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Go Forth, My Heart, This Summer Day

Text: Paul Gerhardt, 1607-1676; trans Gracia Grindal, 1943-      Tune: August Harder, 1775-1813     

For from him and through him and to him are all things. To him be glory forever. Amen. Romans 11:36
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5 I cannot keep my own heart still
When I see all that God has willed
To waken all my senses
So I can sing with all who sing.
Let all the highest good now ring
Which in my heart is dancing,
Which in my heart is dancing.

6 I think how great my blessings are
Which you so lovingly impart
Upon your great creation
And how much greater blessings wait
Above in heaven's rich estate.
Where golden streets await us.
Where golden streets await us.

7 O Holy Spirit, dwell in me
So I become a living tree
With roots so deeply grounded.
O grant that I will sing your praise
And bear rich fruit through all my days
By all your love surrounded.
By all your love surrounded.


