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 A debtor to mercy alone

A debtor to mercy alone,
of covenant-mercy I sing;
nor fear, with your righteousness on,
my person and offering to bring:
the terrors of law and of God
with me can have nothing to do;
my Saviour's obedience and blood
hide all my transgressions from view.

The work which his goodness began,
the arm of his strength will complete;
his promise is 'Yes' and 'Amen',
and never was forfeited yet:
things future, nor things that are now,
nor all things below or above,
can make him his purpose forgo,
or sever my soul from his love.

Eternity will not erase
my name from the palms of his hands;
in marks of indelible grace
impressed on his heart it remains:
yes, I to the end shall endure,
as sure as the promise is given;
more happy, but not more secure,
the glorified spirits in heaven. ©
Written by: Augustus M Toplady
Praise! #773
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 A feast of joy unspeakable is spread

A FEAST OF JOY UNSPEAKABLE IS SPREAD,
by him who is himself the living bread,
a place for hungry souls is now prepared,
a life of endless glory to be shared.

Yet places at this feast were dearly bought
when Jesus Christ came down and souls were sought,
and found and saved by his own precious blood,
to make our peace with heaven's holy God.

That gentle hand, once pierced, will pour the wine,
the liquid life of love our souls refine,
in heaven's hall of wonders still to come,
when God in matchless mercy brings us home.

And there, together saved by lavish grace,
the room ablaze with light from Jesus' face,
and every trace of sin and darkness gone,
we'll sing the praise of God's all-radiant Son. ©
Written by: Malcolm Macgregor
© Author
Praise! #640
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 A Friend there is, your voices join,

A Friend there is, your voices join,
believers, praise his name,
whose truth and kindness are divine,
whose love's a constant flame.

When most we need his helping hand,
this Friend is always near;
with heaven and earth at his command,
he waits to answer prayer.

His love no end or limit knows;
no change can turn its course;
unchangeably the same, it flows
from one eternal source.

When frowns appear to veil his face,
and clouds surround his throne,
he hides the purpose of his grace,
to make it better known.

If health, or life, or loved ones fall
before his sovereign will,
he never takes away our all -
himself he gives us still. ©
Written by: Joseph Swain
Other
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 A FULNESS RESIDES IN JESUS OUR HEAD

A FULNESS RESIDES IN JESUS OUR HEAD,
and ever abides to answer our need;
the Father's good pleasure has laid up in store
a plentiful treasure, to give to the poor.

Whate'er be our wants, we need not to fear;
our numerous complaints his mercy will hear;
his fulness shall yield us abundant supplies;
his power shall shield us when dangers arise.

The fountain o'erflows, our woes to redress,
still more he bestows, and grace upon grace.
His gifts in abundance we daily receive;
he has a redundance for all that believe.

Whatever distress awaits us below,
such plentiful grace will Jesus bestow
as still shall support us and silence our fear,
for nothing can hurt us while Jesus is near.

When troubles attend, or danger, or strife,
his love will defend and guard us through life;
and when we are fainting and ready to die,
whatever is wanting, his grace will supply. ©
Written by: J Fawcett
Other
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 A King on high is reigning

A KING ON HIGH IS REIGNING
whom endless ages bless,
from sea to sea sustaining
his rule of righteousness.
Beneath his strong defending
his people stand secure,
whose justice knows no ending
while sun and moon endure.

As rains that gently nourish
and bring the seed to birth,
his righteousness shall flourish,
his peace possess the earth;
her sceptred kings acclaim him,
before his feet they fall,
the nations kneel to name him
the sovereign Lord of all.

The poor are in his keeping,
he hears their bitter cry,
his watchfulness unsleeping
to answer every sigh;
the lonely and neglected,
the outcast and in need,
forsaken and rejected,
to him are dear indeed.

His name endures for ever
who formed the fertile land;
the fruits of our endeavour
shall prosper in his hand.
With prayer and song and story
his praises sound again,
in all the earth his glory:
so be it, LORD! Amen! ©
Written by: Timothy Dudley-Smith
© Author
Praise! #72
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 A man there is, a real man

A man there is, a real man,
who once on Calvary died.
His blood for guilty sinners ran
from hands and feet and side.

This wondrous man, of whom we tell,
is true almighty God;
He bought our souls from death and hell;
the price, his own heart's blood.

That human heart he still retains,
though throned in highest bliss;
and feels each tempted member's pains;
for our affliction's his.

Come then, repenting sinner, come;
approach with humble faith;
owe what you will, the total sum
is cancelled by his death!

His blood can cleanse the sin-stained soul,
and wash our guilt away;
He will present us sound and whole
in that tremendous day. ©
Written by: Joseph Hart
Other
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 A mind at perfect peace with God

A MIND AT PERFECT PEACE WITH GOD;
O what a word is this!
A sinner reconciled through blood:
this, this indeed is peace.

By nature and by practice far,
so very far from God!
yet now by grace brought near to him
through faith in Jesus' blood.

So near, so very near to God,
I cannot nearer be;
for in the person of his Son
I am as near as he.

So dear, so very dear to God,
more dear I cannot be;
the love with which he loves the Son,
such is his love for me.

Why should I ever anxious be,
when kept by power divine?
This is my God, who says to me
that all he has is mine. ©
Written by: Catesby Paget
Praise! #713
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 A new commandment I give unto you

A new commandment I give unto you,
That you love one another as I have loved you,
That you love one another as I have loved you.

By this shall all men know that you are My disciples,
if you have love one for another.
By this shall all men know that you are My disciples,
if you have love one for another. ©
Written by: John W Peterson
Other
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 A purple robe, a crown of thorn

A PURPLE ROBE, A CROWN OF THORN,
a reed in his right hand;
before the soldiers' spite and scorn
I see my Saviour stand.

He bears between the Roman guard
the weight of all our woe;
a stumbling figure bowed and scarred
I see my Saviour go.

Fast to the cross's spreading span,
high in the sunlit air,
all the unnumbered sins of man
I see my Saviour bear.

He hangs, by whom the world was made,
beneath the darkened sky;
the everlasting ransom paid,
I see my Saviour die.

He shares on high his Father's throne,
who once in mercy came;
for all his love to sinners shown
I sing my Saviour's name. ©
Written by: Timothy Dudley-Smith
© Author
Praise! #410
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 A song breaks from our hearts

A SONG BREAKS FROM OUR HEARTS
as we see the Saviour's face;
the griefs of earth are gone for ever
as we enter in redeemed and new
to the kingdom of God's grace.

Unnumbered people here
gathered from earth's farthest ends;
born of the Spirit from all nations,
joyful to be one in God's great love,
reconciled in Christ as friends.

Our worship fills the air
as we look upon his wounds;
all heaven falls before Christ Jesus,
he who bore the cross, our sin and shame,
who is conqueror of the tomb.

The Father's plans fulfilled,
now his heart is satisfied
to see his Son engulfed in praises
for his worth, his love, his power, his name
can no longer be denied.

Unbounded joy has come
to those long in sorrow held;
the Saviour smiles upon his children
and the Spirit reigns, all hurts are healed
and our grandest dreams excelled.

O by such hopes of heaven
and the love that draws us in
inspire us, Lord, to love and worship
that the church may be a foretaste here
of your new world to begin. ©
Written by: John Benton
© Author
Praise! #167
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 A sovereign protector I have

A sovereign protector I have,
unseen, yet for ever at hand,
unchangeably faithful to save,
almighty to rule and command.
He smiles, and my comforts abound;
his grace as the dew shall descend,
and walls of salvation surround
the soul he delights to defend.

Inspirer and hearer of prayer,
both leading and guarding your sheep,
I place in your covenant care
my life, both awake and asleep;
if you are my shield and my sun
the night is no darkness to me,
for, fast as my moments roll on,
so nearer to you I shall be.

Creator and ground of my hope,
to your name alone I shall bow,
a new 'Ebenezer' set up
to show 'God has helped us till now.'
I think on the years that are past,
when all my defence you have proved;
nor will you relinquish at last
a sinner so blessed and so loved. ©
Written by: Augustus M Toplady
AUGUSTUS M TOPLADY 1740-78 © IN THIS VERSION PRAISE TRUST
Praise! #774
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 Abba Father let me be yours and yours alone

Abba Father let me be yours and yours alone
May my will for ever be ever more your own
Never let my heart grow cold
Never let me go
Abba Father let me be yours and yours alone ©
Written by: Dave Bilbrough
Other
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 Abide with me, fast falls the eventide

ABIDE WITH ME, FAST FALLS THE EVENTIDE;
the darkness deepens: Lord, with me abide!
When other helpers fail and comforts flee,
help of the helpless, O abide with me.

Swift to its close ebbs out life's little day;
earth's joys grow dim, its glories pass away;
change and decay in all around I see:
you never change, O Lord; abide with me.

I need your presence every passing hour;
what but your grace can foil the tempter's power?
Who like yourself my guide and strength can be?
Through cloud and sunshine, Lord, abide with me.

I fear no foe with you at hand to bless;
ills have no weight and tears no bitterness.
Where is death's sting? Where, grave, your victory?
I triumph still if you abide with me.

Hold, Lord, your cross before my closing eyes;
shine through the gloom and point me to the skies:
heaven's morning breaks and earth's vain shadows flee;
in life, in death, O Lord, abide with me. ©
Written by: Henry F Lyte
Praise! #905
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 Abide with me, fast falls the eventide (Original)

Abide with me, fast falls the eventide;
the darkness deepens: Lord, with me abide;
When other helpers fail and comforts flee,
help of the helpless, O abide with me.

Swift to its close ebbs out life's little day;
earth's joys grow dim, its glories pass away;
change and decay in all around I see:
O Thou who changest not, abide with me.

I need Thy presence every passing hour;
what but Thy grace can foil the tempter's power?
Who like Thyself my guide and strength can be?
Through cloud and sunshine, Lord, abide with me.

I fear no foe with Thee at hand to bless;
ills have no weight and tears no bitterness.
Where is death's sting? Where, grave, thy victory?
I triumph still if Thou abide with me.

Hold, Thou, Thy cross before my closing eyes;
shine through the gloom and point me to the skies:
heaven's morning breaks and earth's vain shadows flee;
in life, in death, O Lord, abide with me. ©
Written by: Henry F Lyte
Praise! #905
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 Above the clash of creeds

ABOVE THE CLASH OF CREEDS,
the many voices
that call on so many names,
into these final days
our God has spoken
by sending his only Son.

There is no other way
by which we must be saved;
his name is Jesus,
the only Saviour;
no other sinless life,
no other sacrifice,
in all creation,
no other way.

Before we called he came
to earth from heaven,
our maker became a man;
when no one else could pay,
he bought our freedom,
exchanging his life for ours.

There is no other way
by which we must be saved;
his name is Jesus,
the only Saviour;
no other sinless life,
no other sacrifice,
in all creation,
no other way.

Beneath the cross of Christ
let earth fall silent
in awe of this mystery;
then let this song arise
and fill the nations:
hear him call, 'Come to me.'

There is no other way
by which we must be saved;
his name is Jesus,
the only Saviour;
no other sinless life,
no other sacrifice,
in all creation,
no other way.
Written by: Graham Kendrick
GRAHAM KENDRICK © 1995 MAKE WAY MUSIC
Praise! #667
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 Above the voices of the world around me

Above the voices of the world around me,
my hopes and dreams,
my cares and loves and fears,
the long-awaited call of Christ has found me,
the voice of Jesus echoes in my ears:
'I gave my life to break the cords that bind you,
I rose from death to set your spirit free;
turn from your sins,
and put the past behind you,
take up your cross and come and follow me.'

What can I offer him who calls me to him?
Only the wastes of sin and self and shame;
a mind confused,
a heart that never knew him,
a tongue unskilled at naming Jesus' name.
Yet at your call, and hungry for your blessing,
drawn by that cross
which moves a heart of stone,
now Lord I come, my tale of sin confessing,
and in repentance turn to you alone.

Lord, I believe; help now my unbelieving;
I come in faith because your promise stands.
Your word of pardon and of peace receiving,
all that I am I place within your hands.
Let me become
what you shall choose to make me,
freed from the guilt and burden of my sins.
Jesus is mine, who never shall forsake me,
and in his love my new-born life begins. ©
Written by: Timothy Dudley-Smith
© Author
Praise! #697
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 According to your gracious word

ACCORDING TO YOUR GRACIOUS WORD,
because you died for me,
I will remember you, my Lord,
in meek humility.

Your body, broken for my sake,
my bread from heaven shall be;
I will remember you, and take
this cup you gave for me.

Can I Gethsemane forget?
or your fierce conflict see,
and not remember there your sweat
in blood and agony?

And when I look upon your blood
once shed on Calvary,
I will remember, Lamb of God,
your sacrifice for me.

Yes, while a breath, a pulse remains,
this is my only plea;
I will remember all your pains,
which made me whole and free.

And when these failing lips grow dumb
and mind and memory flee,
when you shall in your kingdom come,
Jesus, remember me. ©
Written by: James Montgomery
Praise! #641
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 Again the Lord’s own day is here

AGAIN THE LORD'S OWN DAY IS HERE,
the day to Christian people dear,
when Jesus Christ, the church's head,
arose in power and left the dead.

By all his flock, our Lord declared,
his resurrection shall be shared;
and we who trust in him to save
with him are risen from the grave.

For all his suffering on the cross
was to redeem our shame and loss;
we, one and all, by him possessed,
are with immortal treasures blessed.

Eternal glory, rest on high,
a holy immortality,
true peace and gladness, and a throne,
are all his gifts, and all our own.

And therefore, Lord, to you we sing,
O Prince of peace, eternal King;
your love we praise, your name adore,
on this your day and evermore. ©
Written by: Thomas À Kemptis
THOMAS À KEMPIS 1380-1471 TRANS. JOHN MASON NEALE 1818-66 © IN THIS VERSION PRAISE TRUST
Praise! #225
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 Ages pass by, earth’s treasures all decay

AGES PASS BY, EARTH'S TREASURES ALL DECAY;
all Christ's creation longs to see his day;
but constantly the eye of faith can see
your plan unfolds, O holy Trinity.

I do not know what way before me lies,
but this I know, my God is wholly wise;
each one Christ bought is precious in his plan:
the peace of God can be enjoyed by man!

Faith, hope, and love, may these adorn me here:
God's gifts to keep me from all fretting fear;
I'll seek his help his word to understand,
his will to see, obeying each command.

Trials and joys in turn this year may bring;
I'll leave it all to Christ, redeeming King.
I only ask he'll watch with constant care,
and guide me by his Spirit everywhere. ©
Written by: Rhiannon Weber
© Author
Praise! #235

19



 Ah Lord God,

Ah Lord God,
you have made the heavens and the earth
by your great power.
Ah Lord God,
you have made the heavens and the earth
by your out-stretched arm. ©
Written by: Kay Chance
© AUTHOR 1976
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 Ah, holy Jesus, how have you offended

AH, HOLY JESUS, HOW HAVE YOU OFFENDED
that man to judge you has in hate pretended?
By foes derided, by your own rejected,
O most afflicted!

Who was the guilty? Who brought this upon you?
It is my treason, Lord, that has undone you;
and I, O Jesus, it was I denied you,
I crucified you.

See how the shepherd for the sheep is offered,
the slave has sinned and yet the Son has suffered;
for our atonement hangs the Saviour bleeding,
God interceding.

For me, kind Jesus, was your incarnation,
your dying sorrow and your life's oblation,
your bitter passion and your desolation,
for my salvation.

O mighty Saviour, I cannot repay you,
I do adore you and will here obey you:
recall your mercy and your love unswerving,
not my deserving.

ROBERT BRIDGES 1844-1930, ALT. AFTER JOHANN HEERMANN 1585-1647
FROM THE YATTENDON HYMNAL BY PERMISSION OF OXFORD UNIVERSITY PRESS ©
Written by: Robert Bridges
Praise! #412
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 Ahead of us, a race to run

AHEAD OF US, A RACE TO RUN:
so, looking at the past no more,
forgetting what has gone before,
we fix our eyes on God the Son -
with eager diligence we train
as for the prize ahead we strain,
until at last our course is done.

He calls us now to run the race,
discarding every weight and load
to speed our way along the road;
the path we tread, the way of grace -
and though the journey may be long,
the grace of God will keep us strong
until we stand before his face. ©
Written by: Martin E Leckebusch
MARTIN E LECKEBUSCH © 1999 KEVIN MAYHEW LTD.
Praise! #892
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 Alas! And did my Saviour bleed

Alas! And did my Saviour bleed
and did my Sovereign die?
Did he devote that sacred head
for such a one as I?

Was it for sins that I had done
he suffered on the tree?
Amazing pity, grace unknown
and love beyond degree!

Well might the sun in darkness hide
and shut his glories in
when God, the mighty Maker, died
for man, the creature's sin.

So might I hide my blushing face
while his dear cross appears,
dissolve my heart in thankfulness
and melt my eyes to tears.

Dear Saviour, how can I repay
the debt of love I owe?
Lord, take my very self, I pray,
my all I give to you. ©
Written by: Isaac Watts
ISAAC WATTS 1674-1748 © IN THIS VERSION PRAISE TRUST
Praise! #411
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 All creatures of our God and King

All creatures of our God and King,
lift up your voice and with us sing:
Hallelujah! Hallelujah!
Bright burning sun with golden beam,
soft shining moon with silver gleam,

O praise him, O praise him,
Hallelujah! Hallelujah! Hallelujah!

Swift rushing wind so wild and strong,
white clouds that sail in heaven along,
O praise him! Hallelujah!
New rising dawn in praise rejoice,
and lights of evening find a voice;

O praise him, O praise him,
Hallelujah! Hallelujah! Hallelujah!

Cool flowing water, pure and clear,
make music for your Lord to hear,
Hallelujah! Hallelujah!
Fierce fire so masterful and bright,
giving to us both warmth and light,

O praise him, O praise him,
Hallelujah! Hallelujah! Hallelujah!

Earth ever fertile, day by day
bring forth your blessings on our way,
O praise him! Hallelujah!
All fruit and crops that richly grow,
all trees and flowers God's glory show;

O praise him, O praise him,
Hallelujah! Hallelujah! Hallelujah!

People and nations, take your part,
love and forgive with all your heart;
Hallelujah! Hallelujah!
All who long pain and sorrow bear,
praise God and on him cast your care;

O praise him, O praise him,
Hallelujah! Hallelujah! Hallelujah!

Let all things their Creator bless
and worship him in lowliness,
Hallelujah! Hallelujah!
Praise, praise the Father, praise the Son,
and praise the Spirit, Three-in-One:

O praise him, O praise him,
Hallelujah! Hallelujah! Hallelujah!©
Written by: William H Draper
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 All creatures of our God and King (Soverign Grace)

All creatures of our God and King
Lift up your voice and with us sing
O praise Him! Allelujah!
Bright burning sun with golden beam
Soft silver moon with softer gleam
O praise Him! O praise Him!
Allelujah! Allelujah! Allelujah!

Let all things their Creator bless
And worship Him in humbleness
O praise Him! Allelujah!
Praise, praise the Father, praise the Son
And praise the Spirit, Three-in-One
O praise Him! O praise Him!
Allelujah! Allelujah! Allelujah!

All the redeemed washed by His blood
Come and rejoice in His great love
O praise Him! Allelujah!
Christ has defeated every sin
Cast all your burdens now on Him
O praise Him! O praise Him!
Allelujah! Allelujah! Allelujah!

He shall return in pow'r to reign
Heaven and earth will join to say
O praise Him! Allelujah!
Then who shall fall on bended knee?
All creatures of our God and King
O praise Him! O praise Him!
Allelujah! Allelujah!
O praise Him! O praise Him!
Allelujah! Allelujah! Allelujah! ©
Written by: William H Draper
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 All earth was dark until you spoke

All earth was dark until you spoke,
then all was light and all was peace.
Yet still, O God, so many wait
to see the flame of love released.

Light to the world, O Light of man,
kindle in us a mighty flame,
till every heart, consumed by love,
shall rise to praise your holy name.

In Christ you gave your gift of life
to save us from the depth of night.
O, come and set our spirits free
and draw us to your perfect light.

Light to the world, O Light of man,
kindle in us a mighty flame,
till every heart, consumed by love,
shall rise to praise your holy name.

Where there is fear may we bring joy
and healing to a world in pain.
Lord, build your kingdom through our lives
till Jesus walks this earth again.

Light to the world, O Light of man,
kindle in us a mighty flame,
till every heart, consumed by love,
shall rise to praise your holy name.

O, burn in us that we may burn
with love that triumphs in despair.
And touch our lives with such a fire
that souls may search and find you there.

Light to the world, O Light of man,
kindle in us a mighty flame,
till every heart, consumed by love,
shall rise to praise your holy name. ©
Written by: John Daniels
JOHN DANIELS AND PHIL THOMSON © 1986 HARPER COLLINS RELIGIOUS / COPYCARE
Praise! #617
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 All for Jesus, all for Jesus

ALL FOR JESUS, ALL FOR JESUS!
This our song shall ever be:
you our only hope, our Saviour,
yours the love that sets us free!

All for Jesus: you will give us
strength to serve you hour by hour:
none can move us from your presence
while we trust your grace and power.

All for Jesus - you have loved us,
all for Jesus - you have died,
all for Jesus - you are with us,
all for Jesus crucified.

All for Jesus, all for Jesus!
This the church's song shall be,
till at last his people gather,
one in him eternally. ©
Written by: William J Sparrow-Simpson
© AMENDED TEXT NOVELLO AND COMPANY LTD. PRINTED BY PERMISSION
Praise! #836
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 All glory to God in the sky

ALL GLORY TO GOD IN THE SKY,
and peace on the earth be restored!
O Jesus, exalted on high,
appear our omnipotent Lord!
who, lowly in Bethlehem born,
here stooped to redeem a lost race;
once more to creation return
and reign in your kingdom of grace.

Incarnate you chose to appear;
all nature acknowledged your birth:
so dawned the long-prophesied year
and heaven was opened on earth.
Receiving its Lord from above,
the world was united to bless
the giver of friendship and love,
the Prince and the Author of peace.

Lord Jesus, again be made known!
Again by your Spirit descend
and set up in each of your own
a kingdom that never shall end.
You only are able to bless
and make all the nations obey;
commanding our hatred to cease,
bring everything under your sway.

Come then to your servants again,
who long your appearing to know;
your quiet and peaceable reign
in mercy establish below.
All sorrow before you shall fly,
all hatred and strife be undone;
all envy and malice shall die,
and all learn to honour the Son. ©
Written by: Charles Wesley
CHARLES WESLEY 1707-88 © IN THIS VERSION PRAISE TRUST
Praise! #282
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 All glory, praise and honour

All glory, praise and honour
to you, Redeemer, King,
to whom the lips of children
made sweet hosannas ring.

'You are the King of Israel,
great David's royal Son,
now in the Lord's name coming,
his own anointed One.'

All glory, praise and honour
to you, Redeemer, King,
to whom the lips of children
made sweet hosannas ring.

The company of angels
are praising you on high
and we with all creation
together make reply.

All glory, praise and honour
to you, Redeemer, King,
to whom the lips of children
made sweet hosannas ring.

The people of the Hebrews
with palms before you went;
our praise and prayer and anthems
before you we present.

All glory, praise and honour
to you, Redeemer, King,
to whom the lips of children
made sweet hosannas ring.

To you, before your passion,
they sang their hymns of praise;
to you, now high exalted,
our melody we raise.

All glory, praise and honour
to you, Redeemer, King,
to whom the lips of children
made sweet hosannas ring.

As you received their praises,
accept the prayers we bring,
in every good delighting,
our good and gracious King. ©
Written by: Theodulph of Oleans
THEODULPH OF ORLEANS c. 750-821 TRANS. JOHN MASON NEALE 1818-66 VERSES 3 AND 4 © IN THIS VERSION JUBILATE HYMNS
Praise! #407
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 All hail the Lamb

ALL HAIL THE LAMB
enthroned on high;
his praise shall be
our battle cry.
He reigns victorious,
forever glorious;
his name is Jesus,
he is the Lord. ©
Written by: Dave Bilbrough
DAVE BILBROUGH © 1988 KINGSWAY'S THANKYOU MUSIC
Praise! #283
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 All hail the power of Jesus’ name

All hail the power of Jesus’ name!
Before him angels fall,
before him angels fall.
Bring forth the royal diadem
and crown him, crown him,
crown him, crown him,
and crown him Lord of all.

Crown him, you martyrs of our God,
who for his justice call,
who for his justice call;
exalt the one whose path you trod,
and crown him, crown him,
crown him, crown him,
and crown him Lord of all.

Descendants of his chosen race,
redeemed from Adam's fall,
redeemed from Adam's fall,
hail him who saves you by his grace,
and crown him, crown him,
crown him, crown him,
and crown him Lord of all.

Sinners, whose love cannot forget
the bitterness and gall,
the bitterness and gall,
go, spread your offerings at his feet
and crown him, crown him,
crown him, crown him,
and crown him Lord of all.

Let every people, nation, tribe,
on this terrestrial ball,
on this terrestrial ball,
to him all majesty ascribe
and crown him, crown him,
crown him, crown him,
and crown him Lord of all.

O that in heaven, with this great throng,
we at his feet may fall,
we at his feet may fall,
join in the everlasting song
and crown him, crown him,
crown him, crown him,
and crown him Lord of all. ©
Written by: Edward Perronet
EDWARD PERRONET 1726-92 AND JOHN RIPPON 1751-1836 © IN THIS VERSION PRAISE TRUST
Praise! #281
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 All hail, King Jesus! All hail, Immanuel

ALL HAIL, KING JESUS! ALL HAIL, IMMANUEL!
King of kings, Lord of lords,
bright Morning Star.
And throughout eternity I'll sing your praises,
and I'll reign with you throughout eternity. ©
Written by: David Moody
DAVID MOODY © 1981 DAYSPRING MUSIC / WORD MUSIC / COPYCARE
Praise! #284
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 All heaven declares

All heaven declares
the glory of the risen Lord,
who can compare
with the beauty of the Lord?
For ever he will be
the Lamb upon the throne.
I gladly bow the knee
and worship him alone.

I will proclaim
the glory of the risen Lord
who once was slain
to reconcile man to God.
For ever you will be
the Lamb upon the throne,
I gladly bow the knee
and worship you alone. ©
Written by: Noel and Tricia Richards
NOEL AND TRICIA RICHARDS © 1987 KINGSWAY'S THANKYOU MUSIC
Praise! #477
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 All I have is Christ

I once was lost in darkest night
yet thought I knew the way.
The sin that promised joy and life
had led me to the grave.
I had no hope that you would own
a rebel to your will;
and if you had not loved me first
I would refuse you still.

But as I ran my hell-bound race
indifferent to the cost,
you looked upon my helpless state
and led me to the cross.
And I beheld God’s love displayed -
you suffered in my place;
you bore the wrath reserved for me,
now all I know is grace.

Hallelujah! All I have is Christ.
Hallelujah! Jesus is my life.
(repeat)

Now, Lord, I would be yours alone,
and live so all might see
the strength to follow your commands
could never come from me.
Oh Father, use my ransomed life
in any way you choose;
and let my song forever be
my only boast is you.

Hallelujah! All I have is Christ.
Hallelujah! Jesus is my life.
(repeat) ©
Written by: Jordan Kauflin
© Sovereign Grace
Other
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 All I once held dear, built my life upon

All I once held dear,
built my life upon,
all this world reveres
and wars to own,
all I once thought gain
I have counted loss;
spent and worthless now,
compared to this.

Knowing you, Jesus, knowing you;
there is no greater thing.
You're my all, you're the best,
you're my joy, my righteousness
and I love you, Lord.

Now my heart's desire
is to know you more,
to be found in you
and known as yours;
to possess by faith
what I could not earn,
all-surpassing gift
of righteousness.

Knowing you, Jesus, knowing you;
there is no greater thing.
You're my all, you're the best,
you're my joy, my righteousness
and I love you, Lord.

O to know the power
of your risen life
and to know you in
your sufferings;
to become like you
in your death, my Lord,
so with you to live
and never die.

Knowing you, Jesus, knowing you;
there is no greater thing.
You're my all, you're the best,
you're my joy, my righteousness
and I love you, Lord,
love you Lord. ©
Written by: Graham Kendrick
© 1993 MAKE WAY MUSIC
Praise! #723
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 All my days I will sing this song of gladness

All my days I will sing this song of gladness,
give my praise to the Fountain of delights;
for in my helplessness you heard my cry
and waves of mercy poured down on my life.

I will trust in the cross of my Redeemer,
I will sing of the blood that never fails,
of sins forgiven, of conscience cleansed,
of death defeated and life without end.

Beautiful Saviour, Wonderful Counsellor,
clothed in majesty, Lord of history,
you’re the way, the truth, the life.
Star of the morning, glorious in holiness,
you’re the risen one, heaven’s champion
and you reign, you reign over all!

I long to be
where the praise is never-ending,
yearn to dwell where the glory never fades,
where countless worshippers
will share one song
and cries of ‘worthy’ will honour the Lamb!

Beautiful Saviour, Wonderful Counsellor,
clothed in majesty, Lord of history,
you’re the way, the truth, the life.
Star of the morning, glorious in holiness,
you’re the risen one, heaven’s champion
and you reign, you reign over all! ©
Written by: Stuart Townend
© 1998 Kingsway's Thankyou Music
Praise! #724
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 All my heart this night rejoices

ALL MY HEART THIS NIGHT REJOICES,
as I hear,
far and near,
sweetest angel voices.
'Christ is born!' their choirs are singing,
till the air
everywhere
now with joy is ringing.

Listen! from a humble manger
comes the call,
'One and all,
run from sin and danger!
Christians, come, let nothing grieve you;
you are freed!
All you need
I will surely give you.'

Gather, then, from every nation;
here let all,
great and small,
kneel in adoration;
love him who with love is yearning.
Hail the star
that from far
bright with hope is burning!

You, dear Lord, with love I'll cherish,
live to you,
and with you
dying, shall not perish,
but shall dwell with you for ever
far on high,
in the joy
that can alter never. ©
Written by: Catherine Winkworth
CATHERINE WINKWORTH 1827-78, BASED ON PAULUS GERHARDT 1607-76 © IN THIS VERSION JUBILATE HYMNS
Praise! #349
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 All my hope on God is founded

ALL MY HOPE ON GOD IS FOUNDED,
all my trust he shall renew;
he, my guide through changing order,
only good and only true:
God unknown,
he alone,
calls my heart to be his own.

Human pride and earthly glory,
sword and crown betray his trust;
what with care and toil we fashion,
tower and temple, fall to dust;
but God's power
hour by hour
is my temple and my tower.

God's great goodness lasts for ever,
deep his wisdom, passing thought;
splendour, light and life attend him,
beauty springing out of nought;
evermore
from his store
countless stars rise and adore.

Day by day the almighty Giver
grants to us his gifts of love;
in his will our souls find pleasure,
leading to our home above:
love shall stand
at his hand,
joy shall wait on his command.

Still from man to God eternal
sacrifice of praise be done;
high above all praises praising
for the gift of Christ his Son:
hear Christ's call,
one and all-
those who follow shall not fall.

ROBERT BRIDGES 1844-1930, ALT. AFTER JOACHIM NEANDER 1650-80
FROM THE YATTENDON HYMNAL BY PERMISSION OF OXFORD UNIVERSITY PRESS ©
Written by: Robert Bridges
Praise! #775
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 All my soul to God I raise

ALL MY SOUL TO GOD I RAISE;
Be my guardian all my days.
Confident in hope I rest,
Daily prove your path is best.
Ever work in me your will,
Faithful to your promise still.

Graciously my sins forgive;
Help me by your truth to live.
In your footsteps lead me, LORD,
Joy renewed and hope restored,
Knowing every sin forgiven,
Learning all the ways of heaven.

Mercies manifold extend,
Not as judge but faithful friend.
O my Saviour, hear my prayer,
Pluck my feet from every snare;
Quietude be mine at last,
Rest from all my guilty past.

Sheltered safe when troubles fret,
Trusting God I triumph yet!
Undismayed in him I stand,
Victor only by his hand.
Worship, homage, love and praise,
All my soul to God I raise. ©
Written by: Timothy Dudley-Smith
© AUTHOR AN ACROSTIC PSALM
Praise! #25
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 All nature is an open book

ALL NATURE IS AN OPEN BOOK
to spread her maker's praise abroad,
and every page on which we look
shows something worthy of a God.

But in the grace that rescued man
his brightest form of glory shines;
here, on the cross, it's fairest drawn
in precious blood and crimson lines.

Here see his name complete appear;
no mind can guess, nor reason prove,
which of the letters is most clear,
the power, the wisdom, or the love.

Here I behold his inmost heart,
where grace and vengeance strangely join,
piercing his Son with sharpest smart
to make the purchased pleasures mine.

O the sweet wonders of that cross
where God the Saviour loved and died!
Its noblest life my spirit draws
from his pierced hands and feet and side.

Let me for ever speak his name
in sounds to mortal ears unknown,
with angels join to praise the Lamb
and worship at his Father's throne. ©
Written by: Isaac Watts
Praise! #265
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 All of us in sin were dying

All of us in sin were dying,
all in Adam had a share;
all our dreams and tears and trying
only deepened our despair:
in this hopeless situation,
how impossible our case!
All stood under condemnation-
none could help or take our place.

Swift through sin's remorseless stages,
on our way to hell we passed;
till the Lord, the Rock of ages,
found us, caught us, held us fast,
showing love beyond all measure
in his promise to forgive,
turning from his just displeasure,
making dying sinners live.

Jesus left the Father's presence,
taking human life and breath,
came to serve us wicked servants,
came to save from certain death.
Our redemption he effected
as he died upon a cross,
and his power when resurrected
gave us life in place of loss.

How then could we be forgetful
of the Lord who thus forgave?
Yet our hearts are so deceitful-
Lord, give grace to all you save:
let us not return to sinning,
let us serve the One who died,
he who, our salvation winning,
all for love, was crucified. ©
Written by: Andrew King
ANDREW KING © HAYWARDS HEATH EVANGELICAL FREE CHURCH
Praise! #686
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 All people that on earth do dwell

All people that on earth do dwell,
sing to the LORD with cheerful voice:
serve him with joy, his praises tell,
come now before him and rejoice!

Know that the LORD is God indeed,
he formed us all without our aid;
we are the flock he loves to feed,
the sheep who by his hand are made.

O enter then his gates with praise,
and in his courts his love proclaim;
give thanks and bless him all your days:
let every tongue confess his name.

The LORD our mighty God is good,
his mercy is for ever sure;
his truth at all times firmly stood,
and shall from age to age endure. ©
Written by: W Kethe
W KETHE d.1594 © IN THIS VERSION JUBILATE HYMNS
Praise! #100A
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 All power to the Lamb of God

ALL POWER TO THE LAMB OF GOD:
he wore the robes of servanthood
and in the place of weakness stood-
all power to the Lamb!

All riches to the Lamb of God
who came among us, one so poor,
to make us rich for evermore-
all riches to the Lamb!

All wisdom to the Lamb of God
who chose the way of suffering:
to status he refused to cling-
all wisdom to the Lamb!

And to the Lamb of God, all strength:
his love was strong enough to win,
defeating all the might of sin-
and to the Lamb, all strength!

All honour to the Lamb of God
who laid his honour far aside
when on a cross of shame he died-
all honour to the Lamb!

All glory to the Lamb of God:
his name above all others now;
let every knee before him bow-
all glory to the Lamb!

All praises to the Lamb of God,
for he is worthy, who was slain,
who now and evermore shall reign-
all praises to the Lamb! ©
Written by: Martin E Leckebusch
MARTIN E LECKEBUSCH © 1999 KEVIN MAYHEW LTD.
Praise! #285
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 All praise to Christ, our Lord and King divine

All praise to Christ, our Lord and King divine,
yielding your glory in your love's design,
that in our darkened hearts
your grace might shine:
Alleluia!

You came to us in lowliness of thought;
by you the outcast and the poor were sought
and by your death
was our redemption bought:
Alleluia!

The mind of Christ is as our mind should be;
he was a servant, that we might be free;
humbling himself to death on Calvary:
Alleluia!

And so we see, in God's great purpose, how
Christ has been raised 
above all creatures now;
and at his name shall every nation bow:
Alleluia!

Let every tongue confess with one accord,
in heaven and earth, that Jesus Christ is Lord,
and God the Father be by all adored:
Alleluia! ©
Written by: F B Tucker
F B TUCKER 1895-1984, ALT. © CHURCH PENSION FUND, USED BY PERMISSION
Praise! #395
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 All the way my Saviour leads me

ALL THE WAY MY SAVIOUR LEADS ME:
what have I to ask beside?
Can I doubt his tender mercy
who through life has been my guide?
O what heavenly peace and comfort
here by faith in him to dwell!
For whatever may befall me,
Jesus will do all things well.
For whatever may befall me,
Jesus will do all things well.

All the way my Saviour leads me:
cheers each winding path I tread,
gives me grace for every trial,
feeds me with the living bread.
Though my weary feet may stumble
and my soul may thirsty be,
pouring from the rock before me,
there a spring of joy I see.
Pouring from the rock before me,
there a spring of joy I see.

All the way my Saviour leads me:
O the fulness of his love!
Perfect rest to me is promised
in my Father's house above.
When my spirit, clothed, immortal,
flies to heaven's eternal day,
this my song through endless ages,
'Jesus led me all the way!'
This my song through endless ages,
'Jesus led me all the way!' ©
Written by: Frances J Van Alstyne
FRANCES J VAN ALSTYNE 1820-1915 © IN THIS VERSION PRAISE TRUST
Praise! #869
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 All things bright and beautiful

ALL THINGS BRIGHT AND BEAUTIFUL,
all creatures great and small,
all things wise and wonderful,
the Lord God made them all.

Each little flower that opens,
each little bird that sings,
he made their glowing colours,
he made their tiny wings:

All things bright and beautiful,
all creatures great and small,
all things wise and wonderful,
the Lord God made them all.

The purple-headed mountain,
the river running by,
the sunset, and the morning
that brightens up the sky:

All things bright and beautiful,
all creatures great and small,
all things wise and wonderful,
the Lord God made them all.

The cold wind in the winter,
the pleasant summer sun,
the ripe fruits in the garden,
he made them every one:

All things bright and beautiful,
all creatures great and small,
all things wise and wonderful,
the Lord God made them all.

He gave us eyes to see them,
and lips that we might tell
how great is God almighty,
who has made all things well:
(chorus) ©
Written by: Cecil Frances Alexander
Praise! #204
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 All to Jesus I surrender - Preferred

All to Jesus I surrender,
All to Him I freely give.
I will ever love and trust Him;
In His presence daily live.

All to Jesus I surrender,
Humbly at His feet I bow.
Worldly pleasures all forsaken -
Own me Jesus, here and now.

I surrender all.
I surrender all;
All to you my blessed Saviour.
I surrender all.

All to Jesus I surrender -
Make me Saviour yours alone.
Fill me with your Holy Spirit -
Let me know as I am known.

All to Jesus I surrender;
By his grace I will endure.
Live each day upon his promise;
Christ alone holds me secure.

I surrender all.
I surrender all;
All to you my blessed Saviour.
I surrender all.

All to Jesus I surrender;
What a gift – his holy flame!
Oh the joy of his salvation.
Glory, glory to his name.

I surrender all.
I surrender all;
All to you my blessed Saviour.
I surrender all. ©
Written by: Author Unknown
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 All who wake tonight

ALL WHO WAKE TONIGHT
watching till the light,
all who serve us by their labours,
all who care for needs of neighbours -
Jesus, Lord, we pray,
guard them till the day.

We commend again
all who cry in pain,
all who mourn and all who languish
through the night on beds of anguish,
Jesus, Lord, we pray,
words of healing say.

All whom fear or fright
rob of rest tonight,
when they feel their worry double,
you that offer peace for trouble,
Jesus, Lord, we pray,
keep their fear at bay.

And the weak within,
magnetized to sin-
draw them by your greater power,
save them in this evening hour,
Jesus, Lord, we pray,
guide them in your way.

Those we name our own,
those who sleep at home,
those with whom our lives are sharing -
we entrust them to your caring,
Jesus, Lord, we pray,
at their bedside stay. ©
Written by: John Ferguson
JOHN FERGUSON 1921-89 © 1982 STAINER & BELL LTD.
Praise! #943
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 All your commandments Father Almighty

ALL YOUR COMMANDMENTS, FATHER ALMIGHTY,
Bring to your children healing and blessing;
Christians who keep them find here their comfort.

Daily instruct us as your disciples:
Each of your statutes stands firm for ever;
Faithful your promise, free your forgiveness.

God of all mercy, grant me your guidance;
How can a young man keep his way holy?
I have found treasure in your instruction.

Joy comes to nations knowing your judgements;
Keeping them brings us close to your kingdom-
Laws that spell freedom, true liberation.

My heart is listening for you each morning;
Never desert me; speak in the night-time;
Open my eyes, LORD, then lead me onwards.

Put right my passions by your clear precepts;
Quell my rebellions, rescue me quickly:
Raise and restore me, mighty Redeemer.

Saviour whose Spirit gave us the Scriptures,
Train me to trust them when I am tempted;
Unless you helped me, I would go under.

Vain are my own ways; yours is the victory;
Wonderful Counsellor, you are my wisdom;
Your word shall teach me; I will obey you. ©
Written by: Christopher Idle
CHRISTOPHER IDLE © AUTHOR / JUBILATE HYMNS A DOUBLE ACROSTIC PSALM
Praise! #119A
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 All-creating heavenly giver

ALL-CREATING HEAVENLY GIVER,
bringing light and life to birth;
all-sustaining heavenly Father
of the families of earth:
we, your children, lift our voices
singing gladly of your love:
never-ending are the praises
rising to your throne above.

Ever-living Lord and Saviour,
breaking chains of sin and shame;
ever-loving Intercessor,
prayers are answered in your name:
we, your servants liberated
at a fearful ransom-price,
in your kingdom are united
by that mighty sacrifice.

Life-conceiving wind of heaven,
breathing gifts upon us all;
life-enhancing Spirit, given
to enrich us, great and small:
we, whose talents widely differ,
now restore to you your own,
and in true thanksgiving offer
all we are before the throne.

Father, Son and Holy Spirit,
blessing all within your hand:
full the cup that we inherit,
firm the ground on which we stand:
we, your people, undeserving
of the grace you freely give,
now and ever, in thanksgiving
to your praise and glory live. ©
Written by: Michael Saward
MICHAEL SAWARD © AUTHOR / JUBILATE HYMNS
Praise! #592
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 Almighty Father, Lord and King

ALMIGHTY FATHER, LORD AND KING,
your suffering saints unite to sing
with holy jubilation!
We worship now before your throne,
rejoicing since we are your own
by merciful adoption;
predestined to behold your face,
chosen to know such matchless grace,
our souls rejoice with trembling;
confiding in your sovereign power,
we are secure from hour to hour,
for God, our God, is reigning!

Almighty Saviour, Son divine
in whom the Father's glories shine,
accept our adoration;
holy Redeemer, you have died,
we by your blood are justified,
freed from all condemnation;
Jesus, our Prophet, Priest and King,
your ransomed ones rejoice to sing,
despite our tribulation;
we conquer through your mighty love,
we have the victory from above,
blest by your intercession.

Almighty Spirit, by your breath
all God's elect are raised from death;
blessed regeneration!
Spirit of Christ, come reign within,
subdue, we pray, our every sin,
receive our supplication;
help us in our infirmity,
strengthen the sons of liberty;
in earnest expectation,
may we with joy and patiently,
wait for the glory yet to be,
assured of our redemption! ©
Written by: Alan C Clifford
© Author
Praise! #155
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 Almighty God

Almighty God,
we bring you praise
for your Son,
the Word of God,
by whose power
the world was made,
by whose blood
we are redeemed.

Morning Star,
the Father's glory,
we now worship
and adore you:
in our hearts
your light has risen;
Jesus, Lord,
we worship you. ©
Written by: Austin Martin
AUSTIN MARTIN © 1983 KINGSWAY'S THANKYOU MUSIC
Praise! #286
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 Almighty God, we bring You praise

Almighty God, we bring You praise
for Your Son, the Word of God,
by whose power the world was made,
by whose blood we are redeemed.
Morning star, the Father's glory,
we now worship and adore You.
In our hearts Your light has risen;
Jesus, Lord, we worship You. ©
Written by: Author Unknown

53



 Almighty God, whose name is great

ALMIGHTY GOD, WHOSE NAME IS GREAT,
exalted over heaven and earth,
we worship you and celebrate
the wonder of our Saviour's birth:
the news that calmed the shepherds' fears
has been proclaimed two thousand years.

O Father, in what love you sent
your Son to bring us back to you!
For on the cross his blood he spent
to cleanse our hearts and make us new;
and ever since, through joy and tears,
he's been our friend two thousand years.

As pilgrims still we travel on
and tread the path which Jesus trod;
where some through floods and fire have gone
and proved the faithfulness of God:
the hand that guides, the voice that cheers,
have led his church two thousand years.

Let all our lamps be burning bright,
our lives commending Christ our King,
that others too may see his light,
his grace receive, his praises sing:
then we shall be, when he appears,
with him for everlasting years! ©
Written by: Emma Turl
© Author
Praise! #168
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 Almighty Lord most high, draw near

ALMIGHTY LORD MOST HIGH, DRAW NEAR,
whose awesome splendour none can bear;
eternal God, in mercy hear,
receive once more the sinners' prayer;
upon your word of grace we call,
whose word of power has ordered all.

How measureless your mercies stand,
the hope and pledge of sins forgiven;
those sins, unnumbered as the sand,
that hide the very stars of heaven:
O God of grace, to us impart
a penitent and contrite heart.

From such a heart we bend the knee
and all our sin and shame confess.
Lord, your unworthy servants see,
and clothe us round with righteousness;
that loved and pardoned, healed and blessed,
we taste your mercies manifest.

So lift on high the Saviour's praise
with all the hosts of heaven above,
and sing through everlasting days
the God of glory, grace and love.
The Lord of all let all adore,
for ever and for evermore. ©
Written by: Timothy Dudley-Smith
© Author
Praise! #823
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 Alone with none but you, my God

ALONE WITH NONE BUT YOU, MY GOD,
I journey on my way:
what need I fear, when you are near,
O King of night and day?
More safe am I within your hand
than if a host did round me stand.

My destined time is fixed by you
and death's appointed hour;
though warriors strong around me throng
they could not halt its power:
no walls of stone defend us here
when comes your final messenger.

My life I yield to your decree,
and bow to your control
in peaceful calm, for from your arm
no power can snatch my soul:
no earthly omens can appal
the one who heeds God's heavenly call.

The child of God need fear
his chosen, dread no foe;
we leave our fate with you, and wait
your bidding when to go:
for not from chance our comfort springs-
you are our trust, O King of kings! ©
Written by: Author Unknown
ATTRIBUTED TO COLUMBA 521-97 TRANSLATED IN THE IRISH CHURCH HYMNAL 1919 © IN THIS VERSION PRAISE TRUST
Praise! #755
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 AMAZING GRACE - HOW SWEET THE SOUND (Original)

AMAZING GRACE - HOW SWEET THE SOUND -
that saved a wretch like me!
I once was lost, but now am found;
was blind, but now I see.

'Twas grace that taught my heart to fear,
and grace my fears relieved;
how precious did that grace appear
the hour I first believed!

Through many dangers, toils and snares
I have already come;
'Tis grace that brought me safe thus far
and grace will lead me home.

When we've been there ten thousand years,
bright shining as the sun,
we've no less days to sing God's praise
than when we first begun. ©
Written by: John Newton
JOHN NEWTON 1725-1807 VERSES 1-5 © IN THIS VERSION JUBILATE HYMNS
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 Amazing grace-how sweet the sound

Amazing grace - how sweet the sound -
that saved a wretch like me!
I once was lost, but now am found;
was blind, but now I see.

God's grace first taught my heart to fear,
his grace my fears relieved;
how precious did that grace appear
the hour I first believed!

Through many dangers, toils and snares
I have already come;
his grace has brought me safe this far
and grace will lead me home.

The Lord has promised good to me,
his word my hope secures;
my shield and great reward is he
as long as life endures.

And when this mortal life is past
and earthly days shall cease,
I shall possess with Christ at last
eternal joy and peace.

The earth will soon dissolve like snow,
the sun no longer shine;
but God, who called me here below,
will be for ever mine. ©
Written by: John Newton
JOHN NEWTON 1725-1807 VERSES 1-5 © IN THIS VERSION JUBILATE HYMNS
Praise! #772
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 Among us our beloved stands

AMONG US OUR BELOVED STANDS,
and bids us see his nail-pierced hands,
points to his wounded feet and side,
true emblems of the Crucified.

What generous food, what sweet accord,
when at his table sits the Lord!
How fine the bread, how rich the wine,
when Jesus calls his guests to dine!

If now, with eyes defiled and dim,
we see the signs, but see not him,
then may his love the scales displace,
that we may see his glorious face!

O glorious Bridegroom of our hearts,
your present smile a heaven imparts;
so lift the veil, if veil there be,
let every saint your beauties see! ©
Written by: Charles H Spurgeon
Praise! #642
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 And can it be that I should gain

And can it be that I should gain
an interest in the Saviour's blood?
Died he for me, who caused his pain?
For me, who him to death pursued?
Amazing love! How can it be
that you, my God, should die for me?
Amazing love! How can it be
that you, my God, should die for me?

What mystery here! The Immortal dies!
Who can explore his strange design?
In vain the highest angel tries
to sound the depths of love divine!
What mercy this! Let earth adore;
let angel minds enquire no more.
What mercy this! Let earth adore;
let angel minds enquire no more.

He left his Father's throne above-
so free, so infinite his grace-
humbled himself in all his love
and bled for Adam's helpless race.
What mercy this, immense and free,
for, O my God, it found out me!
What mercy this, immense and free,
for, O my God, it found out me!

Long my imprisoned spirit lay
fast bound in sin and nature's night:
then shone your glorious gospel ray;
I woke! The dungeon flamed with light!
My chains fell off; my heart was freed,
I rose, and follow where you lead!
My chains fell off; my heart was freed,
I rose, and follow where you lead!

No condemnation now I dread!
Jesus, and all in him, is mine!
Alive in him, my living head,
and clothed in righteousness divine,
bold I approach the eternal throne
and claim the crown, through Christ my own;
bold I approach the eternal throne
and claim the crown, through Christ my own. ©
Written by: Charles Wesley
CHARLES WESLEY 1707-88 © IN THIS VERSION PRAISE TRUST
Praise! #776A (Original)
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 And will the judge descend

And will the judge descend?
And must the dead arise,
and not a single soul escape
his all-discerning eyes?

How will my heart endure
the terrors of that day,
as earth and heaven, before his face,
in fear will melt away?

Before the trumpet sounds
and earth gives up its dead,
hear from the gospel's saving word
what joyful news is spread!

Let sinners seek God's grace,
whose wrath they cannot bear,
run to the shelter of his cross
and find salvation there.

So shall that curse be gone
for which the Saviour bled,
and that dread judgement day shall bring
joy to their hearts instead. ©
Written by: Philip Doddridge
Praise! #964
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 Angel voices ever singing

ANGEL VOICES EVER SINGING
round your throne of light,
angel music ever ringing
rests not day or night;
thousands only live to bless you
and confess you Lord of might.

Lord, beyond our mortal sight
in glory far away,
can it be that you delight
in sinners' songs today;
may we know that you are near us
and will hear us? Yes, we may!

Yes, we know your heart rejoices
in each work divine,
using minds and hands and voices
in your great design;
craftsman's art and music's measure
for your pleasure all combine.

Here to you, great God, we offer
praise in harmony,
and for your acceptance proffer
all unworthily
hearts and minds and hands and voices
in our choicest psalmody.

Honour, glory, might and merit
for your works and ways,
Father, Son and Holy Spirit,
God through endless days!
With the best that you have given
earth and heaven render praise. ©
Written by: Francis Pott
FRANCIS POTT 1832-1909 © IN THIS VERSION JUBILATE HYMNS
Praise! #169
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 Angels from the realms of glory

Angels from the realms of glory,
wing your flight through all the earth;
heralds of creation's story
now proclaim Messiah's birth!

Come and worship
Christ, the new-born King!
Come and worship,
worship Christ, the new-born King!

Shepherds in the fields abiding,
watching by your flocks at night,
God with man is now residing:
see, there shines the infant light!

Come and worship
Christ, the new-born King!
Come and worship,
worship Christ, the new-born King!

Wise men, leave your contemplations!
Brighter visions gleam afar;
seek in him the hope of nations,
you have seen his rising star:

Come and worship
Christ, the new-born King!
Come and worship,
worship Christ, the new-born King!

Sinners, brought to true repentance-
doomed, for guilt, to endless pains;
justice now revokes the sentence,
mercy calls you: break your chains!

Come and worship
Christ, the new-born King!
Come and worship,
worship Christ, the new-born King!

Though an infant now we view him,
he will share his Father's throne,
gather all the nations to him;
every knee shall then bow down:

Come and worship
Christ, the new-born King!
Come and worship,
worship Christ, the new-born King! ©

Written by: James Montgomery
VERSES 1-4 JAMES MONTGOMERY 1771-1854 VERSE 5 FROM THE CHRISTMAS BOX 1825 VERSES 1-3 AND 5 © IN THIS VERSION JUBILATE HYMNS
Praise! #350
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 Approach my soul, the mercy-seat

APPROACH, MY SOUL, THE MERCY-SEAT,
where Jesus answers prayer,
and humbly fall before his feet
for none can perish there.

Your promise is my only plea;
to you alone I cry,
for burdened souls in you are free
and such, O Lord, am I.

Bowed down beneath the weight of sin,
by Satan sorely pressed,
from outward foes and fears within,
I come to you for rest.

Lord, be my shield and hiding-place,
that, sheltered near your side,
I may my fierce accuser face
and tell him you have died.

Amazing love, to bleed and die,
to bear the cross and shame,
that guilty sinners such as I
might plead your gracious name!

Poor tempest-driven soul, be still;
the promised grace receive;
when Jesus speaks, I must, I will,
I can, I do believe! ©
Written by: John Newton
Praise! #600
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 Approach with awe this holiest place

APPROACH WITH AWE THIS HOLIEST PLACE,
the last of death's domain;
the shuttered heavens hide their face,
the powers of darkness reign;
for there beneath those sombre skies
the Prince of life, forsaken, dies.

The Prince of life! For us he came
from that high throne above,
his cross the measure of our shame,
his death the price of love;
and at his cross, my soul, begin
to feel the weight of love and sin.

Can this poor broken form be he
who taught the words of truth,
who strode the hills of Galilee
in all the flower of youth?
Can this be he, this lifeless head,
with grace and strength and beauty fled?

By wood and nails the work is done
that answers all our need,
the prize of full salvation won,
the ransomed sinner freed.
Draw near with faith, my soul, and see
the Prince of life who died for me.

The Prince of life! While time shall last
his cross and grave remain
sure signs of sin and sorrow past,
bright morning come again:
an empty cross, an empty grave,
a risen Christ to seek and save! ©
Written by: Timothy Dudley-Smith
© Author
Praise! #413
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 Arise, my soul, arise

ARISE, MY SOUL, ARISE,
shake off your guilty fears;
the perfect sacrifice
on my behalf appears:
my guarantor in heaven stands,
my name is written on his hands.

He ever lives above
for me to intercede,
his all-redeeming love,
his precious blood, to plead;
his blood atoned for every race
and sprinkles now the throne of grace.

Eternal wounds He bears,
Received on Calvary;
They make effectual prayers;
They strongly speak for me.
Forgive him, O forgive, they cry,
Nor let that ransomed sinner die

The Father hears him pray,
his dear anointed one;
he cannot turn away
the presence of his Son:
his Spirit answers to the blood
and tells me I am born of God.

My God is reconciled,
his pardoning voice I hear;
he owns me for his child,
I can no longer fear;
with confidence I now draw nigh
and 'Father, Abba, Father!' cry. ©
Written by: Charles Wesley
CHARLES WESLEY 1707-88 © IN THIS VERSION PRAISE TRUST
Praise! #502
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 As if you were not there

AS IF YOU WERE NOT THERE,
the skies ignite and thunder,
rivers tear their banks asunder,
thieves and nature storm and plunder:
all beware,
as if you were not there.

As if you were not there,
famine and flood together
usher death, disease and terror:
stricken mothers wonder whether
God heeds prayer,
as if you were not there.

As if you were not there,
we televise the dying,
watch the helpless victims crying,
salve our consciences by sighing
'Life's unfair!'
as if you were not there.

As if you were not there,
your Son, when faith defied him,
faced a crowd which crucified him,
leaving friends who had denied him
in despair,
as if you were not there.

Because he rose again
and showed God's love is vaster
than the ultimate disaster,
we entreat you now to master
strife and pain,
because he rose again. ©
Written by: John L Bell
JOHN L BELL AND GRAHAM MAULE © 1989 WGRG, IONA COMMUNITY
Praise! #948
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 As the deer pants for the water

As the deer pants for the water
so my soul longs after you;
you alone are my heart's desire
and I long to worship you.

You alone are my strength, my shield;
to you alone may my spirit yield:
you alone are my heart's desire
and I long to worship you.

I want you more than gold or silver,
only you can satisfy;
you alone are the real joy-giver
and the apple of my eye.

You alone are my strength, my shield;
to you alone may my spirit yield:
you alone are my heart's desire
and I long to worship you.

You're my Friend and you're my Brother
even though you are a king:
I love you more than any other,
so much more than anything.

You alone are my strength, my shield;
to you alone may my spirit yield:
you alone are my heart's desire
and I long to worship you. ©
Written by: Martin Nystrom
MARTIN NYSTROM © 1983 RESTORATION MUSIC LTD, ADM. BY SOVEREIGN MUSIC UK
Praise! #726
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 As the fainting deer cries out

AS THE FAINTING DEER CRIES OUT
for the streams in time of drought,
so my soul cries out aloud,
thirsting for the living God.
All the day I feed on grief,
darkness brings me no relief,
while the taunts go on and on:
'Where's your God now? Where's he gone?'

Broken-hearted, I recall
how I used to lead them all
to the temple, where the throngs
sang with joy their festal songs.
Why, my soul, are you distressed?
Why so anxious, so oppressed?
Hope in God, for I'll yet praise
God my Saviour all my days.

Darkness and despair return;
far from you, for you I yearn.
Deep to deep incessant calls,
as your thunderous torrent falls;
mighty waves at your control
overwhelm my drowning soul-
LORD, again reveal your love,
lift my prayer to you above.

Why forget me, God my rock?
Still you let the tongues that mock
bruise and break me bone by bone:
'Where's your God now? Where's he gone?'
Why, my soul, are you distressed?
Why so anxious, so oppressed?
Hope in God, for I'll yet praise
God my Saviour all my days. ©
Written by: David G Preston
DAVID G PRESTON © AUTHOR / JUBILATE HYMNS
Praise! #42
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 As the light upon the river

AS THE LIGHT UPON THE RIVER
at the rising of the sun,
shine, O Lord, upon our city;
here on earth, your will be done:
here we meet in glad thanksgiving,
worship, praise and prayer we bring,
grief for sin and joy for mercy -
all for you, O Christ our King.

Crucified and risen Saviour,
God incarnate, First and Last,
yours the city of the future,
yours the pilgrims of the past.
Lord, revive your weary people!
Let your voice again be heard;
rid your church of all excuses
for our deafness to your word.

From our failure and our blindness,
bound by debts we cannot pay,
God of Jubilee, release us -
O renew us all, we pray!
In a world exhausted, restless,
still oppressing and oppressed,
Lord of Sabbath, bring us freedom,
resurrection, life and rest.

Strengthen us to love our neighbours -
welcome strangers at our door,
find the lost and reach the lonely
so that they shall weep no more;
in our homes, our crowded journeys,
work or leisure, calm or noise,
come to satisfy our longings,
Christ the joy of all our joys!

As the rain upon the garden
as the water from the spring,
pour on us your Holy Spirit,
gifts to use and songs to sing:
as the light upon the river
at the rising of the sun,
shine, O Lord, upon our city -
as in heaven, your will be done. ©
Written by: Christopher Idle
CHRISTOPHER IDLE © AUTHOR / JUBILATE HYMNS
Praise! #920
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 As water to the thirsty

AS WATER TO THE THIRSTY,
as beauty to the eyes,
as strength that follows weakness,
as truth instead of lies,
as songtime and springtime
and summertime to be,
so is my Lord,
my living Lord,
so is my Lord to me.

Like calm in place of clamour,
like peace that follows pain,
like meeting after parting,
like sunshine after rain,
like moonlight and starlight
and sunlight on the sea,
so is my Lord,
my living Lord,
so is my Lord to me.

As sleep that follows fever,
as gold instead of grey,
as freedom after bondage,
as sunrise to the day,
as home to the traveller
and all we long to see,
so is my Lord,
my living Lord,
so is my Lord to me. ©
Written by: Timothy Dudley-Smith
© Author
Praise! #746
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 As we are gathered, Jesus is here

AS WE ARE GATHERED, JESUS IS HERE;
one with each other, Jesus is here.
Joined by the Spirit, washed in the blood,
part of the body, the church of God.
As we are gathered, Jesus is here,
one with each other, Jesus is here. ©
Written by: John Daniels
JOHN DANIELS © 1979 WORD'S SPIRIT OF PRAISE MUSIC / COPYCARE
Praise! #565
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 As we come before you to pray

AS WE COME BEFORE YOU TO PRAY
we feel our sins will make you turn away,
yet we long to know that we have been forgiven
and your smile is resting on your church again.

All our hearts to you are known;
in the righteousness of Christ we trust alone,
for in purity and power your glory shines
and we need the pardon that his wounds supply.

For God so loved the world he gave
his only Son that he might die.
Believing in him we shall find eternal life.
Your mercy gives us hope and light
from heaven above in this dark day
through Christ who takes our guilt and care away.

In our weakness seeking your face
we will find forgiveness only in your grace.
So we ask you Lord, our King in heaven above
to revive our hearts in joy and light and love.

For God so loved the world he gave
his only Son that he might die.
Believing in him we shall find eternal life.
Your mercy gives us hope and light
from heaven above in this dark day
through Christ who takes our guilt and care away. ©
Written by: Malcolm Macgregor
© Author
Praise! #601
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 As with gladness men of old

As with gladness men of old
did the guiding star behold,
as with joy they hailed its light,
leading onward, beaming bright:
so, most gracious Lord, may we
evermore your splendour see.

As with joyful steps they sped,
Saviour, to your lowly bed,
there to bend the knee before
Christ whom heaven and earth adore:
so with ever-quickening pace
may we seek your throne of grace.

As they offered gifts most rare
at your cradle plain and bare,
so may we, with holy joy
pure and free from sin's alloy,
all our costliest treasures bring,
Christ, to you, our heavenly King.

Holy Jesus, every day
keep us in the narrow way
and, when earthly things are past,
bring our ransomed souls at last
where they need no star to guide,
where no clouds your glory hide.

In the heavenly city bright
need they no created light-
you its light, its joy, its crown,
you its sun which goes not down;
there for ever may we sing
hallelujahs to our King. ©
Written by: William C Dix
WILLIAM C DIX 1837-98 © IN THIS VERSION JUBILATE HYMNS
Praise! #386
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 Ascended Christ, who gained

Ascended Christ, who gained
the glory that we sing,
anointed and ordained,
our Prophet, Priest and King:
by many tongues the church displays
your power and praise in all her songs.

No titles, thrones, or powers
can ever rival yours;
no passing mood of ours
can turn aside your laws:
you reign above each other name
of worth or fame, the Lord of love!

Now from your Father's side
you make your people new;
since for our sins you died
our lives belong to you:
from our distress you set us free
for purity and holiness.

You call us to belong
within one body here;
in weakness we are strong
and all your gifts we share:
in you alone we are complete
and at your feet with joy bow down.

All strength is in your hand,
all power to you is given;
all wisdom to command
in earth and hell and heaven:
beyond all words creation sings
the King of kings and Lord of lords. ©
Written by: Christopher Idle
CHRISTOPHER IDLE © AUTHOR / JUBILATE HYMNS
Praise! #478
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 Ascribe greatness to our God, the Rock

Ascribe greatness to our God, the Rock,
his work is perfect and all his ways are just.
Ascribe greatness to our God, the Rock,
his work is perfect and all his ways are just.
A God of faithfulness and without injustice,
good and upright is he.
A God of faithfulness and without injustice,
good and upright is he. ©
Written by: Mary Kirkbride Barthow
MARY KIRKBRIDE BARTHOW AND MARY LOU KING © 1979 PETER WEST. ADM. BY INTEGRITY'S HOSANNA! MUSIC / ADM. BY KINGSWAY'S THANKYOU MUSIC
Praise! #254
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 Ask! Ask! Ask

Ask! Ask! Ask
and it shall be given you;
Seek! Seek! Seek
and you shall find;
Knock! Knock! Knock
it shall be opened unto you,
your Heavenly Father is so kind.
He knows what is best
for His children,
in body, soul and mind;
so Ask! Ask! Ask!
Knock! Knock! Knock!
seek and you shall find. ©
Written by: Author Unknown
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 Assist me here, my God and King

ASSIST ME HERE, MY GOD AND KING,
your everlasting love to sing,
and gladly spread your praise abroad
as one, through grace, who's born of God.

It was not by the will of man
my soul its heavenly life began,
nor by the will of flesh and blood
my heart was turned from sin to God.

Let self be humbled to the ground
and sovereign love alone be crowned;
my song be this along the road,
that born I am, and born of God.

O may this love constrain my soul
to make a life of love my goal,
that I, while earth is my abode,
may live like one who's born of God.

And when the appointed hour shall come
for you at last to call me home,
with joy I'll cross the chilling flood
and die as one who's born of God.

Then shall my soul triumphant rise
to perfect joy beyond the skies,
and in that glorious, bright abode
sing then as one who's born of God. ©
Written by: Samuel Medley
Praise! #687
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 ASSIST ME HERE, MY GOD AND KING (no hallelujahs)

ASSIST ME HERE, MY GOD AND KING,
your everlasting love to sing,
and gladly spread your praise abroad
as one, through grace, who's born of God.

It was not by the will of man
my soul its heavenly life began,
nor by the will of flesh and blood
my heart was turned from sin to God.

Let self be humbled to the ground
and sovereign love alone be crowned;
my song be this along the road,
that born I am, and born of God.

O may this love constrain my soul
to make a life of love my goal,
that I, while earth is my abode,
may live like one who's born of God.

And when the appointed hour shall come
for you at last to call me home,
with joy I'll cross the chilling flood
and die as one who's born of God.

Then shall my soul triumphant rise
to perfect joy beyond the skies,
and in that glorious, bright abode
sing then as one who's born of God. ©
Written by: Samuel Medley
Praise! #687 (no Hallelujah)
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 Astounding grace, that God the Son should choose,

Astounding grace,
that God the Son should choose,
to leave his Father's glory and refuse
to clutch his dignity, exploit his right,
and make himself a no-one in our sight.

All praise Christ and his astounding grace;
all praise his name.
All praise Christ and his astounding grace;
all praise his name.

The Word made flesh, the Son of God a man,
the timeless one clothed in a mortal span-
now born of dust, and in a manger laid,
transcendent God in human likeness made.

All praise Christ and his astounding grace;
all praise his name.
All praise Christ and his astounding grace;
all praise his name.

Astounding grace,
that we should enter in!
He tore the veil, and cast away our sin.
He saw our hate, our dark and desperate lust;
he bore our guilt, and then declared us just.

All praise Christ and his astounding grace;
all praise his name.
All praise Christ and his astounding grace;
all praise his name.

Astounding grace,
that Christ should suffer death,
and know first-hand
the grave's corrupting breath,
the prince of life, creation's gracious Lord -
he paid the price that we could not afford.

All praise Christ and his astounding grace;
all praise his name.
All praise Christ and his astounding grace;
all praise his name. ©
Written by: D A Carson

80



 At evening, when the sun had set

AT EVENING, WHEN THE SUN HAD SET,
the sick, O Lord, around you lay:
in what distress and pain they met,
but in what joy they went away!

Once more the evening comes, and we
oppressed with various ills draw near;
and though your form we cannot see,
we know and feel that you are here.

O Saviour Christ, our woes dispel -
for some are sick and some are sad,
and some have never loved you well,
and some have lost the love they had.

And none, O Lord, have perfect rest,
for none are wholly free from sin;
and those who long to serve you best
are conscious most of wrong within.

O Saviour Christ, the Son of man,
you have been troubled, tempted, tried;
your kind but searching glance can scan
the very wounds that shame would hide.

Your touch has still its ancient power;
no word from you can fruitless fall:
meet with us in this evening hour
and in your mercy heal us all! ©
Written by: Henry Twells
HENRY TWELLS 1823-1900 © IN THIS VERSION JUBILATE HYMNS
Praise! #221
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 At the cross of Jesus

AT THE CROSS OF JESUS
I would take my place,
drawn by such a measure
of redeeming grace.
Fill my eyes with sorrow,
lift my eyes to see
Jesus Christ my Saviour
crucified for me.

At the cross of Jesus
patiently he bore
bitter shame and sorrow,
grief and anguish sore.
Through eternal ages
I shall never know
what he had to suffer,
why he loved me so.

At the cross of Jesus
even though I be
chief of all the sinners
there is hope for me.
Judged, condemned and guilty
I am lost indeed,
but the cross of Jesus
meets my deepest need.

At the cross of Jesus
pardon is complete:
love and justice mingle,
truth and mercy meet.
Though my sins condemn me
Jesus died instead:
there is full forgiveness
in the blood he shed.

At the cross of Jesus
liberty you gave;
so I come, dear Saviour,
glad to be your slave.
Let your love possess me,
so that all may see
what your death accomplished
on the cross for me. ©
Written by: John Eddison
JOHN EDDISON © SCRIPTURE UNION
Praise! #414
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 At the name of Jesus

At the name of Jesus
every knee shall bow,
every tongue confess him
King of glory now;
this the Father's pleasure,
that we call him Lord,
who from the beginning
was the mighty Word.

At his voice creation
sprang at once to sight,
all the angel faces,
all the hosts of light;
suns and moons in orbit,
stars upon their way,
all the heavenly orders,
in their great array.

Humbled for a season,
to receive a name
from the lips of sinners
unto whom he came;
faithfully he bore it
spotless to the last,
brought it back victorious
when from death he passed.

Name him, Christians, name him,
with love strong as death,
but with awe and wonder,
and with bated breath;
he is God the Saviour,
he is Christ the Lord,
ever to be worshipped,
trusted and adored.

In your hearts enthrone him;
there let him subdue
all that is not holy,
all that is not true;
crown him as your captain
in temptation's hour,
let his will enfold you
in its light and power.

Christians, this Lord Jesus
shall return again,
with his Father's glory
evermore to reign;
rulers of the nations
at his throne shall bow,
and our hearts confess him
King of glory now. ©
Written by: Caroline M Noel
CAROLINE M NOEL 1817-77 © IN THIS VERSION JUBILATE HYMNS
Praise! #287
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 At your feet we fall

At your feet we fall,
mighty risen Lord,
as we come before your throne
to worship you.
By your Spirit's power
you now draw our hearts,
and we hear your voice
in triumph ringing clear:

'I am he who lives,
who lives and was dead.
Behold, I am alive
for evermore.'

There we see you stand,
mighty risen Lord,
clothed in garments pure and holy,
shining bright;
eyes of flashing fire,
feet like burnished bronze,
and the sound of many waters
is your voice.

'I am he who lives,
who lives and was dead.
Behold, I am alive
for evermore.'

Like the shining sun
in its noonday strength,
now we see the glory
of your wondrous face:
once that face was marred,
now you're glorified;
and your words like a two-edged sword
have mighty power.

'I am he who lives,
who lives and was dead.
Behold, I am alive
for evermore.' ©
Written by: David Fellingham
DAVID FELLINGHAM © 1982 KINGSWAY'S THANKYOU MUSIC
Praise! #479
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 Awake, my soul, and rise

AWAKE, MY SOUL, AND RISE
amazed, as there you see
upon a cross the Saviour God
become a curse for me.

How gloriously fulfilled
is God's most ancient plan,
conceived in his eternal mind
before the world began.

Here depths of wisdom shine,
which angels cannot trace;
the highest rank of heaven's host
still wonder at such grace.

Here free salvation reigns,
and triumphs through the cross,
and ever stands to rescue us
from everlasting loss.

Now hell, in all its strength,
its rage and boasted charms,
can never snatch a wandering sheep
from Jesus' mighty arms. ©
Written by: William Williams
WILLIAM WILLIAMS 1717-91 © IN THIS VERSION PRAISE TRUST
Praise! #898
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 Awake, my soul, and with the sun

AWAKE, MY SOUL, AND WITH THE SUN
your daily stage of duty run;
shake off dull sleep and joyful rise
to make your morning sacrifice.

Redeem your mis-spent time that's past
and live this day as if your last;
improve your talent with due care,
for God's great day yourself prepare.

Let all your speaking be sincere,
your conscience as the noonday clear;
think how all-seeing God surveys
your secret thoughts and all your ways.

Give praise to God, who safely kept
and well refreshed me while I slept:
grant, Lord, that when from death I wake
I may of endless life partake.

To you my vows I here renew:
disperse my sins as morning dew;
guard my first springs of thought and will
and with yourself my spirit fill.

Direct, control, suggest this day
all I desire or do or say;
that all my powers with all their might
for your sole glory may unite.

Praise God, from whom all blessings flow
in heaven above and earth below;
one God, three Persons, we adore -
to him be praise for evermore! ©
Written by: Thomas Ken
THOMAS KEN 1637-1711 © IN THIS VERSION JUBILATE HYMNS
Praise! #215
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 Awake, my soul, with joy ablaze,

Awake, my soul, with joy ablaze,
and sing your great Redeemer's praise!
He justly claims a song from me;
his lovingkindness, O how free!

He saw me lost through Adam's fall,
yet loved me notwithstanding all;
he saved me from my hopeless state;
his lovingkindness, O how great!

Though numerous hosts of mighty foes,
though earth and hell my way oppose,
he safely leads my soul along;
his lovingkindness, O how strong!

When trouble, like a gloomy cloud,
has gathered thick and thundered loud,
he near my soul has always stood,
his lovingkindness, O how good!

Often I've wandered from my Lord
and lost the blessing of his word;
but, though I've often brought him shame,
his lovingkindness stays the same.

Soon I shall cross the great divide,
when all my human powers subside;
then may I, with my final breath,
his lovingkindness sing in death.

Then let me rise and soar away
to the bright world of endless day.
and sing, with pleasure and surprise,
his lovingkindness in the skies. ©
Written by: Author Unknown
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 AWAY IN A MANGER, NO CRIB FOR A BED,

Away in a manger, no crib for a bed,
the little Lord Jesus laid down his sweet head;
the stars in the bright sky looked down where he lay;
the little Lord Jesus asleep on the hay.

The cattle are lowing, the baby awakes,
but little Lord Jesus, no crying he makes:
I love You, Lord Jesus! Look down from the sky
and stay by my side until morning is nigh.

Be near me, Lord Jesus: I ask you to stay
close by me forever and love me, I pray;
bless all the dear children in your tender care,
and fit us for heaven to live with you there. ©
Written by: Author Unknown
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 Away with our fears

AWAY WITH OUR FEARS,
our sorrows and tears,
the Spirit is come,
the witness of Jesus returned to his home.

The pledge of our Lord
to his heaven restored,
is sent from the sky,
and tells us our Head is exalted on high.

Our advocate there
by his blood and his prayer
the gift has obtained,
for us he has prayed, and the Comforter gained.

Our glorified Lord
has given his word
that his Spirit will stay,
and never again will be taken away.

Our heavenly guide
with us shall abide,
his comforts impart,
and set up his kingdom of love in our heart.

The heart that believes
his kingdom receives,
his power and his peace,
his life, and his joy's everlasting increase. ©
Written by: Charles Wesley
Praise! #529
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 Away with our sorrow and fear

AWAY WITH OUR SORROW AND FEAR!
We soon shall recover our home,
the city of saints shall appear,
the day of eternity come.
From earth we shall quickly remove,
and mount to our native abode,
the house of our Father above,
the palace of angels and God.

Our mourning is come to its end,
when, raised by the life-giving word,
we see the new city descend,
adorned as a bride for her Lord;
the city so holy and clean,
no sorrow can breathe in the air;
no gloom of affliction or sin,
no shadow of evil is there.

By faith we already behold
that lovely Jerusalem here;
her walls are of jasper and gold,
her buildings as crystal are clear.
Immovably founded in grace,
she stands as she ever has stood,
her builder she brightly displays,
and flames with the glory of God.

No need of the sun in that day,
which never is followed by night,
the splendours of Jesus display
a pure and a permanent light:
the Lamb is their light and their sun,
and with his reflection they shine,
with Jesus inseparably one,
and bright in his radiance divine.

The saints in his presence receive
their great and eternal reward;
in Jesus, in heaven they live,
they reign in the smile of their Lord:
the flame of the holiest love
is kindled on seeing his face;
this all their enjoyment above:
on Jesus's beauty to gaze. ©
Written by: Charles Wesley
Praise! #966
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