


Text:Text:	Som	den	gyldne	Sol	frembryder;	 omas	Kingo	(1689);	tr.	George	A.	T.	Rygh	(1910),	al .
Tune:Tune:	Werde	munter,	mein	Gemüte;	Johann	Schop	(1642)
Setting:Setting:	Johann	Sebastian	Bach	(1726);	BWV	146.8	(final	half	note	divided)
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