
1. high;   Where - e'er  I    turn     my    wand  -  ring  eyes,   I'm   lost       in      rap   -   ture    and      sur  -  prise.

2. night; Then in      the   morn    when  I          a   -   rise,     Ac - cept      my     grate  -   ful    sac    -    ri   -   fice.

2. Cre -  a   -  tor    of     these  orbs          of          light,   Kind - ly     pro -  tect    me     in             the

1. Ma - jes  -  tic   God,  when I               des     -    cry     The plan  - et   -  ar     -   y      world        on
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No copyright. Transcribed from The New-England Psalm-Singer, 1770.
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