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1. God of the seas, thy thun d’ring voice, Makes all the roar ing waves re joice
2. The
3. If God his voice of tem pest rears, Le vi a than lies still and fears,

scal y flocks a midst the sea, To thee, their God, a tri bute pay,
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And one soft word  of thy com mand,  Can sink them  si lent in the
The mean  est fish that swims   the    flood,     Leaps    up and means     a praise    to
A non he lifts his nos trils high,  And spouts the o cean to the

sand.
God.
skies.
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