O how good is our King

Psalms of praise to Him we would e’er sing

Let it be o so clear

How He longs for us to draw near

If in Him we would abide

Our prayers could cast mountains aside

The contentment with Him we feel

His love fore’er does seal

The pleasures at His right hand

Are far greater than any on this earthly land

How He longs to show us His glory

For this is the culmination of the gospel story

And when our life here is through

We will go to live in that City so true

Where the King can be seen at last

And sin and death will all be in the past

