
Epitaph.  S.M. T. IveyG minor.   C. Wesley, altered

&bb 32 î. . Í Ï . ú. Ï Ì ú. .
1. And must this bo dy die? This well wrought frame de cay And

Soprano

&bb 32 î. . á. á. Ë Ê ú Ê á. á.
2. Cor rup tion, Earth, and Worms Shall but re fine this flesh;  Till

Alto

&bb 32 î. Ë. â Ê â . ú. Ï Ï Ï ú. .
3. Yet my Re deem er lives, And ev er from the skies Looks

Tenor

? bb 32 î. . Ï . . Ì á Ï ú. .
4 Arrayed in glorious grace
Shall these vile bodies shine;
And every shape and every face
Be heavenly and divine.

5 These lively hopes we owe,
Lord, to thy dying love:
O may we bless thy grace below,
And sing thy power above!

Bass

&bb Í Ï Ï ú â .
must these ac tive limbs of mine  Lie mould ring in the clay?

Soprano

&bb Ë Ê Ï Ê á Ï Ï ú Ï .
my tri um phant Spi rit comes to put it on a fresh.

Alto

&bb Ï Ê Ï Ï Ë Ï â Ï .
down, and watch es all my dust, Till he shall bid it rise.

Tenor

? bb ú Ï Ï Ë Ï .
Bass
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