urmaoin
Air nithibh faoin' nach biadh ;

'S a chailleas sibh 'ur saoth'r gach là,

Mu ui nach sàsuich miann ?

3 Gu deònach cromaibh riums' 'ur^3

clnas,

Ma 's àill leibh suaimhneas fìor
;

Le m' tlieagasg bidh 'ur n-an'ma
Is gheibh sibh solas sior. fbeò,

4 Eisdibh, is mairibh beò gu bràth !

Mo chùmhnant gràsmhor 's leibh;

An tròcair a rinn Daibhidh ait,

Gun airc bheir mise dhuibh.

5 Mar fhianuisròghnaich 's thog mi e.

Mar cheannard treun do m'
shluagh

;

Gach fìne gairmidh e o chèin,
'S bheir iad fo 'bhrataicli buaidh.

6 Feuch criocha cian nach b"aithne'6
Is do nach b'aithne thu, [dhuit,

Ard-fhàidh ! a d'ionnsuidh cruiun-
ichidh,

'S do m' ainm-sa bheir iad cliu.

7 Grad-iarraibh Dia am feadh tha
'chluas

'Ga cromadh nuas r' ur glaodh
,

'S 'nuair tha e tairgseadh dhuibh a
ghràis,

Gabhaibh ri 'shlàinte shaor.

8 Trèigeadh an t aingidh 'shlighe

chlaon, [chridh',

'S an droch dhuin' smuain a

XXVI. Isaiah Iv.

HO ! ye that thirst, approach the
^Vhere living waters tìow: [spring

Free to that sacred fountain ali

Without a price may go.

How long to tìtreams of false delight
Will ye in crowds repair ?

How long your strength and sub-
stance waste

On tritìes light as air.

My stores afford those rich supphes
That health and pleasure give :

Incline your ear. and come to me ;
'

The soul that hears shall live.

With you a cov'nant I will make,
That ever shall endure ;

The hope which gladden'd David's
heart

ISIy mercy hath made sure.

Behold, he comes ! your leader
comes,

With might and honour crown'd:
A wituess who shall spread my name
To earth's remotest bound.

See ! nations hasten to his call

From ev'ry distant shore;
Isles, yet unknown, shall bow to

him,
And Isr'el's God adore.

Seek ye the Lord while yet his ear
Is open to your call

;

While ofier'd mercy still is near,
Before his footstool fall.

Let sinners quit their evil ways,
Their evil thoughts forego :'

Aud God, when they to him re-

turn,
Returuing grace will show.
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Is pilleadh iad ri Dia gun dàil,

Is gheibh iad siàint' is sìth.

9 Oir Dia tha saoibhir ann an iochd,
Is laghaidh e gach beud; [dhaoiu';

Cha'n ionnan nàdur dha 's do
A thròcair chaomh cha treig.

;0 Oir mar is àrd an speur, deir Dia,
Os ceann na talmhaiun i'iiaoin,

'S 00 àrd tha m' iùl 's mo smuainte-
Thar iùl is srnuainte dhaoin'. [sa

11 Nuas silidh frasa sneachd is uisg',

'S cha phill a ris an àird,

An talamh gus an taisich iad

A ghiuìan lòin 's gach àit.

12 Jlar so aon ghuth a labhras mis'
Cha tig air ais gun bhuil

; [dùil,

Moghairm gheibh èisdeachd o gach
Is bidli iad ùmh'l do m' thoil.

13 'N sin stiùrar dùthchan iompaichte,
L? h-aoibhneas is le fois :

N.i slfiibhte seinnidh air gach taobh;
Buailidh gach craobh a bos.

14 An àite droighinn agus dris

Bidh ùr-chroinn uaine fàs
;
[dùil,

Mar 80 sior-mhairidh ; 'sbheir gach
Ard-ehliu do Dhia nan gràs.

XXVn. Isaiah Ivii. 15, 16.

1 EiSDIBH ! gach neach air thalamh
Guth Dhè ro-àird is naoimh ; [ta,

\S iad so a bhriathra tròcaireach,

Fàth dòchais chloinn nan daoin'.

2 An àirde nòimh mo chaithir righ
O shiorrui'chd shocruich mis';

'S leam cliu nan aingeal feadh gach
linn,

'S gach buaidh ta iomlan leia.

3 Gidheaclh o m' ionad còmhnuidlj
shuas,

Seallaidh mi nuas a ghnàth,
Air luchd a' chridhe bhriste bhrùit',

'S 'nam bùthan ni mi tàmh :

4 A cheangal suas an spioraidbhrùit',

'S g'a thoirt o'n ùir a nìos ;

'S a bheothachadh nan an'ma
Tha dol do'n uaigh a sios. [truagh

5 Na h-an'ma sin a dhealbh mi fein,

Gheibh tèaruinteachd fo m' ghràs
Tagradh cha dean mi riu do shior,

Àlun tuit iad sios a'm' làth'r.

XXVIIl. Isaiah Iviii. 5—9.

1 Fel'CH ! ciod an trasg is àiU le Dia,
Au e bhi cianail trom ?

No sgeadaichte le samhladh bròin,
Is aghaidh leòinte chrom ?

2 An ioninhuiun leamsa èididh bròin,
DcirRighnaglòir'efèin?

PARAPH. XXVIL XXV 111.

9 He pardons with o'erHowing love

:

For, hear the voice divine !

My nature is not like to yours,
Nor like your ways are mine

:

10 But far as heav'u's resplendent
Beyoud earth's spot extend, [orbs

As far my thoughts, as far my ways,
Your ways andthoughts transcend.

11 And as the rainsfrom heav'n distil,

Nor thither mount again,
But swell the earth with fruitful

And all its tribes sustain : [juice,

12 So not a word that tìows from me
Shall inefì'ectual fall ;

But universal nature prove
Obedient to my call.

13 With joy and peace shall then be
The glad converted lands

;
[led

The lofty mountains then shall sing,

The forests clap their hands.
14 Where briers grevv 'midst barren

wilds,

Shall firs and myrtles spring ;

And nature, through its utmost
bounds,

Eternal praiscs sing.

XXVIL Isaiah Ivii. 15, 16.

1 THUS speaks the high and lofty

One;
Ye tribes of earth give ear

;

The words of your Almighty King
With sacred rev'rence hear :

2 Amidst the majesty of heav'u
My throne is fix'd on high

;

And through eternity 1 hear
The praises of the sky

;

i Yet, looking down, I visit oft

The humble hallow'd celL

;

And with the peuitent who mourn
' ris my d>ilight to dwell

;

4 Tlie downcast spirit to revive,

The sad in soul to cheer

;

And from the bed of dust the man
Of heart contrite to rear.

5 With me dwells no relentless wrath
Against the luiman race

;

The souls which 1 haveform'd .shall

find

A refuge in my grace.

XXVIIL Isaiahlviii. 5—9.

1 Attexd, and mark the solemn fast

Which to the Lord is dear;

Disdain the false unhallow'd mask
Which vain dissemblers wear.

2 Do I delight in sorrow's dress?

Saith he who reigns above;
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Le ceann airlùbadh, 'sgnùisfosmal,
Am faigh sibh uamsa spèis?

3 Ri daoine truagh 'gan sàruchadh,
Cum baigh is cothrora maith ;

'S do dhaoine bochd is an-shocrach
Gabh curam, 's biodh ort rath.

4 Do'n dilleachd ocrach thoir do
bhiadh,

'S biodh d'fhardach fial gach uair

Do'n choigreach tha gun àite tainih,

'S do'n anrach dhiblidh thruagh.

5 Còmhdaich an lomnochd, dion am
Tog suas an ti fo leòn

; [fuar,

'S na druid do chridhe le h-an-iochd
O neach air bith san fheòil.

6 An sin mar mhaduinn shoilleir

chiùin,
Bidh t'ùin' air thalamh bhos

;

Air fuile shlighe dealraidh Dia,

'S o t' iarguin gheibh thu fois.

XXIX. Tuir. iii. 37—40.

1 AM measg nan cumhachdach cò 'n

A bheir gu crich na 's àill ? [ti

Nach 'eil gach ni sa' chruinne-chè,
Fo ordugh Dhè a mhàin :

2 'S esan a ni ar n-aoibhneas mòr,
No bheir dhuinn bròn fa seach :

'S i 'làmh a dhealbh an solus iùil,

'S do dhuibh-neòil thug an dreach.

3 Ciod uim' an gearain duine beò,
'Ga leòn fo smachdach' Dhè ?

A chum a leas tha Dia 'ga chlaoidh
Gu thoirt d'a ionnsuidh fèin.

4 O dhaoine ! rannsaichibh gu geur,
Gach ceum d'ur slighe chlaoin

;

'S pillibh o 'r seachrauaibh gu Dia,
Thaobh meud a thròcair chaoin.

XXX. Hoseavi. 1-4.

1 THIGIBH, is rachamaid gu Dia,
Le cridhe tiamhaidh bròin ;

Ge d' pheacaich sinn, ni esan iochd
Air an'maibh briste lenint'.

2 Air 'iarrtus dùisgidh 'n doinionn
gharbh,

Is fàsaidh balbh a rìs ;

Is ged tha 'ghairdeantrcun gu sgrios,

Tha e co treun g'ar dion.

3 B'fliada 's bu chian ar n-oidhche
bhròin,

Bheir teachd an lò dhuinn gean ;

Oir thig ar Dia is fOgraidh e

Gach dòlas ruinn a lean.

4 'N sin gheibh sinn eòlas air a ghr^dh,
Ma thig sinn dhasan dlùth ;

Bidh 'ghnùis mar ghrein na maidne
'Saghuth marinnealciùil.[gloin'
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The hanging head and rueful look,
WiII they attract my love ?

3 Let sucli as feel oppression'a load
Thy tender pity share :

And let the helpless,homeIes3 poor,
Be thy peculiar care.

4 Go, bid the hungry orphan be
With thy abundance blest

;

Invite the wand'rer to thy gate,

And spread the couch "of rest.

5 Let him who pines with piercing

cold
By thee be warm'd and clad ;

Be t'hine the blissful task to make
The downcast mouruer glad.

6 Then, bright as morning, shall come
forth,

In peace and joy, thy days ;

Andglory from the Lord above
Shall shiue on all thy vvays.

XXIX. Lament. iii. 37—40.

1 AmidsT the mighty, where is he
Who saith, and it is done?

Each varying scene of changeful life

Is from the Lord alone.

2 He gives in gladsome bow'rs to dwell,

Or clothes in sorrow's shroud ;

His hand hath form'd the light, his

hand
Hath form'd the dark'ning cloud.

3 Why should a living man complain
Beneath the chast'ning rod ?

Our sins afiìict us ; and the cross

Must bring us back to God.
4 O sons of men ! with anxious care

Your hearts and vvays explore ;

Return from paths of vice to God :

Returu, and sin no more !

XXX. Hosea vi. 1—4.

1 COME, let us to the Lord our God
With contrite hearts return ;

Our God is gracious, nor will leave
The desolate to mourn.

2 His voice comraands the terapest

And stillsthestormy wave ;[forth,

Aud though his arm be strong to

smite,
'Tis also strong to save.

3 Long hath the night of sorrow
reign'd

;

The dawn shall bring us light

:

God shall appear, and we shall rise

VVith gladuess in his sight.

4 Our hearts, if Godweseek to know,
Shall know him, and rejoice ;

His coming like the morn shall be,

Like morning songs his voice.
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5 Mar dhrùchJ airbharr nan luibhean
maoth,

"S iad air gach taobh fo bhlàth ;

No mar na fraaan thig a nuas
Air fearann cruaidh is fàs

;

6 Mar sin ni dealradh gnùis ar Dè
Ar n-an'ma aoibhinn ait

:

Fògraidh e duibhre 's doil^hiosuainn,

Is ni sinu uaiU gun airc.

XXXI. Micah vi. 6—9.

1 CiA leis a thio: mi 'ra fìanuis Dhia,
Ard-thriath a' chruinno-chè !

No ciod an iobairt bheir mi dha,
Chum e bhi ghnàtli rium reidh ?

2 An toilich mile iobairt-lois};t',

Le'm boltrach tùis an Tnath ?

Deich mile sruthan olaidh 'n leòr,

'S gach ainmhidh beò san t-

sliabh ?

3 Mur leòr, an gabh e mo cheud-
phin,

An riochd mo bheatha ffcin ;

Toradh mo chuirp an èiric m'an'm'
Chura blii 's gach àm rium reidh?

4 Cha'n fhoghainn so ; is aobhar
gràin

Le Dia gach cràbhadh saoi

;

'Na fhocal leigr e ris a rùn,

A stiùradh chloinn nan daoin'.

5 O dhuine '. so na dli'iarr e ort

;

Dean ceartas, miannaich iochd ;

Gu h-umhal gluais an làth'r do
Dhia,

Ts dean a riar gu glic.

XXXII. Habac. iii. 17, 18.

1 CHAOinH ged nach toir craun fige

blàth,

'S nach fàs air fìon-chrann meas ;

Saoth'r a' chroinnolaidh ged a thrèig,

'S fàs dèis' gun bhi air slios

;

2 Gach treud o'n mhainnir ged a bhuail

Grad fhuathas 'nuair nach saoil

;

Greigh ged nach fàg an t-Earrach

Nobò airuachdarraoin; [cruaidh;

3 Gidheadh san Triath bidh mise ait,

Is ni mi uaill 'na ghràdh ;

Mòr aoibhneas ni mi ann am Dhia
;

'S e Dia mo shlàint' gu br^th.

4 Bheir Dia dhomh neart chum ruith

gu dian
Mar fhiadh air lìreach àrd :

Is bheir e mi gu riogh'chd na glòir',

Fo sheòìa caomh a ghràis.

5 'Se Dia mo stòr, mo bheatha, 's m'iùl

O 'n tig mo luth 's mo threis

;

Gainne no gort', beatha, no bàs,
Cha Hgar o 'ghràdh mi 'm leasd.

PARAPH. XXXI. XXXII.
5 As dew upon the tender herb,

Diffusing fragrance round ;

As sliow'rs that usher in the spring,
And cheer the thirsty ground :

6 So sliall his presence bless oursoula,
And shed a joyful light

;

That hallow'd morn shall chase
away

The sorrows of the night.

XXXI. Micah vi. 6—P.

IThcs speaks the heathen : How shall

The Pow'r Supreme adore ? [maa
With what accepted ofl'rings come
His mercy to implore ?

2 Shall clouds of iucense to the skies
With grateful odour speed ?

Or victims from a thousand hiUs
L^pon the altar bleed ?

3 Does iustice nobler blond demand
To .save tlie sinner's life ?

Shall, trembling, in his oflspring's
The father plunge the knile ?[side

4 No : God rejects the bloody rites

Which blindfold zeal began ;

His oracles of truth proclaim
The message brought to man.

5 He what is good hath clearly shown,
O favour'd race! to thee

;

And what doth God require of those
Who bend to him the knee ?

6 Thy deeds, let sacred justice rule
;

Thy heart, let raercy fìll

;

Ànd, walking liumbly with thy God,
To him resign thy will.

XXXII. Habak. iii. 17, 18.

1 What though no flow'rs the fìg-

tree clothe,

Tho' vines their fruit deny,
Tlie labour of the olive fail,

And fields no meat supply ?

2 Though from the fold, with sad sur-

prise

My flock cut ofT I see :

Though famine pinein emptystalls,
Where herds were wont to be?

3 Yet in the Lord wiU I be glad,
And glory in his love ;

In him I'll joy, who will the God
Of my salvation prove.

4 He to my tardy feet shall lend
The swiftness of the roe ;

Till, raisd on high, I safely dwell
Beyond the reach of woe.

h God is the treasure of my soul,

The source of lasting joy

;

A joy which want sliall not impair,

Nor death itself destroy.
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XXXIII. Mat. vi. 9—U.
|

' Ath.air gach dùil a bhos ia ahuas ! 1

D'an daal gacli cliu is gloir ;

A"d làthair striochdaidh sinne sios,

Gu h-iosal mar is còir.
I

2 T'ainm naomhaichear 's na h-uile 2

àit,
{

Is aoradh dha pach slògh ; !

Craobh-sgaoil dn Slioisgeul, 's thoir

dhabuaidh, 1

Is luathaich rioph'chd na glòir'.

3 Deaoadh gach dùil air thalamh
bhofl,

Do thoil raar aiuglibh nèimh ;

Dhi eèilleadh iad le cridhe ait,

'S le giulan macant' sèimh ;

4 Ar n-aran làthail deònuich dhuinn,
Is CTÌdhe taingeil Itis

;

Is ciod airbith is cuibhrionn duinn,
Do bheannachd biodh 'na chois. |

5 Maith dhuinn artiacha trom,aDhè,
A rèir mar mhaithear leinn,

D'ar feichnibh fein an euceartan,
1

'S gach beum a thug iad dhuinn.'
6 Na leig am buaireadh sinn, a Dhè, 1

Ach glèidh sinn o gach lochd; I

Oir rioghachd, cumhachd, 'a glòir

gun chrìch
'S leat nis 'sa rìs gu beacbd.

XXXIV. Mat. xi. 25-30.

1 BtJIDHEACH.AS follaiseach thug 1

Criosd, 1

D'a Athair fèin, ag ràdh, I

Sior-bheannaicht' bi-sa, Dhia nam
O linn gu linn gu bràth 1 [feart,

2 'S tu chèil air daoinibh saogh'lta gHc 2
Dearbh-fhirinn shlàinteil nèimh,

Gidheadh a thaisbein soilleir i
i

Do leanbaibh ùmhal sèimh.
j

3 'Si so do thoilsa, Athair chaoimh ! 3
'S do naomhreachd seasmhachj

buan :

Na iarradh aingle naomh' no daoin'l
Làn-fhioa an aobhair uainn. '4

4 Gachuile chumhaclid dhomhs' thugi
Dha mhàin is tios mo ghnè -.[Dia;!

Is dhomh-sa mhàin a ghnèsau 's eòl,|

'S do'n dream d"an seòl mi e.

5 sibhse ta le uallac'n trom 5

An uilc '3 an eagail leòiat', i

Thigibh a m'ionnsuidh-sa, is gheibh'
Bhur nanama fois is treòir.

I

6 Le cridhe ùmhal togarach 6
Mo chuing sa togaibh oirbh :

|

Do m' cheaunsal gciUibh, is do m'i
reachd, I

Gu beachd cha'n 'eil e doirbh.

PARAPH. XXXIII. XXXIV. I«i9

XXXIII. Matth. vi. 914.

F.ATHER of all ! \ve bow to thee I

Who dwell'st in heav'n ador'd ;

But preseut still through all thy
The universal Lord. [works,

For ever liallow'd be thy name
By all beneath the skies ;

And may thy kingdom still advance-,

Tiil grace to glory rise.

A grateful homage may we yield,

With hearts resign'd to thee ;

And as in heav'n thy will is done,
On earth so ìet it be.

From day to day we humbly own
The hand that feeds us still

:

Give us our bread, and teach to rest

Coutented in thy will.

Our sins before thee we confess
;

O may tliey be forgiv'n !

As we to others mercy show,
We mercy bcg from Heav'n.

StiU let thy grace our life direct

;

From evil guard our way ;

And in temptation's fatal path
Permit us not to stray.

For thine the pow'r, tlie kingdom
All glory's due to thee : [thine:

Thine from eternity they were,
And thine shall ever be.

XXXIV. Matth. xi. 25. to the end.

ThuS spoke the Saviour of the
world,

And rais'd his eyes to heav'n :

To thee, O Father ! Lord of all,

Eterual praise be giv'n.

Thou to the pure and lowly heart
Hast heav'nly truth reveal'd

;

Which from the self-conceited mmd
Thy wisdom hath conceal'd.

Ev'n so . thou, Father,hast ordain'd
Thy high decree to staud ;

Nor men nor augels may presume
The reason to demand.

Thou only know'st the Son : from
thee

My kingdom I receive
;

And uone the Father know but they
Who in the Son believe.

Come then to me, all ye who groaa
Vrith guilt and fears opprest

;

Resign to me the willing heart,

Aud I will give you rest.

Take up my yoke, and learu of me
The meek and iowly mind;

And thus your weary troubled
souls

Rep'sse and peace shall find.
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7 Oir caomh tha mise agua sèimh,

'S cha dean mo chuing 'ar criìdh :

Foghlumaibh uam, 's 'ur n-an'ma
sgith

Fois shiorruidh gheibh is àgh.

XXXV. Mat. xxvi. 26—29.

1 San oidhche san do bhrathadh los',

'S e rèidh gu 'bheatha leigeadh si03,

Ghlac e aran, is bheaunaich e,

Toirt buidheachais do Righ nan
nèamh.

2 'N sin thubhairt e r' a chàirdibh
gaoil,

('S e briseadh 'n t-samhlaidh sin air

'fheoil.)

Glacaibh, ithibh ; uaith so gu bràth,
Air chuimhnegleidhibh làmobhàis.

3 Ghlac e an cupan fòs 'na làimh,
Is thog e ris a ghuth an hird,

Tràth labhair e le briathraibh sìth',

Is teas-ghràdh lasadh suas 'na
chridh':

4 M' fhwil, amhuil so, bheir mise seach,
Mar èiric an'm' air son gach neach ;

So seula cùmhnaint slàint' is gràis',

Cruaidh-naisgte leamsa ann am
bhàs.

5 Làn-luchdaichte le gràdh do dh
Tha 'n cupan so, 's an ioc-shlàint'

saor
;

Gabhaibh dheth nile, 's bithibh beò
.

Eibh cuimhneach orms' thug suas an
deò.

XXXV. Jir Sheol Eile.

1 San oidhch' an d' èirich gach aon
nàmh

'N aghaidh Slànuighear dhaoin',
Ghlac e, 's e reidh gu dol gu bàs,

Aran 'na lànihaibh naomh'.
2 'S air toirt da buidlieachais do Dhia.

Tha riaghladh talamh 's nèimh,
An t-aran bhris, mar shamhl' air'

Isthuirtgu foil r'a threud;['fheòil,;

3 Mo chorp-sa briste, amhuil so,
|

Feuch bheir mi dhuibh gu saor
;

Oir air 'ur sonsa bhriseadh e,

'S air son a' chinne-daoin'.
4 Glacaibh is ithibh, uime sin,

Is cuimhnichibh mo bhàs,
Gach uair a ni sibh 'n obair cheudn'

'iS'a dheigh so, gu lÀ bhràth.

XXXVI. Luc. i. 46—56.
1 Nl m'anam uaill is gairdeachas

An Dia mo shlàinte caoimh
;

Oir thog a mhaitheaa Inilt suas
O m'inbhe shuaraich fhaoin.

PARAPH. XXXV. XXXVL
For hght and gentle is my yoke;
The burden I impose

Shall ease the heart, which groan'd
before

Beneath a load of woes.

XXXV. Matth. xxvi. 26—29.

1 'TWAS on that night, wheu doora'd
to know

The eager rage of ev'ry foe,

That night in vvhich he wasbetvay'd,
The Saviour of the world took bread :

And, after thanks and glory giv'n

To hira that rules in earth and
heav'n,

That .symbol of his tìesh he broke,
And thus to all his foll'wers spoke :

My broken body thus I give
P'or you, for all ; take, eat, and live

;

And oft the sacred rite renew,
Thatbringsmy wondrousloveto view.
Then in his h'ands the cup he rais'd,

And God anew he thank'd and
prais'd

;

Whilekindnessinhisbosom glow'd,
And frora his lips salvation tìow'd :

I My blood I thua pourforth, he cricB,

To cleanse the soul in sin that lies
;

In this the covenant is seal'd,

Aiid Heav'n's eternalgrace reveal'd.

ì With love to maii this cun is fraught;

Let all partake the sacred draught

:

Through latest ages let it pour,
In mem'ry of my dying hour.

Second Version, conlinued.

I Ghlac e an sin 'na làimh an cup',

'S thug buidheachas faraon,

Bha 'chridhe laiste le teasghràdh,
Shruth slàint' o 'bhilibh caoin.

1 Feuch amhuil .so bheir mise m'lhuil,

Gu'r tèarn' o ghuin a' bhàis
;

Gabhadh gach neach ; tha 'n ioc-

shlàint saor

Do gach uil' aon le'n àill.

Airfeadh gach linn sior-chuimhnich-
ibh,

Mòr shaoibhreas m'iochd 's mo
ghràis,

So seul a' chùmhnaint ni mi
ruibh,

Is cuimhneacban mo bhSis.

XXXVL Luke i. 46-56.
1 My soul and spirit, fàll'd with joy,

My God and Saviour praise,

Whosegooduess did from poor estate

Hi9 humble handmaid raise.
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2 Canar rai sona leis gach linn,

Oir rinn mo Dhia orm ioclid,

Is naomha 'ainm, '3 is buan a ghràs,

Nis is gach tràth gn beachd.

3 Feuch, dh'iTioillsich Dia a ghairdean
treun,

An t-uaibhreach thrèig e tur,

Luchd-àrdain thilg o'n caithir-righ,

'S an t-ìosal thog o'n dus.

4 An t-ocrach shàsuich e le lòn,

An saoibhir leòn le gort',

Ri luchd au àilghios cliuir e cùl,

Is thug a rùu do'n bhochd.

5 Chuimhnich e 'thròcair is a ghràs
Do lacob òglach Lin,

Is thug e cabhair, mar a gheall,

San aimsir fad o chèiu.

XXXVII. Luc. ii. 8—15.

1 AIR bhith do bhuachaillibh le chèil'

A' taireadh treud san oidhch',
Thaisbeanadh aingealdoibh o nèamh,

'S am magh lion e le soiUs'.

2 Bu inhòr an oiUt', ach thuirt e riu,

Na gabhaibh geilt uo sgàth,
Oir sgeul ro-ait tha agani dhuibh,

Is do gach linn gu bràth.

3 'N diugh rugadh dhuibh am baile 'n

Righ
An Slànuighear, seadh Criosd,

Feuch, cluinuibh uam-s?- comhara,
Le 'm mothaich sibh gur fior :

4 Aa naoidhean nèamhaidh gheibh
sibh 'u sin,

Follais do rosgaibh dhaoin',
'Se paisgt' au trusgan an-uasal,

'S ua luidh' am prasaich Ihaoin.

5 I.abhair an seraph so, 's air ball

Bha 'm magh do ainglibh làn,

A' seinn gu binn do Dhia na sith',

'S b' e so bu bhngh d'an dàn :

6 Gach glòir do Dhia siia uèamhaibh
Sith bhuan air thalamh ta : [shuas,

Nochd Dia 'dheadh-thoil do'n chinne-
daoin'

'S cha traogh am fcEisd a ghràdh.

XXXVIII. Luc. ii. 25—33.

1 DO Shimeon an diiine naomh
Dh'innseadh le Spiorad Dhia,

Gu faiceadh e roimh uair a bhàis,

Au Slàn'ear, Criosd au Triath.

2 An gealladh sòlasach so dh'l'heith

An naomh o là gu là
;

I3 cha do mhealladh e 'na dhùil,

Choimhlionadh chùis 'na tràth.

3 'Nuair thugadh losa rèir an lagh'

A stigh do 'n teampull naomh.
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2 Me blcss'd of God, the God of might,
All ages shall proclaim :

From age to age his merey lasts,

And holy is his name.

3 Strength with his arm th' Almighty
shovv'd ;

The proud his looks abaa'd
;

He cast the mighty to the ground,
The meek to honour rais'd.

4 The hungry with good things were
The rich with hunger piu'd: [fill'd,

He sent his servant Isr'el help,
And call'd liis love to mind

;

5 Which to our fathers' ancient race
His promise did ensure,

To Abrah'm and his chosen seed,
For ever to eiidure.

XXXVII. Luke ii. 8—15.

1 WhiLE humble shepherds watch'd
their llocks

In Bethleh'm's plains by night,

An angel seutfrom heav'u appear'd,
And fiU'd the plains with light.

2 Fear not, he said, (for sudden dread
Had seiz'd their troubled mind ;)

Glad tidings of great joy I bring
To you, and all mankind.

3 To you, in David's town, this day
Is born, of David's line,

The Saviour, vvho is Christ the Lord

;

And this shall be the sign :

4 The heav'nly Babe you there shall
tìud

To human view display'd,

All meauly wrapt in swaddìing-bands,
And in a manger laid.

5 Thus spake the seraph ; and forth-

with
Appear'd a shiuing throng

Of angels, praising God ; and thus
Address'd their joyful song:

6 AIl glory be to God on high,
And to the earth be peace

;
[men,

Good-will is shown by Heav'n to

And never more shall cease.

XXXVIII. Luke ii, 25—33.

1 JUST and devout old Simeon liv'd
;

To him it was reveal'd,

That Christ, the Lord, his eyes should
Ere death his eyelids seal'd. [see

2 For this consoling gift of Heav'u
To Isr'el's fallen state,

From year to year with patient hope
The aged saint did wait.

3 Nor did he wait in vain ; for, lo 1

Revolving years brought round,
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Do Shimeon dli'l'hoillsicheadh cò e,

Le Spiorad uèimh pu saor.

4 "Na ghfùrdean aosda ghlac an naomli
An uaoidhean, 's thug e chu

Do Dhia, 'aeseinn le aoibhneaa àrd,

""S le gairdeachas 'na ghuùis

:

5 Nis leig do t'òglach triall an sith

Chum siorruidheachd mar gheall;

O'n chunnaic mi do shlaint', a
Thriath,

Mo thriall na bitheadh mall.

6 Na làmhan so, a ghiac mo Righ,
Na glacadh ni 'na dhèigh ;

'S ua sùilean so a chunnaic Criosd
Na faiceadh ui l'o'u ghrein.

7 Tha'n t-slàinti; gheall thu dhuinn
o shean

'S a cho gheall thu faraon,

A' dearbhadh dhuinn gur fior do
ghràdh

Gu bràth do'n chinne daoin'.

8 So Grian an aigh le'm lògrar

duibhr'
A' Gheintilich gun iùl,

Is anns an cuir do theaghlach
taght'

Clann Israeil an dùil.

XXXIX. Luc. iv. 18, 19.

1 CIA'IXN'IBH sgeul ait ; Tha los' air

teachd
Ri'n robh o shean ar dùil

!

Lìonar gach cridh' le gairdeachas,
Seinnear gu bràth a chliu.

2 Tha'n Spiorad dhòirteadh air gu
Ri fhaicinn anns gach ni : [pailt,

Tlia gliocag, cumhachd, eud, is

gradh,
Dealrach 'nauile ghnìomh.

8 Le 'theachd, làn shaorar braighde
truagh'

Bh'aig Satan fo chruaidh-ghlai^

;

Oir sgaoilidh e gach cuibhreach
Is sgealbaidh dorsa prais.[theann,

ta thèid aii

Ini
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^ason due, the happy day,

l Le 'theachd, neal cion
chùl,

'S thig fradharc iùil do'n dall ;

Cliiisteachd do 'ii bhodhar, 's caii

do'n bhalbh,
'S do'n bhacach lùth nam ball.

5 Le'theachd, gheibh bochd is uireas'-

Làndjol do shaoibhreas gràis;[ach

VVhich all his wishes crovvn'd.

4 Wheu Jesus, to the temple brought
By Mary's pious care,

As Heav'u'sappointed ritesrequir'd,

To God was offered there,

5 Simeon into those holy courts
A heav'nly impulse drew ;

He saw the Virgin hold her Son,
And straight his Lord he knew.

6 With holy joy upon his face

The good old father smil'd ;

Then foudly in his wither'd arms
He clasp'd the promis'd child :

And while he held the heav'n-born
Ordain'd to bless mankind, [Babe,

Thus spoke, with earnest look, and
Exulting. yet resign'd : [heart

8 Now, Lord ! according to thy word,
Let me in peace depart

;

Mine eyes have thy salvation seen,
Aud gladness fiUs my heart.

9 Atlength my arrasembracemyLord,
Now let their vigour cease

;

At last my eyes my Savioui see,

Now iet them close in peace.
10 This greatsalvation, long prepar'd,

And uow disclos'd to view,
Hath prov'd thy love was constant
And promises were truc. [still,

11 That Sun I now behold, whose light

Shall heathen darkness chase,
And rays of brightest glory pour
Arouud thy chosen race.

XXXIX. Lukeiv. 18, 19.

1 HaRK, the glad sound, the Saviour
comes,

The Saviour promis'd long ;

Let ev'ry heart exult with joy,
And ev'ry voice be song !

2 On him the Spirit, largely shed,
Exerts its sacred fire ;

Wisdom aud might, and zeal and
His holy breast inspire. [love,

3 He comes ! the pris'ners to relieve,

In Satan's bondage held
;

The gates of brass before him burst,

The iron fetters yield.

4 He comes I from dark'uing scales of

vice

To clear the inward sight ;

And on the eyeballs of the blind
'J'o pour celestial light.

5 He comes ! the broken hearts tobind,
The bleeding souls to cure ;

And with the treasures of his grace
T' enrich the humble poor.
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An Tidhe briste ceanglar suas,

An t-auam trua^jh bidh slàn.

6 Thàinig làsaoraidh ait o'r Dia,
'S raaithear ar tìacha dhuinn :

Oir choimhlion Dia a ghealladh mòr,
Is bidh e "n còrahnuidh leinn.

7 Hosana ait do Righ na sith'

!

O so a maeh gu bràth ;

Co-fhreagradh nèamh,is muir, istìr,

Le co-sheirm shiorruidh dha.

XL. Luc. XV. 13—25.

1 Le misg is mi-bheus 'nuair a chaith

An struidhear truagh a mhaoin,
'S e 'g iarraidh lòin am measg nam

muc,
Do phlaosgaibh falamh faoin'.

2 Ged bhàsaichinn, thuirt e, le gort',

Am fearanu coigreach cèin,

An teaghlach m'Athar gheibh gach
Na 's àiU le 'chridhe fèin. [tràill

3 Nis pillidh, 's tuitidh mi a sìos

An làthair m' Athar chaoimh
;

Och ! pheacaich igcha'n airidh mi,
Air fiochd-sa no iochd nèimh.

4 Ag ràdh so, gu tigh 'Athar phill,

Le inntinn tliuirseach throm
;

Tràth chunnaic 'Athair e fad as,

Las tlus is iochd 'na chom.

5 Ghradruith 'an chòdhail, 's thug e

Le furan mr d'a mhac ; [pòg,
Is b'aithreach leis an struidhear

thruagh
Gu'n d'thug e fuath d'a smachd.

6 Och ì pheacaich, is cha'n airidh mi,
Air t'iochd-sa no ioclid nèimli

;

Dean mi a'm' sheirbhiseach a mhàin,
O Athair chàirdeil chaoimh !

7 Thugaibh a mach, ars' 'Athair ait,

A' chulaidh thaghta dha
;

'S gach iochd is urram diolamaid
Do'n iompachan gun dàil :

8 Oir bha e marbh, is tha e beò
;

Caillte, 's fadheòidh air sgeul ;

Biodh gairdeachas oirnn uime sin,

'S biodh so 'na làtha fèiU'.

9 Mar sin bidh gairdeachas air nèamh,
Tràth thèarnar peacach baoth

Le pilleadh dha le h-aithreachas
Gu 'Athair iochdmhor caouah.

XLL Eoin iii. 14—19.

1 'NUAIR tliogadh suas an nathair
phrais

Le Maois, san fhàsach chruaidh,
Dhearc oirre 'u dream bha dlùth

do'n bhàs,
Is ehlànuicheadh an sluagh

;
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6 The sacrcd year has novv revolv'd,
Accepted of the Lord,

When Heav'n's high promise isful-

tìll'd,

And Isr'el is re.stor'd.

7 Our glad hosannahs, Prince of
Peace 1

Thy welcome shall proclaim
;

And heav'n's exalted arches ring
With thy most houour'd name,

XL. Luke XV. 13—25.

1 The wretched prodigal behold
In mis'ry lying low,

Whom vicehadsunklrom highestate,
And plung'd in want and woe.

2 While I, despis'd and scorn'd, he
eries,

Starve in a foreign land,
The meanest in my father's house

Is fed with bounteous hand :

3 ril go, and with a mourning voice,
Fall dovvn before his face :

Father! I've sinn'd 'gainst Heav'n
and thee,

Nor can deserve thy grace.
4 He said, and hasten'd to his home,

[

To seek his father's love :

The father sses him from afar,

And all hisbovvels move.

5 He ran, and fell upon his neck,

I

Embrac'd aud kiss'd his son :

The grieving prodigal bewail'd

I

The fullies lie had done.
6 No more, my father, can I hope

To find paternal grace
;

My utmost wish is to obtaiu
A servant's humble place.

7 Bring forth the fairest robe for him,
The joyful father said

;

To hira each mark of grace be
And ev'ry honour paid : [shown,

8 A day of feasting I ordain
;

Let mirth and song abound

:

I\Iy son was dead, and lives again

!

Was lost, and now is found .

9 Thus joy abounds in paradise
Among the hosts of heav'n,

Soou as the sinner quits his sins,
Repents, and is forgiv'n.

XLL John iii. 14—19.

1 AS when tlie Hebrew prophet rais'd
The brazen serpent high,

The wounded look'd, and straight
were cur'd,

The people ceas'd to die :

RS
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2 Mar so tha Criosd air àrdachadh
Gu slàiute thabhairt duinu ;

Seallaidh na alòigh chaidh lot an
Is slànuichear gach tinn. [àird,

3 Cia an-mhor tròcair Dhia nan gràs'
Cia pailt a ghràdh is 'iochd

A thug a mliac mar ìobairt siias,

A dh'lliulanf; truaig:h' 'n.arriochd!

4 Cha'n ann a dhiteadh cloinn nan
A thàinig Criosd o nèamh;[daoin'

Geur-lann gu sgrios cha robh 'na
No bagradh bàis 'ua bheul.[làimh,

5 Le creidimh slàinteil gèillibh-sa,

A luchd mi-blieus, d'a reachd
;

Is bheir e tèaruint' sibh an sìth,

G'a riogh'chd a ta ri teachd.
6 Ach leanaidli dioghaltas gu luath

Aìi sluagh nach gèili 'na thràth,
An dream ni dimeas air Mac Dhè,

'S nach èisd ri tairgs' a ghràis.

XLIL F.oin xiv. 1—7.

1 UaibH fògraibh eagal 's iomgain
cridh',

'3 na biodh 'ur dòchas fann
;

Earbaibh à freasdal Dè a ghnath,
'S a' m' ghradh-sa gach aon àm.

2 Gu àros m' Athar pillidh mi,
Ann 's lionmhor ionad tAimh :

'S is dealrach glòir na rioghachd siu,

'Ga lionadh air gach laimh.

3 Mur biodh na nithe so mar so,

Dhuibh dh'innsinn sin o thùs ;

Cha mheallainn sibh le dùchas baoth,
No muinghinn niaoiu mu'nchùis.

4 Roimhìbh tlièid mise chum, 'nur
nainm,

Gu'n gabhainn sealbh air nèamh;'
'S gu'n ulluichinn a'm' rìoghachd
Gu siorruidh àite tàimh. [dhuibh

5 Ach pillidh mi air m'ais a ris,

Is bheir mi sibhse leam ;

An sin cha dealaich sinn ni 's mò,
'S cha bhi sibh brònach trom.

6 A' bheatha, 'n fliirinn, is an ròd
A threòraicheas gu iièamh,

Is mise 8Ìn ; 's na leanas mi,
Gu sonas bheir mi iad.

XLIII. Euin xiv. 25—28.
1 MO ghuth cha chluinn sibh tuille-

ad!i nis,

Ghairm m'Athair mi chum nftimh,

O'n tig an Comhfhurtair gun dàil,

An Spiorad gràsmhor naomh.
2 A'm' ainm sa cuiridh 'n t-Atliair e,

A dlieanamh dhuibh an iùil
;

A thoirt nachualasibh 'uurcuimhn',
S a dh'fhoillseachadh gach ciiis'.

PARaPH. xlii. xliil
2 So from the Saviour on the cross

A healing virtue tìows:
Who looks to him vvith lively faith

Is sav'd from endless woes.

'ò For God gave up his Son to death,
So gen'rous was his love,

That a!l the faithful might enjoy
Eternal life above.

4 Not to condemn the sons of meu
The Son of God appear'd ;

No vveapons in his hand are seen,
Nor voice of terror heard :

5 He came to raise our fallen state,

And our lost hopes restore ;

Faith leads us to the mercy-seat,
And bids us fear no more.

6 But vengeance just for ever liea

On all the rebel race,

Who God's tternal Son despise,
Aud scorn his ofier'd grace.

XLII. John xiv. 1—7.

1 Let not your hcarts with anxious
thoughta,

Be troubled or dismay'd
;

But trust in Providence divine,
And trust my gracious aid.

2 I to my Father's house return ;

There uum'rous mansions stand,
And glory manifold abounds
Through all the happy land.

3 I go, your entranca to secure,

And your abode prepare
;

Regions unknown are safe to you,
Wheu I, your friend, am there.

4 Thence shall 1 come, when ages
close,

To take you home with me
;

There we shall meet to part no
more,

And still together be.

5 I am the way, the truth, the lile :

No son of human race,

But such as I conduct and guide,
Shall see mv Father's face.

XLIII. John xiv. 25—28.
You novv must hear my voice no

niore

;

My Father calls me home ;

But soon from Jieav'n the Holy
Ghost,

Your Comfortcr, shall come.
2 That heav'nly Teacher, sent from

God,
Shall your wholc soul inspire

;
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3 Mo ahith mar bheannachd dealach-

'

aidh,
I

r dhiHb gheibh sibh 'n tràs ;

PARAPH. XLIV. XLV. 193

Your miiids sliall fill with sacred

truth,

Your hearts with sacred fire.

Mo shith bheir dhuibh Iàn-chomh-|3 p^^^e ìa the pilt I leave with you ;

•Nurbeathais'nurbàs.[thurtachd j^j^ ^^^^ to -ou bequeath ;

4 A reir droch nòis an tsaoghail
chlac

Cha mheall ini sibh gun cheisd
;

Is pealladh, gun a choimhlionadh
Cha toir mi dhuibh am t'tasd.

5 A'd' ghealladh, Thriath, ui sinne
Rè fad ar turuis fhaoiu ;

[bun,

'S ar n-earbsa làidirbidh a'd'ghràdh,

Ri fàgail dhuinu an t-saogh'I.

XLIV. Eoin xix. 30.

1 FEUCH ! losa ceusda air a' chrann 1

'S a cheann a' lùbadh nuas
;

'Fhuii chraobhach o gach creuchd a'

ruith,

Is cruitheachd bàis 'na ghruaidh.
2 Tha'n obair criochnaicht,—Labhair

'S e tiomn' a spioraid suas ; [e,;

Lùb e a cheann 's cha d'fhuiling e i

Gnè tuilleadh pein no truaigh'.

3 Tha'n obair criochnaicht,—Bhàsaich
Air son a' chinne-daoin' ; Criosd

Làn-fhuasgladli thug e dhuinn o'n
bhàs;

jO chumhachd Shatain shaor. |

4 Tha'n obair criochnaicht,-—Sguir a'

leòn

:

j

Le 'bhròn, le 'shaoth'r, 'a le "fhuil

Làn-cheannsaich e gach uile nàmh,
Is chreach e iad gu tur.

5 Tha'n obaircriochnaicht,—'Slinnac
Lagh'

Do linn an t Soisgeil ghèill

:

Seann nithe chaidh a nis air chùl,

'S tha 'n saoghal ùr gu lèir.

XLV. Rom. ii. 4—8.

1 O Dh.aOINE daoi ! an dean sibh tàii

Air gràs is foighid Dh;a?
'S an dean sibh fanoid air a neart?
An gleachd sibh ris, gun chiall ?

2 A chionn gu bheil a thròcair pailt,

Is 'fhoighidinn cho buan,
Am meudaich sibh 'ur seacharain,

'S am peacaich sibh gach uair ?

3 A ghin mhi-thaingeil ! nach
Bu chòir do mhaitheas Dc, [ais,

Do stiùradh dh'ionnsuidh aithreach-

'S do tharruing thuige lein ?
|

4 Am fearr leat corruich chur air Di

'S an Triath bhi dhuit 'ua nànih
I.s ionmhas feirge tha^gaidh suas,

Ni truagh thu là a' bhràth ?

Peace that shall comfort you through
life,

And cheer your souls in death.

4 I give not as the world bestows,
With promise false and vain

;

Nor cares, nor fears, shall wouiicl

the heart
In which my words remain.

XLIV. Jobn xix. 30.

1 Behold the Saviour on the cross,

A spectacle of woe !

See from his agonizing wounds
The blood incessaut flow !

2 Till death's pale ensigns o'er hia

cheek
And trembling lips were spread ;

Till light forsook his closing eyes,

And life his drooping head !

3 'Tis finish'd—was his latest voice
;

These sacred accents o'er,

He bow'd his head, gave up the

And suff'er'd pain no more. [ghost,

[4 'Tis fiuish'd—The Messiah dies

1
For sins, but not his own

;

The great redemption is complete,
And Satan's pow'r o'erthrown.

'Tis fini.sh'd—AUhis groans are past;

j

His blood, bis pain, aud toils,

]

Have fully vanquished our foes,

And crowu'd him uith their spoils.

6 'Tis finish'd—Legal worship ends,

And gospel ages run ;

All old things now are past away,
And a uew world begun.

XLV. Romans ii. 4—8.

1 U.NGR.A^TEFUL sinners ! whence this

scorn
Of God's long-sufi'ring grace ?

And whence this madness that in-

Th' Almighty to his face ? [sults

2 Is it because his patience waits,

And pitying bowels move,
You multiply transgressions more,
And scorn'his offcr'd love ?

mhò 3 Dost thou uot kuow, self-blinded

His goodness is design'd [man !

To wake repentauce in thy soul,

And melt thy hardeu'd mind ?

,[4 And wilt thou rather choo.se to meet
Th' Almighty as thy foe,

And treasure u'p his wralh in store

Against the day of woe ?
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5 An là sin 's dlùth, le 'dhioghaltas, 5

'S do bhinne ni e teaun ;

Thig fearg is claoidh ort aìr gach
làimh,

Gun neach gu d' thèarnadh ann.|

6 Ach iadsan uil' thug geiU do'n Triath, 6

'S a ghluais gu diadhaidh naomh,
Gheibh crùn na beatha mar an duais

Bhith-bhuain, lad saogh'l nan
saogh'I.

XLV!. Rom. iii. 19—22.
1 CIA diomhain earbsa chloinn nan

A' saoth'r an làmlia tèin ? [daoin'

O nàdur truailHdh ceannairceach
Cha sruth ach olc 's mi-bheus.

2 Biodh ludhaich 's Geintilich 'nan 2

Gun fhocal as am beul ;
[tosd,

'S ua deanadh duin' air bith do'n

Aon uaiU am tianuisUè. [t-sluagh

3 An gràs a ui dhinn fireaua,

Cha toill ar gniomh'ra fein ;

Oir ditidh 'n Lagh gach duine beò
Gu bròn bith-bhuan is pèin.

4 losal tràth dh'earbas sinn à t'ainm,

Cia luachmhor dhuinn do ghraa ! 4

Do ghràs a blieir dhuinu tireant-

achd,

'S do'r nauam dion gu bràth.

XLVII Rom. vi. 1—7.

1 'SaM buanaich sinn gu dàn 'nar

ciont',

Bhrigh saoibhreis gràsa Chriosd ?

Nar leigeadfi Dia gu laigh gu bràth

An smuain so tàmh "nar cridh'.

2 Tràth thugadh sinn doDhia gu raoch,

Ri droch-bheirt chuir sinn cùl

;

Is gheall sinn gluasad fad ar With'

Mar chruthach àluiun ùr.

3 Do'n pheacadh bhàsaich sinn ìe

Criosd ;

Leis dh'èirich sinn o'n uaigh
Gu beatha naoimh, a threòraicheas

Gu beatha ghlòrmhoir shuas.

4 Seadli, nis cha tràiUean sinn ni 's*mò,

Do pheacadh uo do bhàs;
Oir dh'fhuasgail Criosd gach cuibh-

reach dhinn,
Is mhiU ar n-uile nàmh.

XLVIII. Rom. viii. 31.

1 Le creidimh 's dòchas fògramaid
;

Geilt, ciont', is dòrainn uainn ;

'Se Dia ar caraid, 's mòr a threis ;

Cia 'n t-eascair bheiroirnnbuaidh?
2 An Ti thug 'aon-Mhac air ar son,

Mar chobhartach do'n bhàs

;

Nach toir gach tiodhlaceiledhuinu?
'S an ceil e oirnn a ghrSs ?

PARAPH. XLVI—XLVHL
Soon shall that fatal day approach
That raust thy sentence seal,

And righteous judgments, uow un-
known,

In awful pomp reveal

;

While they, who fuU of holy deeds
To glory seek to rise,

Continuing patient to the end,
ShaU gain th' immortal prize.

XLVI. Romans iii. 19—22.

Vaix arethe hopes thesons of men
Upon their works have buiU ;

Their hearts by nature are unclean,
Their actions fuU of guilt.

Silent let Jew and Gentile stand,
Without one vaunting word;

And, humbled low, confess their

guilt

Before heav'n's righteous Lord.

No hope can on the law be bmlt
Ofjustifying grace :

The law, that shows the sinner'a

Condemns him to his face. [guilt,

Jesus ! how glorious is thy grace!
When in thy name we trust,

Our faith receives a righteousness
That makes the sinner just.

XLVII. Romans vi. 1—7.

1 And shall we then go on to sin,

That grace may more abound ?

Great God, forbid that such a
thought

Should iu our breast be found I

2 When to the sacred font we came,
Did not the rite proclaim,

That, wash'd from sin, and aU its

staìns,

New creatures we became ?

3 With Christ the Lord we died to
With him to life vve rise, [sin

;

To life, whicli now beguu on earth,
Is perfect in the skies.

4 Too long enthraird to Satan's sway,
We now are .slaves no more;

For Chriyt hath vanquish'd death
and sin,

Our freedom to restore.

XLVIII. Romans viii. 31, to the end.

1 Let Christian faith and hope dispel

The fears of guilt and woe
;

The Lord Almighty is our friend,

And who can prove a foe ?

2 He who his Son, raost dear and
Gave up for us to die, "^lov'd,

Shall he not all things freeÌF give
That goodness can supply ?
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3 Feuch, fljuair sinu auns a' ghibht bu
mliò

Lànchòir air nithibh 's lu^h'

;

Tha Criosd air nèamh is talamhfòs,
'Na earlas air gach àgrh.

4 Cò'nis a chuireas ciont' à leth

Sluaigh thaghta Dliè nan gràs!

Cò (llùteas iad? no dhiultas sìth,

O dh'fhuihng Criosd am bàs ?

5 Dh'fhuiling e 'm bàs, ach dh'èiriche
Gu deas làimh Dliè le buaidh

;

'N siu tagraidh e ar cùis do shior,

Is bheir làn-dion d'a shluagh.
6 Cò nis ma ta a sgaras siun

O chaidreamh caorah ar Triath ?

An sgaoil aon neach an cuiblireach

A cheangal sinu r'ar Dia ? [sin

7 Ged èirich dragh, 's ged bhagair bàs,

'S ged iadh gach nàmh mu'n
cuairt,

Tre Chriosd bheir sinn gu dùlanach,
Orr' uile tuiUeadh 's buaidh.

8 Ifrinn no talamh, beath' no bàs,
Na s^ruch ùine buain', [sinn,

O ghiàdh ar Triath cha dealaich
'S cha sgar ara feasd sinn uaith.

9 Bheir so dhuinn sonas feadh gach
Mar rinn e gus an tràs : [linn, 9

O shiorruidheachdgu siorruidlieachd

Bbeir Criosd d'ar nan'raaibh
gràdh.

XLIX. 1 Cor. xiii.

1 Le briathraibh dhaoin' is aingle
nèimh,

Ged labhrainn le sgèìmh ghrinn
;

Impidh ged chuirinn air gach neach,
Le teangaidh bhlasda bhinn

;

2 Ard-fhiosachd fàidh ged bu leam,
'S ged fhoillsichinn rùn De : [ao,

Gun seirc, is faoin gach ni dhiubh
Cha dean iad dhomh guè fheim :

3 Ged ath'rraichiun le creidimh treun,
Na slèibhtean as an ceai,

Is neo-ni mi gun seirc is gràdh,
Cha mhair nio ghràs ach scal.

4 Ged bheathaichinn le m' mhaoin
am bochd,

'S mo chorp ged loisginn fòs.

Air son mo chreidimh, 's mi gun
seirc,

Cha diong e bheag fadheòidh.

5 'S fad-fliulangach neo-fhartnadach,
'S is cairdeil gràdh guu cheisd ;

Cha deau e uaill à bheartaibh fèin,

'S cha seidear suas e 'ra feasd.

6 Droch amharus cha bhi aig seirc,

'S ni foighid ri droch dhaoin'

;
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Behold tlie best, the greatest gift

Of everlasting love !

Behold the pledge of peace below,
And perfect bliss above

Where is the judge who can coa-
demn,

Since God hatli justifìed ?

Who shall charge those with guilt
or crime

For whom the Saviour died ?

The Saviour died, but rose agaia
Triumphant from thegrave;

And pleads our cause at God's right
hand,

Oranipotent to save.
Who then can e'er divide us more
From Jesus and his love,

Or break the sacred chain that binds
The earth to heav'n above ?

Let troubles rise, and terrors frown,
And dajs of darkness fall

;

Through him all dangers we'll defy,

And more than conquer all.

Nor death, nor life, uor earth, nor
Nor time's destroying sway, [liell,

Can e'er efface us from his heart,
Or make his love decay.

Each future period that will bless,

As it has bless'd tlie past

;

He lov'd us from the first of time,
He loves us to the last.

XLIX. 1 Cor. xiii.

1 Thocgh perfect eloquence adorn'd
Rly sweet persuadiug tongue,

Tbough I could sptak in higher
strains

Than ever angel sung:
2 Though prophecy my soul iuspir'd

Aud made all myst'ries plain •

Yer. were I void of Christian love,

These gifts wcre all in vain.

3 Nay, though my faith with bound-
less pow'r,

Ev'n mountains could remove,
I still am nothing, if l'm void
Of charity and love.

4 Although vvith lib'ral hand I gave
Rly goods the poor to feed,

Nay, gave my body to the liames,
StiU iruitless were the deed.

5 Love suffers long ; love envies not

;

But love is ever kind
;

She never bcasteth of herself,

Nor proudly lifta the mind.
6 Love harbours no suspicìous

thought,
Is patient to the bad

;
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'S fàth bròin leatli' iomradh uilc is

ciont',

'S l'din-spèis nan cleasa claoin'

;

7 GiUlan neo-iomchuidh 's fuath
seirc,

'S fciii-spèis nan cleasa claon'

;

Tha 'cridhe làn le iochd is gràdh
Do chàch air feadh an t sao'il.

8 Giulainidh seirc fad ùine mòir',

Le dòchas nithe 's fearr ;

'S fuilincjidh i gu macant' sèimh
lom' eucoir agus tàir.

9Air nèamh is talamh, feadh gach cian

Sior-riaghlaichidh caomh-sheirc
;

Tràth sguireas teangadh 's fiosachd

fàidh,

Buan-mhairidh gràdh gun cheisd,

10 'S neo-nioirfe 'n so gach gràs air

bith,

Ach tionnsgnaidh làithe 's fearr,

'S an tig làn-iomlaineachd a steach,

'S an teich gach ni tha cearr.

11 An tràs 'nar n-òige gluaisidh sinn
Mar naoidheana gun iùl :

Chum foirf'eachd ; ach 'nuair dh'

fhàsas sinn,

Theid leanbaidheachd air chùl.

12 Air thalamh mar tre dhubh-neul
dorch'

Is lèir dhuinn dealradh Dhe ;

Ach gnùis ri gnùis an nèamh na
Gu soiUeir clii sinn e. [glòir'

13 Tha creidimh, dòchas, agus gràdh,
An tràs an so le clièil'

;

Ach creidimh 's dòchas fàilnichidh,

'S buan-mhairidh gràdh gach rè.

14 Oir sluigear dòchas le làn-sheilbh,

Ls creidimh le beachd sùl

;

'S iad so na meadhoin, 's i chrioch
gràdh

Nach tèid gu bràth air chùl.

L. 1 Cor. XV. 52—58.

1 LE fuaim na trompaid deireannaich
Criothnaichidh 'm fonn gugarbh:

Fosglaidh gach uaigh is brìichdaidh

nlos, [i

Chum siorrui'chd cuirp nam
2 Feueh, èiridh cuirp nan saoi ;

Le misnich is mòr-sgèimh,
lad bàsmhor thuit,ach èiridh chum
Neo bhàsmhorachd air nèamh.

3 Feuch fàistneachd fhiornam Fàidh
ean naomli'

Coimhlionta nis gu beachd ;

Gu gèilleadh bàs do bheatha shior,

'S gu criochnaicheadh an gleachd

PARAPH. L.

Griev'd when she hears of sins and
crimes,

And in the truth is glad.

7 Love no unseemly carriage shows,
Nor seltishly confin'd

;

She glows with social tenderness,
And feels for all mankind.

8 Love beareth much, much she be-

And still she liopes the best

;

Love meekly suff ts many a wrong,
Though sore with hardship press'd.

9 Love stiU shall hold an endless
In earth and heav'n above, [reign

When tongucsshallcease, and pro-

phets fail,

And ev'ry gift but love.

10 Here all our giffs imperiect are
;

But better days draw nigh,
When perfect light shall pour its

And all those shadows tìy. [rays,

11 Like children here we speak and
tJiink,

Amus'd with childish toys;

But when our pow'rs their manhood
reach,

We'il scorn our present joys.

12 Now dark and dim, aa through a
Are God and truth beheld ;[glass,

Then shall we see as face to face,

And God shall be unveil'd.

13 Faith, Hope, and Love, now dwell
on earth,

And earth by them is blest

;

But Faith and Hope must yield to

Love,
Of all the graces bcst.

14 Hope shall to full fruition rise,

And Faith be sight above :

These are the means, but this the
For saints for ever love. [end ;

L. 1 Cor. XV. 52, to the end.

When the last trumpet's awful
voice

This rending earth shall shake,

When op'ning graves shall yield

their charge,
And dust to life awake ;

Those bodies that corrupted fell

Shall incorrupted rise,

And mortal forms.shall springtolife

Immortal in the skies.

Behold what heav'nly prophets sung
Is now at last fultìll'd, [reign,

That Death should yield his ancient
And, vanquish'd, quit the tìeld.
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4Suas togadh creidimh lunthpjhair ait,

Is canadh e mar laoidh,
j

C' àit uis am bheil do phalh, a

Kl.'àis?

C' àit, Uaigh, am bheil do
blmaidh ?

5 B'i choguis chiontach gath a' bhàis,

Teann-shàithte 'n cridh' an daoi
;

'S b"e 'n Lagh a thug do chiont' a

neart
Gu kichd a' pheacaidh chlaoidli.

6 Ach beannaicht' gu robh Dia gu
bràth !

A chuir ar nàmh fo choÌ3,

'S a tliug dhuinn tre ar Ceannard
Criosd

Buaidh shiorruidh agus fois.

7 Fa 'n aobhar siu, le dùrachd eridh',

D'ar Righ bheir sinne gèill

;

Lan-dearbhta gu faigh sinn fadh-

eòidh,
Crùu glòir' an rioghachd nèimh.

LL 2Cor. V. 1—11.

1 GRAD-thditidh 'n corp so sios

do 'n ùir

'Na smùr fo chumhachd bàis

:

Ach gheibh ar n-an'ma còmhnuidh
's fearr,

Gu h-Srd le Dia nan gràs :

2Gheibh an'manaomh'an còmhnuidh
'n sin

San tigh a thog dhoibh Dia
;

Tràth shaorar iad o"n phriosan
thruagh,

Sam bheil an cuairt rè cian.

3 D'ar n-uallacb talmhaidhsgith,mar
'S tric thairngear osna leinn

;
[so

Ach saoraidh 'm bàs gu caomh sinn

uaith,

Is dhachaidh suas theid sinn.

4 Oir tha ar n-earbs' à tigh a's fearr,

Tràth dh'fhàgas sinn a' chriadh
;

Cha'n e bhi rùisgt' ach sseadaichte
Ri 'm bheil ar dùil "s ar miann.

5 So dòchas ait nan an'ma naomh'
O 'n Slàn'ear caomh an tràs,

A thug an Spiorad dhoibh maraon,
Mar sheul is earlais gràidh.

6 Sior-ghluaisidh sinn le creidimh beò,

An gealladh glòrmhor Dhia ;

'S bidh sinn, re fad ar cuairt sa'

chorp,
Ag osnaich 'n dèigh ar Triath.

7 Na 's ait le 'r n-au'maibh fliaotainn,

'S ro-fhada leinn e uainn ;
['s fad,

Air imrich b' ait ìeinn dol o 'n fheòil,

'S ar còmhnnidh fhaotainn shuas.

j
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4 Let Faith exalt her joyful voice,

I

And thus begin to sing
;

! O Grave! where is thy triumph now?

I

And where, O Death ! tliy sting

5 Thy sting was sin, and conscìous
guilt,

'Twas this that arm'd thy dart

:

The law gave sin its strength and
To pierce the sinner's heart :[torce

,6 But God,whose name be ever bless'd !

j

Disarms that foe we dread, [die,

And makes us conqu'rors when we
Through Christ our hving head.

•7 Then stedfast let us stiU remain,
I Though daugers rise around,

And in the work presL'rib'd by God
I

Yet more and niore aboun'd
;

,8 Assur'd that thongh we labour now,
We labour not in vain,

But, through the grace of heav'n's

great Lord,
Th' eternal crown shall gain.

LT. 2 Corinth. v. 1—11.

1 SOON shall this earthly frame, dÌ9-

solv'd,

In death and ruins lie ;

But better mansions wait the just,

Prepar'd above the skies.

2 An house eternal, buiit by God,
Shall hidge the holy mind,

When once those pri'son-walls have
fall'n

By which 'tis now confin'd.

3 Hence, burden'd with a weight of
clay,

"We groan beneath the load,

"Waitiug the hour which sets us
free,

And brings us home to God.
4 We know, that when the soul, un-

cloth'd,

Shall from this body fly,

'Tvvill animate a purer frame
With hfe that cannot die.

5 Such are the hopes that cheer the
just

;

These hopes their God hath giv'n;

His Spirit is the earnest now,
And seals their sou's for heav'n.

6 We walk by faith of joys to come,
Faith grounded on his vvord ;

But while this body is our home,
We mourn an absent Lord.

What faith rejoices to believe,

We long and pant to see ;

We would be absent from the flesh,

And preeent, Lord ! with thee.
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8 Ach anns a' chorp, no as a' chorp,
An so no 'n sin 'p;ann bi,

Sinn fèin thoirt suas do sheirbhis

'Se so ar miann gu sìor. [Dhia,

9 Chum caithir-breitheanais INIhicDhè,

Feuch, thcid gach uile neach
;

A dh'fhaotainn pèin no tuarasdail,

Mar thoiU iad uaith fa seach.

10 Breth chothromach neochlaon an
9in

Gheibh deadh - ghniomh agus
lochd ;

'S bidh cor gach neach gu siorruidh,

A bheus, ma's maith uo olc. [rèir

LII. Phihp. ii. 6—12.

1 SlBHSE ta ainmichte air Criosd,

I eanaibh gu sior a cheum ;

'Nur n-inntinn is 'nur coluadar
Bibh cosmhuil ris gu lèir.

2 Cruth 's coslas Dhè ged bha aii

Criosd,
'S uil' iomhaigh Righ na glòir',

Ged b' ionnan nàdur 's inbhe dhoibh,
Co-ionnan air gach dòigh

;

5 Gidheadh a mhòrachd chuir €

thaobh,
la daoineachd ghabh air fèin

Clium sinne shaoradh, chuiresgàil,
Re seal, air àiUeachd nèimh.

4 Seadh chrom ar Slànuighear a sìos

Gu inbhe ìosal tràill

:

Striochd e do'n bhàs, seadh bàs na
Au ro-mhòr pèin is nàir'. [ceus'

5 Feuch dli'àrdaich Dia, fa'n aobhar
An Triath ashaor a shluagh;[9Ìn

Thug e dha rioghachd thar gach
Is ainm thar ainm r'a luadh. [righ,

6 A chum do ainm an Tighearn loi-'

Gu'n striochd gach uile ghlùn,
Sna n^amhaibh shuas, air talamh

bhos,
Gu h-urramach 's gu h-umh'l.

7 Seadh striochdaidh dhasan mar ai

Is gèillidh ifrinn shios : [ceudu'

Gach treubh is teangadh 's dùil a t'

Aidichidh 'ainm gu sior. [ann,

LIII. 1 Tesal. iv. 13—18.

1 BlODH misneach aigluchd-muinntii
Chriosd,

Tràth chi iad luchd an gaoil

A' dol gu codal ann an los',

Cha 'n i so crìoch an sao'il.

2 C'ar son ma ta bhios sibh ri bròn,
Mar dhream gun dòchas mùr

;

Am bheil sa' bhàs ach teachdair aith'

'Gan gairra gu rìogh'chd naglòir'?

PARAPH. LH. LIII.

But stiU, or here, or going hence,
To this our labours tend,

That, in his service spent, our life

May in his favour end.

9 For, lo ! before the Son, as judge,
Th' assembled world shall stand,

To take the punishment or prize

From his unerring hand.
10 Impartial retributions then

Our diff'reut lives await;
Our present actions, good or bad,

Shall fìx our future fate.

LIT. PhiHp. ii. 6—12

1 Ye who the name of Jesus bear,
His sacred steps pursue

;

And let that miud which was ia

him
Be also found in you.

2 Though in the form of God he was,
His ouly Son declar'd,

Nor to be equally ador'd
As robb'ry did regard ;

3 His greatness he for us abas'd,

For us his glory vail'd ;

tn human likeness dwelt on earth,

His majesty conceal'd :

4 Nor only as a man appears,
But stoops a servant low ;

Submits to death, nay, bears the
cross, I

In all its shame and woe.
J

5 Hence God this geu'rous love to men
\

With honours just hath crowu'd, '

And rais'd the name of Jesus far

Above all names renown'd ;

That at this name, with sacred awe,
Each humble knee should bow,

Of hosts immortal in the skies,

And nations spread below :

7 That all the prostrate pow'rs of

hell

Might tremble at his vvord,

Aud ev'ry tribe, and ev'ry tongue,
Coufess that he is Lord.

LIII. 1 Thessal. iv. 13, to the en 1.

1 TaKE comfort, Christians, \vh,>a

your friends

In Jesus fall asleep
;

Their better being uever ends
;

Why then dejected weep ? i

2 Why inconsolable, as those à
To whom no hope is giv'n ?

|
Death ia the messenger of peace,
And calla the soul to heav'u,
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Mar cliaochail Criosd, 's raar dhùÌ!»g

Le buaidh o staid a' bhai.s ^fe suas
1> amhluidh dh'eireas fòs a shluagh
Le luathshair là a' hhràth.

j

4 O tliig an là san tuirling Criosd,

Le h-iolaich, o na neòil, [truimp,
Le guth ard-aingil 's luaim na^

A chluinn gach marbh is beò.

5 'N si.a ath'rraichear an dream tha|

beò, i

'S diiisgear n^ slnigh ta marbh ; j

Liubhraidh gach uaigh na Ihuair i;

fvin,
I

"S bidh slèibht' 8ir chrilh gu garbh.

!

6 Eiridh na naoimh a suas air tùs,

O 'n ùir le h-aoibhneas mòr ; i

Ni aingle Dhè an coinneachadh,
'S an togail leo gu glòir.

|

7 Le chèilft theid iad suas gu h-ait, '

Gu tig?! an Athar chaoimh,
Sam faigh iad còmhnuidh .sbiorle 'n

Triath,
Gun iarguin is gun chlaoidh.

8 Fòs tamuU beag, is ru-gidh sinn
An caladh ait fadheòidh,

|

San coinnich sinn na sgaradh uainn,i
'S cha dealaich siun ui 's mò. j

LIV. 2 Tim. i. 12.
\

1 Ch.\ 'n aohhar nàire leamsa Criosd, ^

No 'chùis a dhìon gn beaehd ;
j

A crann a cheusaidh ni rai uaill
; [

GeiIIeam gach uair d'a reachd.
2 losa. mo Dh'ia 1 is eòl clhomb 'ainm, ^

Is earbam as gu bràth
;

Cha uàraich esan ra'anam truagh, :

'S cha chum e uam a ghràs.

3 Daingean is buan, mar chaithir Dhia, "^

Gach cian tha gealladh Chriosd ; i

01 's tèaruint' m"anam-sa 'na làimh,'
Gu là a theachd a ris. I

4 San là sin fàiltichidh e m' ainm, j'^

An làthair 'Athar chaoimh ;
J

Is sealbh san Nuadh lerusalem 1

Do m'anam blieir le naoimh.
i

LV 2 Tim. W. 6, 7, 8, 18.
{

1 ChriocHN.aich mi nis mo chath 's!

mo rcis
; il

Is dlùth dhomh eug is uaigh ; i

M'ynam a choisri? mi do Dhia,
Triallaidh gu nèamh le buaidh. |

2 Le srmaibh nèamhaidh chuir mi 'n 2
cath,

jVo bhrataich Chriosd mo Thriath:'
Kuith mi mo rèis, mo dhilseachd

dhearbh,
j

'S tha m' earbs' a duais o m' Dhia.
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3 As Jesus died, and rose acain
Victorious from the dead ;

So his disciples rise, and rrign

V^'ith their triumphant Head.
4 The time draws uigh, when from the

cloud.s

Chriit sliall with shouts descend,
And the last trumpet's awful voice

The heav'ns and earth shall rend.

5 Then they who live shall changed be,

And they who slet^p shall wake

;

The graves shall yield their ancient
charge,

And carth's foundations shake.
'j The saints of God, frora death set

free,
' "With joy shall mount on high

;

[

The heav'nly hosts with praises luud

I

Shall meet them in the sky.

7 Together to their Father's hnuse
' With jovful hearts they go ;

I

And dwell for evcr with the Lord,
!

Beyond the reach of woe.
8 A few short years of evil past,

j

We reach the happy shore,

I

Where death-divided'friends at last

I

Sliall meet, to part no more.

1

LIV. 2Tim.. i. 12.

1 I'M not asham'd to own my LnrJ,

j

Or to defend his cause,

[

Maintain the glory of his cross,

And honour all'his laws.
2 Jesus, my Lord ! I know his nanìe,

;
His narae is all ray boast

;

Nor will he put my soul to shame,
Nor let my hope be lo.st.

3 I know that saf>ì with him remains,

j
Protected by his pow'r,

I
What l've committed to hi< trust,

I

TiU the decisive hour.

j4 Then will he own his servant's name
I

Before his Father's face,

And iu the New Jerusalem
Appoint ray soul a place.

LV. 2 Tim. ir. 6, 7, 8, 18.

My race is ruu ; my warfare's o'er ;

The solemn hour is nii,'h,

When, ofìer'd up to God. mv ,srul

Shall wing its tìight on high.
With Iieav'nly weapons I have

fought
The battles of the Lord ;

Finish'd my course, and kept the
faith,

Depending on his word.
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3 Fa m' chomhair-sa thaisg Dia air

nèamh,
Gu tèaruint' crùn na glòir

;

A chuireas a làmh-san air mo cheann
Air teachd do'n là mhòr.

4 Mo Dhia cha d' orduich dhomhsa
An coron so mar dhuais

;
[mhàin

Ach do |;ach neach le'n ionmhuinn
A mhic, o nèamh a nuas. [teachd

5 O lochd 's o chunnart dlonaidh
Criosd ;

Mo choitnhead ni gach uair
;

'S gu t^aruint' m'anam treòraichidh
Gu riogh'chd na glòire shuas.

6 Bheir mi, le còmhiiadh treun mo
Dùlan do ifrinn fein

;
[Thriath,

Is dhasan gu rnbh glòir ro-àrd

Is cliu gu bràth. Amen".

LVL Titus iii. .3-9.

1 AlDICHIDH sinn le tuirse cridh'

Ro naheud ar ciont', a Dhè,
B' amaideach faoin ar n-uile smuain,

'S cha b't'hearr ar giìilan gnè.
2 Ach thoir, O m'anam, cliu is gràdh

Do ."ìrd-ainm Righ nan sluagh,
Nach d' fhàg thu'm feasd, gun teas-

airginn,

Ara peaoadh, nàire, 's truaigh'.

3 Cha 'n ann tre oibribh tìreantachd,

No gniomh ar làmha fèin,

Ach tre ghràs Dhè, an losa Criosd,

A shaorar sinn o phèin.
4 Is ann an tròcair Dhe a mhàin,

A ta ar muinghinn threun
;

A thròcairshaor ar nan'ma' truagh',

'S ghlan uainn gach ciont' is beud.

5 Tha'n Spiorad dhòirteadh oirnn tre

los',

A' nigheadh dhinn gach sal,

A' fadadh teas-ghràidh feadh ar cridh',

'S 'gar deanamh naomha glan.

6 Mar so, làn-fliireanaicht' le gràs,

Gach là le beatha nuaidh
Sior-ghluaisidh sinn, 's au Spiorad

leinn,

Gu ruig ar n-oighreachd shuaa.

7 Na h-uile 'gam bheil shamhuil so

Do chreidimh 's dòchas naomh,
Sior-dhearbhadh iad, le giùlan maith,

Nach 'eil ati dòchas faoin.

LVII. Eabh. iv. 14—16.

1 lOSA Mac Dhè, leig aon uair sios

A bheath' air son a shluaigh,
Tha nis a' tagradh 'n cùia air nèarah
Mar shagart treun bheir buaidh.

2 Tre beatha 's b^s sior leanamaid
Ri Criosd gu daingean dlùth :

PARAPH. LVL LVII.

Henceforth there is laid up for me
A crovvn which cannot t'ade:

The righteous Judge at that great
day

Shall place ìt on ray head.
Nor hath the Sov'reign Lord de-

creed
This prize for me alone

;

But for all such as love like rae
Th' appearance of his Son.

From ev'ry snare and evil work
His grace shall me defend,

And to his heav'nly kingdom safe

Shall bring me in the end.

LVL Titus iii. 3—9.

How wretched was our forraer
state,

When, slaves to Satan's sway,
With hearts disorder'd and impure,
O'erwhelm'd in sin we lay !

But, O my soul ! for ever praise,

For ever love his name,
Who turn'd thee from the fatal

paths
Of folly, sin, and shame.

Vain and presumptuous is the trust

Which in our works we place,

Salvation from a higher source
Flows to the human race.

'Tis from the mercy of our God
That all our hopes begin

;

Hi9 mercy sav'd our souls from
death,

And wash'd our souls from sin.

His Spirit, through the Saviourshed*
Its sacred fire imparts.

Refines our dross, and love divine
Rekindles in our hearts.

Thence rais'd from death, we live

And, justified by grace [anew
;

We hope in glory to appear,
And aee our Father's face.

Let all who hold this faith and hope
In holy deeds abound ;

Thus fait'h approves itself sincere,

By active virtue crown'd.

LVIL Heb. iv. 14, to the end.

JESL'S, the Son of God, who
once

For U8 his life resign'd,

Now lives in heav'n, our great High
Priest,

And never-dying friend.
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O chreidimh 's dòchas gheibh siun 2 Through \ìfe, through death, let us

neartj

Is thèid gach geilt air chùl.

3 Gu borbcha bhuin ri laigse dhaoin','

Caonìh-Shagart àrd an aigh
;

Tha 'chridhe làn do thruacantachd,

Tha 'anam làu do ghràdh.
4 Co-fhulangas tha aig an Triath

Air iarguin 's laigs' a shluaigh ;

Oir dh'fhiosraich e 'ua phearsa tèin

Gach deuchainu agus truaigh'.

5 Seadh dh'fhiosraich e 'na phearsa
fèin,

Gidheadh as eugmhais lochd :

Oir Uiidur duine ge do ghabh,
Cha b'aithne dha-san ole.

6 Bu tuirseach deurach air ar son,

A chaith e 'làith' fo 'n ghrèin
;

'S ge hàrd e uis air deas-làimh
Co-mhothaichidh ar pèin. Dhè,

7 Le dànachd naomha, uime sin,

Thèid sinu gu 'chaithir-ghràis ;

Is fàth gacli gearain doirtidh sinu

'Na fhianuis anns gach càs :

8 A chum gu'n còmhnadh esan leinn

Rèir saoibhireachd a ghràis
;

'S gu'n tugadh e d'arn-an'maibh lag

Neart agus fois gu bràth.

VVith coustancy adhere
;

[to him
I

Faith shallsupply new strength, and
Shall banish ev'ry fear. [hope

3 To human weakness not severe

Is our High Priest above ;

His heart o'erliows with tenderuess,

His bowels melt with love.

4 With sympatlietic feeUngs touch'd,

He knows our leeble frauie :

He knows what sore temptations
For he has ftlt the same. [are,

5 But though he felt temptation's
Unconquer'd he remain'd ;[pow'r,

Nor, 'midst the frailty of our frame,
By sin was ever stain'd.

6 As, in the days of feeble flesh,

He pour'd forth cries and tears ;

So, though exalted, still he feels

\Vhat ev'ry Christian bears.

7 Then let us, with a fìhal heart,

Come boldly to the throne
Of grace supreme, to tell our griefs,

And all our wauts make known :

1 That mercy we may there obtain
For sins and errors past,

Aud grace to help in time of need,
While days of trial last.

Lvin.
Another version of the same passage.

1 S.A^N teampull am bheil Dia 'na i WherE high the heav'nly temple

LVIIL AIR DH0I6H EILE.

thà ,

(Tigh nach do thogadh riamh
làimh,)

Tha Sagart àrd a' chinnedaoin',
Ar Slànuighear 's ar caraid caoin.

2 Esan a sheas an àit a shluaigh,

Dhoirt 'fliuil 'nan riochd, 's a luidh

san uaigh,
Tha cuimhneach orra fòs air nèamh,
An Slànuighear 's au caraid sèimh.

3 Ge h-àrdenissna uf'amhaibh shuas.

Tha 'shùil a' dearcadh oirnn a nuas
;

Làn sgeadaichte le nàdur dhaoin',

Tha e min-eòlach air an saoth'r.

4 Co-fhulangas tha aige ghnàth,
'S comhothachadh ri 'r nuilechràdh:
Tha cuimhn' aig air a tlirioblaid fèiu

A dheoir, a ghoimh, is 'osuaich gheur.

5 Gach dòrainn dh' fheudas oirnne

teachd,
Fo shamhuii sin rinn esan gleachd

;

D'ar n-uile bhròn tha 'chuidsan mòr,
Is bheir e cabtiair dhuinu gu leòr.

6 Fa 'u aobhar sin thèid siun gu dàn
Le 'r u-uile ghearan gus a làth'r ;

Is guidhidh sinn a chòmhnadh treun.

G'ar cuideachadh an uair ar feim.

I

stauds,
e The house of God not made with

hands,
A great High Priest our nature weara,
The guardian of mankind appears.
2 He who for men their surety stood,
And pour'd on earth his precious

blood,
Pursues in heav'n his raighty plan,
The Saviour and the frieud of man.

3 Though now ascended up ou high
;

He bends on earth a brother's eye ;

Partaker of the humau narae,

He knows the frailty of our frame.
4 Our feIIow-sufl''rer yet retains

A fellow-feeling of our paius ;

And still remerabers in the skies

His tears, his agouies, and cries.

5 lu ev'ry paug that rends the heart,

The Man of sorrows had a part

;

He sympathizes with our grief,

And to the suff'rer sends relief.

6 With boUlness, therefore, at the
throne,

Let us make all our sorrows kuown ;

And ask the aids of heav'nly pow'r
To help U3 in the evil hour.
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LIX. Eabh. xii. 1—13.

1 KEiJCHneoilro-tliiug:lidofhianuisibh
Ap iadhadh oirnn mu 'n cuairt ; !

An deigh, mar sinne, fulang cian,
Thug Dia leis iad a suas.

2 Air lorg nan naomh so ruitheamaid,'
Chum Chriosd,le foighid bhuain ;

Gach leth-trom 's peacadli lea'.;ailt-

Grad-thilgeamaid fad uainn. [each

:ì Ach riaghailt-stiùraidh 's fearr na so,
'S ion thoirt fa'near air tùs ;

Eisempleir los' a stiùras sinn,
Tre chreidimh chum ar crùin.

-1 Ri 'r Ceannard, suas sior-dhearcam
aid,

N'each, air son aoiblmeÌ!? mhòir
Bha roimhe, dh'fhuiling ceusadh 's

nàir'

'H an tràs tha riaghladh 'n glòir.

5 ?.Ia ghiulan Criosd gu foighidneach
Droch chainnt is fanoid sluaigh,

'N iou duinne, 'uuair ar sàruchaidh,
Bhi gearan criìidh no truaigh' ?

»ì Ri deuchainn ghairbh an d'rinn sibh
Mar los', gu fuil is bàs ? [strì

ÌH focal Df- 'n do dhearmaid sibh, ^

Tha gealltuinn duibh a ghràis.

7 A mhic, deir e, le foighidinn,

Sior-fhui!ir.g mo chaomh-smachd,
Is creid, 'nuair dhearbhas àmhghar,
GubheilaigDiadhiot t]achd.[thu,

S l'eagaisgidh 'n t-Athair caomh mar|
A naomh chlann dhileas fein, [so

G" am iìosvachadli le docair chruaidh,
'S le iomadh truaigh is pf-in.

9 Chi sinn mar so gur toigh leis sinn,

Tràth smachdaichear sinn li

'

'S nach leitr e uaith air seachran sinn,

Gun suim air bith d"ar leas.

10 Do ghuth ar n-Atl»ar thalmhaidh
bhos,

Nach tric a thug sinn geiU ?

'S do thoil ar n-Athar nèamhaidh
shuas

Nach toir sinn suas sinn fein ?

1

1

Hheir athair talmhaidh smachd gu
tric,

Gun fhiog c'ar son d'a chloiim ;

.Acli Dia a rahàin a clium ar leas,

Bheir docair 's euslaint dhuinn.
12 I~ daacair leiuue achmhasau

Is smachdachadh ar Dè ;

Ach toradh sith' is fireantachd

Gu siorruidh thig 'nan dèigh.

IS A nis raa ta na meathar sinn
Le misnich lag ni 's mò

;

Ach earbamaid a tròcair Dh^,
'S dha gpillearaaid r"ar beò.

PARAPH. LIX.

LIX. Heb. xii. 1—13.

1 Behold vvhat witnesses unseen
Encompass us around

;

Men, once like us, with sufiTring
tried,

But now with glory crown'd
2 Lot us, with zeal like theirs inspir'd,

Begin the Christian race,
And, freed frora each encumb'ring

weight,
Their holy footsteps trace.

3 Eehold a witness nobler still,

Who trod afHiction's path,
Jesus, at once the fìnisher
And author of our faith.

4 He for the joy before him set,

So geu'rous was his love,

Endur'd the cross, despis'd the
shame,

And uow he reigna above.

5 If he the scorn of wicked raen
With patience did sustain,

Becomes it those for whom he died
To murtnur qr complaiu ?

Kave ye like him to blood, to death,
The cause of truth maintain'd ?

And is your heav'uly Father's voice
Forgotten or disdain'd ?

7 My son, saith he, with patient mitid
Endure the chast'iiing rod

;

Btlieve, when by afHictions tried,

I

That thou art lov'd by God.
'8 His children thus most dear to him,
1

Their heav'nly Father trains,

Through all the hard experience led
Of sorrows and of pains.

9 We kiiow he owns us for his .sons,

When we correction share ;

Nor wander as a bastard race,
Without our Father's care.

10 A father's voice with rev'rence we
On earth have often heard

;

The Father of our spirits now
Demands the same regard.

11 Parents may err ; but he is wise,
Nor lifts the rod in vain ;

His chast'nings serve to cure the soul
By salutary pain.

12 AfSiction, when it spreads around.
May seera a field of woe

;

Yet there, at last, the happy fruits

Of righteousness shall grow.

13 Then let our hearts no more de-

spond,
Our hands be weak no raore

;

Still let us trust our Father's love,

His wisdom still ador','.
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LX. Eabh. xiii. 20, 21.

1 ATHAIR na sith', 's a Dhè naseirc!

Do d' neart bheir sinue cliu ;

An neart a dhùisg aru-Aodhair suas,

Le buaidh, o ^hlais na h-ùir'.

2 O'n ùir thog thu ar Triath au àird,

Gun spàirn o chuibhreich bàis
;

Marsin le 'fhuil is 'aiseirigh,

Shior naisg e 'n cùmhuant gràis.

3 Le d' spiorad seulaich siun, a Dhe,
Is dean sinn ùmh'I do d' thoil

;

Chum as o d' naomh-reachd uach bi

Air seachran truagh a' dol. [sinn

4 O ! sgriobh do lagh airclàr ar cridh',

'Nar gnìomh sior-dhealradh e !

'N sin ruigidh sinn, fo cheannsal
Chriosd,

Air seilbh an rioghachd nèimh.

LXI. 1 Pead. i. 3—4.

1 Beanxaicht' gu robh ar Dia gu
,sior,

Caomh-Athair Chriosd ar Triath
;

Beannaicht' gu robh a thròcair mhòr,
'S a mhòrachd leadh gach ial.

2 O'n uaigh tràth thog thu ris do Mhac,
'S a ghlac thu e gu nèamh,

Làn-chinnteach rinn thu siune fda

Gu"n toir thu beò siun fèin.

3 Ri oighreachd shiorruidh ann an
glòir

IBeò dhòchas thug thu dhuinn
;

Oighreachd neothruaillidh saor o|

A mhaireasteadh gach linn. [smal, 4

4 Gu ruigesin, le d'chnmhachd treun,
Li^n thearuint' bidh gach naomh

;

Tre chreidimh stiùrar sinn gu slàint'

Le gràs do Spioraid Naoimh.
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LX. Heb. xiii. 20, 21.

FaTHER of peace, and God of love

!

We own tliy pow'r to save,

That pow'r by which our Shepherd
Victorious o'er the grave. [rose

Him from the dead thou brought'st
again,

When, by his sacred blood,
Confirm'd and seal'd for evermore,
Th' eternal cov'nant stood.

_0 may thy Spirit seal our souls,

And mould them to thy will,

That our weak hearts uo more may
But keep thy precepts still ;

[stray,

That to perfection's sacred height
We nearer stiU may rise,

And all we think, and all we do,
Be pleasing iu thine eyes.

LXI. 1 Pet. i. 3—5.

BLESS'D be the everlasting God,
The Father of our Lord

;

Be his abounding mercy prais'd,

His majesty ador'd.

When from the dead he rais'd hia

Son,
And call'd him to the sky,

He gave our souls a lively hope
That they should never die.

To an inheritance divine
He taught our hearts to rise

;

'Tis uncorrupted, undefil'd,

L'nfadiug iu the skies.

Saints by the pow'r of God are
kept

Till the salvation come :

We walk by faith as strangers here
;

But Chri'st shall call us home.

LXIL 2 Pead. iii. 3—14.

1 FEL'CH ! anns na I^ithibh deireann-
Suas èiridh gineal olc ; [ach

D'am miannaibh peacach bheir iad
srian,

'S 'nam briathraibh their mar so :

2 C' àit bheil an gealladh thuirt o shean
Gu robh am breitheamh dlùth ?

O linn ar sinnsear gus a so,

Cha'n fhaic sinu gnè do mhùth.

3 Tha bliadhn' air bhliadhnaibh ruith
gun tàmh,

Marbhao thùs an t-sao'il : [traigh,

'S mar thonn air thuiuu a' ruith gu
Gu bràth bidh gineal dhaoin'.

4 Sodeir iad, aineolach d'an deòin
Gu'n d' dhòirteadh tuil a nuas,

A sgrios an saoghal ceannairceach
A chaidh air seachran truagh.

LXII. 2 Pet. iii. 3—14.

1 LO I in the last of days behold
A faithless race arise

;

Their lawless lust their ouly rule
;

And thus the scoffer cries :

2 Where is the promise, deem'd so
true,

That spoke the Saviour near?
E'er since our fathers slept in dust,
No chauge has reach'd our ear.

3 Years roll'd onyears successive glide,
Since first tlie world began,

And on the tide of time slill tloats,

Secure, the bark of man.
4 Thus speaks the scofler ; but his

words
Conceal the truth he kuows,

That from the waters' dark abyss
The earth at first arose. „
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5 Ach sgrios nach ionnau gheibh
saogh'l-s'

'S na daoine olc a t' ann ;

Le teine lasrach millear iad,

'S ÌA gearr gu ruig an t-àm.
6 Ge fada leis na naoiinh an ùiu',

'S an dùil ri teachd an Triath,
'Na shealladh-san is ionnan l;ì

Is linu, no mìle bliadhn'.

7 Cjia diohuimhn' geallaidh rug air

Criosd,

Ach g-.iol bhi 'n aìth ri daoin'

;

A' feitliearah dh't'heuch am pillearj

leo,

'S an iarr iad tròcair chaoin.
|

8 Gidheadh mar ghaduicl]
oidheh',

j

Nach cum na croinn a macli,
Grad-thuirlingidh an Triath a nuas,'

'S thig tuathas air gach neach,

9 Le tairneanaich 's le dealan speur,
Na nèamha teichidh as

;
!

'Na dùilean leaghaidh, 's theid an
saogh'l

'Na chaoiribh le dian theas.
10 O'n thèid gach ni mar so a sgrios,

Mar fhuair sinn lios o Dhia,
Nacl) iomchuidhdhuinne deasachadh

Fa chomhair teachd ar Triàth.

11 Cia naomh bu chòir dhuinn bhi
gach uair

'Nar smuain, 'nar cainnt.

gnìomh,
'Nuair tha ar sùil ri crìch an t-

saogh'l,

'S ri caociiladh gach aoin ni ?

anus an 9 stiU all

In ev'rv

LXIII. 1 Eoin

1 Vevch\ saoibhreE
ghràidh

Thug Dia ar slàinte dhuinn,
Peacach is truaillidh fùs ged bha,
Clann dhasan rinneadh dhinn.

2 Folaicht' tha 'n t-urram so an tr^s

'S ro-àrd a sealladh dhaoin'

;

I\Iar so air Criosd e fein san fheòil

Neo-eòlach bha an saogh'I.

3 Is àrd ar n-inbhe cheana 'n so,

Ach 's àirde bhios sinn shuas

;

Giilheadh an inbhe sin oha lèir

Do neach fo 'n ghreiu san uairs'.

4Ach 'sleirdhuinn so,gu faic sinn Dia,

Ar Tri;>.th, scadh gnùis ri gnùis
;

I

PARAPH. LXIII.

5 But when the sous of men began
With one conseut to stray,

At Heav'n's command a deluge swept
The godless race away.

6 A difl"rent fate is now prepar'd
For Natiire's trembling frame ;

Soon shall her orbs be all enwrapt
In one devouring flame.

7 Reserv'd are sinners for the hour
Wheu to the gulf below, [pow'r,

Arm'd with the hand of sov'reigu
The Judge consigns his foe.

8 Though now, ye juit, the time ap-
Protracted, dark, unknown, [pears

j

An hour, a day, a thousand years,
To heav'u's gruat Lord are one.

nay share his sov'reign
change secure ; [grace,

The me-'k, the suppliant contrite
Sliall fìnd his raercy sure. [race

10 The contrite race he counts his
friends,

Forbids the suppliant's fall

;

Condemns reluctant, but extends
The hope of grace to all.

11 Yet as the night-wrapt thief who
To seize th' expected prize, [lurks

Thus steals the hour, when Christ
shall come,

And thunder rend the skies.

12 Then at the loud, the solemn peal,

The heav'ns .shall burst away
;

The elements shall melt in flame
At Nature's tinal day.

"*'' 13 Since all this frame of things must
As Heav'n has so dccree'd, [end,

How wise our iumost thoughts to

And watch o'er ev'ry deed ;[guard,

14 Expectingcalm th' appointed hour,
When, Nature's coutlict o'er,

A new and better wovld shall rise,

Where sin is known no more.

LXIII. 1 John iii. 1—4.
iongantach a 1 Behold th' amazing gift of love

' The Father hath bestow'd

On us, the sinful sons of men,
To call us sons of God !

2 ConceaPd as yet this honour lies,

By this dark world unknown,
world that knew not when he
Ev'n God's eternal Son. [came,

3 High is the rank we now possess

;

But higher we shall rise
;

Though what we shall hereafter be

Is hid from mortal eyes •

4 Our souls, we know, when he ap-

pears,

Shall bear his itnage bright

;
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'S gu'ii iompaichear gru 'choslas sinn
'

Tràth mhosglas sinn o'u ùir.
j
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For all h.is glorr, full disclos'd,

Shall opeii to our sight.

5 Gach neach 'gam bheil an dòchas so, 5 A hope so great, and so divine,

'Na chòrah'radh is 'ua ghnìomh
Biodh deighaigairbhinaomhisglan,'

Ceart amhuil a bha Chriosd. I

LXIV. Taisb, i. 5—9.

ÌMr.y trials well endure
;

Aud 'purge the soul from sense and
As Christ himself is pure. [sin,

LXIV. Rev. i. 5—9.

1 DHASAXaghràdhaichan'ma dhaoin', 1 TO him that lov'd the souls of

'S a dhòirt gach braon d'a fiuiil,
|

A chura ar ciont' a ghlanadh uainn,

'S ar deanamh naorah gu tur :
I

2 Dhasan rinn sagairt 's righreau dhinn,

Air feadh gach linn, do Dhia, '.

Biodh moladh, urram, agus gràdh, I

Gu bràth air feadh gach ial.
}

3 Lionar gach bpul le binn-chcòl da, ;

'S gacli cridh' le teas-ghradh caomh,'
Air talamh canar moladh dha,

'S gu hàrd le aiuglibh naomh'

!

4 Feuch teachd Mhic Dhè air neulaibh

'S ro-ait le 'shluagh an là ;[ tiugh',;

Ach guilidh a iuchd-casgraidii truagh,'

Le àmhghar is le cradh.

5 'S tu 'n ceud neach, 's an neach deir-

eannach,
'S leat bith gun tùs gun chrìoch ;

Maith, ghc, is uile-chumhachdach
Bha, tha thu, 's bithidh chaoidh.

LXV. Taisb. v. 6.

1 AlR caithir rioghail 'Athar fèiu,

Feuch dealradli gloir' an Uain ;

Ur urram deasaichibh d'a aium,
Is bibh le taing 'ga luadh.

2 Feuch, ìosal aig a chosaibh striochdt'

Tha'n Eaglais shiorruidh shuas,

Le boltrach cùbhraidh lobairt thùis',

'S le clàraibh ciùil ri fuaim.

men,
And wash'd us in his blood,

To royal honours rais'd our head,
Anà made us priests to God ;

To him let ev'ry tougue be praise,

And ev'ry heart be love !

All grateful honours paid on earth,

Aud nobler songs above 1

3 Behold, on flyiug clouds he comes!
His saints s'hall bless the day;

While they that pierc'd him sadly

mourn
In anguish aud dismay.

4 I am the First, and I the Last

;

Time centres all in me

;

Th'Almighty God, who was, andis,
And evermore shall be.

3 Is iad so urnuighean nan naomh,
'S na laoidhean tha iad seinn ;

Ri 'u urnuigh cromaidh Criosd a

chluas,

Do'n luathghair gabhaidh suim.
4 Rùn dìomhair siorruidh do thoil

O Athair, cò d'an lèir ? [naoimh.
Cù ach do Mhac a leughas sin,

'S a dh'fliua.egaileas gach seul

!

SCluinu ! armailtnèimhle'n luathghaii
Timchioll na caithreach-righ ; [ait,

Milte do mhUtibh 's àireamh dhoibh,
Ach 's aon a mhàin an cridh'.

6 'S airidh an t-Uan a dh' iobaireadh,
Deir iad, air inbh' ro-àrd !

'S airidh, oir b'e ar n-ìobairt-ne,

Co-fhreagradh daoin' 's gach àit

!

Tlsairidh 'n t-Uan, astriochd do'nbhàs,
Air àgh is beannachd buan

;

LXV. Rev. V. 6, to the end.

1 Behold the glories of the Lamb
Amidst his Father's throne

;

Prepare new honours for his name,
And songs before unknown.

2 Lo ! elders worship at his feet

;

The church adores around,
With vials fuU of odours rich,

Aud harps of sweetest sound.

3 These odours are the pray'rs of

saints,

Tliese sounds the hymns they
raise ;

God bends his ear to their requests,

He loves to hear their praise.

4 Who shall the Father's record

And lùddenthings reveal?[search,

Behold the Son that record takcs,

And opeus ev'ry seal

!

5 Hark hovv th' adoring hosts above
With songs surround the throne!

Ten thousand thousand are tbeir

tongues ;

But all their hearts are one.

6 Worthy the Lamb that dy'd, they
To be exalted thus ; [cry,

Worthy the Lamb, let us reply,

I

For he was slain for us.
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Biodh slàinte, giòir, is aoibhneas

Gu bràth air ceann an Uain !

8 O'r ciouta ahaor e sinn le 'fhuil,

'S thug braighde truagh' à pèin
Rinn sagairt 's rìghrean dhiun do

Dhia,
Gu riaghladh shuas leis fèin.

9 As gach aon teangaidh agus tìr,

Thionail 's thug Criosd ashliochd:
Gach dùthaich chèiii is innis cuain.

Fios fhuair air saoibhreas 'iochd.

10 'S airidh air gèill 's air ceannsai
Criosd,

Air talamh 's nèamh gu bràth

;

Is cliu ni 's fearr na 's urrainn

Thugadh naomh-aingle dha !

11 Gach neach tha 'g àiteachadh nan
No chruinnechè a bhos; fnèamh,

Gach dùil air bith, do Righ nan
sluagh,

Seinnibh gach uair gun fhois.

12 An cruthach' aontaicheadh gu leir,

Thoirt geill is cliu do 'n Triath,

Tha riagliladh anns na nèamhaibh
shuas,

'S do 'n Uan air feadh gach ial.

LXVL Taisb. vii. 13.

ICIA dealrach glòir a' mhaith-shluaigh
An trusgain ìir' cia geal ! [ud !

Cionnus a thàinig iad gu soills',

'S cò dh'ionnlaid dhiubh gach sal?

2Feuch, sud an dream a rtiiuig nèamh,
Troimh dheuchainn ghairbh is

chruaidh,
|

'S a nigh an trusgain ann am fuil,
j

Fuii ioc-slainteach an Uain.

3 NÌ9 sleuchdar lco le glunaibh lùbt'

Gu h-ùmh'l aig caithir Dhia
;

'S le an'maibh cràbhach molaidh iad

A mhòrachd feadh gach ial.[Dhè,

4 Gach cridh' bidh ait le làth'reachd
'S gach beul am fonn gu seinn

;

Co-fhreagraidh 'n teampull naomh
gach tràth

D'an àrd hosana bhinu.

5 Ocras no tart cha chlaoidh an sin,

No boisge loisgeach grèin'

;

'S e Dia an grian, 's o dhealradh
Sior-sgaoilidh là an cein. [caomh,

6 Stiùraidh an t-Uan a naomh-threud
fein

Gu tobar slàint' uach fraigh
;

la tiormaichidh gu br^th o 'n gruaidh
Deur, truaighe, bròin is cràidh,

PARAPH. LXVI. LXVII.

7 To him be pow'r divine ascrib'd,

And endless blessings paid;
Salvation, glory, joy, remain
For ever on his head !

8 Thou hast redeem'd us with thy
And set the pris'ners free; [blood,

Thou mad'st us kings and priests to

And we shall reign with thee.[God,

9 From ev'ry kindred, ev'ry tongue,
Thou brought'st thy chosen race

;

And distant lands and isles have
shar'd

The riches of thy grace.

10 Let all that dwell above the sky,
Or on the earth below,

With fields, and floods, and ocean's
shores,

To thee their homage show.

11 To Him who sits upon the throne,
The God whom we adore,

And to the Lamb that once was
Be glory evermore. [slain,

LXVI. Rev. vii. 13, to the end.

1 HOW bright these glorious spirits

shine !

Whence all their white array ?

How came they to the blissfurseats

Of everlasting day ? f^reat,

2 Lo ! these are they from sufj''rings

Who came to realms of light,

And in the blood of Christ have
wash'd

Those robes which shine so bright.

3 Now, with triumphal palms, they
Before the throne on high, [stand

And serve the God they love, amidst
The glories of the sky.

4 His presence iiUs each heart with
Tunes ev'ry mouth to sing : [joy,

By day, by night, the sacred courts
With glad hosannahs ring.

5 Hunger and thirst are felt no more,
Nor suns with scorching ray

;

God is their sun, whose cheering
Difluse eternal day. [beams

6 The Lamb which dwells amidst the
throne.

Shall o'er them still preside
;

Feed them with nourishment divine,
And all their footsteps guide.

7 'Mong pa.stures green he'll lead his
flock,

Where living streams appear
;

And God the Lord from ev'ry eye
Shall wipe oflevery tear.
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LXVII. Taisb. xxi. 1-

J ARAPH. LXVII.

LXVn. Rev. xxi. 1-9.

1 N.ACH ^lormhor àrd an sealladl. s' Jl LO ! wliat a pìorious sight appeara
Chithear le sdilibh dhaoiu'

Ani fonn 's an fiiairge gabhail stach,

'S na speura seau maraon.
2 O nèamh thig Nuadh lerusalem,

Làn ulluichte d'a Riph ;

To our admiring eyes !

Iip former seas have pass'd avray,

The former earth and skies.

2 From hcav'n, the New Jenis'lem
oomes,

Feuch nii gach ni ath-nuadhaiehte;; Ai! worthy of its Lord ;

I-? fhuair sinn àsh gu sìor.
i

See all things now at last renew'd,

3 Cliu seinnidh aingle coimheadachd,! ^"^ paradise restor'd !

Is armailt fhlathail nèimh ; j3 Atteuding angels sliout for joy,

Feuch, chi gach sàil a'chaithir-righ' And the bright armies sing ;

Air an suidh losa fèin. 1 Mortals! behold the sacred seat

4 Dh' atharraich Dia chum dhaoin' a Of your deseeuding King!
A phàilliun uasal naomh : [uuas 4 The God of glory dcwn to men

Le daoin' tha chòmhnuidh : 's iadi Removes hisbless'd abode:
a sliluagh ; He dweUs wich men; his people

'S d'a shluagh 's e 'n tearmun they,

caomh. ;
And he his people's Gcd.

5 Deur mulaid siabaidh e le 'làimh 5 His gracious hand shall wipe the
Gu cairdeal bhàrr an gruaidh ; ! tear.s

Is eugaidh eagal, caoidh, is cràdh,
j

From ev'ry weepii'.g eye;
Is àmhghar, bàs, is uaigh.

i And pains and groans, aud griefs

6 Feuch, gach ni saoghalt' caochlaidhl and fears,

So deir an Righ sior-bheù ; [mi !' And death itself, shall die.

An domhan as an amharc theid, 6 Behold, I change all human things,

I Saith He, whose words are true;

Lo ! what was old is pa^s'd away,

eanuach,
Gun ath'rrachadh, gu bràth

;

AtaIM : so m' ainm 's mo chuimh

'S cha ruith ùin' lèiu ni 's mò.

3 mi'n ceud neach, 's an neacli dcir-i
And all things are made new !

I am the First, and I the Laist,

Through eudless years the same;
I AM, is my memorial slill,

And my eterual name.
Ho, ye that thirst! to you my grace

Sliall hidden streams disclose,

And open full the sacred spring,
\Vhence life for ever liows.

neachan
Air feadh gach linn gu bràth.

b Do dhaoinibh bheir moghràsa pailt g

Ni maith, guu luach, gu saor
; |

O dhuiue thartmhoir, òl do dhiol
i

Do 'n ioc-shlaint so nach traogh.

:

9 Do'n ti bheir buaidh air eusaontas, 9 Bless'd is the man that o
Bheir mise oighreachd mic

; ril own him for a son;
Is aidichidh mi 'n làth'r gach; A rich inheritance rewards
A ghluiisadnaomha glic.[sluaigh,' The conquests he hath won.

li> Ach daoine neòghlan 'a breugair- 10 But bloody hauds and hearts un-
ean,

{

clean,
'S ìuchd-rauirt thug sp^is do bh^s, ' And all the lying race,

Le mheud 's a dhiùlt gu hamaid-i The faithless, andthe scoffing creiv,
each

i

Wiio .spurn at offer'd grace

;

Mo ghràs, le fanoid 's tàir ; .u ^hey, seiz'd by justice, shall be
lì A' m' fhianuis tilgear fada sios,

|
In dark abyss to lie, [doom'd

Au cuibhreichshiorruidh chruaidh,! Aud in the fìery burning lake
Gu builsgein fairge lasaraich,

j

The second death shail die.

Sam faigh iad peanas buan. 12 O may we stand before the Lamb,
]20bitheam-saair deas iaimhChriosd,! When earth and seas are fled,

Trath dhiobras fonn is cuan ; |
And hear the Judge pronounce our

Is faigheam failte uaith air m'ainm! name,
Gu sonas anmhor buan !

j With blessings on our head !
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DAN I.

1 AlR t'uile thròcair, O moDhia,
Tràth dhearcas mi gu dlùth,

|

A' raosgladh suas tham'anamblàth,J
Le h-ioghnadh gràdh, is cliu.

'

2 Cha 'n urrainu mi leo briathraibh
An taiiig a cliur an cèill, [beòii,

Tha lasadh ann am chridhe atigh,
j

Ach dhuits' an sin is leir :

3 Do fhreasdal chum mo bheatha beò,l

Gua uireasbliuidh, gun dith, I

Ri àm dhomh bhi sa' bhroinn a'm'
'S an crochadh ris a' chlch.[thosd,

4 Ri m' ghearan is ri m'osnaich,
mhaoth, I

Chrom thu gu caomh do chluas,

'S mu'm b'urrainn mi aon urnuigh!
dhealbh,

j

Do 'n bhalbh ghabh thusa truas.
j

5 Tiodhlaca lionmhor dheònaich
Gutricdo m'anam maoth,[t'iochd

Mun robh a'm' chridhe leanbaidh
A thoirt fa'near a haon. [neart,'

6 Tràth ruith mi dian, gun mhoth-
achadh,

An ceumaibh sleamhna ra' òig:
j

Do làmh nach lacas, dhion isstiùir,

Is chum, gu so, mi beo.

7 O iomadh slochd do-lèirsinn leam,
^O rib is eangach bàis, 1

'S o bhuairibli cealgach blasd' an
Thug thu mi tèaruint' slàn. [uilc,]

8 Tràth shearg mo ghruaidh fo an-
shoeair

Rinn thus' i nuadh le slàint';

'S tràth bha mi bàitht' am peacadh
's bròn,

Do m'anam dheanaich gràs.

9 Shruth mile sochair shaoghalta,
O d' làimh ro thaoilidh chaoin ;

Is ann an caraid dileaa dlìith,

Dhùblaich thu m' uile mhaoin.
10 Deich mile mhiite comhar' gràidh

Fhuair mi gach la o m' Dhia;
Is ui nach lugha, cridiie ait,

A mheal le tlachd iad riamh.

11 Am fad is beò mi molaidh mi
Ard-righ ino blieatha 's m'iùil

;

'S an dèigh mo bhais, an saoghal cèin

Cuiridh mi 'n eèill a chlm. [tir,

12 Tràth theirgeas nèamh, is muir, is

'S thig crioch air là is oidhch',
Mo chridhe taingeil seinuidh cliu

Do Dhia nan dùl a chaoidh.

HYMNS.

HYMN I.

1 When all thy mercies, O my God !

My risiog soul surveys,
Transported with the view, I'm lost

In wonder, love, and praise.

2 O how shall words, with equal
warmth,

The gratitude declare
That glows within my ravish'd

heart

!

But Thou canst read it there.

3 Thy Providence my life sustain'd,

And all my wauts redrest,

Wheu iu the silent womb I lay,

And hung upon the breast.

4 Toall my weak complaints aud cries

Thy mercy lent au ear,

Ere yet my feeble thoughts had
learu'd,

To form themselves in pray'r.

5 Uunumber'd comforts to my soul

Thy tender care bestow'd,

Before my infant heart conceiv'd

From whom these comfortsflow'd.

6 When in the slipp'ry paths ofyouth
With heedless steps I ran;

Thine arm, unseen, convey'd me
And led me up to man. [safe,

7 Through hidden dangers, toils, and
It geutly clyar'd my way; [deaths,

And through the pleasiug suares of

vice,

More to be fear'd than they.

8 VYhen woru with sickness oft hast

thou
With health reuew'd my face;

And, when in sins and sorrows sunk,
Reviv'd my soul with grace.

9 Thy bounteous hand with worldly

Hath made my cup run o'er;[blis3

Aud, iu a kind and faithful fnend,

Hath doubled all my store.

10 Ten thousand thousand precious

My daily thanks employ ;
[gifts

Nor is the least a cheerful heart,

That tastes these gifts with joy.

11 Through ev'ry period of my life

Thy goodne.is I'll proclaim ;

And after death, in distant worlds,

Resurae the glorious theme.

12 When nature fails, and day and
Divide thy works uo more.[night

My ever grateful heart, O Lord,

Thy mercy shall adore.



DAN II. III.

13 Feadh linnte bithbhuantachd ^n
Togaidh mi òran binn

;
[lèir

Ach O! 's ro {jhoirid bith-bhuautachd,

Gu moladh Uhe a sheinn.

DAN II.

1 Na speuran àrd a's àille dreach,

'S a sgaoi! an gormbhrat cian a mach,
Le 'ii reultaibh dealrach maiseach

grinn, [bhinn.

Tha seinn d' an Cruithear cosheirm
2 Tha ghrian gun sgios o là gu la,

A' sgaoileadh cliu a Dia 's gach àit,

'S a glaodhaich feadh gach tir' fa leth,
•' Cia treun an Dia thug dhorah mo

bhith !"

j

3 An-moch, tràth dh'aomas neòilnan
speur,

j

Togaidh a' ghealach ait an sgeul

;

'S do 'n talamh, chluinn le tosd a guth,
Innsidh i cò thug dhi a cruth.

4 Na milte reul tha dh'ise dlùth, I

Gach solus eile 's lòchran iiiil,
]

Cauaidh an sgeul so t'ad' is cian,

O 'n àird an ear gu ruig an iar.

5 Samhach is ciùin ged tha an triall

Mu 'n talamh dhorcha so ag iadh
;

Guth ged nach cluinnear fòs no iuaim,
'Nan imeachd dealrach tosdach shuas;
6 Gidheadh le cluaisibh tuigse glic,

Cluinnear am fonn 's an ceòl gu tric,

A' seinn gun tàmh air feadh gach linn,
" Is tusa, Dhia, a chruthaich sinu." ,

DAN III.
I

ITRatH dh'eireasmi le ciont'isgeilt,

O leabaidh dlioirch a' bhàis,
j

'S a chi mi 'm Breitheamh gnùis ri^

Cò ghiulaineas a Jath'r. [gnùis :'

2Ma'se 'sgu bheil mo chridh'fogheilt,
Seadh cheana leis an smuain

Tràth dh'fheudar tròcair fhaotainn
Is maitheanas gu saor

;
[pailt,

3 O cionnus idir sheasas mi,
Tràth dh'fhoillsichear thu, Righ,

A'd' shuidh' air caithir breitheauais,
A thoirt air m'anam binn' ?

4 Ach dh'innis thu do luchd a' bhròin,
Tha leònt' air son an lochd,

Gu faigh au uruuigh is an caoidh
Sàr èisdeachd uait gu beachd.

5 O seall ma ta air bròn mo chridh'

Rlu 'm bi e tuilleadh 's malì,

'S pisd acain bàis mo Shlauuighir
A ghuidh dhomh slàiut' gu teann.

6 Mo dhuil ri maitheauas, a Dhè,
Cha chaill mi fèin gu bràth ;

Oir 's aun a chosnadh maitheanais

A fhuair do Mhac am bàs.

HYMN II. III. 211

13 Through all eternity to thee
A joyful song I'll raise

;

For, oh ! eternity's too short
To utter all tliy praise.

HYMN II.

1 The spacious fìrmament on high,

With all the blue ethereal sky,

Aud spangled heav'us, a shining
frame,

Their great Original proclaim.

2 Th' uuweary'd sun, from day to

day,
Does his Creator's pow'r display

;

Aiid pubiishes to ev'ry laud

The work of au Almighty hand.

3 Soon as the ev'uiug shades prevail,

The moon takes up the woudroustale,
And, uightly to the list'ning earth,

Repeats the story of her birth;

4 While all the stars that round her
burn,

JAnd all the planets iu their turn,

Confirm the tidings as they roll,

Audspread thetruthfrom poleto pole.

5 What though iu solemn silence all

Move round the dark terrestrial ball ?

What tho' no real voice nor souud,
Amidst their radiaut orbs be fouud ?

6 In reason's ear they all rejoice,

And utter forth a glorious voice
;

For ever singing, as they shiue,
" The hand that made us is divine."

HYMN III.

1 WHEN,risiu2 from the bed of death,

O'erwhelm'd with guilt aud fear,

I see my ISIaker face to face,

O how shall I appear

!

2 If yet vvhile pardou may be found,

Aud mercy may be sought
My heart with inward horror shrinks,

And trembles at the thought ;

3 When thou, O Lord ! shalt stand

In majesty severe, [disclos'd

And sit m judgmeut on my soul,

O.how shall 1 appear ?

4But thou hast told tlie troubled mind,
Who doth her sius laraent,

That timely grief for errors past

Shall future woe prevent.

5 Theu see the sorrows of my heart,

Ere yet \t be too late ;

Aud hear my Saviour's dying groans,

To give those sorrows weight.

6 For uever shall my soul despair

Of mercy at thv throne,

Who knows thine ouly Sou has dy'd

Thy justice to atoue.



212 DAN IV.

1 FailTE do 'n là san d'èirich Criosd,

Le cumhachd nios o'n uaigh ; i

'S an d'fhuair e air gach uile'nàmh,'
Air ifrinn 's bàs l^n-bhuaidh. |

2 'Na leabaidh thosdaich anns an ùir

Ghabh Righ nan dùl a thàmh,
Gu ruig an treas là ghh')rmhoir sin i

A shonraich e roimh làimh.

3 Chuir ifrinn 's uaigh an l^mh r'a

chèil',

G'a chumail shios fo ghlais
;

Ach bhris ai> gaisgeach dheth g«ch|
Is dhùisg e'n àird gu cas. [>ika,\

4 Do t'ainm ro àrd, a Thriath uam'
buadh,

I

Gach uair bheir sinne cliu ;

'S )e 'r n-ait hosana fàiltichidh

An là san d'eirich thu.

5 Slàinte is cliu gun chrìch d'ar Dia,

An Triath le'n d' shaoradh sinn
;

|

Dhaseinneadhnòamh isfonn iscuan
Gach uair liosana bhinn.

j

6 Do'n Ath'r, do'n Mhac, 's do'n I

Spiorad Naomh, i

An t aon Dia beò is fior, I

Biodh glòir mar bha, a ta, 's a bhios,

'

O so a mach gu sìor.
|

HYMN IV.

1 BLEST morning ! whose fiist davvn-
ing rays

Beheld the Sou of God
Arise triumphant from the grave,
And leave his dark abode.

2 Wrapt in the silence of the tomb
The great Redeemer lay,

Till the revolving skies had brought
The third, th' appointed day.

3 Hell and the grave combin'd their
force

To hold our Lord in vain
;

Sudden the Conqueror arose,
And burst their feeble chain.

4 To thygroat name, Almighty Lord!
We sacred honours pay,

And loud hosannahs shall proclaim
The triumphs of the day.

5 Salvation and immortal praise
To our victorious King !

Let heav'n and earth, and roeks and
seas,

With glad hosannahs ring.

3 To Father, Son, and Holy Ghost,
The God whom we adore,

Be glory, as it was, and is,

And shall be evermore.

DAN V.
!

HYMN V.

1 Thai.nmg anuair: 's thamis' a'triall; I THE hour of my departure's

Chual mi 'n guth ta ga m' ghairm gu come
;

Dia
;

I hear the voice that calls me liome ;

Sguireadh m' uil' àrahgharnis,aRigh, At last, O Lord ! let trouble cease,

'S ceadaich do t'òglach triall an sith. And let thy .servant die in peace.

2 Chriochnaichmi nis mo chath's mo 2 The race appointed I have run
;

rèis, [rèidh ; The combat'a o'er, the prize is

Mo dhuais tha cinnteach, 's m'anam! won
;

Tha m'fhianuis shuas le Dia nan grà'*, And now my witness is on high,

Mo theisteas anns na uèamhaibh àrd'. And now my record's in the sky.

3 M' earbsa cha 'n'eil a'm' neòchiont 3 Njot ìn mine innocence I trust;

o • 1 j
" ' j n • T^i 'I ^^^ before thee in the dust

;

Striochdam san dus am fianuis Dd : l .^„d through my Saviour's blood
Tre fuil is fearta Chriosd a mham,

| alone
Tha m' earbs a' d'iochd, O Dhia, 's a'

j IoqI^ ,0^ mercy at thy throne.
d-shlàint.

^
[saog"

'. 4 Ileavetheworldwithoutatear,
4 Chachruaidh leam dealach ns an t- gave for the friends I held so dear;
Murcruaidhbhifagad uchdmoghaoil; To heal their sorrows, Lord, de.s-
Lt'ighis am bròn, a Dhia nan grAs, ^,^^^
'S ri call dhoibh caraid, cùm riu baigh.U j^j to the friendless prove a friend.

5 Air t'iarrtus tha mi falbh gun dàil,
i

Mo spiorad tiomnam suas do d'làiinh; 5 I come, I come, at thy command,
O ! sin a mach do ghairdean treun, |I give my spirit to thy hand;
'Soghatha'bhàisdìou mi led' sg^-ith.jStretch forth thine everlasting arms,
6 Thàinig an uair : 's tha mis' a' triall;| And shield me in the last alarms.
Chual mi 'n guth ta ga m' ghairm gu 6 The hour of my departure's come ;

Dia

;

1 hear the voice that calls rae home ;

Sguireadh m' uil' àmhghar nia, a Righ, ;
Now, O my God ! let trouble cease !

'S ceadaich do t'òglach triall an sith. Now let thy servant die iu peace.

A' CHRIOCn. I END. "',
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