Chda QUé w Dai Swedish Folk Melody

Arr. by Stuart K. Hine
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Oi Cha Nhén Lanh khi con  chiém ngidm coi t?(‘ji xanh bao la ménh
Khi  trong khu riing hay khi tho thdn gilia  dong xanh  nghe bao chim
Khi  con suy thim Cha  trao cho nhan gian  Nguoi Con gy chinh con
Mai  khi quay lai vinh  quang Thién Choa khdp  mit dat  Chia don con
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mébng ma tay Cha tao ftac tharh— Mubn sao giang  tr6i Nghe bao sdm chép rung
mudbng chuyén hat trén bao cdy  canh___ Hay khi trén  ddi con nghe roc rach tiéng

Trén cdy thdp hinh Gié - Su chdy mau dén

Cha chiu chét thay cho nhian loai

di va dua con quay V& nha Tim con ddng trao bao han hoan dén mat
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gam thét uy phong cua Cha  huyén  siéu gita  mubén tinh cat—_ X .
dong sudi gila ndi  non  xanh  1an gio 10i len thom  lanh Nay hon toi
guc chét ganh hét dén  dau de rifa |6 con nén  sach___
& Ga tru6c Pdng Chi  Ton hon ~ khiém cung con  ca ngoi____
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hGi  cao cung Danh Pdng Ciu DO Chia qua siéu viét Ngai qua vi dai____ Nay hon toi
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hi  tung ho Danh Pang Ciu DO Chla that cao siéu Oi Pang Huyén Siéu!
HOW GREAT THOU ART (Carl Boberg - Trans. by Stuart K. Hine)
1. O Lord my God, when I in awe-some won-der, Con-si-der all the worlds Thy hands have made
| see the stars, | hear the roll-ing thun-der, Thy pow'r thro'-out the u-ni-verse dis-played. o7 C
m
Chorus: THEN SINGS MY SOUL, MY SAV-IOR GOD, TO THEE; HOW GREAT THOU ART, HOW GREAT THOU ART!| & %
THEN SINGS MY SOUL, MY SAV-IOR GOD, TO THEE; HOW GREAT THOU ART, HOW GREAT THOU ART!
2. When thro' the woods and for-est glades | wan-der And hear the birds sing sweet-ly in the trees
When | look down from loft-y moun-tain gran-deur, And hear the brook and feel the gen-tle breeze. F,: P
3. And when | think that God, His Son not spar-ing, Sent him to die, | scarce can take it in, %
That on the cross, my bur-den glad-ly bear-ing, He bled and died to take a-way my sin.
4. When Christ shall come with shout of ac-cla-ma-tion And take me home, what joy shall fill my hearts! Bb6 Ebaug
Then I shall bow in hum-ble ad-o-ra-tion, And there pro-claim, my God, how great Thou art. % fcazs




