( 102 )

HY MN

LII

T o thee, all powerful and fupreme,
I tune my grateful lays,
When fuch, and fo divine, the theme,

How weak 1s mortal praife!

Yet pardon, if in humble verfe
My’ earaptur’d foul afpire,

Thy wond’rous goodnefs to rehearfe,
Thy greatnefs to admire,

Let my o’erflowing heart difcharge
In prayer and praife to thee

Some {mall return for gifts fo large
Beftow’d each day on me,

Ah,
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Ah, what am I, that thou thould’ft deign

To vifit my {ad heart ?
And why vouchfafe, when T complain,

Such folace to impart ?

*Tis 1n the words of life I meet
A cure for every grief,

*Tis ever to thy mercy-feat
I fly to feek relief,

I find it there, I feel a flame
Within my bofom glow,
I call upon my Saviour’s name,

And triumph over woe.

Vain is the world’s unkindnefs, vain

Misfortune’s utmott {pite,
Whilft ftill I keep *midft grief and pain
Thy mercies in my fight.
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I know
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I know that my Redeemer lives,
I know that He can fave,

Let Him take back the lifa he gjves,
Ill feck Him in the grave.



