62 Songs and Hymns o A

Tis pleafant as the Morning Dews
That fallon Zwn'sHilly

Where God his mildeft Glory fhews,
And makes his Grace diftil.

THE

PLEASURE
Love to CHRIST

Prefent or Abfent.
1.
F all the Joys we Mortals know
Fefus, thy Love exceeds the reft 5

Love, the beft Blefling here below,
And neareft Image of the Bleft.
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Sacred to Devotion.
i1

Sweet are my. Thoughts, and foft my Cares
‘When the dear Heav'nly Flame I feel s

In all my Hopes and all my Fears

There’s forething kind and pleafing ftill.

I1IL
While I am held in his Embrace
There’s not a Thought attempts to rove ;
Each Smile he wears upon his Face
Fixes and charms and fires ' my Love.

1V,
He fpeaks, and ftrait Immortal Joys -
Run thro’ my Ears, and reach my Heart ;
My Soul all melts at that dear Voice,
And Pleafure thoots thro’ every Part.

V.

If he withdraw a Moments fpace
He leaves a Sacred Pledee behind,

Here in this Breaft his Image ftays,
The Grief and Gomfort of my Mind.
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,
While of his Abfence I complain,
And long, and weep as Lovers do,
There’sa {trange Pleafure in the Pain,
And Tears have their own Sweetnefs too.
VIL

When round his Courts by Day I rove,
Or ask the Watchmen of the Night
For fome kind Tidings of my Love 3
His very Name creates Delight.

VIIL

Fefus my God 5 yet rather come s
Mine Eyes would dwell upon thy Face ;
*Tisbeft to fee my Lord at Home,
And feel the Prefence of his Grace.
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