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Bless God my soul; my soul;- thou,- Lord, thou, Lord a- -

Bless God my soul; my soul;- thou, Lord, thou,Lord a -

Bless God my soul; thou, Lord, thou,Lord a -

Bless God my soul; my- soul;- thou,Lord a -

lone. Pos sess- est- Emp ire,- Po sess- est Emp ire-
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lone. Pos sess- est,- Po sess- est- Emp ire-

lone. Po sess- - est- Emp- ire-

lone. Pos sess- est- Emp ire- Poss est Emp ire-

with out- bounds, With hon our- Thou art Crown'd,- thy throne
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with out- bounds, With hon our- Thou art Crown'd thy throne

with out- bounds, With hon our- Thou art Crown'd thy throne

with out- bounds, With hon our- Thou art Crown'd, thy throne
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E ter- nal,- E - ter nal- Ma jes- ty- sur -
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E ter- nal,- Ma jes- ty- sur -

E ter nal,- Ma jes- ty- sur -

E ter- nal- Ma jes- ty- sur rounds,- E- - -

rounds, E ter- nal- Ma jes- ty- sur- rounds.-
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rounds, E ter- nal- Ma jes- ty- sur rounds.-

rounds, E ter- nal- Ma jes- ty- sur rounds.-

ter nal- - - Ma jes- ty- sur rounds.-
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2. With light thou dost thyself enrobe,

And glory for a garment take;

Heav'n's curtains stretch beyond the globe,

Thy canopy of state to make.

3. God builds on liquid air, and forms

His palace chambers in the skies;

The clouds his chariots are, and storms

The swift-wing'd steeds with which he flies.

4. As bright as flame, and swift as wind,

His ministers Heaven's palace fill,

To have their sundry tasks assign'd;

All proud to serve their Sov'reign's will.

5. Earth on her centre fix'd he set,

Her face with waters overspread,

Nor proudest mountains dar'd as yet,

To lift above the waves their head.

&

b

b

&

‹

b

b

?

b

b

Ó ˙

w w œ
œ#

œ

œ

œ
œ

œ

œ

Ó

˙

w w w ˙

œ

œ

Ó

˙

œ

œ#
œ

œ w w ˙

œ œ

Ó

˙ œ
œ#

œ

œ#

œ
œ

œ

œ

w ˙

˙

w
˙

œ
œ

˙ œ
™
œ
œ

œ
œ

˙#
w

w
˙

œ œ ˙

˙

˙
˙

w

w
˙

œ

œ ˙

˙

˙
˙

w

œ ™
œ

J

œ ™
œ

j

˙
˙ ˙

˙

˙
˙

w

2


