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5. No heights of guilt, nor depths of sin, 
    Where his redeemed have ever been, 
    But sovereign grace was underneath, 
    And love eternal, strong as death. 

6. Come, then, ye saints, in strains divine, 
     Rehearse the same in every line; 
     Nor fear to sing the charming lay; 
     You’ll sing the same another day. 

7. No other song will be the employ 
    Of saints, in worlds of endless joy, 
    But loud hosannas round the throne, 
    To the great sacred Three-in-One. 
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