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"Repository of Sacred Music," Part Second
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Come, thou fount of ev 'ry bles sing, Tune my heart to sing thy grace; Streams of

mer cy, ne ver ceas ing call for songs of loud est praise. Teach me some mel o dious son net, sung by

flam ing tongues a bove. Praise the mount! I'm fixed up on it, mount of thy re deem ing
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