Praise To The Lord, The Almighty PRAISE

Words: Joachim Neander, 1680. Translated by Catherine Winkworth, 1863.

Music: 'Lobe den Herren' from Ander Theil des Erneuerten Gesangbuch, 1665.

Setting: William Serndale Bennett, 1863, alt.

copyright: public domain. Thisscoreisa part of the Open Hymnal Project, 2006 Revision.
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1. Praise to the Lord, the Al- might-vy, the King of cre - a - - - tion!
2. Praise to the Lord, Who o'er all things so wadrous- ly reign - - eth,
3. Praise to the Lord, Who hath fearful - ly, won- drous-ly, made thee;
4. Praise to the Lord, Who doth presper thy  work and de- fend thee;
5. Praise to the Lord, Who, when tenpests their  war fare are wa - ging,
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(0] my soul, praise Him, for He is thy health and sal va - - - tion!
Shel - ters thee un- der His wings, yea, SO gently sus - tain - - - eth!
Health hath vouch- safed and, when heedess- ly fall - ing, hath stayed thee.
Sure - ly  His good- ness and mer cy here dai- ly at - tend thee.
Who, when the e- le-ments mad-ly a - round thee are ra- - - ging,
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All ye who hear, now to His tem - ple draw near,
Hast  thou not seen how thy de - si- - res have been
What need or grief ev- - er hath failed of re- - lief?
Pon - der a- - new what the Al- - might - y can do,
Bid - deth them cease, turn- eth their fu- -ry to peace,
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Praise  Him in glad a - dor - - a - - - - - tion.
Grant - ed in what He or- - dan - - - - - eth
wings of His mer - cy did shade thee.
If with His love He be - - friend thee.
Whirl - winds  and wa - ters as - - suag - - - - - ing.
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6. Praise to the Lord, Who, when darkness of sin is abounding,7. Praise to the Lord, O let all that is in me adore Him!
Who, when the godless do triumph, all virtue confounding, All that hath life and breath, come now with praises before Him.
Sheddeth His light, chaseth the horrors of night, Let the Amen sound from His people again,
Saints with His mercy surrounding. Gladly for aye we adore Him.

Ps 150:1-2, Ps 23:6 1414478



