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O Day Full of Grace

Text: Nikolai Frederik Grundtvig, 1783-1872; trans. Smeby, Rygh, Doving, Grindal      Tune: Christopher E. F. Weyse, 1774-1842     

Let the heavens be glad, and let the earth rejoice; let the sea roar, and all that fills it; let 
the field exult, and everything in it! Then shall all the trees of the forest sing for joy. Psalm 96:11-12
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5 Now softly the light of Pentecost
Is shining its beams around us,
God's blessings for us cannot be lost.
As brooks in the fields surround us,
And leave in their wake the woods and fields,
The bright summer green astounds us!

6 With joy we depart for our Father's land
Where God with his Son is dwelling.
A mansion is waiting, gold and grand,
A mansion beyond excelling;
And there we will walk in endless light
As we all his praise are telling.


