The Song of My Music

When will it come, Oh God?  …My God?

Hungry am I for leaves, leaves that heal hurt, 

Thirsty am I for waters of life, flowing.

Mysterious love draws me on.

Blessings of holiness flow from You.

Hope fills my soul.

Awake and return, Oh God!

I believe in You.  

Time touches me, but You I hear,  

The music in my heart praises You,

Joy fills me full.

When will the longing cease? 

To see Your City, City of God on its hill.

When will come the Prince of Peace, my King?

Righteousness rules Your throne

Holy foundations, walls, and gates in

Beauty of God.

Exalt You the Dawn, Oh God!

Call forth the day

To dwell with us, build Your City of Life.

Bring the City of Feasts, Jerusalem;

Desire of Abraham.

Sabbaths refresh us, Oh God.  

You are my strength, my dwelling, my hope.  

Mountain of God shine forth hope to all nations;

Your Name make known to all people.  

Open your gates, yes, open your gates! 

Cause us to inherit You 

Beautiful City!  Beautiful City! . . . Of Peace
