
Psalm 104:1-19

Genevan 104, 10.10.11.11.D

                          

16.The trees of the LORD are well sat is- fied,- the ce dars- he plant ed- in Leb a- non,-
13.He from his cham bers- wa ~- ters the hills. The earth is filled with the fruit of your works.
8.They climbed the moun tains.- They went down the vales un to- the place which you pre pared- for them.
4.He makes his hosts of an gels- spir its,- and his ho ly- min i- sters- a flame of fire.
1.O bless the LORD, my soul! O bless the LORD! O LORD my God, you are ~ ver y- great!

                    


 








     


        









 
                      

17.in which the birds of heav en- do their nest ing.- The stork con structs- her home a mong- the fir trees.
14.He makes the grass to grow to feed the cat tle,- and all green plants to be to man for ser vice,-
9.You set a bound that they may not pass o ver,- that they may not re turn- the earth to cov er.-
5.He laid the foun ~- da tions- of the earth ~ that it should not be moved ~ for ev- ~- er.
You are at tired- with maj es- ty- and hon or,- 2.cov’ ring- your self- with light as with a gar ment,-

                      







 















 


 










 



 


 



                     

18.The high hills are for the wild moun tain- goats. Rock bad gers- find a ref uge- in the cliffs.
that he may bring forth food out of the earth, 15.and wine to make the heart of man re joice,-

10.He sends the springs in to- the vales. They flow a mong- the hills. 11.They’re drink for ev' ry- beast.
6.You cov ered- it with the deep as a cloak. The wa ters- stood a bove- the moun tain- tops.-

and stret ching- out the heav ens- like a tent, 3.lay ing- the beams of his ~ cham bers- in


                   




  









   


  















  


                       

19.Be hold- the moon for sea sons- he ap poin- ted.- The sun dis cerns- the time when it should go down.
and ol ive- oil to cause his face to glist en,- and bread to make the heart of man be streng thened.-

Wild don keys- quench their thirst. 12.The birds of heav en- by them re side.- They sing a mong- the bran ches.-
7.At your re buke- they fled a way- in ter ror.- They hast ened- from the sound ing- of your thun der.-
the wa ters,- and ma king- the clouds his char iot,- walk ing- up on- the wings ~ of the wind. ~

                      


 



 


 

  








 














    








