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Editorial note:
Harwood published Lichfield in his A Second Set of Hymns and Psalm Tunes (Chester, 1786)
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 5.  But I shall share a glorious part
      When grace hath well refined my heart;
      And fresh supplies of joy are shed,
      Like holy oil, to cheer my head.

Circled numbers correspond with lines of text.

  6. Sin (my worst enemy before)
      Shall vex my eyes and ears no more;
      My inward foes shall all be slain,
      Nor Satan break my peace again.

  7. Then shall I see, and hear, and know
      All I desired or wished below;
      And ev'ry power find sweet employ
      In that eternal world of joy.
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