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1. If you could hie to Ko - lob In the twin - kling of an eye,
2. Or see the grand be - gin - ning, Where space did not ex - tend?
3. The works of God con - tin - ue, And worlds and lives a - bound;
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With contemplation   q = 80-92
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And then con - tin - ue on - ward With that same speed to fly,
Or view the last cre - a - tion, Where Gods and mat - ter end?
Im - prove - ment and pro - gres - sion Have one e - ter - nal round.
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Do you think that you could ev - er, Through all e - ter - ni - ty,
Me - thinks the Spir - it whis - pers, “No man has found ‘pure space,’
There is no end to mat - ter; There is no end to space;
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Find out the gen - er - a - tion Where Gods be - gan to be?
Nor seen the out - side cur - tains, Where noth- ing has a place.”
There is no end to spir - it; There is no end to race.
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If You Could Hie to Kolob284

4.  There is no end to virtue;
     There is no end to might;
     There is no end to wisdom;
     There is no end to light.
     There is no end to union;
     There is no end to youth;
     There is no end to priesthood;
     There is no end to truth.

5.  There is no end to glory;
     There is no end to love;
     There is no end to being;
     There is no death above.     
     There is no end to glory;
     There is no end to love;
     There is no end to being;
     There is no death above.

Abraham 3:1–4, 9
Moses 1:3–4, 33–39

Text:  William W. Phelps, 1792–1872
Music:  English melody, arr. Ralph 
    Vaughan Williams, 1872–1958, 
    from the English Hymnal.

Used by permission of Oxford
University Press. Making copies 
without written permission of the 
copyright owner is prohibited.
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1. God moves in a mys - te - rious way His won-ders to per - form;
2. Ye fear - ful Saints, fresh cour-age take; The clouds ye so much dread
3. His pur - pos - es will rip - en fast, Un - fold - ing ev - ’ry hour;
4. Blind un - be - lief is sure to err And scan his works in vain;
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With dignity   h = 58-69
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He plants his foot-steps in the sea And rides up - on the storm.
Are big with mer - cy and shall break In bless-ings on your head.
The bud may have a bit - ter taste, But sweet will be the flower.
God is his own in - ter - pret - er, And he will make it plain.
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God Moves in a Mysterious Way

Text:  William Cowper, 1731–1800
Music:  William B. Bradbury, 1816–1868

Psalm 107:23–31
Romans 8:28
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