LH 12
Comfort, comfort ye My people

Tune: Psalm 42 [Freu dich sehr]

1
'Comfort, comfort my dear people,


speak of peace', so says our God;


'comfort those who sit in darkness,


mourning under sorrow's load.


Tell them in Jerusalem


that my pardon is for them,


that their suffering now is over;


they will live in peace forever.

2
'All their sins I will forgive them,


every evil deed they've done.


Though they all deserved my anger


I will pardon everyone.


They have suffered many a day,


now their griefs have passed away;


I will change their gloom and sadness


into comfort, peace, and gladness.'

3
Hear a herald voice now crying


in the desert far and near,


calling all to true repentance,


since the kingdom now is here.


O that warning cry obey:


For the Lord prepare a way:


let the valleys rise to meet him


and the hills bow down to greet him.

4
Straighten out what has been crooked,


make the rougher places plain;


let your hearts be true and humble,


fit and ready for his reign.


For the glory of the Lord


over all the earth is poured;


everyone will see so clearly


that God's word will stand securely.
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