34 Songs and Hymns
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LONGING FOR

The Second Commg
CH R I ST

HEN f{hall th)r Shmlng Face be feen >
When fhall our Eyes behold our God?

‘What lengths of Diftance lie betweef,

And Hills of Guilt, a Heayy Load!
rd s 1

Our Months are Ages of Delay,

And flowly every Minute wearss;
Fly winged Time, and roll away
Thefe tedious Rounds of Sluggith Years.

IIL

Ye Heavenly Gates, loofe all your Chains,
Let the Eternal Pillars bow,
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Sacred to Devotion. . e

Dear Saviour, Cleave the Starry Plains,
And make the Chryftal Mountains flow.
' - 1V.
Hark how thy Saints unite their Cries, -
And pray and wait..the General Doom, -
Come, thou the Soul of .all our Joys,
Thou the Defire of Nations, come.

. A
Put thy bright Robes of Triumph on,
And blefs our Eyes, and blefs our Ears,
Thou abfent Love, thou Dear Unknown,
Thou Faireft of ten thoufand Fairs. '
¥ VI
Our Heart-ftrings groan with deep Complamf' |
OurFlefh lies panting, Lord, for thee, |

d every Limb and every Joynt
Stretches for Immortality,
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VIL

aur Spirits (hake theis Eager Wings,

And burn to meet thy rolling Throne,

We rife away from Mortal things

[&attend thy Shining Chariot down !
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VIIL
Now let our Chearful Eyes furvey
The blazing Earth and melting Hills,
And {mile to fee the Lightnings play,
And flath along before thy Wheels.
[X.

O for a thout of Violent Joys
To Joyn the Trumpets thundring found '

The Angel Herald fhakes the Skies,

Awakes the Graves, and tearsthe Ground.
' X.

Ye Slumbring Saints, a Heavenly Hoft
Stands waiting at your gaping Tombs,
Let every Sacred Sleeping Duft

Leap into Life, for Fefus comes.

XL

Fefus the God of Might and Love
New moulds our Limbs of Cumbrous Clay,

. Quick as Seraphick Flames we move,
A&ive and Young and Fair as they. -




Sacred to Devotion.
XIL
Our airy Feet with unknown flight
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_Swift as the motions of Defire
Run up the Hills of Heavenly Light,
And leave the Weltring World in Fire.

1T H'E

Sufferings and Glories

t CH RIS

A SON G InTrifyllable Feet.

_ L.

' I Long for a Confort of Heavenly Praife,

To Fefus the God, the Omnipotent Son,
My Voice thould awake in Harmonious Lays,
Could it tell half the Wonders that Fefus has done.
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