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 Had not the Lord, let Israel say

HAD NOT THE LORD, LET ISRAEL SAY,
had not the LORD been on our side,
when men who took us for their prey
attacked us like a surging tide;

The waters would have stopped our breath
and stifled our despairing cries,
we should have been engulfed in death,
so swiftly did the waters rise.

The LORD be praised: our cries were heard,
the wolves were not to seize their prey;
we kept our freedom, like a bird
that slips the net and flies away.

Our help is in the LORD's great name,
the Maker of the earth and sky:
he that upholds that mighty frame
will guard his own with watchful eye. ©
Written by: Isaac Watts
ISAAC WATTS 1674-1748 © IN THIS VERSION PRAISE TRUST
Praise! #124
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 Hail to the Lord’s anointed

HAIL TO THE LORD'S ANOINTED,
great David's greater Son!
Hail, in the time appointed
his reign on earth begun!
He comes to break oppression,
to set the captive free,
to take away transgression
and rule in equity.

He comes with help most speedy
to those who suffer wrong;
to save the poor and needy
and help the weak be strong:
to give them songs for sighing,
their darkness turn to light,
whose souls, condemned and dying,
are precious in his sight.

He shall come down like showers
upon the fruitful earth;
and love, joy, hope, like flowers
spring in his path to birth:
before him on the mountains
shall peace, the herald, go;
and righteousness in fountains
from hill to valley flow.

Kings shall bow down before him
and gold and incense bring;
all nations shall adore him,
his praise all people sing:
to him shall prayer unceasing
and daily vows ascend;
his kingdom still increasing,
a kingdom without end.

In all the world victorious,
he on his throne shall rest;
from age to age more glorious,
all-blessing and all-blessed:
the tide of time shall never
his covenant remove;
his name shall stand for ever,
his changeless name of love. ©
Written by: James Montgomery
Praise! #484
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 Hail, O once rejected Jesus

Hail, O once rejected Jesus!
Hail, O Galilean King!
You have suffered to release us
and your free salvation bring.
Hail, O agonizing Saviour,
bearer of our sin and shame,
by your merits we find favour,
life is given through your name.

Spotless Lamb, by God appointed,
all our sins on you were laid;
by almighty love anointed
full atonement you have made.
All your people are forgiven
through the virtue of your blood;
opened is the gate of heaven,
man is reconciled with God.

Jesus! Hail, enthroned in glory,
there for ever to abide;
all the heavenly hosts adore you
seated at your Father's side.
There for sinners you are pleading
and our place you now prepare;
always for us interceding,
till in glory we appear.

Worship, honour, power and blessing
you are worthy to receive;
loudest praises, without ceasing,
right it is for us to give.
Help us, bright angelic spirits-
joined with ours, your voices raise;
help to show our Saviour's merits,
help to sing Immanuel's praise. ©
Written by: John Bakewell
JOHN BAKEWELL 1721-1819 AND OTHERS © IN THIS VERSION JUBILATE HYMNS
Praise! #483
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 Hallelujah, for the Lord our God

HALLELUJAH, FOR THE LORD OUR GOD,
the Almighty, reigns!
Hallelujah, for the Lord our God,
the Almighty, reigns!
Let us rejoice, and be glad,
and give the glory unto him:
Hallelujah, for the Lord our God,
the Almighty, reigns! ©
Written by: Dale Garratt
DALE GARRATT © 1972 SCRIPTURE IN SONG, A DIVISION OF INTEGRITY MUSIC / ADM. BY KINGSWAY'S THANKYOU MUSIC
Praise! #180
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 Hallelujah! Hallelujah!

HALLELUJAH! HALLELUJAH!
All you peoples, praise proclaim;
for God's grace and loving-kindness
O sing praises to his name;
for the greatness of his mercy
constant praise to him accord;
for his faithfulness eternal,
hallelujah, praise the LORD! ©
Written by: Author Unknown
Praise! #117
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 Hallelujah! Raise the anthem

HALLELUJAH! RAISE THE ANTHEM,
let the skies resound with praise;
sing to Christ who paid our ransom,
wonderful his works and ways:
God eternal, Word incarnate,
whom the heaven of heavens obeys.

Long before he raised the mountains,
formed the seas or spread the sky,
love eternal, free and boundless,
moved the Lord of life to die;
foreordained the Prince of princes
for the throne of Calvary.

There for us and our redemption
see him all his lifeblood pour:
there he wins our full salvation,
dies that we may die no more-
then arising lives for ever,
King of kings, whom we adore.

Now above the vast creation,
high in God's all-holy light,
there he lives and reigns in triumph,
bears the marks of mortal fight;
there his own, redeemed for ever,
sing in wonder day and night.

Praise and honour to the Father,
praise and honour to the Son,
praise and honour to the Spirit,
ever Three and ever One:
one in grace and one in glory
while eternal ages run! ©
Written by: Job Hupton
JOB HUPTON 1762-1849 AND JOHN MASON NEALE 1818-66 VERSES 1-3, 5 © IN THIS VERSION JUBILATE HYMNS
Praise! #297
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 Hallelujah! The King is risen

HALLELUJAH! THE KING IS RISEN!
Hallelujah! No death-dark prison
holds him, now his glory shines on high!
Hallelujah! He reigns eternal!
Hallelujah! No power infernal
stands before his majesty and might!

He came, our lives to save,
our sins he forgave.
He turned our night to day.
Praise him together!
Praise him for evermore!

HALLELUJAH! THE KING IS RISEN!
Hallelujah! No death-dark prison
holds him, now his glory shines on high!
Hallelujah! He reigns eternal!
Hallelujah! No power infernal
stands before his majesty and might!

He came, the cross to brave,
rose up from the grave.
One truth, one light, one way.
Praise him together!
Praise him for evermore!

Hallelujah! The King is risen!
Hallelujah! No death-dark prison
holds him, now his glory shines on high!
Hallelujah! He reigns eternal!
Hallelujah! No power infernal
stands before his majesty and might!
Hallelujah! ©
Written by: Brian Mayhew
BRIAN MAYHEW © 1995 AUTHOR
Praise! #461
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 Happy are they to whom the Lord

Happy are they to whom the Lord
his gracious name makes known!
and by his Spirit and his word
adopts them for his own.

He calls them to the mercy-seat,
and hears their humble prayer,
and when within his house they meet,
they find his presence near.

The force of their united cries
no power can long withstand;
for Jesus helps them from the skies,
by his almighty hand.

Then mountains sink at once to plains,
and light from darkness springs;
each seeming loss improves their gains;
each trouble comfort brings.

Dear Lord, assist our souls to pay
the debts of praise we owe;
that we enjoy a gospel-day,
and heaven begun below. ©
Written by: Author Unknown
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 Happy are those, beyond all measure blessed

HAPPY ARE THOSE, BEYOND ALL MEASURE BLESSED,
who know their guilt is gone, their faults forgiven;
who taste the joys that come from sin confessed,
whose hearts are blameless in the sight of heaven.
Blessings are ours beneath a Father's hand;
by love made welcome, uncondemned we stand.

God is our strength when troubles flood the heart;
from his high throne he stoops to hear our prayer.
When trials come, the LORD shall take our part,
our rock of refuge from the storms of care.
Safely enfolded in his keeping strong,
his sure salvation is our triumph-song.

God is our guide who watches all our way;
gently he teaches us our path to find.
Be not self-willed, like beasts that go astray,
God will direct our feet and form our mind:
mercy embraces us on every side
with God our joy, our Saviour, strength and guide. ©
Written by: Timothy Dudley-Smith
© Author
Praise! #32
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 Happy the home that welcomes you, Lord Jesus

HAPPY THE HOME THAT WELCOMES YOU,
LORD JESUS,
truest of friends, most honoured guest of all;
where hearts and eyes are bright with joy to greet you,
your slightest wishes eager to fulfil.

Happy the home where man and wife together
are of one mind, believing in your love;
through love and pain, prosperity and hardship,
through good and evil days your care they prove.

Happy the home, O loving Friend of children,
where they are given to you with hands of prayer;
where at your feet they early learn to listen
to your own words, and thank you for your care.

Happy the home where work is done to please you,
in tasks both great and small, that you may see
each family doing all as you would wish them
as members of your household, glad and free.

Happy the home that knows your healing comfort,
where, unforgotten, every joy you share;
until each one, their work on earth completed,
comes to your Father's house to meet you there. ©
Written by: Honor M Thwaites
HONOR M THWAITES 1914-93, BASED ON CARL J P SPITTA 1801-59 © MICHAEL R THWAITES
Praise! #928
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 Happy the people who refuse

Happy the people who refuse
to walk the way the wicked choose,
who will not stand where sinners meet,
nor with the scornful take their seat:
the word of God is their delight,
their meditation day and night.

Trees set along the waterside
shall yield their fruit at harvest-tide;
though parched the landscape,
bare the sky,
their leaves will never fade or die:
so prosper those who daily draw
upon the Lord’s eternal law.

Not so the wicked! What are they
but winnowed chaff that blows away?
When judgement comes,
they shall not stand
among the just at God’s right hand:
the Lord protects his people’s path,
but godless ways must end in wrath. ©
Written by: David G Preston
© Author / Jubilate Hymns
Praise! #1
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 Hark, the glad sound! The Saviour comes

HARK, THE GLAD SOUND! THE SAVIOUR COMES,
the Saviour promised long;
let every heart prepare a throne
and every voice a song.

On him the Holy Spirit pours
the promised sacred fire;
his power and wisdom, zeal and love
the anointed Son inspire.

He comes the prisoners to release
in Satan's bondage held;
the gates of brass before him burst,
the iron fetters yield.

He comes to cleanse the human mind
from thickest scales of sin,
and by the entrance of his words
give light and life within.

He comes the broken heart to bind,
the wounded soul to heal,
and in his gospel to the poor
God's riches to reveal.

The silver trumpets sound aloud
God's year of jubilee;
our debts are all remitted now
and we may all go free.

Our glad hosannas, Prince of peace,
your welcome shall proclaim,
and heaven's eternal arches ring
with your beloved name. ©
Written by: Philip Doddridge
PHILIP DODDRIDGE 1702-51 © IN THIS VERSION PRAISE TRUST
Praise! #345
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 Hark! A trumpet-call is sounding

HARK! A TRUMPET-CALL IS SOUNDING,
'Christ is near,' it seems to say:
'cast away the dreams of darkness,
children of the dawning day!'

Wakened by the solemn warning,
let our earth-bound souls arise;
Christ, our sun, all harm dispelling,
shines upon the morning skies.

See! the Lamb, so long expected,
comes with pardon down from heaven;
let us haste, with tears of sorrow,
one and all to be forgiven:

That, when next he comes with glory
and the world is wrapped in fear,
with his mercy he may shield us
and with words of love draw near.

Honour, glory, might and blessing
to the Father, and the Son,
with the everlasting Spirit,
while eternal ages run! ©
Written by: Author Unknown
Praise! #347
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 Hark! The herald angels sing

Hark! The herald angels sing,
'Glory to the new-born King,
peace on earth and mercy mild,
God and sinners reconciled!'
Joyful, all you nations, rise,
join the triumph of the skies;
with the angelic host proclaim,
'Christ is born in Bethlehem.'

Hark! the herald angels sing,
'Glory to the new-born King!'

Christ, by highest heaven adored,
Christ, the everlasting Lord;
late in time behold him come,
offspring of a virgin's womb!
Veiled in flesh the Godhead see,
hail the incarnate Deity!
Pleased as man with us to dwell,
Jesus our Immanuel.

Hark! the herald angels sing,
'Glory to the new-born King!'

Hail, the heaven-born Prince of peace!
Hail, the sun of righteousness!
Light and life to all he brings,
risen with healing in his wings.
Mild, he lays his glory by,
born that we no more may die;
born to raise us from the earth,
born to give us second birth.

Hark! the herald angels sing,
'Glory to the new-born King!'

Come, Desire of nations, come;
make in us your humble home!
Rise, the woman's conquering Seed,
bruise in us the serpent's head.
Adam's likeness now efface;
stamp your image in its place;
second Adam from above,
give us life; impart your love.

Hark! the herald angels sing,
'Glory to the new-born King!' ©
Written by: Charles Wesley
Praise! #359
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 Hark! The song of jubilee

Hear! The song of jubilee,
loud as mighty thunders' roar:
or the fulness of the sea,
when it breaks upon the shore.
Hallelujah! let the word
echo over hill and plain:
hallelujah! for the Lord
God omnipotent shall reign.

Hallelujah! Hear, the sound
from the oceans to the skies
wakes above, beneath, around
all creation's harmonies;
see at last his banner furled,
sheathed his sword, for all is done,
and the kingdoms of this world
are the kingdom of his Son.

He shall reign from pole to pole,
none beyond his sovereign sway:
he shall reign, when, like a scroll,
all the heavens have passed away;
then the end-beneath his rod
man's last enemy shall fall;
hallelujah! Christ in God,
God in Christ, is all in all. ©
Written by: James Montgomery
Praise! #507
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 Hark! The voice of love and mercy

Hark! The voice of love and mercy
sounds aloud from Calvary;
see, it tears the temple curtain,
shakes the earth and veils the sky:
'It is finished. It is finished!'
hear the dying Saviour cry.

Finished, all the types and shadows
of the ceremonial law!
God fulfils what he has promised;
death and hell shall reign no more:
'It is finished. It is finished!'
Christ has opened heaven's door.

Saints and angels shout his praises,
his great finished work proclaim;
all on earth and all in heaven
join to bless Immanuel's name:
'Hallelujah, hallelujah,
endless glory to the Lamb!' ©
Written by: Jonathan Evans
JONATHAN EVANS 1748-1809 © IN THIS VERSION JUBILATE HYMNS
Praise! #419
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 Have faith in God, my heart

HAVE FAITH IN GOD, MY HEART,
trust and be unafraid;
God will fulfil in every part
each promise he has made.

Have faith in God, my mind,
although your light burns low;
God's mercy holds a wiser plan
than you can fully know.

Have faith in God, my soul,
his cross for ever stands;
and neither life nor death can tear
his children from his hands.

Lord Jesus, make me whole;
grant me no resting place
until I rest, heart, mind, and soul,
the captive of your grace. ©
Written by: Bryn A Rees
BRYN A REES 1911-83 © ALEXANDER SCOTT
Praise! #758
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 HAVE YOU BEEN TO JESUS FOR THE CLEANSING power?

HAVE YOU BEEN TO JESUS FOR THE CLEANSING power?
Are you washed in the blood of the Lamb?
Are you fully trusting in His grace this hour?
Are you washed in the blood of the Lamb?

Are you washed in the blood,
In the soul cleansing blood of the Lamb?
Are your garments spotless? Are they white as snow?
Are you washed in the blood of the Lamb?

Are you walking daily by the Saviour's side?
Are you washed in the blood of the Lamb?
Do you rest each moment in the Crucified?
Are you washed in the blood of the Lamb?

Are you washed in the blood,
In the soul cleansing blood of the Lamb?
Are your garments spotless? Are they white as snow?
Are you washed in the blood of the Lamb?

When the Bridegroom comes, will your robes be white-
Pure and white in the blood of the Lamb?
Will your soul be ready for the mansions bright,
And be washed in the blood of the Lamb?

Are you washed in the blood,
In the soul cleansing blood of the Lamb?
Are your garments spotless? Are they white as snow?
Are you washed in the blood of the Lamb?

Lay aside the garments that are stained with sin,
And be washed in the blood of the Lamb
There's a fountain flowing for the soul unclean-
Oh, be washed in the blood of the Lamb!

Are you washed in the blood,
In the soul cleansing blood of the Lamb?
Are your garments spotless? Are they white as snow?
Are you washed in the blood of the Lamb?
Written by: Author Unknown
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 Have you heard the voice of Jesus

Have you heard the voice of Jesus
softly pleading with your heart?
Have you felt his presence glorious,
as he calls your soul apart,
with a love so true and loyal,
love divine that ever flows
from a Saviour, righteous, royal,
and a cross that mercy shows?

Have you heard the voice of mercy
granting peace and pardon pure?
Have you felt the balm of Calvary
binding all your wounds secure?
Was there ever such salvation,
was there ever care like this?
See the Saviour's grief and passion,
grace and mercy's gentle kiss.

Have you heard the Saviour calling
all to leave and follow him?
Have you felt his person drawing
with compulsion lives to win?
Hearken to his invitation,
to the music of God's grace;
let the peace of God's salvation
fill your soul and love embrace. ©
Written by: W Vernon Higham
© Author
Praise! #664
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 HAVE YOUR OWN WAY, LORD,

HAVE YOUR OWN WAY, LORD,
Have Your own way;
You are the Potter,
I am the clay.
Mould me and make me
After your will,
While I am waiting
Yielded and still.

Have Your own way, Lord,
Have Your own way;
Search me and try me,
Master, today.
Whiter than snow, Lord,
Wash me just now,
As in Your presence
Humbly I bow.

Have Your own way, Lord,
Have Your own way;
Wounded and weary,
Help me, I pray.
Power, all power,
Surely is Thine;
Touch me and heal me,
Saviour divine.

Have Your own way, Lord,
Have Your own way;
Hold o'er my being
Absolute sway.
Fill with Your Spirit
Till all shall see
Christ only, always,
Living in me. ©
Written by: Author Unknown
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 He gave his life in selfless love

HE GAVE HIS LIFE IN SELFLESS LOVE,
for sinners once he came;
he had no stain of sin himself
but bore our guilt and shame:
he took the cup of pain and death,
his blood was freely shed;
we see his body on the cross,
we share the living bread.

He did not come to call the good
but sinners to repent;
it was the lame, the deaf, the blind
for whom his life was spent:
to heal the sick, to find the lost-
it was for such he came,
and round his table all may come
to praise his holy name.

They heard him call his Father's name-
then 'Finished!' was his cry;
like them we have forsaken him
and left him there to die:
the sins that crucified him then
are sins his blood has cured;
the love that bound him to the cross
our freedom has ensured.

His body broken once for us
is glorious now above;
the cup of blessing we receive,
a sharing of his love:
as in his presence we partake,
his dying we proclaim,
until the hour of majesty
when Jesus comes again. ©
Written by: Chris Porteous
CHRIS PORTEOUS © AUTHOR / JUBILATE HYMNS
Praise! #647
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 He gives us more grace when the burdens grow greater

He gives us more grace when the burdens grow greater,
he sends us more strength
when the labours increase;
to greater affliction he adds his great mercy,
to multiplied trials, his multiplied peace.

His love has no limit, his grace has no measure,
his power has no boundary known among men;
for out of his infinite riches in Jesus
he gives us, and gives us, and gives yet again!

When we have exhausted our store of endurance,
when our strength has failed
with the day but half done,
when we reach the end of our hoarded resources,
our Father's full giving has scarcely begun.

His love has no limit, his grace has no measure,
his power has no boundary known among men;
for out of his infinite riches in Jesus
he gives us, and gives us, and gives yet again! ©
Written by: Annie J Flint
ANNIE J FLINT 1866-1932 © LILLENAS PUBLISHING CO / COPYCARE
Praise! #896
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 He is exalted

HE IS EXALTED,
the King is exalted on high.
I will praise him.
He is exalted,
for ever exalted
and I will praise his name!

He is the Lord,
for ever his truth shall reign.
Heaven and earth
rejoice in his holy name.
He is exalted,
the King is exalted on high. ©
Written by: Author Unknown
TWILA PARIS © 1985 STRAIGHTWAY / MOUNTAIN SPRING / EMI CHRISTIAN MUSIC PUBLISHING / COPYCARE
Praise! #485
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 He is exalted

He is exalted,
the King is exalted on high.
I will praise him.
He is exalted,
for ever exalted
and I will praise his name!

He is the Lord,
for ever his truth shall reign.
Heaven and earth
rejoice in his holy name.
He is exalted,
the King is exalted on high. ©
Written by: Twila Paris
TWILA PARIS © 1985 STRAIGHTWAY / MOUNTAIN SPRING / EMI CHRISTIAN MUSIC PUBLISHING / COPYCARE
Praise! #485
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 He is Lord, he is Lord

HE IS LORD, HE IS LORD,
he is risen from the dead
and he is Lord!
Every knee shall bow,
every tongue confess
that Jesus Christ is Lord. ©
Written by: Marvin Frey
MARVIN FREY COPYRIGHT CONTROL
Praise! #487
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 He is the stone, the living stone,

He is the stone, the living stone,
God's chosen precious cornerstone.
The builders cast the stone away.
But Christ the capstone still holds sway,
And all who trust him find the same
That they are never put to shame,
But those who disobey his call:
He is the rock that makes them fall;
He is the rock that makes them fall.

We are the stones, the living stones;
For all our sin, his death atones.
Now Jesus Christ has made us light,
Transforming our immoral night.
A holy nation, royal priests-
Alike the greatest and the least,
We sing his praise, his grace applaud:
We are the temple of our God;
We are the temple of our God.

He is the stone, the living stone,
God's chosen, precious, cornerstone.
The builders cast the stone away
But Christ the capstone still holds sway,
And all who trust him find the same-
That they are never put to shame.
We sing his praise, his grace applaud:
We are the temple of our God;
We are the temple of our God. ©
Written by: Author Unknown
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 He left his home of perfect light

HE LEFT HIS HOME OF PERFECT LIGHT
and came to earth in poverty,
to live with sinners lost in night,
for me.

Throughout his life of thirty years
no man was hated more than he;
he bore rejection, pain and tears
for me.

In agony, he bled and died,
from sin and guilt to set me free;
the Lord of life was crucified
for me. ©
Written by: Stephen Crowter
© Author
Praise! #394
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 He made the stars to shine.

He made the stars to shine.
He made the rolling sea.
He made the mountains high,
and He made me.
But this is why I love him:
for me He bled and died.
The Lord of all creation
became the crucified. ©
Written by: Author Unknown
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 He rescued me from the darkest night

HE RESCUED ME FROM THE DARKEST NIGHT
and brought me into his glorious light.
To know his presence is my delight.
Hallelujah, he rescued me.

A joy that keeps overflowing-
A peace words cannot express.
My sin and guilt are washed away,
I share his righteousness.

He rescued me from the darkest night
and brought me into his glorious light.
To know his presence is my delight.
Hallelujah, he rescued me.

The Father's arms are around me-
the Spirit's fulness within.
No condemnation now I fear,
I rest secure in him.

He rescued me from the darkest night
and brought me into his glorious light.
To know his presence is my delight.
Hallelujah, he rescued me.

To Jesus Christ be the glory-
almighty Saviour and friend.
The love that bought me with his blood
will keep me to the end. (Chorus) ©
Written by: Geoff Baker
GEOFF BAKER © 1995 SOVEREIGN MUSIC UK
Praise! #777
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 He rose triumphantly

He rose triumphantly
in power and majesty;
the Saviour rose no more to die.
O let us now proclaim
the glory of his name
and tell to all, he lives today! ©
Written by: Oswald J Smith
OSWALD J SMITH / B D ACKLEY © THE RODEHEAVER CO. / WORD MUSIC / COPYCARE
Praise! #454
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 He stood before the court

HE STOOD BEFORE THE COURT
on trial instead of us;
he met its power to hurt,
condemned to face the cross;
our King, accused
of treachery;
our God, abused
for blasphemy!

These are the crimes that tell
the tale of human guilt;
our sins, our death, our hell,
on these the case is built;
to this world's powers
their Lord stays dumb;
the guilt is ours,
no answers come.

The sentence must be passed,
the unknown prisoner killed;
the price is paid at last,
the law of God fulfilled;
he takes our blame,
and from that day
the accuser's claim
is wiped away.

Shall we be judged and tried?
In Christ our trial is done;
we live, for he has died,
our condemnation gone;
in Christ are we
both dead and raised-
alive and free-
his name be praised! ©
Written by: Christopher Idle
CHRISTOPHER IDLE © AUTHOR / JUBILATE HYMNS
Praise! #420
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 He walked where I walk

HE WALKED WHERE I WALK, (echo)
he stood where I stand, (echo)
he felt what I feel, (echo)
he understands. (echo)
He knows my frailty, (echo)
shared my humanity, (echo)
tempted in every way, (echo)
yet without sin. (echo)

God with us, so close to us,
God with us, Immanuel!

One of a hated race, (echo)
stung by the prejudice, (echo)
suffering injustice, (echo)
yet he forgives. (echo)
Wept for my wasted years, (echo)
paid for my wickedness, (echo)
he died in my place, (echo)
that I might live. (echo)

God with us, so close to us,
God with us, Immanuel!
Written by: Graham Kendrick
GRAHAM KENDRICK © 1988 MAKE WAY MUSIC
Praise! #397
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 He walks among the golden lamps

HE WALKS AMONG THE GOLDEN LAMPS
on feet like burnished bronze;
his hair as snows of winter white,
his eyes with fire aflame, and bright
his glorious robe of seamless light
surpassing Solomon's.

And in his hand the seven stars
and from his mouth a sword;
his voice the thunder of the seas;
all creatures bow to his decrees
who holds the everlasting keys
and reigns as sovereign Lord.

More radiant than the sun at noon,
who was, and is to be:
who was, from everlasting days;
who lives, the Lord of all our ways;
to him be majesty and praise
for all eternity. ©
Written by: Timothy Dudley-Smith
© Author
Praise! #497
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 He was pierced for our transgressions

He was pierced for our transgressions
and bruised for our iniquities;
and to bring us peace he was punished,
and by his stripes we are healed.

He was led like a lamb to the slaughter,
although he was innocent of crime;
and cut off from the land of the living,
he paid for the guilt that was mine.

We like sheep have gone astray,
turned each one to his own way,
and the Lord has laid on him
the iniquity of us all.

(descant on repeat of chorus)
Like a lamb, like a lamb
to the slaughter he came
and the Lord laid on him
the iniquity of us all. ©
Written by: Maggi Dawn
MAGGI DAWN © 1987 KINGSWAY'S THANKYOU MUSIC
Praise! #422
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 He who would valiant be

HE WHO WOULD VALIANT BE
'gainst all disaster,
let him in constancy
follow the Master.
There's no discouragement
shall make him once relent
his first avowed intent
to be a pilgrim.

Those who beset him round
with dismal stories,
do but themselves confound;
his strength the more is.
No foes shall stay his might,
though he with giants fight:
he will make good his right
to be a pilgrim.

Since, Lord, you will defend
us with your Spirit,
we know we at the end
shall life inherit.
Then fancies flee away!
I'll fear not what men say,
I'll labour night and day
to be a pilgrim.

PERCY DEARMER 1867-1936 BASED ON JOHN BUNYAN 1628-88,
FROM THE ENGLISH HYMNAL BY PERMISSION OF OXFORD UNIVERSITY PRESS ©
Written by: Percy Dearmer
Praise! #884
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 He will hold me fast

When I fear my faith will fail
Christ will hold me fast
When the tempter would prevail
He will hold me fast
I could never keep my hold
Through life’s fearful path
For my love is often cold
He must hold me fast

He will hold me fast
He will hold me fast
For my Saviour loves me so
He will hold me fast

Those He saves are His delight
Christ will hold me fast
Precious in His holy sight
He will hold me fast
He’ll not let my soul be lost
His promises shall last
Bought by Him at such a cost
He will hold me fast

He will hold me fast
He will hold me fast
For my Saviour loves me so
He will hold me fast

For my life He bled and died
Christ will hold me fast
Justice has been satisfied
He will hold me fast
Raised with Him to endless life
He will hold me fast
Till our faith is turned to sight
When he comes at last

He will hold me fast
He will hold me fast
For my Saviour loves me so
He will hold me fast ©
Written by: Ada Habershonnew and Matt Merker
ORIGINAL WORDS VV 1-2 BY ADA HABERSHONNEW WORDS AND MUSIC BY MATT MERKER©2013 GETTY MUSIC PUBLISHING (BMI) / MATT MERKER MUSIC (BMI) (ADMIN
BY MUSICSERVICES.ORG)
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 Head of your church triumphant

HEAD OF YOUR CHURCH TRIUMPHANT,
we joyfully adore you!
Till you appear
your members here
shall sing with those in glory.
We lift our hearts and voices
in glad anticipation
and cry aloud
and give to God
all praise for our salvation.

Our Saviour we acknowledge
who spoke in flame and thunder,
and loudly sing
our conquering King
in songs of joy and wonder.
In every day's deliverance
our Jesus we discover;
this, this is he
who struck the sea
and led us safely over!

While in affliction's furnace
and passing through the fire,
your love we praise
which knows our days
and ever leads us higher.
We clap our hands exulting
in your almighty favour;
on us you shine
with love divine
which made us yours for ever.

By faith we see the glory
to which you will restore us;
the world despise
for that high prize
which you have set before us.
And if you count us worthy,
we each, as dying Stephen,
shall see you stand
at God's right hand
to take us up to heaven. ©
Written by: Charles Wesley
Praise! #571
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 Heal us, Immanuel, hear our prayer

HEAL US, IMMANUEL, HEAR OUR PRAYER;
we wait to feel your touch.
Deep-wounded souls to you draw near
and, Saviour, we are such.

Our faith is feeble, we confess;
we faintly trust your word.
And will you pity us the less?
Be that far from you, Lord!

Remember him who once applied
with trembling for relief:
'Lord, I believe,' aloud he cried,
'O help my unbelief!'

She who reached out in her distress,
as at your feet she fell,
was answered, 'Daughter, go in peace;
your faith has made you well!'

Concealed amid the growing throng,
she trembled in her fright;
and though her faith was clear and strong
she would have shunned your sight.

Like her, with hopes and fears, we come
to touch you if we may;
O send us not despairing home;
send none unhealed away! ©
Written by: William Cowper
WILLIAM COWPER 1731-1800 © IN THIS VERSION PRAISE TRUST
Praise! #680
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 Hear me, O Lord, in my distress

HEAR ME, O LORD, IN MY DISTRESS,
give ear to my despairing plea!
In faithfulness, in righteousness,
O hear my prayer and answer me.

I claim no favour as of right;
you are the God I serve and trust,
yet judge me not: for in your sight
no living soul is counted just.

My fierce oppressor hunts me down:
I shrink in darkness, like the dead;
my spirit fails-all hope is gone,
my heart is overwhelmed with dread.

Days long since vanished I review,
I see the wonders of your hands,
and I stretch out my hands to you,
for you I thirst like desert sands.

LORD, answer me without delay!
I perish if you hide your face;
in you I trust: let this new day
bring word of your unfailing grace.

From my pursuers save me still:
in you my refuge I have found;
teach me, O God, to do your will,
and lead my feet on level ground.

For your name's sake, LORD, hear my plea:
your servant's stricken life preserve!
From all oppression set me free
to live and love the God I serve. ©
Written by: David G Preston
DAVID G PRESTON © AUTHOR / JUBILATE HYMNS
Praise! #143
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 Hear the church triumphant singing

HEAR THE CHURCH TRIUMPHANT SINGING,
'Worthy the Lamb!'
Highest heaven with praises ringing,
'Worthy the Lamb!'
Thrones and powers before him bending,
odours sweet with voice ascending
swell the chorus never-ending:
'Worthy the Lamb!'

Every tongue and tribe and nation-
worthy the Lamb!-
join to sing the great salvation:
'Worthy the Lamb!'
Loud as mighty thunders roaring,
floods of mighty waters pouring,
worship, at his feet adoring:
'Worthy the Lamb!'

Harps and songs for ever sounding:
'Worthy the Lamb!'
Sin destroyed by grace abounding-
worthy the Lamb!
By his blood he dearly bought us,
when we strayed he came and sought us
and to glory safely brought us;
worthy the Lamb!

Sing with glad anticipation
'Worthy the Lamb!'
through the vale of tribulation,
'Worthy the Lamb!'
Sweetest music, all-excelling,
on his love for ever dwelling,
still untold, though ever telling:
'Worthy the Lamb!' ©
Written by: John Kent
JOHN KENT 1766-1843 © IN THIS VERSION PRAISE TRUST
Praise! #967
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 Heaven must sing, and earth will find a voice -

Heaven must sing, and earth will find a voice -
let all creation fill with advent joy!
See in the sky, there countless angels sing
bursting with news of their incarnate King.
See on the earth a tired town awake
to find a Saviour and a song of praise!

This Saviour's birth was promised long ago -
at the beginning of our world of woe
when Adam sinned and Eve believed the lie:
creation cursed and mankind doomed to die.
All hope was gone until these words were said:
"The woman's Seed will crush the serpent's head."

Then the Lord spoke his promise once again -
calling one man to put his faith in him.
"Through you I'll bless all peoples of the earth...
she who is childless will in time give birth"
Rejoice with laughter when the son is given,
and see, by faith, the coming Christ from heaven."

Heaven must sing, and earth will find a voice -
let all creation fill with advent joy!
The promised Seed, the promised Son has come,
the Lord of heaven makes the earth his home.
Jesus is born to end the serpent's reign
and make us children of our God again. ©
Written by: James Young
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 Heavenly hosts in ceaseless worship

Heavenly hosts in ceaseless worship
'Holy, holy, holy!' cry;
'He who is, who was and will be,
God almighty, Lord most high.'
Praise and honour, power and glory,
be to him who reigns alone!
We, with all his hands have fashioned,
fall before the Father's throne.

All creation, all redemption,
join to sing the Saviour's worth;
Lamb of God, whose blood has bought us,
kings and priests, to reign on earth.
Wealth and wisdom, power and glory,
honour, might, dominion, praise!
Now be his from all his creatures
and to everlasting days! ©
Written by: Timothy Dudley-Smith
© Author
Praise! #488
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 Help me, O God, and hear my cry

HELP ME, O GOD, AND HEAR MY CRY,
extend to me your saving hand,
the waters rise, the floods are high,
my feet have found no place to stand:
now, lest the depths become my grave,
O God of hosts, draw near and save.

My secret faults, my sin and shame,
lie open, Lord, before your face,
yet in my heart I love your name
and all my hope is in your grace:
LORD, in your mercy, think on me;
speak but the word, and set me free.

So shall I praise the God of love,
with heaven and earth and sea and sky,
who hears us from his throne above
and lifts his ransomed people high,
to sound his praise in ceaseless song
where all who love his name belong. ©
Written by: Timothy Dudley-Smith
© Author
Praise! #69B
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 Help us, O Lord, the righteous all have vanished

HELP US, O LORD, THE RIGHTEOUS ALL HAVE VANISHED,
now in their place are those who peddle lies.
They boast in tongues from which the truth is banished,
'We need no lord!'-all lordship they despise.

'I will arise,' declares the LORD of glory,
'for I have heard the groaning of the poor;
the cries of fear and pain have come before me;
I will protect; they will be crushed no more.'

The words of God are faithful, pure and flawless,
like purest silver well refined by fire.
The LORD will keep and save us from the lawless,
though they are strong, and evil their desire. ©
Written by: Andrew King
ANDREW KING © HAYWARDS HEATH EVANGELICAL CHURCH
Praise! #12
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 Help us, O Lord, to learn

Help us, O Lord, to learn
the truths your word imparts:
to study that your laws may be
inscribed upon our hearts.

Help us, O Lord, to live
the faith which we proclaim,
that all our thoughts and words and deeds
may glorify your name.

Help us, O Lord, to teach
the beauty of your ways,
that all who seek may find the Christ
and sing aloud his praise. ©
Written by: William Watkins Reid
WILLIAM WATKINS REID JR. © 1959 RENEWAL 1987 THE HYMN SOCIETY OF AMERICA / HOPE PUBLISHING / COPYCARE
Praise! #554

45



 Here from the world we turn, Jesus to seek

Here from the world we turn, Jesus to seek;
here may his loving voice tenderly speak!
Jesus, our dearest Friend, while at your feet we bend,
O let your smile descend! 'Tis you we seek.

Come, holy comforter, presence divine,
now in our longing hearts graciously shine;
O for your mighty power! O for a blessèd shower,
filling this hallowed hour with joy divine!

Saviour, your work revive; here may we see
those who are dead in sin quickened by you;
come to our hearts tonight, make every burden light;
cheer you our waiting sight; we long for you. ©
Written by: Author Unknown
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 Here is love, vast as the ocean

Here is love, vast as the ocean,
lovingkindness as the flood,
when the Prince of life, our ransom,
shed for us his precious blood.
Who his love will not remember?
Who can cease to sing his praise?
He can never be forgotten
throughout heaven's eternal days.

On the mount of crucifixion
fountains opened deep and wide;
through the floodgates of God's mercy
flowed a vast and gracious tide.
Grace and love, like mighty rivers,
poured incessant from above,
and heaven's peace and perfect justice
kissed a guilty world in love. ©
Written by: William Rees
WILLIAM REES 1802-83 TRANS. WILLIAM EDWARDS 1848-1929 © EXECUTORS OF MISS ANITA EDWARDS
Praise! #424
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 Here is love, vast as the ocean (3 verses)

Here is love, vast as the ocean,
lovingkindness as the flood,
when the Prince of life, our ransom,
shed for us his precious blood.
Who his love will not remember?
Who can cease to sing his praise?
He can never be forgotten
throughout heaven's eternal days.

On the mount of crucifixion
fountains opened deep and wide;
through the floodgates of God's mercy
flowed a vast and gracious tide.
Grace and love, like mighty rivers,
poured incessant from above,
and heaven's peace and perfect justice
kissed a guilty world in love.

Let me all your love accepting,
Love you ever all my days;
Let me seek your kingdom only,
And my life be to your praise;
You alone shall be my glory,
Nothing in the world I see.
You have cleansed and sanctified me;
God himself has set me free. ©
Written by: William Rees
WILLIAM REES 1802-83 TRANS. WILLIAM EDWARDS 1848-1929 © EXECUTORS OF MISS ANITA EDWARDS
Praise! #424
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 Here is love, vast as the ocean (4 verses)

Here is love, vast as the ocean,
lovingkindness as the flood,
when the Prince of life, our ransom,
shed for us his precious blood.
Who his love will not remember?
Who can cease to sing his praise?
He can never be forgotten
throughout heaven's eternal days.

On the mount of crucifixion
fountains opened deep and wide;
through the floodgates of God's mercy
flowed a vast and gracious tide.
Grace and love, like mighty rivers,
poured incessant from above,
and heaven's peace and perfect justice
kissed a guilty world in love.

Here is love, that conquered evil
Christ the firstborn from the grave
Death has failed to be found equal
To the life of him who saves
In the valley of our darkness
Dawned his everlasting light
Perfect love in glorious radiance
Has repelled death's hellish night

Here is love vast as the heavens;
Countless as the stars above
Are the souls that He has ransomed,
Precious daughters, treasured sons
We are called to feast forever
On a love beyond our time
Glorious Father, Son and Spirit
Now with man are intertwined. ©
Written by: William Rees
WILLIAM REES 1802-83 TRANS. WILLIAM EDWARDS 1848-1929 © EXECUTORS OF MISS ANITA EDWARDS
Praise! #424
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 Here on the threshold of a new beginning

HERE ON THE THRESHOLD OF A NEW BEGINNING,
by grace forgiven, now we leave behind
our long-repented selfishness and sinning,
and all our blessings call again to mind:
Christ to redeem us, ransom and restore us,
the love that holds us in a Saviour's care,
faith strong to welcome all that lies before us,
our unknown future, knowing God is there.

May we, your children, feel with Christ's compassion
an earth disordered, hungry and in pain;
then, at your calling, find the will to fashion
new ways where freedom, truth and justice reign;
where wars are ended, ancient wrongs are righted,
and nations value human life and worth;
where in the darkness lamps of hope are lighted
and Christ is honoured over all the earth.

So may your wisdom shine from Scripture's pages
to mould and make us stones with which to build
God's holy temple, through eternal ages,
one church united, strong and Spirit-filled;
heirs to the fulness of your new creation
in faith we follow, pledged to be your own;
yours is the future, ours the celebration,
for Christ is risen! God is on the throne! ©
Written by: Timothy Dudley-Smith
© Author
Praise! #238

50



 Here, O my Lord, may I behold your face

HERE, O MY LORD, MAY I BEHOLD YOUR FACE;
here may I touch and handle things unseen;
here grasp with firmer hand the eternal grace
and all my weariness upon you lean.

Here let me feed upon the bread of God,
here drink with you the royal wine of heaven;
here let me lay aside each earthly load,
here taste afresh the calm of sin forgiven.

Mine is the sin, but yours the righteousness;
mine is the guilt, but yours the cleansing blood!
Here is my robe, my refuge and my peace-
your blood, your righteousness, O Lord my God.

Too soon we rise, the symbols disappear;
the feast, though not the love, is past and gone:
gone are the bread and wine, but you are here,
nearer than ever, still my shield and sun.

I have no help but yours, nor do I need
another arm but yours to lean upon;
it is enough, my Lord, enough indeed;
my strength is in your might, your might alone.

Feast after feast here comes and passes by,
yet, passing, points to that glad feast above,
giving sweet foretaste of the festal joy,
the Lamb's great bridal feast of bliss and love. ©
Written by: Horatius Bonar
Praise! #648
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 Higher than the hills

HIGHER THAN THE HILLS,
deeper than the sea,
broader than the skies above
is my Redeemer's love for me.
To his cross of shame
Jesus freely came,
bearing all my sin and sorrow-
wondrous love! ©
Written by: Norman J Clayton
NORMAN J CLAYTON 1903-92 © WORDSPRING MUSIC / COPYCARE
Praise! #423
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 His hands were pierced, the hands that made

HIS HANDS WERE PIERCED, THE HANDS THAT MADE
the mountain range and forest glade,
that washed the stains of sin away
and changed earth's darkness into day.

His feet were pierced, the feet that trod
the furthest shining star of God,
and left their imprint deep and clear
on every winding pathway here.

His heart was pierced, the heart that burned
to comfort every heart that yearned;
and from it came a cleansing flood,
the river of redeeming blood.

His hands and feet and heart, all three
were pierced for me on Calvary;
and here and now, to him I bring
my hands, feet, heart, an offering. ©
Written by: D Wood
D WOOD COPYRIGHT CONTROL
Praise! #425
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 HIS NAME IS HIGHER THAN ANY OTHER,

HIS NAME IS HIGHER THAN ANY OTHER,
his name is Jesus, his name is Lord.
His name is Wonderful,
his name is Counsellor,
his name is Prince of Peace,
the mighty God.
His name is higher than any other,
his name is Jesus, his name is Lord. ©
Written by: Author Unknown
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 Holiness surrounds his throne

Holiness surrounds his throne;
all his angels bow.
Sheer delight is theirs alone,
worshipping him now.
Justice triumphs, beauty reigns
nothing's marred or flawed.
Countless millions join in praise
for the love, O for the love,
for the love of God.

God so loved this sin-cursed world,
that he gave his Son.
Jesus is God's love unfurled-
Our redemption won.
Contemplating such a love,
I am humbled, awed.
So I will proclaim his grace
for the love, O for the love
for the love of God.

Heart and mind and soul and strength-
would that I were true.
Faithfully adoring him,
totally renewed!
How I long to praise his name,
all his ways applaud.
So I'll raise my halting hymn
for the love, O for the love,
for the love of God. ©
Words: D A Carson
Music: Steve James
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 Holy child, how still you lie

Holy child, how still you lie!
Safe the manger, soft the hay;
faint upon the eastern sky
breaks the dawn of Christmas Day.

Holy child, whose birthday brings
shepherds from their field and fold,
angel choirs and eastern kings,
myrrh and frankincense and gold:

Holy child, what gift of grace
from the Father freely willed!
In your infant form we trace
all God's promises fulfilled.

Holy child, whose human years
span like ours delight and pain;
one in human joys and tears,
one in all but sin and stain:

Holy child, so far from home,
all the lost to seek and save,
to what dreadful death you come,
to what dark and silent grave!

Holy child, before whose name
powers of darkness faint and fall;
conquered, death and sin and shame,
Jesus Christ is Lord of all!

Holy child, how still you lie!
Safe the manger, soft the hay;
clear upon the eastern sky
breaks the dawn of Christmas Day. ©
Written by: Timothy Dudley-Smith
© Author
Praise! #360
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 Holy Spirit, living breath of God,

Holy Spirit, living breath of God,
breathe new life into my willing soul;
bring the presence of the risen Lord,
to renew my heart and make me whole.
Cause your word to come alive in me;
give me faith for what I cannot see.
Give me passion for your purity;
Holy Spirit breathe new life in me.

Holy Spirit, come abide within;
may your joy be seen in all I do.
Love enough to cover every sin
in each thought and deed and attitude.
Kindness to the greatest and the least;
gentleness that sows the path of peace.
Turn my strivings into works of grace;
breath of God, show Christ in all I do.

Holy Spirit, from creation's birth,
giving life to all that God has made.
Show your power once again on earth,
cause your church to hunger for your ways.
Let the fragrance of our prayers arise;
lead us on the road of sacrifice,
that in unity the face of Christ
will be clear for all the world to see. ©
Written by: Keith Getty and Stuart Townend
© 2006 Thankyou Music
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 Holy Spirit, will you be

HOLY SPIRIT, WILL YOU BE
one who intercedes for me?
When I wonder what to pray,
how to phrase the words I say,
come in might and majesty:
help me in my frailty.

Holy Spirit, will you be
one who intercedes through me?
When I lack the words to tell
what my feelings say too well,
speak through every sigh and groan
making my emotions known.

Holy Spirit, will you be
one who intercedes with me?
Come, and search my heart and mind,
my desires and motives find;
take my deepest thoughts and cares,
turn them into fervent prayers.

Holy Spirit, you will be
one who intercedes for me!
You alone can understand
what the mind of God has planned:
and within his will you lead
all for whom you intercede. ©
Written by: Martin E Leckebusch
MARTIN E LECKEBUSCH © 1999 KEVIN MAYHEW LTD.
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 Holy, holy, holy is the Lord

HOLY, HOLY, HOLY IS THE LORD,
holy is the Lord God almighty.
Worthy, worthy, worthy is the Lord,
worthy is the Lord God almighty,
who was and is and is to come.
Glory, glory, glory to the Lord. ©
Written by: Author Unknown
Praise! #175
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 Holy, holy, holy is the Lord of hosts,

Holy, holy, holy is the Lord of hosts,
Holy, holy, holy is the Lord of hosts,
The whole earth is full of His glory,
The whole earth is full of His glory,
The whole earth is full of His glory,
Holy is the Lord ©
Written by: Author Unknown
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 Holy, holy, holy Lord,

Holy, holy, holy Lord,
God of hosts, when heaven and earth
Out of darkness, at Thy Word,
Issued into glorious birth,
All Thy works before Thee stood,
And Thine eye beheld them good;
While they sang with sweet accord,
Holy, holy, holy Lord!

Holy, holy, holy! Thee
One Jehovah evermore,
Father, Son, and Spirit, we,
Dust and ashes, would adore:
Lightly by the world esteemed,
From that world by Thee redeemed,
Sing we here with glad accord,
Holy, holy, holy Lord!

Holy, holy, holy! all
Heaven's triumphant choirs shall sing,
When the ransomed nations fall
At the footstool of their King:
Then shall saints and seraphim,
Harps and voices, swell one hymn,
Blending in sublime accord,
Holy, holy, holy Lord! ©
Written by: Author Unknown

61



 Holy, holy, holy, Lord God Almighty

Holy, Holy, Holy,
Lord God Almighty!
Early in the morning
our song of praise shall be:
'Holy, holy, holy;
merciful and mighty,
God in three Persons,
glorious Trinity!'

Holy, holy, holy!
All the saints adore you,
casting down their golden crowns
around the glassy sea,
cherubim and seraphim
falling down before you:
you were and are,
and evermore shall be!

Holy, holy, holy!
Though the darkness hide you,
though the eye of sinful man
your glory may not see,
you alone are holy,
there is none beside you,
perfect in power,
in love and purity.

Holy, holy, holy,
Lord God almighty!
All your works shall praise your name,
in earth and sky and sea:
'Holy, holy, holy;
merciful and mighty,
God in three Persons,
glorious Trinity!' ©
Written by: Reginald Heber
Praise! #159
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 Holy, holy, Lord God Almighty

HOLY, HOLY, LORD GOD ALMIGHTY,
who was and who is and is to come.
Holy, holy, Lord God almighty,
who was and who is and is to come.
All the angels cry, 'Holy',
all the angels cry, 'Holy',
all the angels cry, 'Holy is your name'.
Holy is your name. Holy is your name.
Holy is your name. Holy is your name. ©
Written by: Richard Lewis
RICHARD LEWIS © 1997 KINGSWAY'S THANKYOU MUSIC
Praise! #181
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 Hosanna, hosanna, hosanna in the highest

HOSANNA, HOSANNA, HOSANNA IN THE HIGHEST.
Hosanna, hosanna, hosanna in the highest.
Lord, we lift up your name,
with hearts full of praise.
Be exalted, O Lord my God;
hosanna in the highest.

Glory, glory, glory to the King of kings.
Glory, glory, glory to the King of kings.
Lord, we lift up your name,
with hearts full of praise.
Be exalted, O Lord my God;
glory to the King of kings. ©
Written by: Carl Tuttle
CARL TUTTLE © 1985 MERCY / VINEYARD PUBLISHING / COPYCARE
Praise! #298
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 How beautiful their feet

HOW BEAUTIFUL THEIR FEET
who stand on Zion's hill,
who bring salvation on their tongues
and words of peace reveal!

How cheering is their voice,
how sweet their tidings are:
'Zion, behold your Saviour-King!
He reigns and triumphs here.'

How happy are our ears,
that hear this joyful sound
which kings and prophets waited for
and sought, but never found!

How blessed are our eyes
that see this heavenly light!
Prophets and kings desired it long
but died without the sight.

The watchmen join their voice
and tuneful notes employ;
Jerusalem breaks forth in songs
and deserts hear the joy.

The Lord makes bare his arm
through all the earth abroad;
let all the nations now behold
their Saviour and their God. ©
Written by: Isaac Watts
Praise! #633

65



 How blessed is life if lived for you

How blessed is life if lived for you
my loving Saviour and my Lord:
no pleasures that the world can give
such perfect gladness can afford.

To know I am your ransomed child,
bought by your own most precious blood,
and from your loving hand to take
with grateful heart each gift of good.

All day to walk beneath your smile,
watching your eye to guide me still,
to rest at night beneath your care,
guarded by you from every ill.

To feel that though I journey on
by stony paths and rugged ways,
my master's feet have gone before
and strength is given for weary days.

Such love shall ever make me glad,
strong in your strength to work or rest,
until I see you face to face
and in your light am fully blessed. ©
Written by: Author Unknown
Praise! #840
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 How blest are they who trust in Christ

HOW BLEST ARE THEY WHO TRUST IN CHRIST
when we and those we love must part:
we yield them up, for go they must,
but do not lose them from our heart.

In ripened age, their harvest reaped,
or gone from us in youth or prime,
in Christ they have eternal life,
released from all the bonds of time.

In Christ, who tasted death for us,
we rise above our natural grief,
and witness to a stricken world
the strength and splendour of belief. ©
Written by: Fred Pratt Green
FRED PRATT GREEN © 1972 STAINER & BELL LTD.
Praise! #906
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 How bright these glorious spirits shine

HOW BRIGHT THESE GLORIOUS SPIRITS SHINE,
in all their white array!
How have they come to this fair place
of everlasting day?

These have come out of sufferings great
into the realms of light,
and through the blood of Christ the Lamb
their robes are pure and white.

Now with victorious palms they stand
before the throne on high,
and serve the God they love, among
the glories of the sky.

Hunger and thirst are felt no more,
nor sun with scorching ray;
God is their sun, whose gentle beams
diffuse eternal day.

For at the centre of the throne,
Jesus, the Lamb who died,
feeds them with nourishment divine,
their shepherd and their guide.

In pastures green he'll lead his flock
where living streams appear,
and God the Lord from every eye
shall wipe away each tear. ©
Written by: Isaac Watts
ISAAC WATTS 1674-1748 AND WILLIAM CAMERON 1751-1811 VERSES 1-2, 5 © IN THIS VERSION JUBILATE HYMNS
Praise! #974
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 How can the way of youth be pure

HOW CAN THE WAY OF YOUTH BE PURE,
what guiding light can wisdom give?
Their path, O LORD, shall be secure
if by your holy word they live.

With all my heart I seek you, LORD;
O let me not from you depart!
To guard my steps from sin, your word
I safely cherish in my heart.

All praise, O gracious LORD, be yours!
Teach me the truth of your decrees;
so with my lips I speak your laws,
your precepts and your promises.

As those who in their wealth rejoice
so is my joy to heed your ways;
my ears will listen to your voice,
my mind reflect, my mouth give praise.

As your decrees are my delight
so shall I not neglect your law;
here is my study, day and night,
here may I walk for evermore. ©
Written by: Author Unknown
THE PSALTER 1912, ALT. © IN THIS VERSION PRAISE TRUST
Praise! #119C

69



 How deep the Father's love for us

How deep the Father's love for us,
how vast beyond all measure,
that he should give his only Son
to make a wretch his treasure.
How great the pain of searing loss;
the Father turns his face away,
as wounds which mar the chosen one
bring many sons to glory.

Behold the man upon a cross,
my sins upon his shoulders;
ashamed, I hear my mocking voice
call out among the scoffers.
It was my sin that held him there
until it was accomplished.
His dying breath has brought me life;
I know that it is finished.

I will not boast in anything,
no gifts, no power, no wisdom;
but I will boast in Jesus Christ,
his death and resurrection.
Why should I gain from his reward?
I cannot give an answer,
but this I know with all my heart,
his wounds have paid my ransom. ©
Written by: Stuart Townend
STUART TOWNEND © 1995 KINGSWAY'S THANKYOU MUSIC
Other
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 How firm a foundation, you saints of the Lord

How firm a foundation, you saints of the Lord,
is laid for your faith in his excellent word!
What more can he say than to you he has said,
to all who for refuge to Jesus have fled?

In every condition - in sickness, in health,
in poverty's grip or abounding in wealth,
at home or abroad, on the land, on the sea -
as days may demand shall your strength ever be.

Since Jesus is with you, do not be afraid;
since he is your God, you need not be dismayed:
he'll strengthen you, guard you, and help you to stand,
upheld by his righteous, omnipotent hand.

When through the deep waters he calls you to go,
you will not be drowned in the rivers of woe;
for he will be with you in trouble, to bless
and work for your good through your deepest distress.

When through fiery trials your pathway shall lie,
his grace all-sufficient shall be your supply;
the flames shall not harm you: his only design
your dross to consume and your gold to refine.

The soul that in Jesus has found its repose,
he will not, he cannot, desert to its foes;
that soul, though all hell should endeavour to shake,
he'll never, no never, no never forsake! ©
Written by: K
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 How good a thing it is

HOW GOOD A THING IT IS,
how pleasant to behold,
when all God's people live at one,
the law of love uphold!

As perfume, by its scent,
breathes fragrance all around,
so life itself will sweeter be
where unity is found.

And like refreshing dew
that falls upon the hills,
true union sheds its gentle grace,
and deeper love instils.

God grants his choicest gifts
to those who live in peace;
to them his blessings shall abound
and evermore increase. ©
Written by: James Seddon
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 How good is the God we adore

How good is the God we adore!
our faithful unchangeable friend:
his love is as great as his power
and knows neither measure nor end.

For Christ is the First and the Last;
his Spirit shall guide us safe home:
we’ll praise him for all that is past
and trust him for all that’s to come. ©
Written by: Joseph Hart
1712-68
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 How good, Lord, to be here!

HOW GOOD, LORD, TO BE HERE!
Your glory fills the night;
your face and garments, like the sun,
shine with unborrowed light.

How good, Lord, to be here,
your beauty to behold,
where Moses and Elijah stand,
your messengers of old!

Fulfiller of the past,
promise of things to be,
we hail your body glorified,
and our redemption see.

Before we taste of death,
we see your kingdom come;
we long to hold the vision bright,
and make this hill our home.

How good, Lord, to be here!
Yet we may not remain;
but, since you bid us leave the mount,
come with us to the plain. ©
Written by: J Armitage Robinson
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 How great is our God,

How great is our God,
how great is his name,
how great is his love
forever the same.
He rolled back the waters
of the mighty Red Sea,
and he said 'I'll never leave you,
put your trust in me.' ©
Written by: Author Unknown
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 How humble Moses was, who met

How humble Moses was, who met
God face to shining face, and yet
his meekness was his fame!
But humbler still was he who left
the realms above and, all bereft
of glory, bore our shame.

How bravely Daniel prayed each day
and, trusting God, was dragged away
to face the lions' den!
But braver still was he who bore
the hating, spitting, flogging sore
and taunts of sinful men.

What faith had Abraham of old,
who followed God when he was told
to sacrifice his son!
But greater still the faith we see
in him who on the cruel tree
has our salvation won.

How great the prayer Elijah prayed
that kept the rain away and made
the land as dry as bone!
But greater still the prayers he makes
who rose from death and for our sakes
now pleads before God's throne.

How great King Solomon became,
how wise he was, how wide his fame
that stretched from shore to shore!
But greater still, and wiser too,
is he who rules the world and who
will reign for evermore. ©
Written by: Phil Heaps
© Author
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 How long will you forget me, Lord

HOW LONG WILL YOU FORGET ME, LORD,
and hide your face away?
How long shall evils tear my heart
and troubles fill my day?

Look on my need, O LORD my God
who grants my every breath;
give light that I may see your light,
nor sleep the sleep of death.

Look on their threats and hear my cry,
and answer when I call;
or they will claim the victory
who long to see me fall.

LORD, in your mercy is my trust;
I shall be glad and free;
then shall I sing with all my heart
how you have dealt with me. ©
Written by: Christopher Idle
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 How long, O Lord, have you bestowed

HOW LONG, O LORD, HAVE YOU BESTOWED
your care upon our rebel land?
Of all the nations, few, O God,
have known such blessings from your hand.

Here many godly people dwelt,
as once the glorious gospel shone;
long uninvaded, we had felt
that you had made our cause your own.

But heaven and earth have clearly heard
our wild rejection of that love:
we, though like children kindly reared,
ungrateful and rebellious prove.

Your grace despised, your power defied,
and legions of the vilest crimes,
the foulest sins of lust and pride
all greatly mark the present times.

Lord, hear your people everywhere,
who meet to mourn, confess and pray:
the nation and your churches spare,
and let your wrath be turned away. ©
Written by: John Newton
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 How lovely on the mountains are the feet of those

How lovely on the mountains are the feet of those
who bring good news - good news!
Proclaiming peace, announcing news of happiness,
our God reigns, our God reigns!
Our God reigns, our God reigns,
our God reigns, our God reigns!

You watchmen lift your voices joyfully as one,
shout for your king, your king.
For you shall see the Lord restoring Zion:
your God reigns, your God reigns!
Your God reigns, your God reigns,
your God reigns, your God reigns!

Waste places of Jerusalem break forth with joy,
we are redeemed, redeemed.
The Lord has saved and comforted his people:
your God reigns, your God reigns!
Your God reigns, your God reigns,
your God reigns, your God reigns!

Ends of the earth, see the salvation of your God,
Jesus is Lord, is Lord.
Before the nations he has bared his holy arm:
our God reigns, our God reigns!
Our God reigns, our God reigns,
our God reigns, our God reigns! ©
Written by: Leonard E Smith
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 How pleased and blessed was I

How pleased and blessed was I
to hear the people cry,
'Come, let us seek our God today!'
Yes, with a cheerful zeal
we haste to Zion's hill
and there our vows and honours pay.

Zion, O happy place
adorned with wondrous grace,
and walls of strength her streets surround;
God's people here draw near
to pray, and praise, and hear
the glorious gospel's joyful sound.

There David's greater Son
has fixed his royal throne,
he sits for grace and judgement there;
he makes his people glad,
he makes the sinner sad,
and humble souls rejoice with fear.

May peace attend your gate,
and joy within you wait,
to bless the soul of every guest!
All those who seek your peace,
and pray for your increase,
a thousand blessings on them rest!

My tongue repeats her vows,
'Peace to this living house!'
For here my friends and family dwell;
and, since my glorious God
makes you his blessed abode,
my soul will always love you well! ©
Written by: Isaac Watts
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Praise! #122

80



 How rich and deep God’s judgements are

HOW RICH AND DEEP GOD'S JUDGEMENTS ARE,
his knowledge, how profound!
Who understands the path he takes?
His wisdom, who can sound?
If we should try to guide his thoughts
no counsel could we find
to offer the all-seeing One
who forms both heart and mind.

And who can give him anything
which he must then repay,
or charge a debt to his account
against the judgement day?
Eternal glory and renown
shall evermore be his-
the Source of all created things,
the End of all that is!

And yet our living sacrifice
this awesome God desires:
our mortal bodies, yielded up,
to serve as he requires!
Such giving is a sacred act,
such worship, pure and right:
the best response of thankful hearts,
and pleasing in his sight.

Then by his all-surpassing power
our minds he will transform
to see this world's ungodly ways
no longer as the norm;
for hearts and lives renewed by grace
at last can truly learn
God's good and pleasing will to prove,
his judgements to discern. ©
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 HOW SAD OUR STATE BY NATURE IS!

HOW SAD OUR STATE BY NATURE IS!
Our sin how deep it stains!
and Satan binds our captive minds
fast in his slavish chains.

But there's a voice of sovereign grace
sounds from the sacred word -
come you despairing sinners, come,
and trust upon the Lord.

My soul obeys the almighty call,
and runs to this relief;
I would believe your promise, Lord;
O help my unbelief!

To the dear fountain of your blood,
incarnate God, I fly;
here let me wash my guilty soul
from crimes of deepest dye.

A guilty, weak and helpless wretch,
on your kind arms I fall;
be now my strength and righteousness,
my Jesus and my all. ©
Written by: Author Unknown
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 How shall I sing that majesty

How shall I sing that majesty
which angel hosts admire?
Let dust in dust and silence lie;
sing, sing, you heavenly choir.
Thousands of thousands stand around
your throne, O God most high;
ten thousand times ten thousand sound
your praise; but who am I?

Your brightness now to them appears,
while I your footsteps trace;
a sound of God comes to my ears,
but they behold your face.
They sing because you are their sun;
Lord, send a beam on me;
for where heaven is but once begun
there hallelujahs be.

Enlighten with faith's light my heart,
inflame it with love's fire;
then shall I sing and bear a part
with that celestial choir.
I shall, I fear, be dark and cold,
with all my fire and light;
yet, Lord, when you accept their gold,
then treasure up my mite.

How great your being, Lord divine,
which can all beings keep!
Your knowledge is the only line
to sound so vast a deep.
You are a sea without a shore,
a sun without a sphere;
your time is now and evermore,
your place is everywhere. ©
Written by: John Mason
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 How shall they hear the word of God

HOW SHALL THEY HEAR THE WORD OF GOD
unless his truth is told;
how shall the sinful be set free,
the sorrowful consoled?
To all who speak the truth today
impart your Spirit, Lord, we pray.

How shall they call to God for help
unless they have believed;
how shall the poor be given hope,
the prisoners reprieved?
To those who help the blind to see
give light and love and clarity.

How shall the gospel be proclaimed
that sinners may repent;
how shall the world find peace at last
if heralds are not sent?
So send us, Lord, for we rejoice
to speak of Christ with life and voice. ©
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 How sure the scriptures are!

HOW SURE THE SCRIPTURES ARE!
God's vital, urgent word,
as true as steel, and far
more sharp than any sword:
so deep and fine,
at his control
they pierce where soul
and spirit join.

They test each human thought,
refining like a fire;
they measure what we ought
to do and to desire:
for God knows all-
exposed it lies
before his eyes
to whom we call.

Let those who hear his voice
confronting them today,
reject the tempting choice
of doubting or delay:
for God speaks still-
his word is clear,
so let us hear
and do his will! ©
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 How sweet and awesome is the place

How sweet and awesome is the place
with Christ within the doors,
while everlasting love displays
what now is mine and yours.

While all our hearts and all our songs
join to admire the feast,
each of us cry, with thankful tongues,
"Lord, why was I a guest?"

"Why was I made to hear your voice
and enter while there's room,
when thousands make a tragic choice,
and rather starve than come?"

Yes, the same love that spread the feast
has sweetly drawn us in;
else we would have refused to taste,
and perished in our sin.

Pity the nations, O our God,
compel the earth to come;
send your  victorious Word abroad
and bring the strangers home.

We long to see your people, Lord,
all gathered in one place;
and with one voice and heart and soul
sing your redeeming grace. ©
Written by: Isaac Watts
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 How sweet the name of Jesus sounds

How sweet the name of Jesus sounds
in a believer's ear!
It soothes our sorrows, heals our wounds
and drives away our fear.

It makes the wounded spirit whole,
and calms each heart oppressed;
it's manna to the hungry soul,
and to the weary rest.

Dear name, the rock on which I build,
my shield and hiding-place;
my never-failing treasury, filled
with boundless stores of grace!

By you my prayers acceptance gain,
although with sin defiled;
Satan accuses me in vain
since I am God's own child.

Jesus, my shepherd, brother, friend,
my Prophet, Priest and King,
my Lord, my life, my way, my end,
accept the praise I bring.

Weak is the effort of my heart,
and cold my warmest thought;
but when I see you as you are,
I'll praise you as I ought.

Till then I would your love proclaim
with every fleeting breath;
and may the music of your name
refresh my soul in death. ©
Written by: John Newton
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 How urgent is the summons

How urgent is the summons
addressed to us by name:
your holy call is life and death,
an all-embracing claim;
and yet our hearts are tepid:
how slowly we obey
the voice which bids us take the cross
and follow day by day.

From you and from each other
our flaws we try to hide:
release us from this tyranny
of self-deceiving pride.
How seldom are we willing
to stand for what is right:
renew our vision, purge our fears
and nerve us for the fight!

Forgive the small ambitions
which often tie us down,
enticing us to idolise
achievement or renown;
seduced by creature-comforts,
allured by worldly gain,
we need your word to turn our thoughts
to treasures which remain.

From activism spare us -
how much we try to do!
We struggle to retain control
instead of trusting you.
Lord, pardon our reliance
on energy and skill;
may we be found with servant hearts,
content to do your will. ©
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 How vast the benefits divine

HOW VAST THE BENEFITS DIVINE
which we in Christ possess!
We are redeemed from sin and shame
and called to holiness.
Not for the works that we have done-
all these to him are owed;
but he of his electing love
salvation has bestowed.

To you alone, O Lord, is due
all glory and renown:
praise to ourselves we dare not take,
or rob you of your crown.
You were yourself our guarantor
in God's redemption plan;
in you his grace was given us
before the world began.

Safe in the arms of sovereign love
we ever shall remain;
not all the rage of earth or hell
can make your promise vain.
So none of all your chosen ones
shall fail your heaven to gain;
here they will share abounding grace,
and there with Jesus reign. ©
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 How weak my spirit is, O Lord

HOW WEAK MY SPIRIT IS, O LORD,
when I desire to pray:
how shall I come before your throne?
What shall I find to say?

You know, dear Lord, how much I long
for closer ties with you;
to feel your power, to hear your voice
in all I seek to do.

But when I look at how I live,
how great my sin appears.
I have no words to pray aright-
I offer only tears.

Too often pain and suffering cause
my joys to fly away.
I look above and long that God
would take me home to stay.

But now I know your Spirit comes
and leads me to the throne;
he moves my heart and forms my cry,
and makes my spirit groan.

O holy Friend, come to us now
and set our hearts aflame,
that we may long with tears of love
to glorify God's name. ©
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 How wickedly they spread their lies

HOW WICKEDLY THEY SPREAD THEIR LIES
and speak with vicious tongue!
My prayer, my friendship they despise
and do me groundless wrong.
I praise my God, but I implore:
do not stay silent any more!

How terribly will they be shamed
when they are justly tried!
Their days are shortened, prayers condemned,
the accuser at their side.
The traitor dies in deep disgrace,
so let another take his place.

How fearfully we hear the doom
on all their kith and kin!
Their work, their wealth, their name, their home
all suffer for their sin;
they did not bless-and reaped the blame;
they loved to curse-and curses came.

How tenderly the LORD will deal
with us, when stalked by death!
The wounded he will lift and heal,
the fainting, fill with breath.
I plead your love, your name alone:
save me, my God! Your power make known!

How graciously your hand will bless
when my accusers curse!
Dishonour is their chosen dress;
their slanders you reverse.
I praise the LORD who judges them;
when God defends, who shall condemn? ©
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 How wonderful the works of God

HOW WONDERFUL THE WORKS OF GOD,
displayed through all the world abroad,
immensely great, minutely small-
one greater work exceeds them all.

He formed the sun, the day's great light;
the moon and stars, to rule the night:
but night and stars, and moon and sun,
are little works compared with one.

He rolled the seas and spread the skies,
made valleys sink and mountains rise;
the meadows clothed with living green,
and rivers flowing in between.

But what are hills or skies or seas,
or streams among the stately trees,
to wonders saints were born to prove-
the wonders of redeeming love?

That work, beyond what words express,
what mortals feel or angels guess,
surpasses what our thought conceives,
or hope expects, or faith believes.

Almighty God breathed human breath!
The Lord of life experienced death!
How could it be-Christ crucified?
We simply know, for us he died.

Blessed with this faith, then, let us raise
our hearts in love, our voice in praise;
we now believe, but soon shall know
the greatest glories God can show. ©
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