
Words of Hymns February 14th 

God Is Good 

God is good, we sing and shout it 

God is good, we celebrate 

God is good, no more we doubt it 

God is good, we know it's true 

 

And when I think of His love for me 

My heart fills with praise 

And I feel like dancing 

For in His heart there is room for me 

And I run with arms open wide 

 

Meekness and Majesty 

Meekness and majesty manhood and deity 
In perfect harmony the Man who is God 
Lord of eternity dwells in humanity 
Kneels in humility and washes our feet 
 
O what a mystery meekness and majesty 
Bow down and worship for this is your God 
This is your God 
 
Father's pure radiance perfect in innocence 
Yet learns obedience to death on a cross 
Suffering to give us life 
Conquering through sacrifice 
And as they crucify prays Father forgive 
 
O what a mystery meekness and majesty 
Bow down and worship for this is your God 
This is your God 
 
Wisdom unsearchable God the invisible 
Love indestructible in frailty appears 
Lord of infinity stooping so tenderly 
Lifts our humanity to the heights of His throne 
 
O what a mystery meekness and majesty 
Bow down and worship for this is your God 
This is your God 
This is your God 
 
Unless a Grain of Wheat 

Refrain: 
Unless a grain of wheat shall fall upon the ground and 
die, 
it remains but a single grain with no life. 

If we have died with him then we shall live with him; 
if we hold firm, we shall reign with him. [Refrain] 

Those who love me are loved by my Father; 
we shall be with them and dwell in them. [Refrain] 

O Love, that wilt not let me go  

O Love, that wilt not let me go, 
I rest my weary soul in Thee; 
I give Thee back the life I owe, 
That in Thine ocean depths its flow 
May richer, fuller be. 

O Light, that followest all my way, 
I yield my flickering torch to Thee; 
My heart restores its borrowed ray, 
That in Thy sunshine’s blaze its day 
May brighter, fairer be. 

O Joy, that seekest me through pain, 
I cannot close my heart to Thee; 
I trace the rainbow through the rain, 
And feel the promise is not vain 
That morn shall tearless be. 

O Cross, that liftest up my head, 
I dare not ask to fly from Thee; 
I lay in dust life’s glory dead, 
And from the ground there blossoms red 
Life that shall endless be. 

O Love, that wilt not let me go 


