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1. How pleased and blest was | To hear the people cry,
2. My tongue repeats her vows, Peace to this sacred house!

I 1 —1
Come, let us seek our God today! Come, let us seek our God today! Yes,
For there my fnends and kindred dwell, For there my friends and kindred dwell; And
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1. How pleased and blest was I To hear the people cry,
2. My tongue repeats her vows, Peace to this sacred house!

Come, let us seek our God today! Come, let us seek our God today!
For there my friends and kindred dwell, For there my friends and kindred dwell;

1. How pleased and blest was | To hear the people cry, Come,

2. My tongue repeats her vows, Peace to this sacred house!

let us seek our God today!
For there my friends and kindred dwell,
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Come, let us seek our God today!
For there my friends and kindred dwell;
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1. Come, let us seek our God today!
2. For there my friends and kindred dwell,
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Come, let us seek our God today!

For there my friends and kindred dwell;
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1. with a cheerful zeal We haste to Zion's hill,, We haste to Zion's hill, And there our vows and honors pay. honors pay.
2. since my glorious God Makes thee his blest abode, Makes thee his blest abode, My soul shall ev-er love thee well. love thee well.
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1. with a cheerful zeal
2. since my glorious God

We haste to Zion's

Makes thee his blest abode, Makes thee his blest abode, My soul shall ev-er love thee well.
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hill,, We haste to Zion's hlll, And there our vows and honors pay. honors pay.

love thee well.
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We f]ast'e to Zion's hill,
Makes thee his blest abode,

1. Yes, w1th a cheerful zeal
2. And since my glorious God

We haste to Zion's hill, And there our vows and honors pay.

honors pay.
Makes thee his blest abode, My soul shall ev-er love thee well.

love thee well.

1. Yes, with a cheerful zeal We haste to Zion's

And since my glorious God

Public

Makes thee his blest abode, Makes thee his blest abode, My soul shall ev — er
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We haste to Zion's hill, And there our vows and honors pay. Come,

hill, honors pay.

love thee well. For love thee well.
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