


Text:Text:	Schmücke	dich,	o	liebe	Seele;	Johann	Franck	(1647);	tr.	Catherine	Winkworth	(1858),	al .	
Tune:Tune:	Schmücke	dich,	o	liebe	Seele;	Johann	Crüger	(1647)
Setting:Setting:	Johann	Sebastian	Bach	(1724);	BWV	180.7

Soul, Adorn Thyself with Gladness
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