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My
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soul pro-claims the
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great-ness of the Lord, and my
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spi - rit has re- joiced in
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God my Sav-iour.

He has cast the mighty from their pedastal and
    all the worldly rich are sent away with nothing.
He has lifted up the humble and the lowly,
    giving them the bread of life.

He has come to be the ransom for his servants;
    he recalled to mind his promises of mercy:
promises to Abraham and all our forebears,
    promises throughout all time.

Glory to the Father, glory to the Son and
    glory to the Spirit, three in one forever:
as in the beginning, so it is today and
    shall for evermore remain.

On all those who fear him, he will show his mercy:
    seen in every land, in every generation.
He has scattered all the proud in their conceit
    displaying his all-powerful arm.

He has looked with favour on his lowly servant,
    every generation now shall call me blessed,
for the Lord has done almighty things for me,
    and I will bless his holy name. 

Words and music: © 1996 David Lee


