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Sing unto the LORD, all the earth; shew forth from day to day
his salvation. Declare his glory among the heathen; his
marvellous works among all nations. For great is the LORD, and
greatly to be praised: he also is to be feared above all gods.
For all the gods of the people are idols: but the LORD made
the heavens. Glory and honour are in his presence; strength
and gladness are in his place. Give unto the LORD, ye kindreds
of the people, give unto the LORD glory and strength. Give
unto the LORD the glory due unto his name: bring an offering,
and come before him: worship the LORD in the beauty of
holiness. Fear before him, all the earth: the world also shall
be stable, that it be not moved. Let the heavens be glad, and
let the earth rejoice: and let men say among the nations, The
LORD reigneth. Let the sea roar, and the fulness thereof: let
the fields rejoice, and all that is therein. Then shall the
trees of the wood sing out at the presence of the LORD,
because he cometh to judge the earth. O give thanks unto the
LORD; for he is good; for his mercy endureth for ever. (I
Chronicles 16:23-34)
Words: Robert Grant, 1833, alt,
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O worship the King, all glorious above,
O gratefully sing His power and His love;

Our Shield and Defender, the Ancient of Days,
Pavilioned in splendor, and girded with praise.
O tell of His might, O sing of His grace,
Whose robe is the light, whose canopy space,
His chariots of wrath the deep thunderclouds form,
And dark is His path on the wings of the storm.
The earth with its store of wonders untold,
Almighty, Thy power hath founded of old;
Established it fast by a changeless decree,
And round it hath cast, like a mantle, the sea.
Thy bountiful care, what tongue can recite?
It breathes in the air, it shines in the light;
It streams from the hills, it descends to the plain,
And sweetly distills in the dew and the rain.
Frail children of dust, and feeble as frail,
In Thee do we trust, nor find Thee to fail;
Thy mercies how tender, how firm to the end,
Our Maker, Defender, Redeemer, and Friend.
O measureless might! Ineffable love!
While angels delight to worship Thee above,
The humbler creation, though feeble their lays,
With true adoration shall all sing Thy praise.

