Isaac Watts, 1706, Lyric

Poems, Book 1: Love to Sweet Complalnt D minor
Christ — 88. 88. (L. M.) No copyright. Transcribed from The Charlestown Collection, 1803. Oliver Holden, 1803
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1. While of Thy ab-sence we com - plain, And long and weep in all  we do,
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8 2.0f all the joys we mor-tals know, Jes - us, Thy love ex - ceeds the rest;
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There's a strange plea-sure in the pain, And tears have theirown sweet-ness too. 1. When
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8 Love, the best bles-singhere be - low, And near-est 1im-age of the blest. 2. Jes
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round Thy courts by =~ night werove, Or ask the watchmen of the night, For some kind tidings
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8 -us, my God! Yet rath-er come;Mine eyes would dwell up - on Thy face; 'Tis best to see my
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of our love, His ve - ry name cre - ates de-light, His ve - ry name cre - ates de - light.
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8 Lord at home, And feel the pres-ence  of His grace, And feel the pres -ence of His  grace.
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