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Nor tum'd from poverty his face,
But hears its humble cry.

Thus in thy sacred courts will I
My cheerful thanks express

;

In presence of thy saints perform
The vows of my distress.

Let all the jrlad converted world,
To God their homaije pay :

And scattered nations of the earth
One sovereign Lord obey.

PSALM XXIIL C. M.

THE Lord himself, the mighty Lord,
Vouchsafes to be my guide

;The shepherd, by whose constant careMy wants are all supplied.

2 In tender grass he makes me feed,
And gently there repose

;

Then leads me to cool shades, and where
Ketreshing water flows'.

Ke does my wandVing soul reclaim,
And, to his endless praise,

Instruct with humble zeal to walk
In his most righteous ways.

I pass the gloomy vale of death,

-b or there his aiding rod and staff
i^efend and comfort me.
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