
Isaac Watts, 1719
(Psalm 42, Part 2)          88. 88. (L. M.) Transcribed	from	Law's	Christian	Harmony,	1794.Alexandria
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Edited by B. C. Johnston, 2018. 
   1. Measure 19, Tenor: second note changed from D to B.
   2. Measure 34, Treble 2: note changed from B to C.     
   3. Measure 62, Treble 2: second note changed from A to B.
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