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RAISE to Gop, immortal praife,*
P For the love that crowns our days ;
Bounteous fource of every joy,

Let thy praife our tongues employ.

For the bleflings of the field,
For the ftores the gardens yield,
For the vine’s exalted juice,

For the generous olive’s ufe :
Flocks

* AL Tnuu?n the fig-tree fhall ‘:mt blefiom, neit._h:i- ﬂlﬂl fruit
be in the vines, the labour of the olive fhall fail, and the fields
fhall yield no meat, the flock thall be cut off from the fold, and
there fhall be'no he:.rcl in the ftalls ; yet I will rejoice in the Lorp,
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- Iwill joy inthe Gop of my falvation,
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Flocks that whiten all the plain,
Yellow fheaves of ripen’d grain ;

Clounds that drop their fatt’ning dews,

Suns that temperate warmth diffufe :

All that Spring with bounteous hand
gcatters o’er the fmiling land :
All that liberal Automn pours

. From her rich o’erflowing ftores :

Thefe to thee, my Gun, we owe 3
Source whence all our bleffings flow ;

And for thefe, my foul fhall raife

Grateful vows and folemn praife.

Yet fhould rifing whirlwinds tear
From its ftem the ripening ear ;
Should the fig-tree’s blafted fhoot

Drop her green untimely fruit;
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Should the vine put forth no more,

Nor thg olive yield her ftore ;

Though the fick’ning flocks thould fall,

And the herds defert the ftall ;

Should thine alter’d hand reftrain
The early and the latter rain ;

‘Blaft each opening bud of joy.

And the rifing year deftroy ; r

Yet to thee my foul fhould raife

Grateful vows, and folemn praife;

And, when every blefling’s flown,
Love thee—for thy felf alone.
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