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My God, How Wonderful Thou Art

WORDS: Psalm 113; Frederich W. Faber, 1848
MUSIC: Thomas Turton, 1860
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6. No earthly father loves like Thee, 
    no mother e’er so mild,
    bears and forbears, as Thou hast done 
    with me, Thy sinful child. 

7. Father of Jesus, love’s reward,
    what rapture will it be,
    prostrate before Thy throne to lie,
    and ever gaze on Thee!

Psalm 113 


