
Isaac Watts, 1709

(Hymn 74, Book 2) Transcribed from Kimball's Rural Harmony, 1793.
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Is this the kind re turn? And these the 

Is this the 

these thanksthe we owe? And these the thanks

thanks we

kind re

owe? Is this

turn? Is this

kindthe re turn?

kindthe re turn? And

we owe?

Is this

Thus to

kindthe re turn? 

busea tere nal love,

Thus ato buse e

what stuba born frame,

ter nal love, Whence our all bles

Has sin ducedre our mind?

bel lious wret ches we, And God as stran

sings, all our bles sings, ourall

What strange re bel lious

bles sings flow? To

wret ches, What strange re

gely kind! What strange re bel lious wret ches
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we, And God, and God, as strange ly

And mold our hearts a fresh, Break, sove reign

kind! Turn, turn us, turn us, migh God!ty

grace, these hearts of stone, And give us hearts of flesh.

Break, sove

old in gra ti

reign grace, these hearts of stone,

tude Pro voke our wee ping eyes;

rise. Let old in gra ti tude Pro voke

And give us hearts of

And hour ly, newas mer cies

flesh. Let

fall, Let hour thanksly a

our wee ping, wee ping eyes, And

 

































Page 2 Public Domain.



















40

45

T.

Tr.

B.

T.

Tr.

B.



























 



 

 















 
 














 


 



  




 








 







 































 




 

  
   

  






 
 


  






 










 
 




hour ly, newas ciesmer Letfall, hour thanksly

hour ly thanks rise.a Let hour hourly,

rise.a And hour asly mernew cies Letfall,

thanks ly a rise.
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