PARAPHRASE BY PETER B. IRVINE

Psam 122

SONG 46 By ORLANDO GIBBONS, ALT.
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Glad - ness welled up with - in me when [ heard the
For in this ho - ly ci - ty are the thrones of
C F B F Dv F Csst C F B GH F
0
a S — i
&= ! =
5 call to go in - to the Lord's a - bode, and now our feet are
Da-vid's roy - al  house, where jus - tice dwells. Pray for  the peace of
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! plan - ted firm with-in the tow - 'ring gates, the Ci - ty of our God.
God's own ho - ly land, that peace may be the mes-sage all will tell.
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#® This ho - ly place is built  un - to it - self with
That all our peo - ple stay safe and se - cure, I
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8¢ har-mo - ny in ev - 'ty last de - tail, to  which the myr - iad
pray that God pre - serve our com-mon life, that one and all may
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2% peo - ples will as - cend to sing the Name of God, his prais-es tell.
dwell in har-mo - ny, and war-torn lands will find an end to strife.




