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Preface.

FMERMANY, fince the time of the
# Reformation, has always had its
facred poets; yet their beautiful
hymns were till of late unknown
in England, except to'the few who read them
in the original.

This {mall feleftion, now re-publithed in a
flightly enlarged edition, was perhaps the firft
attempt to make them known to Englith
readers. Some of its former contents are
here replaced by hymns of more value.

Moft of thefe were pointed out to the Tranf-
lator as * national treafures”” by the late Baron
Bunfen, on whofe authority the names and
dates of the authors are given, and from whofe
large colle&tion the hymmns, with one excep-
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tion, are taken. That entitled  Gethfemane,”
-t wrecently tranflated for Lyra Myitica, is from
a Treves hymn-bock. The proximity of the
"German, which, as in the firft Edidon, is
printed on correfponding pages, will betray
that in this inftance, as allo in three or four
others, the metre has been changed. In this
hymn efpecially it was difficult to retain the
fhort line and double rhyme in Englifh verfe,
with fufficient reverence for the folemn theme.
The originals will, it is hoped, recommend
this volume to young ftudents of German, who
may wilh to become acquainted with fome of
the hymns of Gerhard, Angelus, and others,
without fearching through colleftions which
moftly comprife (everal hundreds.
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LIEDER.

porgeniicd,

Lobet den Herrn alle feine Werke an allen Orten feiner
Herrichaft:
Lobe den Berrn meine Secle,

Die Nacht ilt nun vergangen,
All Creatur macht fich herfiir
Des edlen Lichtes Prache und Zier

Mit Freuden zo empfangen :

Was lebt, Was fchwehbe

Hoch in Liften, Tief in Kliiften,

Lilst zu Ehren .

Seinem Goit ein Danklied horen.

Drum, o mein Herz, dich auch aufriche,
Erheb dein Stimm vnd fiume niche

Dem Herrn dein Lob zu bringen.

Denn, Herr, Du bift's, dem Laob pebiihrt,
Defs Ruhm niemals vollendet wird,

Den man lifst innig Kingen
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orning Hymn,

O {peak good of the Lord, all ye Works of His, In all Place of
His Dominion: praife thou the Lord, O my Soul,

OW lovely now the morning-flar
W In twilight fky bright gleams afar,
d ]  Whilc Night her cortain reifeth ;
- Each creature hails, with ravithed fight,
The glories of returning light,
And Ged its Maker praifeth :
Both far, And near,
All things living Thanks are giving,
There high foaring,
Here throogh earth’s wide ficld adoring.

Then hafts, my Soul, thy notes to raile,
Nor fpare in thy Redeemer's Praife
To pour thy due Oblation ;
For glory, Lord, to Thee belongs,
Thy Preile refounds in graveful ifongs,
With pious emalation -



4 LIEDER. .
Mit Fleifs Dank, Preis,
Freudenfaiten, Dafs von weiten
Man kann héren

Dich, o meinen Helland, ehren.

Ich lag in Rolzer Sicherheit,

Sah nicht, mit was Gefihrlichkeit
Ich diefe Nacht umpeben =

Des Teafels Lift und Biberet,
Die Héll, des Todes Tyrannei
Stund mir nach Leib und Leben,
Dals ich Schwerlich

War entkommen Und entmommen
Dielen Banden,

Wenn Du mir niche beigeftanden.

Allein, o Jefu, meine Freud

In aller Anglt und Traurigkeit,

Du halt mich heut befreiet,

Du hatt der Feinde Macht gewehat,
Mir Schotz und fanfte Ruh belchere,
Des fei gebenedelet !

Mein Math, Mein Blut

Soll nun fingen, Soll nun {pringen,
All mein Leben

Soll Dir Dankeslieder geben,

O metn Herr, fiffer Lebenthort,
Lals ferner deine Goadenpiort
Mir heot aoch offen bleiben:

Sei meine Burg und feltes Schlofs,
Und lafs kein feindliches Gefchofz
Darans mich immer treiben :



