
A NEW HEAVEN AND A NEW EARTH 

This Is My Father's World 370 
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1 This is my Fa-ther's world, and to my lis - tening ears all 
2 This is my Fa-ther's world. 0, let me ne'er for - get that 
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na - ture sings, and round me- rings the mu - sic of the spheres: 
though the _wrong seems oft so strong, God is the rul - er yet. 
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This is my Fa-ther's world; rest me in the thought of 
This is my Fa-ther's world. The bat-tle is not done: Je -
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rocks and trees, of skies and seas, his hand- the won-ders wrought. 
sus who died shall be sat - is - fied, and earth and heaven be one. 
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When pastor of a Presbyterian church in Lockport, New York, the author of this text referred to his morning 
walks as "going out to see my Father's world." The tune created for these words is based on an English 
melody the composer learned from his mother when he was a boy. 

TEXT: Maltbie D. Babcock, 1901 TERRA BEATA 
- -' "·- ' ~'--


