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O Gonp, thou art my only God, - 1

My Saviour and my King,
Early thy face, O Lord, I feck,
Thy praife T ftrive to fing.

My fainting foul, when parch’d with thirft,

To thee looks up for aid ;
My wearied fleth by barren lands

And drought is fore difmay’d.

Thus have I fought my heav’nly ng

- In holinefs to fee;

Oh, let my foul confefs thy power,
And glory ftll in thee.
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Far better than the life itfelf
Thy kindnefs do I prize,
My lips thy praifes fhall rehearfe

For ever on' this wife.

For ever magnify my God,
-And ftill record his fame,
My hands while I have life, lift up

In honour of his name.

Thus fhall my foul be fatisfied,
Even as with daintieft meat,
When I with joyful lips thy praife

For evermore repeat,




