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Chap. 6. Promiacuom Piecti,

6 Vet then, from all my ^riefa, O Lord!
I'liy mercy set me tree

;

^.

Wriiie in the tvmtidenca ofpray*r,
JVIy soul took hold tm thee.

7 For tiiough in dreadful vvhiris we huii|^

High on the bn)ken wave,
I knew tiiou wert not slow to hear,
Nor impotent to save.

8 The storm was laid, the winds retir*d,

Oliedient to tiiy will

;

The sea that roar'd at thy command,
At thy command was still.

9 In midst oi' dangers, feirs, and deaths,
Thy gootlnoss I 'II adore

;

And praise thee tor thy mercies past,

And humbly hope li>r more.

10 My life, if thou preserve my lile,

T|iy sacrifice shall be

;

And deatti, if death nuist be my doom,
ADDISMT.Shall join my sou! h» thee.

SECTION XXtl.

Hymn on a review of the seasons,

1 THESE, as they change, Aimig-htv Father! theac,

Are but the varie<l God. The ir<»llmg year
Is full of thee. Forth in the pleasing spring
Tijy beauty walks, Tiiy tenderness and love.

Wide flush the fields; the sofl'nin^ air is (mlm;
Echo the mountains round; the forest smiles,

And ev'ry sense, and ev'ry heart is joy.

2 Then coaies Thy Sflory in the sunmier months,
With li^ht and heal n^fiilsfent. Then Tny sun
Sh<K)is Full |:)erfection throuffh the swelling' year

;

And ot> Thv voice in dreadful thunder speaks;
And oft at dawn, deep runm, or Hilling' eve,

By brooks and gnrives, in hollow-whisp'rinff gfalea*

3 Thy bounty shines in aulunm unconfinVl,

And spreads a common fer.sf tor all that lives.

In winter, awful Thou ! with clouds and stormH
An)und Thee thrown, tempest o'er tempest roU'd,

Majestic darkness' On the whirlwind's wiiiff,

Ridiiiff sublime, Thou bidst the world adore

;

And humblest nature with Thy northern blast.

4 Mysterious round ! what skill, what force divine^

Deep felt la tliese appear ! a simple traiiL

m.


