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I'm Glad Salvation's Free.
1 When shall Thy love constrain

And force me to Thy breast?'
When shall my soul return again
To her eternal rust?

Ohobus.
II: I'm glafl salvation's free, :||

Salvation's free for you and m«,
I'm glad salvation's free.

2 Ah 1 what avails im strife.
My vandering to and fro?
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Thou hast the words of endless Hfe-
Ah ! whither should I go?

3 And can I yet delay
My little all to give?

To tear my soul from earth away
For Jesus to receive?

'

4 Nay, but I yield, I j ield
;

I can hold out no more

;

I sink, by dying love compelled.
Arid own Thee conqueror.

230 I Love to Think of Heaven.
1 I love to think of heaven.

Where white-robed angels are.
Where many a friend is gathered safe,

FrcT'i fear, and toil, and care.

Chorus.
lere'll be no parting there, :||

In heaven abc e where all is love.
Tuureii be no parting there.

2 I love to think of hesven,
Where my Redeemer r«igna,

Tunb: Nc 2:!8.

il

'«here rapturous sonprs of triumph rise,
in endless, joyous strains.

I love to think of heaven.
The saints' eternal home, [fade

Where palms, and robes, and orownfl ne'
'

And all our joys are on».

I love to think of heaven
The greetings there we'll meet,

* ^^'iirps—the songs forever ours-
The walks—the golden streets.


