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THE
8TH, 9TH, AND IOTH VERSES

OF THE §57TH PSALM,

AwAxE, my glory, ere the rofy morn
Shall with a vivid blufh the fkies adorn,

Before the fun arife to break the day,
Awake, and chace thy gloomy fleep away.

Awake, foft lute, awake, my tuneful lyre,
Witk facred tranfports my warm breaft in{pire ;
Awake, each faculty, awake and fing

In holy rapture to my heav’nly King,

In
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In notes divine let my glad verfe proclaim
His mighty goodnefs end eternal name ;

Let my loud praifes thro’ the world refound,
Whilft wond’ring nations Iiften all around.

But, O my God, thy wonders are too great

For tongue to {peak, or verfe to cclebrate,

So vaft thy mercies and thy truth fo high,

They pierce the clouds and reach beyond the iky.
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