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 I am not skilled to understand

I AM NOT SKILLED TO UNDERSTAND
what God has willed, what God has planned;
I only know at his right hand
stands one who is my Saviour.

I take him at his word and deed:
'Christ died to save me,' this I read;
and in my heart I find a need
of him to be my Saviour.

That he should leave his place on high
and come for sinners here to die;
you find it strange? So once did I,
before I knew my Saviour.

I long that Christ my Lord may see
fulfilment of his work in me,
and with his child contented be,
as I with my dear Saviour.

Yes, living, dying, let me bring
my strength, my comfort, from this spring:
that he who lives to be my King
once died to be my Saviour. ©
Written by: Dorothy Greenwell
Praise! #760
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 I am the bread of life,

I am the bread of life,
he who comes to me shall not hunger,
he who believes in me shall not thirst.
No one can come to me
unless the Father draws him,
and I will raise him up,
and I will raise him up,
and I will raise him up on the last day. ©
Written by: Author Unknown
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 I am the way the truth and the life

"I AM THE WAY THE TRUTH AND THE LIFE"
that's what Jesus said.
"I am the way the truth and the life"
that's what Jesus said.
Without the way there is no going.
Without the truth there is no knowing.
Without the life there is no living.
"I am the way the truth and the life"
that's what Jesus said. ©
Written by: Author Unknown
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 I am trusting you, Lord Jesus

I AM TRUSTING YOU, LORD JESUS,
you have died for me;
trusting you for full salvation
great and free.

I am trusting you for pardon;
at your feet I bow,
for your grace and tender mercy
trusting now.

I am trusting you for cleansing,
Jesus, Son of God;
trusting you to make me holy
by your blood.

I am trusting you to guide me;
you alone shall lead,
every day and hour supplying
all my need.

I am trusting you for power:
yours can never fail;
words which you yourself have given
must prevail.

I am trusting you, Lord Jesus:
never let me fall;
I am trusting you for ever
and for all. ©
Written by: Frances R Havergal
Praise! #698
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 I believe God answers prayer

I believe God answers prayer
I am sure God answers prayer
I have seen God answer prayer
Glory to His Name ©
Written by: Author Unknown
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 I bind myself to God today

I BIND MYSELF TO GOD TODAY,
the strong and holy Trinity,
to know his name and make him known,
the Three-in-One and One-in-Three.

I bind myself to God for ever,
to Jesus in his incarnation,
baptized for me in Jordan river
and crucified for my salvation;
he burst the prison of his tomb,
ascended to the heavenly throne,
returning at the day of doom:
by faith I make his life my own.

I bind myself to God today,
to his great power to hold and lead,
his eye to watch me on my way,
his ear to listen to my need;
the wisdom of my God to teach,
his hand to guide, his shield to ward,
the word of God to give me speech,
his heavenly host to be my guard.

Christ be with
Christ within me,
Christ behind me,
Christ before me,
Christ to seek me,
Christ to win me,
Christ to comfort and restore me;
Christ beneath me,
Christ above me,
Christ in quiet,
Christ in danger,
Christ sustaining
all who love me,
Christ uniting friend and stranger!

I bind myself to God today,
the strong and holy Trinity,
to know his name and make him known,
the Three-in-One and One-in-Three;
from him all nature has creation,
eternal Father, Spirit, Word:
praise God, my strength and my salvation;
praise in the Spirit through Christ the Lord! ©
Written by: Patrick
PATRICK c.389-461 TRANS. CECIL FRANCES ALEXANDER 1818-95 © IN THIS VERSION JUBILATE HYMNS
Praise! #842
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 I bow before the God of matchless care

I BOW BEFORE THE GOD OF MATCHLESS CARE;
I bow in awe of one I know is always there-
who holds the universe he made entirely in his hand,
but speaks so simply that a little child may understand;
I see the light of welcome in his face;
I dare to call him Father, for he clothes me in his grace-
O the wonder of his mercy! I can never fathom how
he loves me, and so before his throne I bow. ©
Written by: Martin E Leckebusch
MARTIN E LECKEBUSCH © 1999 KEVIN MAYHEW LTD.
Praise! #270
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 I cannot count your blessings, Lord, they’re wonderful

I CANNOT COUNT YOUR BLESSINGS, LORD, THEY'RE WONDERFUL.
I can't begin to measure your great love.
I cannot count the times you have forgiven me
and changed me by your Spirit from above.

How I worship you, my Father,
you are wonderful.
How I glorify you, Jesus,
you're my Lord.
How I praise you, Holy Spirit,
you have changed my life
and you're now at work in me
to change the world.

When I was blind you opened up my eyes to see.
When I was dead you gave me life anew.
When I was lost you found me and you rescued me
and carried me, rejoicing, home with you.

How I worship you, my Father,
you are wonderful.
How I glorify you, Jesus,
you're my Lord.
How I praise you, Holy Spirit,
you have changed my life
and you're now at work in me
to change the world.

I cannot count your mercies, Lord, they're marvellous.
I can't begin to measure your great grace.
I cannot count the times that you have answered me
whenever I have prayed and sought your face.

How I worship you, my Father,
you are wonderful.
How I glorify you, Jesus,
you're my Lord.
How I praise you, Holy Spirit,
you have changed my life
and you're now at work in me
to change the world.

Whenever I consider what I am to you
my heart is filled with wonder, love and awe.
I want to share with others that you love them too
and tell the world of Jesus, more and more.

How I worship you, my Father,
you are wonderful.
How I glorify you, Jesus,
you're my Lord.
How I praise you, Holy Spirit,
you have changed my life
and you're now at work in me
to change the world.
Written by: Phil Rogers
PHIL ROGERS © 1989 KINGSWAY'S THANKYOU MUSIC
Praise! #805
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 I cannot tell why he whom angels worship

I cannot tell why he whom angels worship
should set his love upon the sons of men,
or why as shepherd he should seek the wanderers,
to bring them back, they know not how nor when.
But this I know, that he was born of Mary
when Bethlehem's manger was his only home,
and that he lived at Nazareth and laboured;
and so the Saviour, Saviour of the world, has come.

I cannot tell how silently he suffered
as with his peace he graced this place of tears,
nor how his heart upon the cross was broken,
the crown of pain to three and thirty years.
But this I know, he heals the broken-hearted
and stays our sin and calms our lurking fear,
and lifts the burden from the heavy-laden;
for still the Saviour, Saviour of the world, is here.

I cannot tell how he will win the nations,
how he will claim his earthly heritage,
how satisfy the needs and aspirations
of east and west, of sinner and of sage.
But this I know, all flesh shall see his glory,
and he shall reap the harvest he has sown,
and some glad day his sun will shine in splendour,
when he the Saviour, Saviour of the world, is known.

I cannot tell how all the lands shall worship,
when at his bidding every storm is stilled,
or who can say how great the jubilation
when all our hearts with love for him are filled.
But this I know, the skies will sound his praises,
ten thousand thousand human voices sing,
and earth to heaven, and heaven to earth, will answer,
'At last the Saviour, Saviour of the world, is King!' ©
Written by: William Y Fullerton
WILLIAM Y FULLERTON 1857-1932 © BAPTIST UNION OF GREAT BRITAIN
Praise! #508
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 I come with joy, a child of God

I COME WITH JOY, A CHILD OF GOD,
forgiven, loved and free,
the life of Jesus to recall,
in love laid down for me.

I come with Christians far and near
to find, as all are fed,
the new community of love
in Christ's communion bread.

As Christ breaks bread and bids us share,
each proud division ends.
The love that made us, makes us one,
and strangers now are friends.

The Spirit of the risen Christ,
unseen, but ever near,
is in such friendship better known,
alive among us here.

Together met, together bound
by all that God has done,
we'll go with joy, to give the world
the love that makes us one. ©
Written by: Brian Wren
BRIAN WREN © 1971, 1995 STAINER & BELL LTD.
Praise! #650
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 I could not do without you

I COULD NOT DO WITHOUT YOU,
O Saviour of the lost,
whose precious blood redeemed me
at such tremendous cost;
your righteousness, your pardon,
your precious blood must be
my only hope and comfort,
my glory and my plea.

I could not do without you,
I cannot stand alone,
I have no strength or goodness,
no wisdom of my own;
but you, beloved Saviour,
are with me hour by hour,
and as I lean upon you
my weakness will be power.

I could not do without you:
no other friend can read
my spirit's strange, deep longings,
interpreting its need;
no other heart could enter
each dim recess of mine,
and soothe and hush and calm it
but, Lord, your heart divine.

I could not do without you:
the years are flying fast,
and soon in solemn loneness
death's river must be passed;
but you will never leave me,
and though the waves roll high,
I know you will be near me
and whisper, 'It is I.' ©
Written by: Frances R Havergal
FRANCES R HAVERGAL 1836-79 © IN THIS VERSION PRAISE TRUST
Praise! #728
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 I cried out to God to help me

I CRIED OUT TO GOD TO HELP ME
in my turmoil and my grief;
all night long I pleaded with him,
yet my soul found no relief.
I remembered God with sorrow
and my groaning heart grew faint;
wearied, sleepless, I could scarcely
raise my voice in lone lament.

Earlier days and years I turned to,
when my songs rang through the night;
now the bitter thought possessed me:
'Has God cast us off outright?
Is his steadfast love now ended?
Is his promise null and void?
Have his mercy and compassion
in his anger been destroyed?'

Then I called to mind the marvels
once performed by God most High,
pondering on the LORD'S great actions
mortal power could not defy.
Holy is our God-no other
works the wonders done by ours,
freeing Jacob's sons and Joseph's
by his all-transcending powers.

When, O God, the waters saw you,
terror-struck they turned and fled;
lightning, tempest, whirlwind, thunder
filled the trembling world with dread.
Leaving in the sand no footprint,
through the sea your path you took,
and by Moses' hand and Aaron's
led your people like a flock. ©
Written by: David G Preston
DAVID G PRESTON © AUTHOR / JUBILATE HYMNS
Praise! #77
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 I do not know what lies ahead

I do not know what lies ahead,
the way I cannot see;
yet one stands near to be my guide;
he'll show the way to me.

I know who holds the future,
and he'll guide me with his hand.
With God things don't just happen;
everything by him is planned.
So as I face tomorrow
with its problems large and small,
I'll trust the God of miracles,
give to him my all.

I do not know how many days
of life are mine to spend;
but one who knows and cares for me
will keep me to the end.

I know who holds the future,
and he'll guide me with his hand.
With God things don't just happen;
everything by him is planned.
So as I face tomorrow
with its problems large and small,
I'll trust the God of miracles,
give to him my all.

I do not know the course ahead,
what joys and griefs are there;
but one is near who fully knows;
I'll trust his loving care.

I know who holds the future,
and he'll guide me with his hand.
With God things don't just happen;
everything by him is planned.
So as I face tomorrow
with its problems large and small,
I'll trust the God of miracles,
give to him my all. ©
Written by: Alfred B Smith
ALFRED B SMITH AND EUGENE CLARKE © SINGSPIRATION MUSIC / BRENTWOOD BENSON MUSIC PUBLISHING / BUCKS MUSIC LTD
Praise! #871
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 I exalt you, Lord eternal

I EXALT YOU, LORD ETERNAL,
from the depths you raised my soul;
all my enemies were silent,
all their gloating tongues were still.
LORD, I called on you to help me,
and you healed me in my need;
LORD, you brought me back from darkness,
from the pit my soul was freed.

Praise the LORD, his faithful people,
let us praise his holy name,
for his anger lasts a moment
but his grace remains the same.
Though I pass the night in weeping,
when the darkness flees away,
then rejoicing fills the morning,
lasting joy will greet the day.

In the times of peace and blessing,
when my life felt safe and sure,
I had said, 'Now none can shake me,
on God's rock I stand secure.'
Then your face was hidden from me,
and my spirit was dismayed,
crying out to you for mercy:
'Hear, O LORD! come to my aid.'

'What is gained by my destruction
in the pit of loneliness?
Will the dust sing praises to you?
Will it show your faithfulness?
Quickly come for my salvation,
show your mercy, meet my need,
hear my prayer, O LORD, and answer,
for your help, O LORD, I plead.'

Then you turned my tears to dancing
took my cloak of grief away,
and you filled my heart with gladness,
clothed my soul with radiant joy.
Let my heart no more keep silent!
Let my lips sing songs of praise!
You, O LORD my God, I'll worship,
thanking you through all my days. ©
Written by: Jim Sayers
© AUTHOR
Praise! #30A
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 I greet my sure Redeemer and my King

I greet my sure Redeemer and my King.
You are my trust; accept the love I bring.
What pain you suffered, Jesus, for my sake;
I pray you from our hearts all cares to take.

You are the King of mercy and of grace,
reigning omnipotent in every place;
so come, and our whole being move, we pray;
shine on us with the light of your pure day.

You are the life by which alone we live
and all our substance and our strength receive.
O comfort us in death's approaching hour,
strong-hearted then to face it by your power.

You have the true and perfect gentleness.
You have no harshness and no bitterness.
Lord, grant to us the grace in you we see,
that we may live in perfect unity.

Our hope is founded on your holy word.
Our faith is built on every promise, Lord.
Grant us your peace; make us so strong and pure
that we may conquerors be, all ills endure. ©
Written by: Author Unknown
Praise! #301
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 I have a friend whose faithful love

I have a friend whose faithful love
is more than all the world to me;
it's higher than the heights above,
and deeper than the deepest sea;
so old, so new, so strong, so true;
before the earth received its frame,
he loved me-bless his holy name!

He held the highest place above,
adored by all the sons of flame,
yet, such his self-denying love,
he laid aside his crown and came
to seek the lost, and at the cost
of heavenly rank and earthly fame,
he sought me-bless his holy name!

It was a lonely path he trod,
from every human soul apart;
known only to himself and God
was all the grief that filled his heart:
yet from his track he turned not back
till where I lay in want and shame
he found me-bless his holy name!

Then dawned at last that day of dread
when, desolate but undismayed,
with wearied frame and thorn-crowned head
he, now forsaken and betrayed,
went up for me to Calvary,
and dying there in grief and shame
he saved me-bless his holy name!

Long as I live my song shall tell
the wonders of his matchless love:
and when at last I rise to dwell
in that bright home prepared above,
my joy shall be his face to see,
and bowing then with loud acclaim,
I'll praise him-bless his holy name! ©
Written by: E A Tydeman
Praise! #399
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 I have decided to follow Jesus

I have decided to follow Jesus;
I have decided to follow Jesus;
I have decided to follow Jesus,
No turning back, no turning back.

The world behind me, the cross before me;
the world behind me, the cross before me;
the world behind me, the cross before me,
No turning back, no turning back.

Though none go with me,still I will follow;
though none go with me, still I will follow;
though none go with me, still I will follow;
No turning back, no turning back.
Written by: S Sundar Singh
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 I have loved you - what a mystery;

'I have loved you' - what a mystery;
The Lord of all majesty
has lavished his love on me!
O worship the King of love!

'I've loved you with an everlasting love,
therefore with lovingkindness I have drawn you.'

'Everlasting' - his love for me
was born in eternity,
unchanging through history;
I'll worship the King for ever.

'I've loved you with an everlasting love,
therefore with lovingkindness I have drawn you.'

'Lovingkindness' -such special care,
he saw me lost in despair;
he could not just leave me there-
it cost him his son to save me.

'I've loved you with an everlasting love,
therefore with lovingkindness I have drawn you.'

'I have drawn you' - irresistibly
he held out his arms to me.
From sin's power he set me free
and claimed me to be his own.

'I've loved you with an everlasting love,
therefore with lovingkindness I have drawn you.' ©
Written by: Stephen Crowter
© Author
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 I hear the words of love

I HEAR THE WORDS OF LOVE,
I trust in Jesus' blood,
I see the mighty sacrifice:
and I have peace with God.

This everlasting peace,
as certain as his name,
is sure as God's eternal throne:
unchangeably the same.

My love is often low,
my joy still ebbs and flows;
but peace with God remains the same:
no change my Father knows.

I change, he changes not,
the Christ can never die;
his love, not mine, the resting place,
his truth, not mine, the tie. ©
Written by: Horatius Bonar
HORATIUS BONAR 1808-89 VERSES 1 AND 2 © IN THIS VERSION JUBILATE HYMNS; VERSES 3 AND 4 © IN THIS VERSION PRAISE TRUST
Praise! #793
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 I HEARD THE VOICE OF JESUS SAY

I HEARD THE VOICE OF JESUS SAY
'Come, you who are oppressed,
lay down your burdens, weary one,
come now to me and rest.'
I came to Jesus as I was,
weary and worn and sad,
I found in him a resting place,
and he has made me glad.

I heard the voice of Jesus say
'To you I freely give
the living water - thirsty one
stoop down and drink and live!'
I came to Jesus and I drank
of that life-giving stream;
my thirst was quenched, my soul revived,
and now I live in him.

I heard the voice of Jesus say
'I am this dark world's light;
look up to me, your sun shall rise
and all your day be bright.'
I looked to Jesus, and I found
in him my Star, my Sun;
and in the light of life I'll walk
till earthly days are done. ©
Written by: Author Unknown
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 I hunger and I thirst

I HUNGER AND I THIRST;
Jesus, my manna be;
O living Water, burst
out of the rock for me!

O bruised and broken Bread,
my life-long needs supply:
as living souls are fed,
so feed me, or I die.

O true life-giving Vine,
let me your goodness prove:
by your life sweeten mine,
refresh my soul with love.

Rough paths my feet have trod
since first their course began:
feed me, O Bread of God,
help me, O Son of man.

For still the desert lies
behind me and before:
O living Water, rise
within me evermore! ©
Written by: J S B Monsell
Praise! #651
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 I kept my mouth from every sinful word

I KEPT MY MOUTH FROM EVERY SINFUL WORD,
lest evil thoughts the wicked overheard;
but silence made my pain intensify,
so with a burning heart I made my cry:

'Show me my end, the measure of my days,
how fleeting are my years beneath your gaze;
life's little span, so short from birth to death,
within your hand is nothing but a breath.

'The merest shadow, moving to and fro,
busy in vain, how soon we come and go,
we heap up wealth, our future all unknown,
then strangers come and reap where we have sown.

'What do I wait for? Lord, I hope in you,
all my transgressions cover from your view;
do not let fools rejoice when I'm cast down;
my mouth was silenced, humbled by your frown.

'Remove the scourge my soul cannot withstand,
my life is crushed beneath your chastening hand,
for you rebuke us when we go astray;
our wealth consumed, like breath we pass away.

'LORD, hear my cry; do not neglect my tears,
I feel an exile, with a stranger's fears;
avert your eye, and make my torment cease,
restore my joy and let me die in peace.' ©
Written by: Jim Sayers
© Author
Praise! #39
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 I know not why God's wondrous grace

I know not why God's wondrous grace
to me has been made known,
nor why - unworthy as I am -
he claimed me for his own.

But 'I know whom I have believed,
and am persuaded that he is able to keep
what I have committed unto him until that day'.

I know not how this saving faith
to me he did impart,
or how believing in his word
brought peace within my heart.

But 'I know whom I have believed,
and am persuaded that he is able to keep
what I have committed unto him until that day'.

I know not how the Spirit moves
convincing us of sin,
revealing Jesus through the word,
creating faith in him.

But 'I know whom I have believed,
and am persuaded that he is able to keep
what I have committed unto him until that day'.

I know not what of good or bad
may be reserved for me-
of weary ways or golden days,
before his face I see.

But 'I know whom I have believed,
and am persuaded that he is able to keep
what I have committed unto him until that day'.

I know not when my Lord may come,
I know not how, nor where,
if I shall pass the gates of death,
or meet him in the air..

But 'I know whom I have believed,
and am persuaded that he is able to keep
what I have committed unto him until that day'.
Written by: Author Unknown
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 I know that my Redeemer

I KNOW THAT MY REDEEMER
lives crowned upon the throne;
Lord over earth and heaven,
he saves, and he alone;
he conquered death by dying
upon the accursed tree,
and from his death sprang glorious
eternal life for me.

I think upon my Saviour,
I trust his power to keep,
his mighty arm enfolds me
awaking and in sleep.
Christ is my rock, my courage;
Christ is my soul's true life;
and Christ-my heart still knows it -
will bear me through the strife.

In Jesus' name I'm living;
in Jesus' name I'll die;
I'll fear not, though life's vigour
from death's cold shadow fly.
O grave, where is your triumph?
O death, where is your sting?
Come when you will, and welcome!
Secure in Christ I sing. ©
Written by: Hallgrimur Petersson
HALLGRIMUR PETERSSON 1614-74 TRANS. CHARLES V. PILCHER 1879-1961 © MRS I F PILCHER
Praise! #907
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 I know that my Redeemer lives

I know that my Redeemer lives:
what joy this great assurance gives!
He lives, he lives, who once was dead,
he lives, my ever-living head.

He lives, triumphant from the grave;
he lives, eternally to save;
he lives to bless me with his love,
he lives to plead for me above.

He lives, my kind, wise, constant friend,
he lives and loves me to the end;
he lives, and while he lives I'll sing,
'Jesus, my Prophet, Priest and King.'

He lives and grants me daily breath;
he lives and I shall conquer death:
he lives my dwelling to prepare;
he lives to bring me safely there.

He lives, all glory to his name!
He lives, unchangeably the same!
What joy this great assurance gives:
I know that my Redeemer lives! ©
Written by: Samuel Medley
Praise! #462
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 I love my Lord because he heard my voice

I LOVE MY LORD BECAUSE HE HEARD MY VOICE;
my God, he listens to my prayer.
Because he hears me when I call on him,
through all my days I shall pray.

My soul was saved from death, my eyes from tears;
my feet now walk before the LORD;
yet in despair I thought my end was near,
my faith in life disappeared.

What can I do to thank God for his love,
for all his benefits to me?
I will lift up salvation's cup on high
and call on him by his name.

My vows to him I promise to fulfil,
to him I sacrifice my life.
He freed me from the servitude of sin
and now I serve as his slave.

Unite in praise, great family of God,
his children, bring to him your thanks.
City of peace, where God has made his home,
with one accord, praise his name! ©
Written by: Jonathan M Barnes
© Author
Praise! #116
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 I love the sun,

I love the sun,
it shines on me,
God made the sun,
and God made me.

I love the stars,
they twinkle on me,
God made the stars,
and God made me.

I love the rain,
it splashes on me,
God made the rain,
and God made me.

I love the wind,
it blows round me,
God made the wind,
and God made me.

I love the birds,
they sing to me,
God made the birds,
and God made me. ©
Written by: Author Unknown
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 I love you, O Lord, you alone

I LOVE YOU, O LORD, YOU ALONE,
my refuge on whom I depend;
my maker, my Saviour, my own,
my hope and my trust without end.
The LORD is my strength and my song,
defender and guide of my ways;
my master to whom I belong,
my God who shall have all my praise.

The dangers of death gathered round,
the waves of destruction came near;
but in my despairing I found
the LORD who released me from fear.
I called for his help in my pain,
to God my salvation I cried;
he brought me his comfort again,
I live by the strength he supplied.

The earth and the elements shake
with thunder and lightning and hail;
the cliffs and the mountaintops break
and mortals are feeble and pale.
God's justice is full and complete,
his mercy to us has no end;
the clouds are a path for his feet,
he comes on the wings of the wind.

My hope is the promise he gives,
my life is secure in his hand;
I shall not be lost, for he lives!
He comes to my side -I shall stand!
LORD God, you are powerful to save;
your Spirit will spur me to pray;
your Son has defeated the grave:
I trust and I praise you today! ©
Written by: Christopher Idle
CHRISTOPHER IDLE © AUTHOR / JUBILATE HYMNS
Praise! #18
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 I OFTEN SAY MY PRAYERS,

I OFTEN SAY MY PRAYERS,
but do I ever pray?
And do the wishes of my heart
go with the words I say?

I may as well kneel down
and worship gods of stone,
as offer to the living God
a prayer of words alone.

For words without the heart
the Lord will never hear;
nor will He to those lips attend
whose prayers are not sincere.

Lord, teach me what I need,
and teach me how to pray,
but do not let me seek Your grace,
not meaning what I say. ©
Written by: Author Unknown
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 I rest in God alone

I REST IN GOD ALONE,
from him comes my salvation;
my soul finds rest in him,
my fortress-I'll not be shaken.

My hope is in the Lord
my honour and strength;
my refuge is in him for ever,
my trust and all of my heart-
in him alone my soul finds rest.

O, trust in him, you people,
pour out your hearts,
for God is our refuge for ever,
my trust and all of my heart-
in him alone my soul finds rest ...

I rest in God alone,
from him comes my salvation;
my soul finds rest in him,
my fortress-I'll not be shaken. ©
Written by: John Daniels
JOHN DANIELS © HARPER COLLINS RELIGIOUS / COPYCARE
Praise! #759
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 I saw a new vision of Jesus

I saw a new vision of Jesus,
a view I'd not seen here before,
beholding in glory so wondrous
with beauty I had to adore.
I stood on the shores of my weakness,
and gazed at the brink of such fear;
'twas then that I saw him in newness,
regarding him fair and so dear.

My Saviour will never forsake me,
unveiling his merciful face,
his presence and promise almighty
redeeming his loved ones by grace.
In shades of the valley's dark terror,
where hell and its horror hold sway,
my Jesus will reach out in power,
and save me by his only way.

For yonder a light shines eternal,
which spreads through the valley of gloom;
Lord Jesus, resplendent and regal,
drives fear far away from the tomb.
Our God is the end of the journey,
his pleasant and glorious domain;
for there are the children of mercy,
who praise him for Calvary's pain. ©
Written by: W Vernon Higham
© Author
Praise! #908
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 I seek the Lord in grief, in pain

I SEEK THE LORD IN GRIEF, IN PAIN,
and cry for help, and cry again;
I tell him of my heavy load:
oppressed and faint I gasp for God.

Yet you, O LORD, already know
the dangerous path I have to go;
I look for refuge-none I see,
and no one is concerned for me.

I cry to you, O LORD, to save:
in this life you are all I have;
my need is desperate, hear my plea:
save me from those pursuing me!

My soul from this dark prison bring,
that I your conquering name may sing;
the righteous then will gather round
and praise you for the grace I've found. ©
Written by: David G Preston
DAVID G PRESTON BASED ON CHARLES WESLEY 1707-88 © AUTHOR / JUBILATE HYMNS
Praise! #142
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 I serve a risen Saviour,

I serve a risen Saviour,
He's in the world today;
I know that He is living,
whatever men may say.
I see His hand of mercy,
I hear His voice of cheer;
and just the time I need Him,
He's always near

He lives, He lives, Christ Jesus lives today!
He walks with me and talks with me
along life's narrow way.
He lives, He lives, Salvation to impart!
You ask me how I know He lives?
He lives within my heart.

In all the world around me
I see His loving care,
and though my heart grows weary,
I never will despair;
I know that He is leading,
through all the stormy blast,
the day of His appearing,
will come at last.

He lives, He lives, Christ Jesus lives today!
He walks with me and talks with me
along life's narrow way.
He lives, He lives, Salvation to impart!
You ask me how I know He lives?
He lives within my heart.

Rejoice, rejoice, O Christian,
lift up your voice and sing
eternal hallelujahs
to Jesus Christ the King!
The hope of all who seek Him,
The help of all who find,
none other is so loving,
so good and kind.

He lives, He lives, Christ Jesus lives today!
He walks with me and talks with me
along life's narrow way.
He lives, He lives, Salvation to impart!
You ask me how I know He lives?
He lives within my heart. ©
Written by: Author Unknown
ALFRED HENRY ACKLEY 1872-1958 © 1933 HOMER A. RODEHEAVER. RENEWED 1961. WORD MUSIC, INC. (ADMIN. BY COPYCARE LTD.)
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 I sing the almighty power of God

I SING THE ALMIGHTY POWER OF GOD
that made the mountains rise,
that spread the flowing seas abroad
and built the lofty skies.

I sing the wisdom that ordained
the sun to rule the day;
the moon shines full at his command,
and all the stars obey.

I sing the goodness of the Lord
that filled the earth with food;
he formed the creatures with his word,
and then pronounced them good.

There's not a plant or flower below
but makes his glories known;
and clouds arise and tempests blow,
controlled by him alone.

In heaven he shines with beams of love,
with wrath in hell beneath:
this earth is his, on which I move,
and his the air I breathe.

His eye to guide, his hand to guard,
are always with me here;
why should I then forget the Lord,
who is for ever near? ©
Written by: Isaac Watts
ISAAC WATTS 1674-1748 © IN THIS VERSION PRAISE TRUST
Praise! #214
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 I stand amazed in the presence

I stand amazed in the presence
of Jesus the Nazarene
and wonder how he could love me,
a sinner condemned, unclean!

How marvellous! how wonderful!
this my song shall ever be:
how marvellous! how wonderful
is my Saviour's love for me!

For me he prayed in the garden
and bowed to the will divine;
he had no tears for his own grief,
but sweat drops of blood for mine.

How marvellous! how wonderful!
this my song shall ever be:
how marvellous! how wonderful
is my Saviour's love for me!

In pity angels beheld him,
and came from the world of light
to comfort him in the sorrows
he bore for my soul that night.

How marvellous! how wonderful!
this my song shall ever be:
how marvellous! how wonderful
is my Saviour's love for me!

He took my sins and my sorrows,
he made them his very own,
he bore the burden to Calvary
and suffered and died alone.

How marvellous! how wonderful!
this my song shall ever be:
how marvellous! how wonderful
is my Saviour's love for me!

When with the ransomed in glory
his face I at last shall see,
my joy will be through the ages
to sing of his love for me.

How marvellous! how wonderful!
this my song shall ever be:
how marvellous! how wonderful
is my Saviour's love for me! ©
Written by: Charles H Gabriel
CHARLES H GABRIEL 1856-1932 © THE RODEHEAVER CO. / WORD MUSIC / COPYCARE
Praise! #729
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 I stand before the presence

I STAND BEFORE THE PRESENCE
of the Lord God of hosts,
a child of my Father
and an heir of his grace,
for Jesus paid the debt for me,
the veil was torn in two,
and the Holy of Holies
has become my dwelling place. ©
Written by: Mavis Ford
MAVIS FORD © 1980 WORD'S SPIRIT OF PRAISE MUSIC / COPYCARE
Praise! #716
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 I Surrender All

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

I surrender all
I surrender all
All to You my blessed Saviour
I surrender all

All to Jesus I surrender
Humbly at His feet I bow
Worldly pleasures all forsaken
Take me, Jesus, take me now,

I surrender all
I surrender all
All to You my blessed Saviour
I surrender all

All to Jesus I surrender
Make me do Your will, not mine
May Your Holy Spirit fill me
May I know Your power divine

I surrender all
I surrender all
All to You my blessed Saviour 
I surrender all. ©
Written by: J W Van DeVenter
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 I to the hills lift up my eyes

I TO THE HILLS LIFT UP MY EYES;
from where shall help be given?
My help comes only from the LORD
who made the earth and heaven.

He will not let your foot be moved;
guard over you he keeps:
he watches over Israel
and slumbers not, nor sleeps.

Strong is the LORD, your shield and shade;
safe are you in his sight:
sun shall not hurt your life by day
nor shall the moon by night.

So shall the LORD keep you from harm;
he will keep safe and sure
your going out, your coming in
from now, for evermore. ©
Written by: Christopher Idle
CHRISTOPHER IDLE © AUTHOR / JUBILATE HYMNS
Praise! #121A
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 I will build my church

A: I WILL BUILD MY CHURCH
B: I will build my church
A: and the gates of hell
B: and the gates of hell
A: shall not prevail
B: shall not prevail
All: against it. (repeat)

So you powers in the heavens above,
bow down!
And you powers on the earth below,
bow down!
And acknowledge that Jesus,
Jesus, Jesus is Lord,
is Lord! ©
Written by: Graham Kendrick
GRAHAM KENDRICK © 1988 MAKE WAY MUSIC
Praise! #489
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 I will enter his gates with thanksgiving in my heart

I WILL ENTER HIS GATES WITH
THANKSGIVING IN MY HEART,
I will enter his courts with praise;
I will say, 'This is the day that the Lord has made,'
I will rejoice for he has made me glad.
He has made me glad, he has made me glad,
I will rejoice for he has made me glad.
He has made me glad, he has made me glad,
I will rejoice for he has made me glad. ©
Written by: Leona Von Brethorst
LEONA VON BRETHORST © 1976 MARANATHA! MUSIC / COPYCARE
Praise! #182
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 I will exalt you, God my King

I WILL EXALT YOU, GOD MY KING,
for ever praise, for ever sing
all glory to your treasured name:
all praise, all love, our hearts proclaim!

As parents to their children tell
how always God does all things well,
so I delight to meditate
how just you are, how good, how great.

Believers trust and pray and prove
the glories of your mighty love:
our streets shall sing, our cities bloom,
your everlasting kingdom come!

In every promise God keeps faith;
you raise us, LORD, from sin and death:
you help the strugglers in the race-
redeemed, sustained, and crowned by grace.

By truth that shines in all your ways
you guide your people all their days;
your loving care for humankind
ensures that all who seek shall find.

How happy those who come to know
your love so full, your wrath so slow!
You give us life and health and food:
to all so near; for all so good.

As generations take their turn
and saints in each your glory learn,
your name be praised, and praised again,
and praised for evermore: Amen! ©
Written by: Christopher Idle
CHRISTOPHER IDLE © AUTHOR / JUBILATE HYMNS
Praise! #145B
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 I will give thanks to you

I will give thanks to you,
O Lord, among the people.
I will sing praises to you
among the nations.
For your steadfast love is great,
is great to the heavens
and your faithfulness,
your faithfulness to the clouds.

Be exalted, O God,
above the heavens.
Let your glory be over all the earth.
Be exalted, O God,
above the heavens.
Let your glory be over all the earth.

I will give thanks to you,
O Lord, among the people.
I will sing praises to you
among the nations.
For your steadfast love is great,
is great to the heavens
and your faithfulness,
your faithfulness to the clouds.

Be exalted, O God,
above the heavens.
Let your glory be over all the earth.
Be exalted, O God,
above the heavens.
Let your glory, let your glory,
let your glory be over all the earth. ©
Written by: Brent Chambers
BRENT CHAMBERS © 1977 SCRIPTURE IN SONG, A DIVISION OF INTEGRITY MUSIC / ADM. BY KINGSWAY'S THANKYOU MUSIC
Praise! #183
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 I will glory in my Redeemer,

I will glory in my Redeemer,
whose priceless blood has ransomed me.
Mine was the sin that drove the bitter nails,
and hung him on the judgment tree.
I will glory in my Redeemer,
who crushed the power of sin and death.
My only Saviour before the holy Judge:
The Lamb who is my righteousness,
the Lamb who is my righteousness.

I will glory in my Redeemer,
My life he bought, my love he owns.
I have no longings for another,
I'm satisfied in him alone
I will glory in my Redeemer,
his faithfulness, my standing place.
Though foes are mighty and rush upon me,
my feet are firm, held by his grace,
my feet are firm, held by his grace.

We will glory in our Redeemer,
who carries us on eagles' wings.
He crowns our life with lovingkindness,
his triumph song we'll ever sing.
We will glory in our Redeemer,
who waits for us at gates of gold,
and when he calls us, it will be paradise,
his face forever to behold,
his face forever to behold. ©
Written by: Steve Cook and Vikki Cook
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 I will offer up my life

I will offer up my life
in spirit and truth,
Pouring out the oil of love
as my worship to You.
In surrender I must give
My every part;
Lord receive the sacrifice
Of a broken heart.

Jesus, what can I give,
What can I bring
To so faithful a friend
To so loving a King?
Saviour what can be said,
What can be sung
As a praise of your name
For the things you have done?
Oh my word could not tell,
Not even in part,
Of the debt of love that is owed
By this thankful heart.

You deserve my every breath
For you've paid the great cost;
Giving up your life to death,
Even death on a cross.
You took all my shame away,
There defeated my sin,
Opened up the gates of Heaven,
And have beckoned me in.

Jesus, what can I give,
What can I bring
To so faithful a friend
To so loving a King?
Saviour what can be said,
What can be sung
As a praise of your name
For the things you have done?
Oh my word could not tell,
Not even in part,
Of the debt of love that is owed
By this thankful heart. ©
Written by: Matt Redman
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 I will sing of the lamb

I will sing of the Lamb,
of the price that was paid for me,
purchased by God,
giving all he could give!
Here now I stand
in the garments of righteousness;
death has no hold, for in Jesus I live.

I will sing of his blood
that flows for my wretchedness,
wounds that are bared
that I may be healed;
power and compassion,
the marks of his ministry:
may they be mine as I harvest his field.

O, I will sing of the Lamb.
O, I will sing of the Lamb.
My heart fills with wonder,
my mouth fills with praise!
Hallelujah, hallelujah.

Once I was blind,
yet believed I saw everything,
proud in my ways,
yet a fool in my part;
lost and alone
in the company of multitudes,
life in my body,
yet death in my heart.

O, I will sing of the Lamb.
O, I will sing of the Lamb.
O, why should the King
save a sinner like me?
Hallelujah, hallelujah.

What shall I give
to the man who gave everything,
humbling himself
before all he had made?
Dare I withhold
my own life from his sovereignty?
I shall give all for the sake of his name!

O, I will sing of the Lamb.
O, I will sing of the Lamb.
I'll sing of his love
for the rest of my days!
Hallelujah, hallelujah. ©
Written by: Stuart Townend
STUART TOWNEND © 1997 KINGSWAY'S THANKYOU MUSIC
Praise! #427
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 I will sing the wondrous story

I will sing the wondrous story
of the Christ who died for me;
how he left his home in glory
for the cross of Calvary.

Yes, I'll sing the wondrous story
of the Christ who died for me,
sing it with the saints in glory,
gathered by the crystal sea.

I was lost, but Jesus found me,
found the sheep that went astray,
threw his loving arms around me,
drew me back into his way.

Yes, I'll sing the wondrous story
of the Christ who died for me,
sing it with the saints in glory,
gathered by the crystal sea.

I was bruised, but Jesus healed me,
faint was I from many a fall,
sight was gone,
and fears possessed me,
but he freed me from them all.

Yes, I'll sing the wondrous story
of the Christ who died for me,
sing it with the saints in glory,
gathered by the crystal sea.

Days of darkness still come o'er me,
sorrow's path I often tread,
but his presence still is with me;
by his guiding hand I'm led.

Yes, I'll sing the wondrous story
of the Christ who died for me,
sing it with the saints in glory,
gathered by the crystal sea.

He will keep me till the river
rolls its waters at my feet;
then he'll bear me safely over,
where the loved ones I shall meet.

Yes, I'll sing the wondrous story
of the Christ who died for me,
sing it with the saints in glory,
gathered by the crystal sea. ©
Written by: Frances H Rowley
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 I’ll lift my voice, O Lord

I'LL LIFT MY VOICE, O LORD,
to glorify your name,
for you have lifted me
above defeat and shame;
you heard my cry to heal and save,
and stooped to raise me from the grave.

Then to his holy name
let all his saints give praise:
his wrath is brief, his grace
is with us all our days,
for grief and tears may last a night,
but joy will come with morning light.

In easy times I'd felt
secure from all life's ills:
your hand upheld me, LORD,
like Zion's timeless hills;
but with your smile no longer there
assurance plunged to deep despair.

To you, O LORD, I cried:
'What can my death achieve?
From bones among the dust
what praise will you receive?
O LORD, be merciful to me!
Come quickly, help me-hear my plea!'

O how I leapt for joy
as grief was put to flight!
My sackcloth you removed
and clothed me with delight,
that you, O LORD, I might adore
and give you thanks for evermore. ©
Written by: David G Preston
© AUTHOR / JUBILATE HYMNS
Praise! #30B
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 I’ll praise my Maker while I’ve breath

I'LL PRAISE MY MAKER WHILE I'VE BREATH;
and when my voice is lost in death,
praise shall employ my nobler powers;
my days of praise shall not be past,
while life and thought and being last
or immortality endures.

Happy the one whose hopes rely
on Jacob's God, who made the sky,
the earth, the sea, the night and day;
his truth for ever stands secure,
he saves the oppressed, he feeds the poor,
and none who seeks is turned away.

The LORD gives eyesight to the blind,
he calms and heals the troubled mind,
he sends the wounded conscience peace;
he helps the stranger in distress,
the widow and the fatherless,
and grants the prisoner glad release.

I'll praise him while he lends me breath,
and when my voice is lost in death
praise shall employ my nobler powers;
my days of praise shall not be past
while life and thought and being last
or immortality endures. ©
Written by: Isaac Watts
V1, 2 & 4 © IN THIS VERSION PRAISE TRUST V3 © IN THIS VERSION JUBILATE HYMNS
Praise! #146
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 I’ll praise the Lord, my rock

I'LL PRAISE THE LORD, MY ROCK,
who trains my hands for war;
who is my loving God and shield,
and my deliverer.
Yet we are weak, and fail,
no stronger than a breath;
LORD, what is man, so small, so frail,
and shadowed deep by death?

Now part your heavens, O LORD,
come down and show your might;
unveil the latent power of God
in nature's storm and light.
Descend in this dark hour
to scatter all deceit.
Revive your work! Reveal your power,
and lying schemes defeat.

And, while we wait on God
for his restoring grace,
the new song planted in our soul
awakes to his glad praise.
You are the King of kings,
our strong security;
deliver us from those who lie,
and set your servant free!

Then mercy great shall flow,
our children's faith increase;
our sheep and cattle multiply,
our harvests grow in peace.
No cries shall haunt our streets,
no threats of fire or sword-
how blessed the land that knows such rest,
whose people know the LORD! ©
Written by: Peter Ninnis
© Author
Praise! #144
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 I’ll praise you, Lord, with heart content and joyful

I'LL PRAISE YOU, LORD, WITH HEART CONTENT
AND JOYFUL,
before the world I'll tell your righteous ways;
I will bow down towards your holy temple,
exalt your name and sing your worthy praise.

Beyond the skies you set your timeless kingdom-
your word shall last, your throne shall never fall;
the lords of earth will marvel at your wisdom
and kneel before the mighty LORD of all.

Though set on high, you look upon the lowly-
the proud you see with sorrow from afar;
in all my trouble you are swift to save me,
and with your arm restrain the threat of war.

For ever you will keep your face towards us,
your mercy and your love will never cease:
then come, fulfil in us your mighty purpose,
and grant to your creation perfect peace. ©
Written by: Michael Perry
MICHAEL PERRY 1942-96 © MRS B PERRY / JUBILATE HYMNS
Praise! #138
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 I’m not ashamed to name my Lord

I'M NOT ASHAMED TO NAME MY LORD,
or to defend his cause,
maintain the honour of his word,
the glory of his cross.

Jesus, my God! I know his name,
his name is all my trust;
he will not put my soul to shame
nor let my hope be lost.

Firm as his throne his promise stands
and he can well secure
what I've committed to his hands
until that final hour.

Then he'll make known my worthless name
before his Father's face
and in the new Jerusalem
appoint to me a place. ©
Written by: Isaac Watts
ISAAC WATTS 1674-1748 © IN THIS VERSION JUBILATE HYMNS
Praise! #792
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 I’ve found my refuge in the Lord

I'VE FOUND MY REFUGE IN THE LORD;
how can you say to me,
'Flee to the mountains like a bird,
for in the shadows, see:
there, ready armed, the wicked hide,
to assail the upright few;
when life's foundations are destroyed,
what can the righteous do?'

The LORD is in his holy place
upon his heavenly throne;
his eye is on the human race,
our very thoughts are known.
The LORD sees what the righteous do:
their faith and life he tests;
he sees the men of violence, too,
and those his soul detests.

Upon the wicked he will rain
his searing fires of death,
as when the cities of the plain
were withered by his breath.
For God the LORD loves righteousness,
a righteous God is he;
and those who walk in holiness
his holy face shall see. ©
Written by: David G Preston
DAVID G PRESTON © AUTHOR / JUBILATE HYMNS
Praise! #11
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 If Christ had not been raised from death

IF CHRIST HAD NOT BEEN RAISED FROM DEATH
our faith would be in vain,
our preaching but a waste of breath,
our sin and guilt remain.
But now the Lord is risen indeed;
he rules in earth and heaven:
his gospel meets a world of need-
in Christ we are forgiven.

If Christ still lay within the tomb
then death would be the end
and we should face our final doom
with neither guide nor friend.
But now the Saviour is raised up,
so when a Christian dies
we mourn, yet look to God in hope-
in Christ the saints arise!

If Christ had not been truly raised
his church would live a lie;
his name should nevermore be praised,
his words deserve to die.
But now our great Redeemer lives;
through him we are restored;
his word endures, his church revives
in Christ, our risen Lord. ©
Written by: Christopher Idle
CHRISTOPHER IDLE © AUTHOR / JUBILATE HYMNS
Praise! #463
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 Immortal honours rest on Jesus’ head

IMMORTAL HONOURS REST ON JESUS' HEAD,
my God, my portion and my living bread;
in him I live, upon him cast my care;
he saves from death, destruction and despair.

He is my refuge in each deep distress,
the Lord my strength and glorious righteousness;
through floods and flames he leads me safely on
and daily makes his sovereign goodness known.

My every need he richly will supply,
nor will his mercy ever let me die;
in him there dwells a treasure all divine
and matchless grace has made that treasure mine.

O that my soul could love and praise him more,
his beauties trace, his majesty adore,
live near his heart, rest in his love each day,
hear his dear voice and all his will obey. ©
Written by: William Gadsby
WILLIAM GADSBY 1773-1844 © IN THIS VERSION PRAISE TRUST
Praise! #302
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 Immortal honours rest on Jesus’ head <copy>

IMMORTAL HONOURS REST ON JESUS' HEAD,
my God, my portion and my living bread;
in him I live, upon him cast my care;
he saves from death, destruction and despair.

He is my refuge in each deep distress,
the Lord my strength and glorious righteousness;
through floods and flames he leads me safely on
and daily makes his sovereign goodness known.

My every need he richly will supply,
nor will his mercy ever let me die;
in him there dwells a treasure all divine
and matchless grace has made that treasure mine.

O that my soul could love and praise him more,
his beauties trace, his majesty adore,
live near his heart, upon his bosom lean;
obey his voice, and all his will esteem. ©
Written by: William Gadsby
WILLIAM GADSBY 1773-1844 © IN THIS VERSION PRAISE TRUST
Praise! #302
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 Immortal, invisible, God only wise

Immortal, invisible,
God only wise,
in light inaccessible
hid from our eyes;
most holy, most glorious,
the Ancient of days,
almighty, victorious,
your great name we praise.

Unresting, unhasting,
and silent as light,
nor wanting nor wasting,
you rule us in might;
your justice like mountains
high soaring above
your clouds, which are fountains
of goodness and love.

To all, life you give, Lord,
to both great and small,
in all life you live, Lord,
the true life of all:
we blossom and flourish,
uncertain and frail;
we wither and perish,
but you never fail.

Great Father of glory, 
pure Father of light;
your angels adore you,
all veiling their sight;
but of all your rich graces,
Lord, this grace impart,
take the veil from our faces,
the veil from our heart.

Our praise we would render,
O Father, to you
whom only the splendour
of light hides from view;
and so let your glory,
Almighty, impart,
through Christ in the story,
your Christ to the heart. ©
Written by: Walter C Smith
WALTER C SMITH 1824-1908 © IN THIS VERSION JUBILATE HYMNS
Praise! #248
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 In all the earth, O Lord, our Lord

In all the earth, O Lord, our Lord
how glorious is your name!
For you have set above the heavens
your glory and your fame.

From infants' and from children's lips
you ordered praise to sound,
to silence all your enemies,
the wicked to confound.

When I regard the heavens you made,
your fingers' work I trace.
I see the moon and shining stars
which you have set in place.

I ask myself, 'What then is man
that you should give him thought-
the son of man, that you to him
such gracious care have brought?'

You set him just below the ones
who dwell in heaven above;
and you have crowned and honoured him
with glory and with love.

You gave him charge of all the works
created by your hand,
and everything that you had made
you gave him to command-

All flocks and herds, and birds and fish,
all beasts both wild and tame.
In all the earth, O LORD our Lord,
how glorious is your name! ©
Written by: Author Unknown
SING PSALMS 1997 © FREE CHURCH OF SCOTLAND, PSALMODY COMMITTEE
Praise! #8
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 In anguish to the Lord I cry

IN ANGUISH TO THE LORD I CRY,
my desperate prayer is heard:
'Save me, O LORD, from lips that lie
and every untrue word!'

What just reward will God command
for such deceitful souls?
A warrior's sharpest arrows and
the broom tree's burning coals!

Why must I spend this present life
with godless men like these?
Their savage hearts are set on strife:
my words are words of peace. ©
Written by: David G Preston
DAVID G PRESTON © AUTHOR / JUBILATE HYMNS
Praise! #120
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 In awe and wonder, Lord our God

In awe and wonder, Lord our God,
we bow before your throne;
such holiness and burning love
are yours and yours alone.

Angelic spirits, night and day
adore your name on high.
Eternal Lord in majesty
you hear their ceaseless cry.

'O holy, holy, holy Lord,
great God of power and might,
all-glorious in heaven and earth,
you reign in realms of light.'

Your holiness inspires our fear,
evokes and heals our shame;
your boundless wisdom, awesome power,
unchangeably the same.

Salvation comes from you alone
which we can never win;
your love revealed on Calvary
is cleansing for our sin.

There is no grace to match your grace,
no love to match your love,
no gentleness of human touch
like that of heaven above.

On earth we long for heaven's joy
where bowed before your throne,
we know you, Father, Spirit, Son,
as God, and God alone. ©
Written by: Michael Saward
MICHAEL SAWARD © AUTHOR / JUBILATE HYMNS
Praise! #166
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 In Christ alone my hope is found,

In Christ alone my hope is found,
he is my light, my strength, my song.
This Cornerstone, this solid ground:
firm through the fiercest drought and storm;
what heights of love, what depths of peace
when fears are stilled, when strivings cease;
my Comforter, my All in All -
here in the love of Christ I stand.

In Christ alone, who took on flesh:
fullness of God in helpless babe.
This gift of love and righteousness,
scorned by the ones he came to save.
Till on that cross as Jesus died,
the wrath of God was satisfied;
for every sin on him was laid -
here in the death of Christ I live.

There in the ground his body lay:
light of the world by darkness slain.
Then bursting forth in glorious day,
up from the grave he rose again.
And as he stands in victory
sin's curse has lost its grip on me,
for I am his and he is mine -
bought with the precious blood of Christ.

No guilt in life, no fear in death -
this is the power of Christ in me.
From life's first cry to final breath,
Jesus commands my destiny.
No power of hell, no scheme of man
can ever pluck me from his hand;
till he returns or calls me home -
here in the power of Christ I stand. ©
Written by: Keith Getty and Stuart Townend
KEITH GETTY AND STUART TOWNEND © 2001 KINGSWAY'S THANKYOU MUSIC
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 In Christ, like the ones in the ark,

"In Christ", like the ones in the ark,
escaping the judgement of sin.
There's total security there
for all whom the Lord has shut in.

"In Christ" as the jewels in a crown,
each one in its personal place.
A crown that is perfect and full,
reflecting the nature of grace.

"In Christ" as the stones in a wall,
all joining together for good.
Each one has its personal part
in building the church of their God.

"In Christ" like the limbs of a man;
from the head every impulse will flow.
All different, each limb has its part,
together the body will grow.

"In Christ" before Adam was made,
"In Christ" by his suffering love,
"In Christ" by experience now,
"In Christ" in the glory above. ©
Written by: Stephen Crowter
© STEPHEN CROWTER
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 In Eden fair, a place divine

IN EDEN FAIR, A PLACE DIVINE,
image of God, stood man, created whole;
through Satan's guile, he fell by sin's design:
a guilty soul.

In ancient days, in Edom far,
there stood a warrior wounded there for me;
he trod the winepress bearing every scar
of love's decree.

In sad Gethsemane he prayed,
and drank the cup of pain, the Father's will;
for there he wept and angels him sustained,
as time stood still.

In God's full time, eternal plan,
my Saviour stood for me, and in my place
he hung alone, the Son of God and man;
an act of grace.

In that great day, ordained above,
the Son of God will come to claim his own,
the sons of grace and sons of sovereign love,
to bring them home.

In that blest land, Jerusalem,
no tears are known, for God alone draws near.
The saints are glad and sing the great 'Amen',
for God is here.

In songs of joy, I'll ever raise
my thankful heart, adoring God alone;
forever satisfied, on him I'll gaze
before his throne. ©
Written by: W Vernon Higham
© Author
Praise! #275
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 In Eden-sad indeed that day-

IN EDEN-SAD INDEED THAT DAY-
my countless blessings fled away,
my crown fell in disgrace.
But on victorious Calvary
that crown was won again for me-
my life shall all be praise.

Faith, see the place, and see the tree
where heaven's Prince, instead of me,
was nailed to bear my shame.
Bruised was the dragon by the Son,
though two had wounds, there conquered One-
and Jesus was his name. ©
Written by: William Williams
WILLIAM WILLIAMS 1717-91 © TRANS. R M JONES
Praise! #702
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 In heavenly armour we’ll enter the land

In heavenly armour we’ll enter the land,
the battle belongs to the Lord.
No weapon that's fashioned against us will stand,
the battle belongs to the Lord.

And we sing glory, honour,
power and strength to the Lord.
We sing glory, honour,
power and strength to the Lord.

When the power of darkness comes in like a flood,
the battle belongs to the Lord.
He's raised up a standard, the power of his blood,
the battle belongs to the Lord.

And we sing glory, honour,
power and strength to the Lord.
We sing glory, honour,
power and strength to the Lord.

When your enemy presses in hard, do not fear,
the battle belongs to the Lord.
Take courage, my friend, your redemption is near,
the battle belongs to the Lord.

And we sing glory, honour,
power and strength to the Lord.
We sing glory, honour,
power and strength to the Lord. ©
Written by: Jamie Owens-Collins
JAMIE OWENS-COLLINS © 1984 FAIRHILL MUSIC / COPYCARE
Praise! #885
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 In heavenly love abiding

In heavenly love abiding,
no change my heart shall fear:
and safe is such confiding,
for nothing changes here:
the storm may roar around me,
my heart may low be laid;
my Father's arms surround me,
how can I be afraid?

Wherever he may guide me
no want shall turn me back;
my Shepherd is beside me
and nothing can I lack:
his wisdom stands for ever,
his sight is never dim;
his love will leave me never
and I will walk with him.

Green pastures are before me,
which yet I have not seen;
bright skies will shine with glory
where threatening clouds have been:
my hope I cannot measure,
my path to life is free;
my Saviour has my treasure
and he will walk with me. ©
Written by: Anna L Waring
ANNA L WARING 1823-1910 © IN THIS VERSION JUBILATE HYMNS
Praise! #748
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 In Judah’s kingdom God is known

IN JUDAH'S KINGDOM GOD IS KNOWN,
his name is great in Israel;
he makes Jerusalem his own,
his Zion where he loves to dwell;
he there destroyed the arms of war:
the glint of steel is seen no more.

Your majesty our eyes behold,
more glorious than the mountain steep:
the plundered warriors, once so bold,
are wrapped in death's unyielding sleep;
O God of Jacob, at your will
both horse and chariot now lie still.

What terrors does your wrath compel!
For who can stand when you appear?
From heaven your solemn verdict fell;
the earth was dumb, transfixed with fear,
when you, O God, in judgement rose
to save the oppressed from all their foes.

For human wrath shall be transformed
to praise your name and work for you;
then may your people serve the LORD,
and Gentile lands bring tribute too:
in this world's tyrants and their like
what terror must your judgements strike! ©
Written by: David G Preston
DAVID G PRESTON © AUTHOR / JUBILATE HYMNS
Praise! #76
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 In judgement, Lord, arise

IN JUDGEMENT, LORD, ARISE,
draw near to take my part,
your tender love before my eyes,
your word within my heart.
Discern my thoughts, I pray,
discover all my mind,
and keep me in the narrow way
to innocence inclined.

To God I lift my voice,
his wondrous works confess;
let not their friendship be my choice
who love unrighteousness.
The praise of God above
my tongue unwearied tells;
his everlasting house I love
where endless glory dwells.

Sweep not my soul aside
to paths where sinners stray;
let love of truth my footsteps guide
and cast me not away.
So shall I stand unmoved
with all who love your word.
For mercy sure and promise proved
I bless your name, O LORD. ©
Written by: Timothy Dudley-Smith
© AUTHOR
Praise! #26
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 In life or death, Lord Jesus Christ

IN LIFE OR DEATH, LORD JESUS CHRIST,
be all in all, I pray;
your life, your death make known in me
on earth, till heaven's day.

In sun or shadow be my help;
your voice shall guide my feet;
teach me by your incisive word,
your work in me complete.

In calm or crisis be my hope
and take my mind in hand;
so shall I trust you, even where
I cannot understand.

In loss or profit be my joy,
my hours for you be spent;
I can do all things in your strength,
so shall I be content.

In risk or safety be my friend;
I place my hand in yours,
with you to rest, or wait, or walk,
or run with all my powers.

O Christ my help, my hope, my joy,
my all-enduring friend;
all that I am belongs to you
who loved me to the end. ©
Written by: Christopher Idle
CHRISTOPHER IDLE © AUTHOR / JUBILATE HYMNS
Praise! #763
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 In memory of the Saviour’s love

IN MEMORY OF THE SAVIOUR'S LOVE
we keep the sacred feast,
where every humble contrite heart
is made a welcome guest.

By faith we take the bread of life
by which our souls are fed,
and drink the token of his blood
that was for sinners shed.

Around his table here we sing
the wonders of his love,
and so anticipate by faith
the heavenly feast above. ©
Written by: Thomas Cotterill
Praise! #652
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 In my hour of grief or need

IN MY HOUR OF GRIEF OR NEED
when a friend is friend indeed,
now, when Satan walks abroad,
be not far from me, O LORD.

When the powers of evil ride
through the world in open pride,
flaunted sins and boasted shame
bring contempt upon your name.

When the godless host are strong,
when their mouth is filled with wrong,
bitterness, deceit and fraud,
be not far from me, O LORD.

When the poor become their prey,
when the weak are led astray,
right is wrong and truth is lies,
then, O LORD our God, arise!

Powers of darkness bring to grief,
break the hold of unbelief,
sound anew the quickening word,
rise and come among us, LORD!

Then shall vice and falsehood fail,
truth and righteousness prevail,
all his ransomed people sing
God, their everlasting king! ©
Written by: Timothy Dudley-Smith
© AUTHOR
Praise! #10
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 In resurrection bodies

In resurrection bodies
like Jesus' very own,
we'll rise to meet our Saviour
in joy around his throne:
we'll marvel at the mercy
that bids poor sinners come,
be welcomed at his table,
and share his heavenly home!

O, joy of resurrection,
all sin and sorrow past,
to see the face of Jesus,
to be like him at last!
Made perfect in his image,
complete in Christ the Son,
in resurrection glory
we'll share the life he won.

O, resurrection body,
set free from pain and death,
sin's curse for ever vanquished
by Christ's victorious breath!
Lord, teach us in our trials
your hidden ways to trace,
to walk by faith, discerning
your mysteries of grace!

O, resurrection body,
young, radiant, vibrant, free,
with powers unthought, undreamed of-
how rich your joys shall be!
Through endless years to marvel,
design, create, explore,
in resurrection wonder
to worship, serve, adore!

With holy joy, Lord Jesus,
we sing the life you give,
the hope you hold before us-
the strength by which we live!
Lead on in sovereign mercy
through all life's troubled ways,
till resurrection bodies
bring resurrection praise! ©
Written by: Margaret Clarkson
MARGARET CLARKSON © 1987 HOPE PUBLISHING / COPYCARE
Praise! #960
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 In silent pain the eternal Son

IN SILENT PAIN THE ETERNAL SON
hangs derelict and still;
in darkened day his work is done,
fulfilled, his Father's will.
Uplifted for the world to see
he hangs in strangest victory,
for in his body on the tree
he carries all our ill.

He died that we might die to sin
and live for righteousness;
the earth is stained to make us clean
and bring us into peace.
For peace he came, and met its cost;
he gave himself to save the lost;
he loved us to the uttermost
and paid for our release.

For strife he came, to bring a sword,
the truth to end all lies;
to rule in us, our patient Lord,
until all evil dies:
for in his hand he holds the stars,
his voice shall speak to end our wars
and those who love him see his scars
and look into his eyes. ©
Written by: Christopher Idle
CHRISTOPHER IDLE © AUTHOR / JUBILATE HYMNS
Praise! #428
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 In sure and certain hope

IN SURE AND CERTAIN HOPE
we stand beside this grave
and even now, O Son of God,
we know you strong to save.
Our dead are in your hands
who died that we might live,
who rose triumphant over death
an endless life to give.

In sure and certain hope
we leave him/her in your care
and wait in hope your promised day
when we his/her joy shall share.
Beyond our lonely tears
we see your shining throne:
a rainbow fills our trembling gaze -
your covenant with your own!

In sure and certain hope,
Good Shepherd of our dead,
we lift our grieving hearts to you,
our ever-living head.
On your unchanging word
we rest our faith anew:
in sure and certain hope, O Christ,
we yield our dead to you. ©
Written by: Margaret Clarkson
MARGARET CLARKSON © 1962 HOPE PUBLISHING / COPYCARE
Praise! #961
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 In the beginning, at the dawn of time

IN THE BEGINNING, AT THE DAWN OF TIME,
we walked the earth in dignity sublime;
as his own image God had made mankind,
for him to live and in him meaning find.

But Adam fell and with him all our race;
now we're made perfect only by God's grace;
but, though we marred his image in the fall,
still marks of glory dignify us all.

Lord, may we value all with highest worth,
whatever creed or class they are by birth;
honour the old, protect the unborn life,
though all around is cruelty and strife.

Lord, may we love and serve our neighbour well,
Christ's kindness show, his glorious gospel tell;
till he returns, our Saviour come again,
to end injustice and in truth to reign.

Then we shall see him as he really is
and shall be like him, in his sinlessness;
then, as his image, we will praise, adore
and, in his likeness, serve him evermore. ©
Written by: Andrew King
ANDREW KING © 1994 HAYWARDS HEATH EVANGELICAL FREE CHURCH
Praise! #923
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 In the bleak midwinter, frosty wind made moan,

In the bleak midwinter,
frosty wind made moan,
Earth stood hard as iron,
water like a stone;
Snow had fallen,
snow on snow, snow on snow,
In the bleak midwinter,
long ago.

Our God, heaven cannot hold Him,
nor earth sustain;
Heaven and earth shall flee away
when He comes to reign.
In the bleak midwinter
a stable place sufficed
The Lord God Almighty,
Jesus Christ.

Angels and archangels
may have gathered there,
Cherubim and seraphim
thronged the air;
But His mother only,
in her maiden bliss,
Worshipped the beloved
with a kiss.

What can I give Him,
poor as I am?
If I were a shepherd,
I would bring a lamb;
If I were a Wise Man,
I would do my part;
Yet what I can I give Him:
give my heart. ©
Written by: Author Unknown
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 In the hour of trial

IN THE HOUR OF TRIAL,
Jesus, pray for me,
lest by base denial
I should traitor be;
when you see me waver,
with a look recall,
nor, for fear or favour,
ever let me fall.

With bewitching pleasures
would this vain world charm,
or its sordid treasures
spread to work me harm;
bring then to remembrance
sad Gethsemane,
or, in darker semblance,
cross-crowned Calvary.

Should your mercy send me
sorrow, toil and woe,
or should pain attend me
on my path below;
grant that I may never
miss your purpose there;
grant that I may ever
cast on you my care.

If with fierce affliction
you in love chastise,
pour your benediction
on the sacrifice;
then, upon your altar
freely offered up,
though the flesh may falter,
faith shall drink the cup.

When in death declining
to the grave I sink,
Heaven's glory shining
bright upon the brink,
on your truth relying
through that mortal strife,
Lord, receive me dying
to eternal life. ©
Written by: James Montgomery
Praise! #897
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 In the tomb so cold they laid him

In the tomb so cold they laid him,
death its victim claimed.
Powers of hell, they could not hold him,
back to life he came!

Christ is risen!
(Christ is risen!)
Death has been conquered!
(Death has been conquered!)
Christ is risen!
(Christ is risen!)
He shall reign for ever!

Hell had spent its fury on him,
left him crucified:
yet by blood he boldly conquered,
sin and death defied!

Christ is risen!
(Christ is risen!)
Death has been conquered!
(Death has been conquered!)
Christ is risen!
(Christ is risen!)
He shall reign for ever!

Now the fear of death is broken,
love has won the crown:
prisoners of the darkness - listen,
walls are tumbling down!

Christ is risen!
(Christ is risen!)
Death has been conquered!
(Death has been conquered!)
Christ is risen!
(Christ is risen!)
He shall reign for ever!

Raised from death, to heaven ascending,
love's exalted King:
let his song of joy unending
through the nations ring!

Christ is risen!
(Christ is risen!)
Death has been conquered!
(Death has been conquered!)
Christ is risen!
(Christ is risen!)
He shall reign for ever! ©
Written by: Graham Kendrick
GRAHAM KENDRICK © 1986 KINGSWAY'S THANKYOU MUSIC
Praise! #464
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 In you, O Lord, I find my refuge

IN YOU, O LORD, I FIND MY REFUGE;
never let me be put to shame!
My rock, my fortress, help me, guide me:
come for the sake of your great name!
Into your hands I trust my spirit,
LORD God of truth, redeeming me:
from falsehood and from fears you save me;
you gave me space and I was free.

Now once again show me your mercy;
these heavy years are filled with grief:
friend, foe and neighbour all discard me,
leave me for dead, with no relief.
I hear the whispering tongues of many;
fears lie in wait on every side:
they have been plotting all together;
threats to my life are multiplied.

But as for me, I trust in you, LORD;
I said that you, O God, are mine:
my times are in your hands-O save me
from all their hands, by grace divine!
O let your face shine on your servant!
Save me by your unfailing love:
let me not share the fate of liars;
come with your mercies from above.

For those who fear you, such great goodness,
your treasured blessings, are outpoured;
in your safe dwelling you protect me
from wounds and words-I praise you, LORD!
He showed his love within the city,
guarding his people, judging wrong:
love him, all you who trust his mercy;
take heart, and in the Lord be strong! ©
Written by: Christopher Idle
CHRISTOPHER IDLE © AUTHOR / JUBILATE HYMNS
Praise! #31
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 In Your presence there's fullness of joy,

In Your presence there's fullness of joy,
fullness of joy, fullness of joy.
At Your right hand are pleasures forever,
pleasures forever more.
I keep the Lord before me,
I shall not be moved.
My heart is glad and my soul rejoices;
I shall dwell in safety.
And in Your presence there's fullness of joy,
fullness of joy, fullness of joy.
At Your right hand are pleasures forever,
pleasures forever more. ©
Written by: Author Unknown
MIKE KERRY © 1982 KINGSWAY'S THANKYOU MUSIC
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 Infant holy

INFANT HOLY,
infant lowly,
for his bed a cattle stall;
oxen lowing,
little knowing
Christ the babe is Lord of all.
Swift are winging
angels singing,
nowells ringing,
tidings bringing:
Christ the babe is Lord of all;
Christ the babe is Lord of all!

Flocks were sleeping,
shepherds keeping
vigil till the morning new
saw the glory,
heard the story-
tidings of a gospel true.
Thus rejoicing,
free from sorrow,
praises voicing,
greet the morrow:
Christ the babe was born for you;
Christ the babe was born for you! ©
Written by: Author Unknown
POLISH TRANS. EDITH M G REED 1885-1933 COPYRIGHT CONTROL
Praise! #361
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 Infinite God, to you we raise

INFINITE GOD, TO YOU WE RAISE
our hearts in solemn songs of praise;
by all your works on earth adored,
we worship you, the one true Lord;
the everlasting Father own
and bow our souls before your throne.

To you the choir of angels sings,
the Lord of hosts, the King of kings;
all heaven proclaims your praise aloud
and shouts your name, the triune God;
they 'Holy, holy, holy' cry,
'your glory fills the earth and sky!'

God of the ancient chosen race,
the scribes of old record your praise;
apostles, prophets, all proclaim
the wonders of your mighty name;
and all the saints in glory join
to sing your majesty divine.

Head of the white-robed martyrs' host,
of you they rightly make their boast;
the church, to earth's remotest bounds
her heavenly founder's praise resounds,
and with the creatures round the throne
they worship you, the Three-in-One.

Father of endless majesty,
who were and are and yet shall be,
your Son, our Saviour, we adore,
the same in dignity and power;
your Holy Spirit we declare
the saints' eternal comforter. ©
Written by: Charles Wesley
Praise! #160
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 Into a world of dark

INTO A WORLD OF DARK,
waste and disordered space,
he came, a wind that moved
across the waters' face.

The Spirit in the wild
breathed, and a world began.
From shapelessness came form,
from nothingness, a plan.

Light in the darkness grew;
land in the water stood;
and space and time became
a beauty that was good.

Into a world of doubt,
through doors we closed, he came,
the breath of God in power
like wind and roaring flame.

From empty wastes of death,
on love's disordered grief,
light in the darkness blazed
and kindled new belief.

Still, with creative power,
God's Spirit comes to give
a pattern of new life;
our worlds begin to live. ©
Written by: Ann Phillips
ANN PHILLIPS AND COMPILERS OF REJOICE AND SING © UNITED REFORMED CHURCH
Praise! #521
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 Into a world of war and struggle

INTO A WORLD OF WAR AND STRUGGLE,
born in a shed where cattle trod,
born of a woman, flesh, yet sinless,
come to redeem us to our God.
Mercy and truth are met together;
righteousness and peace each other kiss.
God come to earth, a tiny baby;
mystery all! What love is this?

Who would believe that men could hate him;
all the tender grace of God displayed?
Wounded and bruised for our transgressions,
led like a lamb, for sin he paid.
Mercy and truth are met together;
righteousness and peace each other kiss.
God come to earth, a suffering Servant;
mystery all! What love is this?

Coming the day when all shall see him,
every knee shall bow and all confess
he is the Lord and we shall know him;
he is the Lord our righteousness.
Mercy and truth are met together;
righteousness and peace each other kiss.
God come to earth, the Lord of glory,
mystery all! What love is this? ©
Written by: Hazel Voss
© Author
Praise! #303
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 Israel’s shepherd, hear our prayer

ISRAEL'S SHEPHERD, HEAR OUR PRAYER,
leading Joseph by your care,
throned between the cherubim,
light for us, as once for him:
waken all your mighty powers;
Israel's Shepherd, Lord, be ours!

Restore us now, O God, we pray
and make your face shine on our ways:
restore us that we may be saved!

God of hosts, O LORD, how long
will your wrath be burning strong?
You were angered by our prayers,
feeding us the bread of tears;
to our neighbours we bring strife
while our foes deride our life.

Restore us, God of hosts, we pray
and make your face shine on our way:
restore us, that we may be saved!

Out of Egypt's land you brought
one choice vine, and set apart,
planted it and cleared the ground,
kept it till it filled the land:
mountains nestled in its shade,
coast to coast its branches spread.

Lord, why now destroy her hedge?
Strangers strip her foliage,
forest animals make free-
God of hosts, look down and see!
Bless from heaven this chosen root;
as a father, guard its fruit!

Now your vine is cut and burned
like the flock your wrath has spurned;
touch again your chosen son,
firstborn, raised for you alone,
that we turn not back to shame,
but for life we plead your name.

Revive, restore, LORD God of hosts:
shine on us, so we are not lost
and save us to the uttermost! ©
Written by: Christopher Idle
CHRISTOPHER IDLE © AUTHOR / JUBILATE HYMNS
Praise! #80
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 It came upon the midnight clear

It came upon the midnight clear,
that glorious song of old,
from angels bending near the earth
to touch their harps of gold:
'Through all the earth, good will and peace
from heaven's all-gracious King!'
The world in solemn stillness lay
to hear the angels sing.

With sorrow brought by sin and strife
the world has suffered long
and, since the angels sang, have passed
two thousand years of wrong:
the nations, still at war, hear not
the love-song which they bring:
O hush the noise and cease the strife,
to hear the angels sing!

And those beneath life's crushing load,
whose hope is burning low,
who toil along the climbing way
with painful steps and slow -
look up! for songs of joy and peace
through all the heavens ring!
O rest beside the weary road
and hear the angels sing!

And still the days are hastening on -
by prophets seen of old -
towards the fulness of the time
when comes the age foretold:
then earth and heaven renewed shall see
the Prince of peace, their King;
and all the world repeat the song
which now the angels sing. ©
Written by: Edmund H Sears
EDMUND H SEARS 1810-76 © IN THIS VERSION JUBILATE HYMNS
Praise! #362
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 It is a thing most wonderful

It is a thing most wonderful,
almost too wonderful to be,
that God's own Son should come from heaven
and die to save a child like me.

And yet I know that it is true;
he came to this poor world below,
and wept and toiled, and mourned and died,
only because he loved us so.

I cannot tell how he could love
a child so weak and full of sin;
his love must be most wonderful
if he could die my love to win.

I sometimes think about the cross
and shut my eyes, and try to see
the cruel nails, and crown of thorns,
and Jesus crucified for me.

But, even could I see him die,
I could but see a little part
of that great love which, like a fire,
is always burning in his heart.

How wonderful it is to see
my love for him so faint and poor,
but yet more wonderful to know
his love for me so free and sure.

And yet I want to love you, Lord;
O light that living flame in me,
that I may love you more and more
until in heaven your face I see. ©
Written by: William W How
WILLIAM W HOW 1823-97 © IN THIS VERSION JUBILATE HYMNS
Praise! #429

86



 It is Finished

It is finished, It is finished
Tetelestai
The beauty of the double meaning phrase
He ceased from His labour and so have I
Now resting only in His grace

It is finished, it is finished
Tetelestai
The Son of Man succeeding where I failed
The wrath of God now satisfied
In Jesus, my Emmanuel

It is done, He’s alive
And He is able to bring us life
In three days, He will rise
Tetelestai

It is finished, it is finished
Tetelestai
My hope found in the Saviour’s words alone
He willingly laid down His life
And gloriously He rolled away the stone

It is done, He’s alive
And He is able to bring us life
In three days, He will rise
Tetelestai

It is finished it is finished
Tetelestai
No longer need I labour for His love
For Christ fulfilling the law of God
Was deemed by God to be enough

It is done, He’s alive
And He is able to bring us life
In three days, He will rise
Tetelestai
Written by: Jimmy Needham
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 It passes knowledge, your great love divine

It passes knowledge, your great love divine
my Saviour, Jesus, yet this soul of mine
would of your love, in all its breadth and length,
its height and depth, its everlasting strength,
know more and more.

It passes telling, your great love divine
my Saviour, Jesus, yet these lips of mine
would now proclaim to sinners, far and near,
a love which can remove all guilty fear,
and give love birth.

It passes praises, your great love divine,
my Saviour, Jesus, yet this heart of mine
would sing that love, so full, so rich, so free,
which brings a rebel sinner, such as me,
near to my God.

But though I cannot sing, or tell, or know
the fulness of your love while here below,
my empty vessel I may freely bring:
Jesus, you are of love the living spring;
my vessel fill!

O fill me, Jesus, Saviour, with your love!
Lead, lead me to the living fount above;
and there may I, in simple faith, draw nigh,
and never to another fountain fly,
but unto you.

And when my Jesus face to face I see,
when at his lofty throne I bow the knee,
then of his love, in all its breadth and length,
its height and depth, its everlasting strength,
my soul shall sing! ©
Written by: Mary Shekleton
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