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1.  Come and taste along with me,  Con-so-la-tion  running  free,  From our Father's worthy home,  Sweeter than the honey comb.    From our Father's worthy home,  Sweeter than the honey comb.  
2.  Goodness here, and goodness there, Comforts flowing everywhere; By his constant breaking forth, Gladdens earth and heaven both. By his constant breaking forth, Gladdens earth and heaven both.
3. Though  my  body  doth its best,  For to keep me off from Christ, Drawn by grace I’ll run to him,  Who  alone  can  pardon  sin.         Drawn by grace I’ll run to him,   Who  a – lone  can  par–don  sin.

4. Now  I’ll  go  to  heaven’s  door,   Asking  for  a  lit–tle  more;   Je–sus  gives  a  double  share,  Calling  me    a      gleaner  there.     Je – sus  gives  a  double  share,   Calling  me  a  gleaner  there.
5. Sin–ful  nature  lurks in  vice.  Cannot stop the works of grace;   While there is a God to give,   And  a  sin – ner   to   re – ceive.    While  there  is  a  God  to  give,   And  a  sin – ner  to  re–ceive.
6. Now  I'll  go  rejoicing  home.   From  the  banquet  of perfume;   Gleaning many on the road,    Dropping from the mouth of God.    Gleaning  many  on  the    road,   Dropping from the mouth of God.

7. Goodness running like a stream.  Through the new Jerusalem;   By his constant breaking forth,  Gladdens earth and heaven both.     By his constant breaking forth,  Gladdens earth and heaven both.
8. Heaven's here and heaven’s there,  Comforts flowing everywhere;  This  I  boldly  can  protest,   For  my  soul  has  got  a   taste.          This  I  boldly  can  protest,   For  my  soul  has   got  a    taste.













 

  





 




Public	Domain.






