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TERNAL Power, whose high abode 

Becomes the grandeur or u God, 
Infinite lengths beyond the bounds 

Where stars revolve their little rounds!

Thee, while the first archangel sings,
He hides his face behind his wings;
And ranks of shining thrones around 
Fall worshipping, and spread the ground.

Lord, what shall earth and ashes do?
We would adore our Maker too!
From sin and dust to thee we cry.
The Great, the Holy, and the High.

Earth from afar hath heard thy fame, 
And worms have learned to lisp thy

But. O! the glories of thy mind 
Leave all our soaring thoughts behind!

God is In heaven, and men below:
Be short our tunes, our words be few!
A solemn reverence cheeks our songs, 
And praise sits silent on our tongues.
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atLORIOUS things of thee are spoken,
U9 Zion, city of our God;

He, whose word cannot be broken. 
Formed thee for bis own abode;

On the Hock of ages founded,
What can shake thy sure repose?

With salvation’s walls surrounded. 
Thou may'st smile at all thy foes.

See the streams of living waters, 
Springing from eternal love,

Still supply thy sons and daughters, 
And all fear of want remove;

Who can faint while such a river 
Ever Hows our thirst to assuage?

Grace, which, like the Lord, the giver, 
Never falls from age to age.

Round each habitation hovering,
See the cloud and fire appear,

For a glory and a covering,
Showing that the Lord Is near:

He who gives us dally manna,
He who listens when we cry,

Let him hear the loud hosanna 
Rising to bis throne on blgb.
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T came upon the midnight clear,

That glorious song of old,
From angels bending near the earth 

To touch their harps of gold;
“Peace on earth, good-will to men,

From heaven’s all-gracious King!”
The world in solemn stillness lay 

To hear the angels sing.

Still through the cloven skies they come, 
With peaceful wings unfurled,

And still their heavenly music floats 
O’er all the weary world ;

Above Its sad and lowly plains 
They bend on hovering wing,

And ever o'er Its Babel sounds 
The blessed angels sing.

Yet with the woes of sin and strife 
The world has suffered long;

Beneath the angel-strain have rolled 
Two thousand years of wrong;

And man. at war with man, hears not 
The love-song which they bring:

0 hush the noise, ye men of strife,
And hear the angels sing!

And ye, beneath life’s crushing load. 
Whose forms are bending low.

Who toll along the climbing way,
With painful steps and slow,—

Look now, for glad and golden hours 
Como swiftly on the wing;

0 rest beside the weary road,
And hear the angels sing!

For lo! the days are hastening on 
By prophet-bards foretold,

When with the ever-circling years 
Comes round the age of gold;

When peace shall over all the earth 
Its ancient splendours fling,

And the whole world give back the song 
Which now the angels sing.
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