Isaac Watts, 1719

Yarmouth

(Psalm 103, Part2) 66. 86. (S. M.) Transcribed from Kimball's Rural Harmony, 1793. E Major Jacob Kimball, 1793
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1. My soul, re — peat his Whose mercies are so great, Whose an—ger is so slow to rise, Whose
2. Gol d Wlll not al — ways chlde And when his strokes are felt, His strokes are fewer than our crimes, His
ALl 3. Highas the heav'ns a A — bove the ground we tread, So far the ri—ches of his grace So
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1. My soul, re — peat his Whose mercies are so great, Whose an—ger is so  slow to rise, Whose
2. God will not al — ways chlde And when his strokes are felt, His strokes are fe —wer than our crimes, His
u 4 3. Highas the heav'ns are raised A— bove the ground we tread, So far the ri—ches of his grace So
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'g 1. My soul, re — peat his Whose mercies are so great, Whose an—ger is so slow to rise, So rea-dy to a — bate. Whose an—ger is so
2. God will not al — ways chlde And when his strokes are felt, His strokes are fewer than our crimes, And lighter than our guilt. His strokes are fewer
3. Highas the heav'ns are raised A— bove the ground we tread, So far the ri—ches of his grace Our highest thoughts exceed.  So far the ri—ches
P ,, — -~ - P e
B. | = oo l- ' I . . - — I
e b S [ o I
1. Whose an—ger is so slow to rise, So rea—dy to a — bate. Whosean—ger is so
2. His strokes are fewer than our crimes, And ligh— ter than our guilt. His strokes are fewer
3. So far the ri—ches of ______ his grace Our highest thoughts exceed. So far the ri—ches
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. | @ I% I% { - o o° g . 4. His power §ubdues oursins, 7. Qur days are as the grass,
<y — ! | — | And his forgiving love Or like the morning flower;
l.an—ger is so slow to r - dy to a — bate Far as the east is from the west  If one sharp blast sweep o'er the field
2. strokes are fewer than our crimes, And — ter  than our guilt. Doth all ilt It withers i h
&3. far the ri-ches of his grace Our — est thoughts ex — ceed. oth alfour gulit remove. t withers in an hour.
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C [ o [ I r— 5. The pity of the Lord, 8. But thy compassions, Lord,
3 - | o @ < o= < To those that fear his name, To endless years endure;
b '&u#ﬂ . o . o : _ Is such as tender parentsfeel;  And children's children ever find
ol |7 i | ! e M 1 L { He knows our feeble frame.  Thy words of promise sure.
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'g 1. slow to rise, So - dy to a — bate.
2. than our crimes, —  ter than our guilt. 6.He know§ we are but dust,
3. of his  grace — est thoughts ex — ceed. Scattered with every breath;
= o His anger, like a rising wind,
&) ﬁu#“ - , . o = | e — ! Can send us swift to death.
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