In the presence of the King

I have a joyful song I love to sing.

‘Tis of the wondrous love

Of my mighty Savior above.

How He fills my heart with myrrh

Until my love for Him begins to stir.

‘Tis of His tender heart

And the life to me He does impart.

‘Tis of His blessed peace

That causes all my worries to cease.

It tells of the rapture soon to be

When my dear Bridegroom’s lovely face I shall see.

And how for all of eternity

God and man shall fully mingled be.

