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[l.Oglorioushopeof perfect love' It lifts meuptothin({s above, It bears on eagles witigs;
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It gives m V ravished soul a taste,And r.lakes me for some moments feast With Jesus'

00 [priests and kings.
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2 RejoiciiiK now in earliest hope,

I stand, and Iruin the mountain top
See all the land below :

Rivers of milk and honey rise,

And all the fruits of paradise
In endless plenty t^row.

3 A laud of corn, and wine, ard oil.

Favored with Clod's peculiar smile.

With every tilfssjuK blest; (ness.

There dwells tlu^-ord our Righteous-
And keeps his own in perfect peace,

And everlasting; rest.

4 O that I minht at once go up;
Nu more on this side Jordan stop,

But now the land possess;

Tliis moment end my legal years.

Sorrows and sins, and doubts and fears,

A howling wilderness!

16o Come on, my Partners.

I Come on, my partners in distross.

My conirades through the wikierness,

Who still your bodies feel

:

Awhile forget your griefs and fears.

And look beyond this vale of tears,

To that celestial hill.

2 Heyond the bounds of time and space,
Look forward to that heavenly place,
The saints' secure abode;

On faith's strong eagle pinions rise,

And force \our passage to the skies,

And scale the mount of God.

3 Who suffer w ith our Master here,
We shall before his face appear
And by his ' ide sit down;

To patient faith the prize is sure,

And all that to the end endure
Tlie cross, shall wear the crown.

4 Thrice blessed, bliss-inspiring hope!
It lifts the fainting spirits up,

It brings to life the dead:
Our conflicts here shall soon be past,

And you and I ascend at last,

Triumphant with our Head.

5 That great mysterious Deity
We soon with open face shall see;
The beatific sight [praise.

Shall lill the heavenly courts with
Anil wide ditVuse the golden blaze

Of everlasting light. —C. Wesley.

j('(j Welcome, Delightful Morn

I Welcome, delightful morn,

Thou day of sacred rest.

We hail thy kind return,

Lord, make these moments blest;

From the low train of mortal toys

We soar to reach immortal joys.

And hll his throne of grace
,

Tune opposite.

Thy scei)tre. Lord, extend.
While saints aililress thy face:

Let sinners feel thy quickening word.
And learn to know and fear the Lord.

Descend, celestial Dove I

With all thy ipiickening powers,
Disclose a Saviour's love,

.And bless these sacred hours;
Tiieii siiaii oui souis new iiii. LnMairi,

Nor Sabbaths be bestowed in vain.

J67


