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1.  God,  the  Lord,  i 
2.  In  her  ev  -  e 
3.  With  all  tones  o 
4.  Lord,  the  words  T 
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i  King  re-main  -  eth,  Kobed  in  His  own  glo-rio 
r  -  last  -  ing  sta  -  tion  Earth  is  poised,  to  swerve  n 
f  wa  -  ters  blend-ing,  Glo  -  rions  is  the  break-ii 
hy  lips  are  tell  -  ing  Are  the  per  -  feet  ver  -  i 
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5  kf  ' God  hath  robed  Him  ai 

Thon  hast  laid  Thy  thr< 
Glo-rions,  beau-teous,  w 
Of  Thine  high  e  -  te 
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id  He  reign-eth;  He  hath  gird  -  ed  Him  with  might, 
ine’s  foun-da-tion,  From  all  time  where  thought  can  soar, 

ith-out  end -ing,  God,whoreignsonheav’n’shigh  steep, 
r  -  nal  dwell-ing,  Ho  -  li  -  ness  shall  in  -  mate  be; 
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-  i  • '  "  '  U  1  P A1  -  le-lu  -  ia!  Al  -  le  -In-  ia!  God  is  King  in  depth  and  height. 
Al  -  le  -In  -  ia!  Al  -  le  -  In  -  ia!  Lord,  Thon  art  for  -  ev  -  er  -  more. 
Al  -  le  -In  -  ia!  Al  -  le  -  In  -  ia!  Songs  of  o  -  cean  nev  -  er  sleep. 
Al  -  le-lu -ia!  Al  -  le- In- ia!  Pure  is  all  that  lives  with  Thee. 
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1.  Be  -  gin,  my  tongue,  someheav’nlytheme,  Andspeaksomeboundlessthing,  The 
2.  Tell  of  His  won-drous  faithfnl-ness,  And  sound  His  pow’r  a  -  broad;  Sing 
3.  His  ver  -  y  word  of  grace  is  strong  As  that  which  built  the  skies;  The 

4.  0  might  I  hear  Thy  heavenly  tongue  But  whisper" Thou  art  mine!”  Those 
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might-y  works,  or  mightier  name,  Of  onr  e  -  ter-nal  King, 
the  sweet  prom-ise  of  His  grace,  The  love  and  truth  of  God. 

voice  that  rolls  the  stars  a  -  long  Speaks  all  the  prom-is  -  es. 

gen  -tie  words  should  raise  my  song  To  notes  al-mostdi  -  vine. 

Hushed  was  the  eve  -  ning  hymn,  The  tern  -  pie  courts  were  dark;  The
 

\  The  old  man,  meek  and  mild,  The  priest  of  Is  -  rael,  slept;  His 

f  0  give  me  Sam  -  uel's  ear,— The  o  -  pen  ear,  0  Lord,  A- 

0  give  me  Sam  -  uel’s  heart, -A  low  -  ly  heart,  that  waits  Where 

lamp  was  hurn-ing  dim  Be -fore  the  sa  -  cred  ark;  When  sud -  den- 
ly  a 

watch  the  tem-ple  child,  The  lit  -  tie  Le  -  vite,  kept;  And  what  from  E 
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live  and  quick  to  hear  Each  whisper  of  Thy  word,  Like  Him  to  
an -swer 

in  Thy  house  Thou  art,  Or  watch-es  at  Thy  gates,  By  day  and  night,  a 


