God movesin a mysterious way
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God movesin a mysterious way
Hiswondersto perform;

He plants Hisfootstepsin the sea
And rides upon the storm.

Deep in unfathomable mines

Of never failing skill
Hetreasuresup Hisbright designs
And worksHis sovereign will.

Y efearful saints, fresh courage take;
The clouds ye so much dread

Are big with mercy and shall break
In blessings on your head.
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Judge not the Lord by feeble sense,
But trust Him for Hisgrace;

Behind a frowning providence
He hides a smiling face.

His purposeswill ripen fagt,
Unfolding every hour;

The bud may have a bitter taste,
But sweet will betheflower.

Blind unbédlief issuretoerr
And scan Hiswork in vain;
God isHisown interpreter,
And Hewill makeit plain.

William Cowper

www.smallchurchmusic.com



