We SING THE PRAISE OF BIM WHO GAVE

( J = Ca. 152)
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2. How awful must our state have been,
E'#Li S o ® - - o when nothing but his blood,
% 4 O r @ s . . O who gave us life, could make us clean,
and bring us back to God!
We sing the praise of him who gave
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V7 3. [ he more he suffered for our sake,
the more his kindness is;
but, oh! what poor return we make,
. for grace and love like his!
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4. He might expect that we would give
his pre - cious life for us; our hearts to him alone,
P and, bought with blood, that we would live
O . ® % % as his, and not our own.
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E’ Ct’ Ffm Ct’ D 5. But we, alas! too oft forget
how great his kindness is;
S < & g and, though redeemed, we wander yet
e > Zk from him who made us his.
'twas won - der - ful at all to save,
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#: . = _ 6. For this our hearts are cold and dead,
~ for this our eyes are dim;
the crown is fallen from our head,
because we stray from him.
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h: Z p=i = 7. Lord, we confess our shame, and mourn
that we have proved so base;
but more, to do it thus. to thee again, to thee we turn,
O save us by thy grace!
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