
G	Major																Samuel	Holyoke,	1791Transcribed	from	Harmonia	Americana,	1791.
OrleansIsaac	Watts,	1706

Amended	by	John	Wesley,	1743															88.	88.	(L.	M.)
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____________________________________________________________________
Edited	by	B.	C.	Johnston,	2020
			1.	Grace	sixteenth-notes	replaced	by	normal	sixteenth	notes,	measure	3,	Tenor.
			2.	Grace	eighth-notes	replaced	by	normal	eighth-notes	in	measures	4,	12,	13.
			3.	Grace	half-notes	replaced	by	normal	half-notes	in	measure	27.

1.	Thee	while	the	first	archangel	sings,		He		hides		his	face	behind	his		wings;							And				ranks			of 			shining			thrones			a	–	round				Fall	worshipping	and	spread	the	ground.
2.		God		is	in	heaven,	and	men	below;		Be	short,	our	tunes;	our	words	be	few;							A													sacred					reverence							checks		our	songs,		And	praise	sits	silent	on	our	tongues.

1.	E–ter–nal		power!		whose		high			a	–	bode			Be	–	comes		the		grandeur	of 	a		God;							In–fi–nite	length!	beyond		the	bounds		Where	stars	revolve	their	lit		–		tle		rounds.
2.	Earth	from	afar		has				heard		thy		fame,		And	worms	have	learnt	to	lisp	thy	name:			But,	oh!	the		glories					of 							thy	mind		Leave	all		our		soaring			thoughts		be–hind.
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