
       
I was glad when they

     
said to me: "Let us

      
go to the house of

  
God, let us

       
go to the house of the


Lord".

Now with feet planted firmly
   within your gates, holy city:
here for the world to see,
gathered in unity,
God's people, we shall be
   singing his praise.

Praise the God of our forebears,
   and worship as he requires us;
This is the judgment throne,
where he redeems his own:
mercy and grace are shown
   now and always.

Pray for peace on God's city:
   may the church dwell in safety.
Grant her security,
grant her integrity,
grant her prosperity
   through all her days.
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