THE DIVINE LOVE
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partaking the joys of God -
At the Lord's right hand there are pleasures, there are treasures for ev-er-more — through thy Spirit sent down from heaven
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Thy love from our hearts outflowing,
in the depths of thy glo-ry are trea-sures, a mea- sure-less, price-less store. its source in the Heavens above,
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Our God, of thine own we give thee,
O God, we have shared thy pleasures, thy treasures of countless price, and thine is the golden store -
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unsilenced by sin and by death,
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and his Face is seen in its beauty
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but the Spirit within us fails not
for ever to tell of him;
those joys that no  thought can mea-sure, for all are Christ.
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