Come, Thou Fount of Every Blessing
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1. Come, ThouFount of ev-ryblessing, Tunemyheartto sing Thy grace;
2.Here I raisemine Eb-e-ne-zer; Hith-er by Thy help I've come;
3.0 to gracehowgreata debt-or Dai-ly I'm constrainedto be!
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Streamsof mer-cy, nev-er ceas-ing, Call for songs of loud-est praise.
And I hope, by Thygoodpleas-ure, Safe-ly to ar - rive at home.
Let Thy goodness, like a fet - ter, Bind my wand’ringheart to Thee:

Teachme some mel - odious son - net, Sung by
Je-sus soughtmewhena

Prone to wan-der,Lord,I feel it, Prone to leavethe God I Ilove;
:E i - 2
s E : I I I . o I . I I =4
kil — | | — | | L — | | —
0 4 ' ' ! ' I L
) 4 fru. | | sl | I f f | | N |
|

flam-ing tongues a-bove.
stranger, Wand'ring from the fold of God;

Praise the mount—I'm fixed up - on
He, to

it, Mountof Thy re-deeming love.
res - cue me from dan-ger, In - ter posedHis pre ciousblood;
it, Seal it for Thycourts a - bove.

Here'smy heart— O takeand seal
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