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My soul, thou hast, let what will ail, A nev er- -
He raised me from the low est- state, When hell was

[That prec ious- blood a tones- all sin, And ful ly-
I base ly- sinned a gainst- his love, And yet my

God’s merc y- is for ev er- sure; E ter- nal-1.
2.
3.
4.
5.
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The Everlasting Mercy of God. Ps. 136; 100. 5
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chang- ing- Friend; When breth ren,- friends, and
my de sert;- I broke his law, and,
clears from guilt; It makes the foul est-
God was good; His fa vour- noth ing-
is his name; As long as life and
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help ers- fail, On him a lone- de pend.-
worse than that, A las!- I broke his heart!
sin ner- clean, For ’twas for sin ners- spilt.]
could re move,- For I was bought with blood.
speech en dure,- My tongue this truth pro claim.-
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