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But swifter far the Spirit passed o’er the awakened throng ;
God’s presence with his message went as living waters flow,
And thus His Spirit blessed our sires two hundred years ago.

Two hundred years ago, afar, no Gospel sound was known,

The heathen man, unheeded then, bowed down to wood and stone ;
But better days have dawned on us—our missionary band

Are publishing salvation now on India’s golden strand,

And to the sons of Abraham our soas appointed go,

To Judah’s race, rejected, scorned, two hundred years ago.

Two hundred years ago was seen the proud and mitred brow
Frowning on Scotland’s envied Kirk as it is frowning now ;

But enemies in church and state may threaten stern decree,

Her ministers are men of prayer, her people still are free ;

Nor threat, nor interdict, nor wile of legislative show

Shall change the men whose fathers bled two hundred years ago.

Two hundred years ago o’er graves the blue-bell drooped its head,
The purple heather sadly waved above the honored dead ;

The mist lay heavy on the hill, the lav’rock ceased to soar,

And Scotland mourned her martyred sons on mountain and on moor.
And still her’s is a mourning church ; but He who made her so

Is nigh to aid her as He was two hundred years ago.

Two hundred years ago the hand of massacre was nigh,

And far and-wide, o'er Erin’s land, was heard the midnight cry.
Now Presbyterian Ulster rests in happiness and peace,

While crimes in distant provinces from year to year increase.

O Lord! their bondage quickly turn as streams in south that flow,
For Popery is the same it was two hundr?d years ago.”
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