Psalm 7

Lyricist: Isaac Watts Richard St. Clair
(2 May 2024)
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1. My trust is in my hea - ven-ly Friend, My  hope in thee, my
there be mal - ice found___ in me, I know  thy pier - cing
sin - mners and their  wick - ed rage Be hum - bled to___ the
me their mal - ice dig - ged a  pit, But  there  them-selves are
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God; Rise and my help - less life de - fend From those  that seek my
eyes; I should not dare__ ap - peal to thee, Nor  ask my God to
dust; Shall  not the God__  of truth en - gage To vin - di - cate the
cast; My God  makes all____ their mis - chief light On  their  own heads at
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blood If [ had e'er pro - voked them first, or Once a - bused my
rise. A - rise, my God, lift up thy  hand, Their  pride and pow'r con -
just? He knows  the heart, he tries the reins, He will de - fend th'up -
last._ That cru - e per - se - cu - ting race Must  feel his dread - ful
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foe, That let  him tread my life to dust, And lay my hon - our 2.1f

trol; A - wake to judg - ment and com-mand De - liv - er-ance for my soul. 3. Let

right: __ His sharp - est ar - rows he or - dains A - gainst the sons of  spite. 4. For

sword; A - wake, my soul, and praise the grace And jus - tice of the Lord.?
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