You Servants of God
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1 You ser-vants of God, your Mas-ter pro-claim, and pub-lish a -
2 As-cend-ed on high, al - might-y to save, yet stll he is
3 Sal - va-tion to God who sits on the throne! Let all cry a -
4 Then let wus a - dore and give him his right, all glo-ry and
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broad his won - der - ful name; the name, all - vic - to-rious, of
nigh, his  pres-ence we have. The great con-gre - ga - tion his
loud and hon - or the Son. The prais-es of Je - sus the
powr and  wis - dom and might, all hon -or and  bless-ing, with
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Je -sus  ex - tol; his king-dom is glo-rious and rules o - ver all!

tri-umph shall sing,

as - crib - ing sal - va-tion to

an-gels pro-claim, fall down on their fac - es, and

Je - sus, our King!
wor-ship the Lamb.

Text: Charles Weshey, 17071788, alt.

Music: LYONS, attr. Johann Michael Haydo, 1 737-1806

an-gels  a - bove, and thanks nev -er ceas-ing, and in - fin - ite  love!
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Be Thou My Vision
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I Be thou my vi - sion, O Lord of my heart;
2 Be thou my wis - dom, and thou my true word,
3 Rich-es heed not, nor vain, emp - Ly praise,
4 Light of my soul, af - ter vic - 0 - 1Yy won,
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naught be all else 1o me, save that thou art:
I ev - er with thee and thou with  me, Lord.
thou mine in - her - 1 - tance, now  and al - ways:
may I reach heav - en’s joys, O heav - en's Sun!
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thou my best thought both by day and by might,
Thou my soul’s  shel - ter, and  thou my high tow'r,
thou and thou on - ly, the first in my A
Heart of my own heart, what - ev - er be - fall,
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wak - ing  or sleep - ing,  thy pres - ence  my light.
raise thou me heav'n-ward, O PowTr of my pow'r.
great God  of heav - en, my trea - sure  thou art.
still  be  my vi - sion, O Rul - er of all.

Text: Irish, Sth cent; vers, Eleancr H. Hull, 1860=1933, alt; tr. Mary E. Byrne, 1880=1931
Blusie: SLANE, Trish traditbonal



