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he Messiah is brightened, O Lord in Your might; he spins round with joy, for
Your wholeness and light.

You've given him all, that his heart ever wished; held back no request, that has
come from his lips. (Pause)

You set forth before him, all blessing and good; crowned him with purified, gold
where he stood.

He asked life of You, and You gave it to him; days that stretch out, ever on to
the end.

With magnificent splendor, You give victory; excellent grandeur, descends forth
from Thee.

For You’'ve made him a blessing, that lasts to the ages; rejoicing with glee, being
near where Your face is.

The Messiah is safe, in the Lord’s refuge sure; by the Most High His kindness, he
ever endures.

Your hand will come out, till each enemy fails; Your right hand o’er enemies,
ever prevails.

You will make them a furnace, Your anger like heat; the Lord’s wrath will
swallow, His fire will eat.

10 Their children will wander, all over the earth; their seed—sons of Adam, will die

and disperse.

11 They stretched out their evil, in plots against You; the plot they have woven,

they can never do.

12 Thus will You put forth, all weight on their necks; You've set up Your cords,

where they don’t suspect.

13 Be Thou exalted, O Lord ever strong; praising Your power, we burst forth in

song!



