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 Majesty, worship his Majesty

Majesty, worship his Majesty
unto Jesus be glory, honour and praise.
Majesty, kingdom, authority
flows from his throne unto his own,
his anthem raise.

So exalt, lift up on high,
the name of Jesus,
magnify, come glorify,
Christ Jesus the King.

Majesty, worship his Majesty,
Jesus who died, now glorified,
King of all kings. ©
Written by: Jack Hayford
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 Make music to the Lord most high

MAKE MUSIC TO THE LORD MOST HIGH
whose praise is our delight:
as day begins we sing your love,
your faithfulness by night.

LORD, when we see what you have done
our songs of joy resound:
your handiwork, how vast it is,
your counsels, how profound!

The godless mind will never know-
because its sense is void-
that though the wicked spread like grass,
they all shall be destroyed.

For ever, LORD, you are supreme;
your throne remains on high
while rebels meet eternal doom
and evildoers die.

But like the cedar and the palm
the righteous stand serene;
they flourish in the house of God,
their leaves are fresh and green.

To fruitful age they still proclaim
the LORD who makes them new-
our God, in whom there is no wrong,
my rock, for ever true. ©
Written by: Christopher Idle
CHRISTOPHER IDLE © AUTHOR / JUBILATE HYMNS
Praise! #92
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 Man of Sorrows

Man of sorrows Lamb of God
By His own betrayed
The sin of man and wrath of God
Has been on Jesus laid

Silent as He stood accused
Beaten mocked and scorned
Bowing to the Father's will
He took a crown of thorns

Oh that rugged cross
My salvation
Where Your love poured out over me
Now my soul cries out
Hallelujah
Praise and honour unto Thee

Sent of heaven God's own Son
To purchase and redeem
And reconcile the very ones
Who nailed Him to that tree

Oh that rugged cross
My salvation
Where Your love poured out over me
Now my soul cries out
Hallelujah
Praise and honour unto Thee

Now my debt is paid
It is paid in full
By the precious blood
That my Jesus spilled

Now the curse of sin
Has no hold on me
Whom the Son sets free
Oh is free indeed

Now my debt is paid
It is paid in full
By the precious blood
That my Jesus spilled

Now the curse of sin
Has no hold on me
Whom the Son sets free
Oh is free indeed

Oh that rugged cross
My salvation
Where Your love poured out over me
Now my soul cries out
Hallelujah
Praise and honour unto Thee

See the stone is rolled away
Behold the empty tomb
Hallelujah God be praised
He's risen from the grave

Oh that rugged cross
My salvation
Where Your love poured out over me
Now my soul cries out
Hallelujah
Praise and honour unto Thee
Written by: Brooke Ligertwood and Matt Crocker
2012 Hillsong Music Publishing
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 Man of sorrows! What a name

Man of sorrows! What a name
for the Son of God, who came
ruined sinners to reclaim:
Hallelujah! What a Saviour!

Mocked by insults harsh and crude,
in my place condemned he stood;
sealed my pardon with his blood:
Hallelujah! What a Saviour!

Guilty, vile and helpless, we;
spotless Lamb of God was he:
full atonement - can it be?
Hallelujah! What a Saviour!

Lifted up was he to die,
'It is finished!' was his cry;
now in heaven, exalted high:
Hallelujah! What a Saviour!

When he comes, our glorious King,
all his ransomed home to bring;
then anew this song we'll sing:
Hallelujah! What a Saviour! ©
Written by: Philip P Bliss
Praise! #433
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 Man of sorrows! What a name (alternate ending)

Man of sorrows! What a name
for the Son of God, who came
ruined sinners to reclaim:
Hallelujah! What a Saviour!

Mocked by insults harsh and crude,
in my place condemned he stood;
sealed my pardon with his blood:
Hallelujah! What a Saviour!

Guilty, vile and helpless, we;
spotless Lamb of God was he:
full atonement - can it be?
Hallelujah! What a Saviour!

Lifted up was he to die,
'It is finished!' was his cry;
now in heaven, exalted high:
Hallelujah! What a Saviour!

When he comes, our glorious King,
all his ransomed home to bring;
then anew this song we'll sing:
Hallelujah! Hallelujah!
Hallelujah! What a Saviour! ©
Written by: Philip P Bliss
Praise! #433
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 Mary and Joseph go to Bethlehem,

Mary and Joseph go to Bethlehem,
Bethlehem, Bethlehem,
Mary and Joseph go to Bethlehem
On that very first Christmas.

Baby Jesus Born that night,
Born that night, born that night,
Baby Jesus born that night
on that very first Christmas.

The Wise men come to worship Him,
Worship Him, worship Him,
The Wise men come to worship Him,
On that very first Christmas.

The Shepherds told that the King is born,
The King is born, the King is born,
The shepherds told that the King is born
On that very first Christmas.

The Angels singing glory to God,
Glory to God, Glory to God,
The Angels singing Glory to God,
On that very first Christmas.

Mary and Joseph go to bethlehem,
Baby Jesus born that night,
The Wise men come to worship Him,
The Shepherds told that the King is born,
The Angels singing Glory to God,
On that very first Christmas. ©
Written by: Author Unknown
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 May the grace of Christ our Saviour

MAY THE GRACE OF CHRIST OUR SAVIOUR
and the Father's boundless love,
with the Holy Spirit's favour,
rest upon us from above.

So may we remain in union
with each other and the Lord,
and possess, in sweet communion,
joys which earth cannot afford. ©
Written by: John Newton
Praise! #717
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 May the mind of Christ my Saviour

May the mind of Christ my Saviour
live in me from day to day,
by his love and power controlling
all I do and say.

May the word of God dwell richly
in my heart, from hour to hour,
so that all may see I triumph
only through his power.

May the peace of God my Father
in my life for ever reign,
that I may be calm to comfort
those in grief and pain.

May the love of Jesus fill me
as the waters fill the sea,
him exalting, self abasing,
this is victory!

May I run the race before me,
strong and brave to face the foe,
looking all the while to Jesus
as I onward go.

May his beauty rest upon me
as I seek the lost to win;
and may they forget the servant,
seeing only him. ©
Written by: Katie B Wilkinson
KATIE B WILKINSON 1859-1928 VERSES 1, 3 AND 4 © IN THIS VERSION JUBILATE HYMNS
Praise! #810
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 May the peace of God, our heav'nly Father,

May the peace of God, our heav'nly Father,
and the grace of Christ, the risen Son,
and the fellowship of God the Spirit
keep your hearts and minds within his love.

And to him be praise for his glorious reign;
from the depths of earth to the heights of heaven
we declare the name of the Lamb once slain -
Christ eternal, the King of Kings.

May this peace which passes understanding,
and this grace which makes us what we are,
and this fellowship of his communion,
make us one in spirit and in heart.

And to him be praise for his glorious reign;
From the depths of earth to the heights of heaven
we declare the name of the Lamb once slain -
Christ eternal, the King of Kings. ©
Written by: Stuart Townend and Keith Getty
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 Meekness and majesty

Meekness and majesty,
manhood and deity,
in perfect harmony,
the man who is God.
Lord of eternity
dwells in humanity,
kneels in humility
and washes our feet.

O, what a mystery,
meekness and majesty,
bow down and worship,
for this is your God,
this is your God.

Father's pure radiance,
perfect in innocence,
yet learns obedience
to death on a cross.
Suffering to give us life,
conquering through sacrifice;
and as they crucify
prays, 'Father, forgive.'

O, what a mystery,
meekness and majesty,
bow down and worship,
for this is your God,
this is your God.

Wisdom unsearchable,
God the invisible;
love indestructible
in frailty appears.
Lord of infinity
stooping so tenderly
lifts our humanity
to the heights of his throne.

O, what a mystery,
meekness and majesty,
bow down and worship,
for this is your God,
this is your God,
this is your God. ©
Written by: Graham Kendrick
GRAHAM KENDRICK © 1986 KINGSWAY'S THANKYOU MUSIC
Praise! #315
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 Merciful and gracious be

MERCIFUL AND GRACIOUS BE,
O most High, remember me.
When my enemies assail
may your grace and power prevail.
Keep me in the day of fear
firm in faith that God is near.

What though some should do me wrong,
plan my hurt the whole day long,
lie in wait about my way,
twist the very words I say,
yet their time will soon be past;
judgement comes to all at last.

Lord, you know my days and years,
all my wanderings, all my tears;
though the world should work me ill
God himself will keep me still
in his light, through length of days,
strong to stand and swift to praise. ©
Written by: Timothy Dudley-Smith
© Author
Praise! #56
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 Mercy in our time of failure

MERCY IN OUR TIME OF FAILURE,
grace to help in time of need:
this sure promise of our Saviour
is a word that we may plead.

He has passed into the heavens,
he is seated on the throne,
ever for us interceding,
always caring for his own.

There is none he will not welcome,
no request he cannot meet;
let us not be slow to ask him,
lay our burdens at his feet.

We can never come too often,
never with a need too great,
never with a prayer too simple;
only fear to come too late!

Daily on our pilgrim journey
praise him for his matchless grace,
live for his immortal glory
till in heaven we see his face. ©
Written by: Leith Samuel
LEITH SAMUEL 1915-99 © MRS E SAMUEL
Praise! #504
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 Mighty God, while angels bless you

MIGHTY GOD, WHILE ANGELS BLESS YOU,
may a mortal praise your name?
Lord of men, as well as angels,
you are every creature's theme.
Lord of every land and nation,
Ancient of eternal days,
sounded through the wide creation
be your just and lawful praise.

For the grandeur of your nature,
grand beyond a seraph's thought;
for created works of power,
works with skill and kindness wrought;
for your providence, that governs
all your empire's wide domain,
speeds an angel, guides a sparrow,
blessed be your gentle reign.

But your rich, your free redemption,
shining through the ages long-
thought is poor, and poor expression,
who dare sing that awesome song?
Brightness of the Father's glory,
shall your praise unuttered be?
Break, my tongue, such guilty silence,
sing the Lord who died for me!

From the highest throne in glory,
to the cross of deepest woe,
all to ransom guilty captives,
flow, my praise, for ever flow!
Go, return, immortal Saviour,
yours the victory, yours alone;
soon return and reign for ever,
claim the kingdom, take your throne! ©
Written by: Robert Robinson
ROBERT ROBINSON 1735-90 © IN THIS VERSION PRAISE TRUST
Praise! #317

13



 More about Jesus would I know

More about Jesus would I know,
more of his grace to others show,
more of his saving fulness see,
more of his love - who died for me.

More, more about Jesus,
more, more about Jesus:
more of his saving fulness see,
more of his love who died for me.

More about Jesus let me learn,
more of his holy will discern;
Spirit of God, my teacher be,
showing the things of Christ to me.

More, more about Jesus,
more, more about Jesus:
more of his saving fulness see,
more of his love who died for me.

More about Jesus in his word,
holding communion with my Lord;
hearing his voice in every line,
making each faithful saying mine.

More, more about Jesus,
more, more about Jesus:
more of his saving fulness see,
more of his love who died for me.

More about Jesus on his throne,
riches in glory all his own;
more of his kingdom's sure increase;
more of his coming, Prince of peace!

More, more about Jesus,
more, more about Jesus:
more of his saving fulness see,
more of his love who died for me. ©
Written by: Eliza E Hewitt
Praise! #733
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 Must the sword devour for ever

MUST THE SWORD DEVOUR FOR EVER,
ancient quarrels still persist?
How long brother use on brother
bomb or bullet, knife or fist?

When will someone break the deadlock,
halt the carnage, stop the race,
blow the trumpet not for battle
but for pausing, then for peace?

Let the strongest know their frailty,
let the weakest find their power;
let us seize the time for turning:
could this be God's day, God's hour?

Christ who lives in each believer,
come to make these murders cease;
win in us this greatest triumph,
Christ our champion, Christ our peace! ©
Written by: Christopher Idle
CHRISTOPHER IDLE © AUTHOR / JUBILATE HYMNS
Praise! #954
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 My dear Redeemer and my Lord

MY DEAR REDEEMER AND MY LORD,
I read my duty in your word;
but in your life the law appears
drawn out in living characters.

Such was your truth, and such your zeal,
such deference to your Father's will,
such love, and meekness so divine,
I would transcribe and make them mine.

Cold mountains and the midnight air
witnessed the fervour of your prayer;
the desert your temptations knew,
your conflict, and your victory too.

Lord, be my pattern: make me bear
more of your gracious image here;
then God the Judge shall own my name
among the followers of the Lamb. ©
Written by: Isaac Watts
Praise! #401
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 My faith has found a resting place

My faith has found a resting place,
Not in device or creed;
I trust the ever living One,
His wounds for me shall plead.

I need no other argument,
I need no other plea,
It is enough that Jesus died,
And that He died for me.

Enough for me that Jesus saves,
This ends my fear and doubt;
A sinful soul I come to Him,
He'll never cast me out.

I need no other argument,
I need no other plea,
It is enough that Jesus died,
And that He died for me.

My heart is leaning on the Word,
The living Word of God,
Salvation by my Saviour's Name,
Salvation through His blood.

I need no other argument,
I need no other plea,
It is enough that Jesus died,
And that He died for me.

My great Physician heals the sick,
The lost He came to save;
For me His precious blood He shed,
For me His life He gave.

I need no other argument,
I need no other plea,
It is enough that Jesus died,
And that He died for me. ©
Written by: Eliza E Hewitt
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 My Father divine

My Father divine,
by your loving design
I am yours, and I know that my Jesus is mine;
in the sacrificed Lamb
full of comfort I am
and my heart it will dance to the sound of your name.

True pleasures abound
in the glorious sound
and whoever has found it, has paradise found.
My Jesus to know
and to feel his blood flow-
this is life everlasting and heaven below.

Yet onward I haste
to the heavenly feast;
that, that is the fulness; but this is the taste!
And this I shall prove
till you take me above
to the heaven of heavens in Jesus's love. ©
Written by: Charles Wesley
Praise! #800
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 MY GOD IS SO GREAT, SO STRONG AND SO MIGHTY,

MY GOD IS SO GREAT, SO STRONG AND SO MIGHTY,
there's nothing that he cannot do.
My God is so great, so strong and so mighty,
there's nothing that he cannot do.
The rivers are his, the mountains are his,
the stars are his handiwork too.
My God is so great, so strong and so mighty,
there's nothing that he cannot do. ©
Written by: Author Unknown
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 My God, I thank you that you made

MY GOD, I THANK YOU THAT YOU MADE
the earth so bright,
so full of splendour and of joy,
beauty and light;
so many glorious things are here,
noble and right.

I thank you, Lord, that you have made
our joy abound;
so many gentle thoughts and deeds
circle us round,
that in the darkest spot on earth
some love is found.

I thank you more, that all our joy
is touched with pain,
that shadows fall on brightest hours,
that thorns remain;
so that earth's joys may be our guide,
and not our chain.

I thank you, Lord, that you have kept
the best in store;
we have enough, yet not too much
to long for more;
a yearning for a deeper peace
not known before.

I thank you, Lord, that here our lives,
though richly blessed,
cannot attain the peace they seek
in earnest quest,
nor ever shall, till face to face
with Christ, they rest. ©
Written by: Adelaide A Procter
Praise! #209
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 My God, now is your table spread

MY GOD, NOW IS YOUR TABLE SPREAD,
your cup with love still overflows:
so may your children here be fed
as Christ to us his goodness shows.

This holy feast, which Jesus makes
a banquet of his flesh and blood-
how glad each one who comes and takes
this sacred drink, this royal food!

His gifts that richly satisfy
are yet to some in vain displayed:
did not for them the Saviour die-
may they not share the children's bread?

My God, here let your table be
a place of joy for all your guests,
and may each one salvation see
who now its sacred pledges tastes. ©
Written by: Philip Doddridge
PHILIP DODDRIDGE 1702-51 © IN THIS VERSION JUBILATE HYMNS
Praise! #654
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 MY GRACE IS SUFFICIENT - THE SAVIOUR HAS SPOKEN,

"MY GRACE IS SUFFICIENT" - THE SAVIOUR HAS SPOKEN,
I rest on the truth of his word;
I know that his promise has never been broken,
the faithful, unchangeable Lord.

"My grace is sufficient" - no word of a stranger
could give me this confidence deep;
but he is my helper in doubt or in danger,
almighty to save and to keep.

"My grace is sufficient" - his undeserved favour
to me full of failure and sin;
though I am but weakness, my glorious Saviour
will finish what he did begin.

"My grace is sufficient" - my fears rule no longer;
though in my own strength I will fall,
when trials grow deeper, and life's storms blow stronger,
his promise will triumph through all.

"My grace is sufficient" - exhaustless in measure,
though millions appeal in their need;
my Saviour, I praise you, I take of the treasure,
your grace is sufficient indeed. ©
Written by: S F Forest
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 My heart and voice I raise

MY HEART AND VOICE I RAISE
to spread Messiah's praise;
Messiah's praise let all repeat;
the universal Lord,
by whose almighty word
creation rose in form complete.

A servant's form he wore,
and in his body bore
our dreadful curse on Calvary:
as victim there he stood,
and shed his sacred blood
to set the guilty captives free.

But soon Messiah rose,
the conqueror of his foes,
and led the vanquished host in chains:
he threw their empire down;
his foes must yield their crown,
for over all Messiah reigns.

With mercy's kindest grace
he rules the human race
in wisdom, righteousness and love:
those to Messiah drawn
shall see redemption dawn,
and all his great salvation prove.

Hail, Saviour, Prince of peace!
Your kingdom shall increase
till all the world your glory see,
and righteousness abound
as ocean depths profound
and fill the earth with purity. ©
Written by: Benjamin Rhodes
BENJAMIN RHODES 1743-1815 © IN THIS VERSION PRAISE TRUST
Praise! #318
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 My heart is filled with thankfulness

My heart is filled with thankfulness 
to him who bore my pain;
who plumbed the depths of my disgrace
and gave me life again;
who crushed my curse of sinfulness,
and clothed me with his light, 
and wrote his law of righteousness 
with pow’r upon my heart.

My heart is filled with thankfulness
to him who walks beside;
who floods my weaknesses with strength
and causes fear to fly;
whose every promise is enough
for every step I take,
sustaining me with arms of love
and crowning me with grace.

My heart is filled with thankfulness
to him who reigns above;
whose wisdom is my perfect peace,
whose every thought is love.
For every day I have on earth
is given by the King.
So I will give my life, my all,
to love and follow him. ©
Written by: Stuart Townend and Keith Getty
Other
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 My heart is full of admiration

My heart is full of admiration
for you, my Lord, my God and King.
Your excellence, my inspiration,
your words of grace have made my spirit sing.

All the glory, honour and power
belong to you, belong to you.
Jesus, Saviour, anointed One,
I worship you, I worship you.

You love what's right and hate all evil,
therefore your God sets you on high;
and on your head pours oil of gladness,
while fragrance fills your royal palaces.

All the glory, honour and power
belong to you, belong to you.
Jesus, Saviour, anointed One,
I worship you, I worship you.

Your throne, O God, will last forever,
justice will be your royal decree.
In majesty, ride out victorious,
for righteousness, truth and humility.

All the glory, honour and power
belong to you, belong to you.
Jesus, Saviour, anointed One,
I worship you, I worship you. ©
Written by: Graham Kendrick
GRAHAM KENDRICK © 1991 MAKE WAY MUSIC
Praise! #494
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 My heart is full of Christ, and longs

MY HEART IS FULL OF CHRIST, AND LONGS
its glorious subject to proclaim!
Of him I make my noblest songs-
I cannot cease to praise his name;
my eager tongue delights to sing
the glories of my heavenly King.

More radiant than the earth-born race,
perfect and pure in every part,
filled are your lips with words of grace,
and full of love your tender heart:
God ever blessed! with awe we see
the fulness of your deity.

Armed with your Holy Spirit's sword,
take to yourself your power divine,
stir up your strength, almighty Lord!
Your power and majesty combine
to spread your worship and renown-
O all-redeeming God, come down!

Come and maintain your righteous cause,
in all your glorious work succeed;
O spread the victory of your cross,
ride on, and prosper in your deed!
Through earth triumphantly ride on
and reign in every heart alone. ©
Written by: Charles Wesley
CHARLES WESLEY 1707-88 © IN THIS VERSION PRAISE TRUST
Praise! #734
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 My heart is ready, O my God

MY HEART IS READY, O MY GOD:
let songs of joy be born,
let music sound from strings and voice-
I will awake the dawn.

Across the continents I sing,
and growing praise shall rise;
for your great love spans earth and heaven,
your truth surmounts the skies.

O God, be praised above the heavens;
let glory fill the earth,
and help and save with your right hand
the race you brought to birth.

God speaks from his pure sanctuary
to claim both west and east:
'The mountains and the plains are mine,
the greatest and the least.

'My people are my battle-dress,
my sceptre, helm and sword;
and rebel nations have become
a footstool for the Lord!'

Who else can give us victory
and break the strongholds down?
O God, if you reject us now
we cannot fight alone.

How useless is all human help
when facing stubborn wrong!
But we shall triumph in the Lord,
and God shall be our song. ©
Written by: Christopher Idle
CHRISTOPHER IDLE © AUTHOR / JUBILATE HYMNS
Praise! #108
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 My hope is built on nothing less

My hope is built on nothing less
than Jesus’ blood and righteousness;
no merit of my own I claim,
but wholly trust in Jesus’ name.

On Christ, the solid Rock, I stand,
all other ground is sinking sand.

When darkness veils his lovely face,
I rest on his unchanging grace;
in every high and stormy gale,
my anchor holds and will not fail.

On Christ, the solid Rock, I stand,
all other ground is sinking sand.

His oath, his covenant and his blood
support me in the rising flood;
when all around my soul gives way,
he then is all my hope and stay.

On Christ, the solid Rock, I stand,
all other ground is sinking sand.

I trust his righteous character,
his counsel, promises and power;
his name and honour are at stake
to save me from the burning lake.

On Christ, the solid Rock, I stand,
all other ground is sinking sand.

When the last trumpet’s voice shall sound,
O may I then in him be found,
clothed in his righteousness alone,
faultless to stand before the throne!

On Christ, the solid Rock, I stand,
all other ground is sinking sand. ©
Written by: Edward Mote
EDWARD MOTE 1797-1874
Praise! #779
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 My hope rests firm on Jesus Christ,

My hope rests firm on Jesus Christ,
He is my only plea;
Though all the world should point and scorn,
His ransom leaves me free,
His ransom leaves me free.

My hope sustains me as I strive
And strain towards the goal;
Though I still stumble into sin,
His death paid for it all,
His death paid for it all.

My hope provides me with a spur
To help me run this race:
I know my tears will turn to joy
The day I see His face,
The day I see His face.

My hope is to be with my Lord,
To know as I am known:
To serve Him gladly all my days
In praise before His throne,
In praise before His throne. ©
Written by: Keith Getty and Richard Creighton
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 MY JESUS, I LOVE YOU, I KNOW YOU ARE MINE;

MY JESUS, I LOVE YOU, I KNOW YOU ARE MINE;
for you all the pleasures of sin I resign:
to you, my Redeemer and Saviour, I bow -
if ever I loved you, my Jesus, it is now.

My Jesus, I love you, for you first loved me
and purchased my pardon on Calvary's tree;
I love you for wearing the thorns on your brow -
if ever I loved you, my Jesus, it is now.

I'll love you in life, I will love you in death,
and praise you as long as you lend me my breath,
and say, with death's hand lying cold on my brow -
"if ever I loved you, my Jesus, it is now."

Through visions of glory and endless delight,
in heaven adoring, I'll live in your light;
I'll sing to your praise and with joy I'll avow -
"if ever I loved you, my Jesus, it is now." ©
Written by: William R Featherstone
WILLIAM R FEATHERSTONE 1846-73 © IN THIS VERSION PRAISE TRUST
Praise! #735B (4 lines)

30



 My Jesus, my Saviour

My Jesus, my Saviour,
Lord, there is none like you;
all of my days I want to praise
the wonders of your mighty love.
My comfort, my shelter,
tower of refuge and strength,
let every breath, all that I am,
never cease to worship you.

Shout to the Lord all the earth,
let us sing power and majesty,
praise to the King:
mountains bow down
and the seas will roar
at the sound of your name.
I sing for joy at the work of your hands,
for ever I'll love you,
for ever I'll stand;
nothing compares
to the promise I have in you. ©
Written by: Darlene Zschech
DARLENE ZSCHECH © 1993 DARLENE ZSCHECH / HILLSONGS AUSTRALIA / KINGSWAY'S THANKYOU MUSIC
Praise! #319
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 My Lord, I did not choose you

MY LORD, I DID NOT CHOOSE YOU,
for that could never be;
this heart would still refuse you
had you not chosen me:
you took the sin that stained me,
you cleansed and made me new;
for you of old ordained me
that I should live to you.

Unless your grace had called me
and taught my opening mind,
the world would have enthralled me,
to heavenly glories blind:
my heart knows none above you;
for you I long, I thirst,
and know that if I love you,
Lord, you have loved me first. ©
Written by: Josiah Conder
Praise! #691
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 My Lord, what love is this

My Lord, what love is this
that pays so dearly,
that I, the guilty one
may go free!

Amazing love! O what sacrifice,
the Son of God given for me!
My debt he pays
and my death he dies
that I might live,
that I might live.

And so they watched him die,
despised, rejected.
But O, the blood he shed
flowed for me!

Amazing love! O what sacrifice,
the Son of God given for me!
My debt he pays
and my death he dies
that I might live,
that I might live.

And now this love of Christ
shall flow like rivers.
Come wash your guilt away,
live again!

Amazing love! O what sacrifice,
the Son of God given for me!
My debt he pays
and my death he dies
that I might live,
that I might live,
that I might live. ©
Written by: Graham Kendrick
GRAHAM KENDRICK © 1989 MAKE WAY MUSIC
Praise! #434
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 My Lord, you called my name

MY LORD, YOU CALLED MY NAME
before the world began,
and chose that I should be
included in your plan.

How well you know my heart;
its hidden depths you see;
and yet you love me still
and freely pardon me.

You feel my every care,
each hope and each desire;
my burdens you relieve,
new visions you inspire.

From long before my birth
my every path you knew:
I bless you that you turned
my footsteps back to you! ©
Written by: Martin E Leckebusch
MARTIN E LECKEBUSCH © 1999 KEVIN MAYHEW LTD.
Praise! #278
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 My Lord, you wore no royal crown

MY LORD, YOU WORE NO ROYAL CROWN;
you did not wield the powers of state,
nor did you need a scholar's gown
or priestly robe, to make you great.

You never used a killer's sword
to end an unjust tyranny;
your only weapon was your word
for truth alone could set us free.

You did not live a world away
in hermit's cell or desert cave,
but felt our pain and shared each day
with those you came to seek and save.

You made no mean or cunning move,
chose no unworthy compromise,
but carved a track of burning love
through tangles of deceit and lies.

You came unequalled, undeserved,
to be what we were meant to be;
to serve, instead of being served,
to pay for our perversity.

So when I stumble, set me right;
command my life as you require;
let all your gifts be my delight,
and you, my Lord, my one desire. ©
Written by: Christopher Idle
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 My song is love unknown

My song is love unknown,
my Saviour's love for me;
love to the loveless shown
that they might lovely be:
but who am I,
that for my sake
my Lord should take
frail flesh and die?

He came from heaven's throne
salvation to bestow;
but they refused, and none
the longed-for Christ would know:
this is my friend,
my friend indeed,
who at my need
his life did spend.

Sometimes they crowd his way
and his sweet praises sing,
resounding all the day
hosannas to their King:
then 'Crucify!'
is all their breath,
and for his death
they thirst and cry.

Why, what has my Lord done
to cause this rage and spite?
He made the lame to run
and gave the blind their sight:
what injuries!
Yet these are why
the Lord most high
so cruelly dies.

With cries of rage they have
my dear Lord done away;
a murderer they save,
the Prince of life they slay!
Yet steadfast he
to suffering goes,
that these his foes
may be set free.

In life, no house, no home
my Lord on earth might have;
in death, no friendly tomb
but what a stranger gave.
What may I say?
Heaven was his home,
but mine the tomb
wherein he lay.

Here might I stay and sing
of him my soul adores;
never was love, dear King,
never was grief like yours!
This is my friend,
in whose sweet praise
I all my days
could gladly spend. ©
Written by: Samuel Crossman
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 My soul exalts and magnifies the King

MY SOUL EXALTS AND MAGNIFIES THE KING,
my spirit in my Saviour finds her joy;
to God the mighty One I'll ever sing:
hallelujah!

To me, his slave, he comes a royal guest,
fills with his bounteous grace my lowliness;
all generations now will call me blessed:
hallelujah!

The mighty Lord has done great things for me;
for all who love and fear his holy name,
his mercy shall endure eternally:
hallelujah!

His powerful arm has swept the proud aside,
down from their thrones he hurls earth's mighty kings;
he raises high the humble to his side:
hallelujah!

He feeds his servants from his boundless store
and satisfies their hunger with his love;
the boastful rich are banished from his door:
hallelujah!

He has fulfilled his covenant of grace
to Abraham and all his promised seed;
redemption dawns on Israel's chosen race:
hallelujah! ©
Written by: Nick Needham
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 My soul finds rest in God alone

MY SOUL FINDS REST IN GOD ALONE;
on him my help depends.
He is my fortress and my rock;
salvation sure he sends.
My foes conspire to bring me down;
they scorn my troubled state:
their lips are quick to sound my praise,
but in their hearts they hate.

Find rest, my soul, in God alone;
on him my hope depends.
He is my fortress and my rock;
salvation sure he sends.
My aid and honour come from God,
my refuge strong and sure:
let all God's servants trust the Lord;
in him we are secure.

The great of earth are less than dust;
all mortal strength is vain;
and fools alone rely on wealth
or prize ill-gotten gain.
I know, O God, that you are strong,
a faithful, loving Lord;
our every deed, both good and ill,
you surely will reward. ©
Written by: David J Diephouse
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 My soul finds rest in God alone,

My soul finds rest in God alone,
my rock and my salvation;
a fortress strong against my foes,
and I will not be shaken.
Though lips may bless and hearts may curse,
and lies like arrows pierce me,
I'll fix my heart on righteousness,
I'll look to him who hears me.

O praise him, hallelujah,
my delight and my reward;
everlasting, never failing,
my Redeemer, my God.

Find rest my soul in God alone
amid the world's temptations;
when evil seeks to take a hold
I'll cling to my salvation.
Though riches come and riches go,
don't set your heart upon them;
the fields of hope in which I sow
are harvested in heaven.

O praise him, hallelujah,
my delight and my reward;
everlasting, never failing,
my Redeemer, my God.

I'll set my gaze on God alone
and trust in him completely;
with every day pour out my soul
and he will prove his mercy.
Though life is but a fleeting breath,
a sigh too brief to measure,
my king has crushed the curse of death
and I am his forever.

O praise him, hallelujah,
my delight and my reward;
everlasting, never failing,
my Redeemer, my God. ©
Written by: Stuart Townend and Aaron Keyes
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 My times are in your hand

MY TIMES ARE IN YOUR HAND;
my God, I wish them there!
My life, my friends, my soul, I leave
entirely to your care.

My times are in your hand
whatever they may be,
pleasing or painful, dark or bright,
as you know best for me.

My times are in your hand;
why should I doubt or fear?
A father's hand will never cause
his child a needless tear.

My times are in your hand,
Jesus, the crucified;
those hands my cruel sins had pierced
are now my guard and guide

My times are in your hand;
such faith you give to me
that after death, at your right hand
I shall forever be. ©
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