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1.By Ba - by-lon's riv - ers we gath-ered to meet And in great des - pair we all
how could we life up our voi-ces in song, to praise you in this for - eign
mem - ber, O Lord, on the day that it fell, Our neiigh-bors who helped tear it
Bab - y - lon's riv - ers in ex - ile we weep, And filled with re - pen - tence we
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wept, Re - mem - ber - ing Zi - on, your most ho - ly hill the
land? If ev - e Je - ru - sa - lem I should for - get, Then
down.___ How they came to  sack and did  shout in  great joy. Tear
pray: For - give the trans - gres - sions  that  drive us from home, And
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place where our hopes were all kept.  When asked to sing  prais - es of
with - er and blight my right hand! And let my tongue cling to the
down; burn it all to the ground. 0 Bab - y - lon, great is  your
bring us harsh  judg-ment each day. Re - store us, O Lord, bring us
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Zi - on, our home, And lift up our voi - ces in song, On
roof of my mouth, Should I not re - mem - ber that place, Je -
pow'r to des - troy, Such con - quer-ing hav - oc  you wage. How
back to your land, And there we will serve you a - lonel____ We'll
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limbs of the wil - lows we__ hung wup our harps In pro - test de - fi - ant and
ru - sa-lem ¢ - ty_ of__ my high - est joy, The home of__ the_ God of all
hap - py are those whose re - venge pays you back By strik - ing_  your chil - dren in
take up our harps then and sing this new song: "le - ru - sa - lem, our com - on
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strong. 2. Lord,

grace. 3.Re—

rage. 4By - le - lu - ia, A - le-lu-ia, Al - le - lu - i -
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