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1. The Lord is my light; then why should I fear? By day and by night his
2. The Lord is my light; tho clouds may a - rise, Faith, stron-ger than sight, looks
3. The Lord is my light; the Lord is my strength. I know in his might I’ll
4. The Lord is my light, my all and in all. There is in his sight no
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Resolutely   q = 72-92[ ]
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pres - ence is near. He is my sal - va - tion from sor - row and sin; This
up thru the skies Where Je - sus for - ev - er in glo - ry doth reign. Then
con - quer at length. My weak-ness in mer - cy he cov - ers with pow’r, And,
dark - ness at all. He is my Re-deem-er, my Sav - ior, and King. With
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bless - ed as - sur - ance the Spir - it doth bring.
how can I ev - er in dark - ness re - main? The Lord is my
walk - ing by faith, I am blest ev- ’ry hour. The Lord is my light, the
Saints and with an - gels his prais - es I’ll sing.
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light; He is my joy and my song. By
Lord is my light; He is my joy and my song. By
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day and by night He leads, he leads me a - long.
day and by night, by day and by night He leads, he leads me a - long.
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Text:  James Nicholson, 1828–1876
Music:  John R. Sweney, 1837–1899

Psalm 27:1
Isaiah 12:2
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1. From all that dwell be - low the skies, Let the Cre-
2. In ev - ’ry land be - gin the song; To ev - ’ry
3. Your loft - y themes, ye mor - tals, bring; In songs of
4. E - ter - nal are thy mer - cies, Lord; E - ter - nal
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Joyfully   q = 58-69[ ]
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a - tor’s praise a - rise; Let the Re - deem - er’s
land the strains be - long. In cheer - ful sounds all
praise di - vine - ly sing. The great sal - va - tion
truth at - tends thy word. Thy praise shall sound from
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name be sung Through ev - ’ry land, by ev - ’ry tongue.
voic - es raise And fill the world with loud - est praise.
loud pro - claim, And shout for joy the Sav - ior’s name.
shore to shore, Till suns shall rise and set no more.
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From All That Dwell below the Skies 90

Text:  Isaac Watts, 1674–1748
Music:  John Hatton, d. 1793

Psalm 100:1–2
Psalm 117


