
Nahum Tate and Nicholas Brady, 1798
(Psalm 129)                      86. 86. (C. M.) Transcribed from The Columbian Harmony, 1793.
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1. From  my youth up, may Israel say, They oft have me assailed,                                                                                                   Re – duced me oft to  hea  –  vy  
2. They oft have plowed my patient back With furrows deep and long,                                                                                          But   our just God has broke  their 
3. Like corn  up – on our house's tops, Un–time–ly let them fade.                                                                                                Which too much heat, and want of 

2. They oft have plowed my patient back With furrows deep and long,                                          But our just God  has  broke  their       chains,  And rescued, rescued
1. From  my youth up, may Israel say, They oft have me assailed,                                                   Re –duced me oft to   hea  –  vy          straits,     But never,  never

3. Like corn  up – on our house's tops, Un–time–ly let them fade.                                                Which too much heat, and want of        root,    Has blasted, blasted

1. From  my youth up, may Israel say, They oft have me assailed,                           Re  – duced me oft to hea – vy        straits,       But    never,  never  quite  pre  –

3. Like corn  up – on our house's tops, Un–time–ly let them fade.                       Which too much heat, and want  of    root,         Has blasted, blasted   in   the
2. They oft have plowed my patient back With furrows deep and long,                  But   our just God has broke their   chains,       And rescued, rescued  us   from

1. Re–duced me oft to  hea–vy       straits,     But      never,  never   quite   pre –  vailed.      But 

3. Which too much heat, and want of root,     Has  blasted, blasted    in      the      blade.     Has
2. But our just God has broke their chains,     And rescued, rescued   us      from   wrong.    And 

3.  in        the           blade.           Has  blasted,  blasted,  in       the    blade.   Which  too much heat, and want  of     root,   Has blas–ted  in  the blade.
2.  us        from        wrong.          And  rescued, rescued.  us     from  wrong.   But     our    just God has broke their chains, And rescued us from wrong.
1. quite    pre   –     vailed,           But   ne–ver.  ne– ver,  quite  pre – vailed.   Re  –  duced  me   oft   to         heavy straits, But ne–ver quite prevailed.

3. root,          Has  blasted,  blasted,  blasted,  blasted  in       the    blade.   Which  too  much  heat,    and    want  of root, Has blas–ted  in  the blade.
2. chains,       And rescued, rescued.  rescued, rescued  us      from  wrong.   But     our    just God has broke their chains, And rescued us from wrong.
1. straits,      But     ne–ver.  ne – ver,  ne–ver,  ne–ver   quite  pre – vailed.   Re –  duced  me   oft   to         heavy straits, But ne–ver quite prevailed.

2. wrong.       And   rescued, rescued.  rescued, rescued  us   from  wrong.   But     our    just God has broke   their chains, And rescued us from wrong.
1. –vailed,     But    ne–ver.  ne – ver,  ne–ver,  ne–ver   quite  pre – vailed.   Re –  duced  me   oft   to         heavy straits, But ne–ver quite prevailed.

3. blade.        Has   blasted,  blasted,  blasted,  blasted  in       the    blade.   Which  too much heat, and want  of     root,   Has blas–ted  in  the blade.

2. rescued, rescued, rescued, rescued.  rescued, rescued  us      from  wrong.   But     our    just God has broke their chains, And rescued us from wrong.
1. ne–ver. ne–ver,    ne–ver.  ne – ver,  ne–ver,  ne–ver   quite  pre – vailed.   Re –  duced  me   oft   to         heavy straits, But ne–ver quite prevailed.

3. blasted, blasted, blasted,  blasted,  blasted,  blasted  in       the    blade.   Which  too much heat, and want  of     root,   Has blas–ted  in  the blade.
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