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3.God's law, a perfect whole,
Is saving to the soul,

And every secret tries.

His testimony sure,

Which ever shall endure,
Will make the simple wise.
His statues, right and true,
Rejoice the heart anew

And show the Lord's salvation;
His pure commands have lent
Mine eyes enlightment

In all my meditation.

4. Moreover, they forewarn
Thy servant that he scorn
All evil ways, O Lord.

He that in faith in Thee
Observes them piously
Shall reap a great reward.
But, Lord, where us the man
Who with precision can
Discern his every error?
Thou fount of joy divine,
O clear this heart of mine

From secret faults forever!




