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Henry Harington first published this tune as a 
secular glee ("Beneath the silent rural call"). 
Its first appearance as a hymn tune was in 1775.

5. If on my face, for thy dear name,
    Shame and reproaches be,
    All hail reproach, and welcome shame,
    If thou remember me.

6. The hour is near; consigned to death,
    I own the just decree;
    “Saviour,” with my last parting breath
    I’ll cry, “Remember me.”
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