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HTMN 19.

FBOX PSALM XOU.
L. M.

Sweet 18 the work, my God, mv KiDs,

To praise thy name, give thanks, and sing

;

To show thy love by morning light,

And talk of all thy troth at night.

Sweet is the day of saored rest,

No mortal oares shall seize my breast

;

may my heart in tune be found,

Like David's harp of solemn sound

!

My heart shall triumph in my Lord,

And bless his works, and bless his word

:

Thy works of grace how bright they shine,

How deep thy counsels ! how divine 1

may I see, and hear, and know,
What mortals cannot reach below.

May all my powers find sweet employ
In that eternal world ofjoy.

HYMN 13. C

And God blessed the seventh day and stnctified it: beoftuse

that in It he had rested from all his work which God
created and made.—Genesis U. S.

Blest is the seventh morn of light,

Hallowed for rest divine

;

Yet, Lord, a new creation needs
That mighty power of thine.


