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126t1i PSÂLM 0F DAVID.

Whou our groat Lord, set Zion free,
And turu'd away captivity,

We woe like those -who drowu;
Our hearts woro fill'd w-ith fervent love,
We worship'd Hlma who reigns above,

Rejoiceci at is osteem.

Whou ileathens knew th~e Idighy hand,-
Of ffirm who rules o'er ses. and land,

I?.,ttur!ed to £et us free;
They aIl cried out with one accord,
No wonder they adored the L'jrd,

Wlio givei; thora liberty.

The Lord inspired us to rejoice,
Wo hcard with gice His mighty voice,

From out the Prophot's nmoutb;
To Jerusalem'8 fertile plain,
Lot Isarael flow back again,

Like rivers in the soutb.

Who sows in tears xnay roap lu joy,
Tho' sadness may, ai first annoy,

The humble contrite nilnd;
But whon he sees, the harveBt shine,
And ripen, by the powor divine,

He'il leave no sheats behlud.
T1omânÂ BaYLY.
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