Devotion
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1.Show pit -y, Lord, O Lord, for-give, Let a re - pent-ing re - bel live;
2. My crimes are great, but don't sur-pass The pow'rand glo - ry of Thy grace;
3. Should sud - den venge - ance seize my breath, [  must pro-nounce Thee just in death;
4. Yet save a trem - bling sin-ner, Lord, Whose hope, still hov - ringround Thy word,
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Are not Thy mer - cies large and free? May not a sin - ner trust in Thee?
Great God, Thy na - ture hath no bound, So let Thy par-d'ning love be found.
And If my soul were sent to hell, Thy right-eous law ap -proves it  well.
Would light on some sweet prom-ise  there, Some sure sup-port a - gainst de - spair.
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Words: Isaac Watts

Music: Old Southern Melody
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