If, on a quiet sea, t’ward heav’n we calmly sail,
With grateful hearts, O God, to you, we’ll own the fav’ring gale.
But should the waves arise and rest delay to come,
The storm may toss us all about, yet drive us nearer home.

Where is the quiet sea?
Where is the sun so fair?
Lost in the storm lost in the clouds
The quiet sea lost, lost in the storm,
Yet there.

If, in the morning sun, our journey is so bright,
Filled with joy and strength and peace, we’ll sail the (endless) light.
But should the waves arise and seem to gain control,
May Your tender mercies light the midnight of our souls. 

Where is the quiet sea?
Where is the sun so fair?
Lost in the storm lost in the clouds
Where is the quiet sea?
Where is the sun so fair?
Lost in the storm lost in the clouds
The quiet sea lost, lost in the storm,
Yet there.
