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Awake, our souls; away our fears
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Adapted (anon., 1742) from the chorus "Then round about the starry throne" from the oratorio Samson.

5. Swift as an eagle cuts the air,
   We'll mount aloft to thine abode;
   On wings of love our souls shall fly,
   Nor tire amidst the heav'nly road.

Symphony










           

  


   

           
     

           

      

           
   

           
     


  




                 

     
       

 
   




           
   


