Text: Robert Robinson, 1758

Come, Thou Fount of Every Blessing

Music: John Wyeth, 1813
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1. Come, Thou Fount of ev - ’ry bless ing; Tune my heart to sing  Thy grace;
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Streams of mer cy, nev - er ceas ing, Call for songs of loud - est praise.
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Teach me some me lo - dious son net, Sung by fla - ming tongues a - Dbove;
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Praise the mount; I'm fixed up - on it: Mount of Thy re - deem - ing love.
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