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“ To him protection fhall he fhewn,
¢ And mercy from above
| « Defcend on thofe who thas fulfil
¢ The perfeét law of love,”

H-Y M N ¥

| q WAKE, my foul ! lift up thine eyes,
See where thy foes againft thee rife,

In long array, a namerous hoft;

- Awake, my foul, or thou art Ioft.

Here gimt_danger threat’ning ftands
Muftering his pale terrific bands ;
‘ There pleafure’s filken banners {pread, |

And willing fouls are captive led.
" I See
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- See where rebellious paffions rage,
And fierce defires and luft engage;
The meaneft foe of all.the train

Has thoufands and ten thoufands flain.

Thou tread’ft upon enchanted ground,
Perils and fnares befet thee round ;
Beware of all, guard every part,

But moft, the traitor in thy heart.

Come then, my foul, now learn to wield
The weight of thine immortal fhield ;
Put on the armour from above

Of heavenly truth and heavenly love.

The terror and the charm repel,

3 And powers of earth,.and puw&ri of h:ll_;
The man of Calvary triumph’d here;
Why fhould his faithful followers fear ? "




