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 Round the Lord in glory seated

ROUND THE LORD IN GLORY SEATED
flew the choirs of seraphim,
filled his temple, and repeated
each to each the alternate hymn:

'Lord, your glory fills the heaven,
earth is with its fulness stored;
to your name be glory given:
Holy, holy, holy, Lord!'

At the sound, when all is shaken,
sinners fear, unclean and lost,
till by grace their guilt is taken,
wrath removed at fearful cost.

Can we hear the voice then crying,
'Who will go-whom shall I send?',
'Here am I, send me' replying,
trusting, faithful to the end?

Still attuned to heaven's glory,
yet we face a world of need,
sent to tell a Servant's story:
Christ has died, has risen indeed.

Heaven is still with glory ringing;
earth takes up the angels' cry,
'Holy, holy, holy', singing,
'Lord of hosts, the Lord most high!'

Lord, your glory fills the heaven,
earth is with its fulness stored;
to your name be glory given:
Holy, holy, holy, Lord! ©
Written by: Author Unknown
VERSES 3-5 CHRISTOPHER IDLE © AUTHOR / JUBILATE HYMNS
Praise! #193
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 Rain on the earth by heaven’s blessing

RAIN ON THE EARTH BY HEAVEN'S BLESSING,
showers for the land from laden sky,
water for well and spring and river-
God grant us rain, or else we die!

Rain is your gift for wise or wicked,
humans and cattle, herb and tree;
praise for its promise and its warning,
showing your wisdom, flowing free!

Come to our world of drought and flooding,
hold back their danger and their fear;
dwell in the lands of dearth or drowning,
help them and save them by our care.

Early or late, on hill and valley,
thunderous torrent, gentle mist-
visit in mercy, not in judgement;
this is our prayer, who pray in Christ.

God send the rain to green our pastures,
feeding our flocks, our fields and grain;
God fill our streams in all due seasons:
God of all grace, grant us good rain! ©
Written by: Christopher Idle
CHRISTOPHER IDLE © 1991 AUTHOR AND STAINER & BELL LTD.
Praise! #917
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 Rebuke me not in anger, Lord

REBUKE ME NOT IN ANGER, LORD:
restrain your wrath, I pray;
grant that your child be yet restored,
not judged and cast away.
I feel your arrows deep within,
I sink beneath your hand
and underneath a weight of sin
too great for me to stand.

My longings, Lord, to you are known,
you see my every tear;
my strength, my sight are almost gone,
my friends will not come near.
And others lay their deadly snares,
all day they plot and lie;
like one who neither speaks nor hears,
I offer no reply.

In you, O LORD, my hope I place:
Lord, answer when I call;
let those not jeer at my distress,
who long to see me fall.
My foothold is about to go,
my torment will not cease;
and my iniquity I know:
my sin permits no peace.

My foes are many and are strong,
their hatred has no cause;
my kindness they repay with wrong,
although I keep your laws.
O LORD, be with me to the last,
remain for ever near;
come to my rescue, come with haste:
O Lord, my Saviour, hear! ©
Written by: David G Preston
DAVID G PRESTON © AUTHOR / JUBILATE HYMNS
Praise! #38
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 Receive, O God, my anguished prayer

RECEIVE, O GOD, MY ANGUISHED PRAYER:
protect my life from those I dread,
and from the evil they prepare
in their desire to see me dead.

Their tongues they sharpen like a blade,
and aim with care their bitter lies;
well hidden, they are not afraid
to take the guiltless by surprise.

Resolved to have this evil done,
they talk of where to lay their snares,
presuming they are seen by none,
and that success will soon be theirs.

'The perfect plan we have designed!'-
they dare to praise their loathsome art:
how devious is the human mind,
how dark and deep the human heart.

But God will take them by surprise:
their bodies will be stricken, torn,
destroyed by their recoiling lies,
and all will look on them with scorn.

In solemn tones will every voice
declare God's work and its result;
then let the just in him rejoice,
in him find refuge-and exult! ©
Written by: David G Preston
DAVID G PRESTON © AUTHOR / JUBILATE HYMNS
Praise! #64
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 Reconciled, I’m reconciled

RECONCILED, I'M RECONCILED,
I'm reconciled to God for ever;
know he took away my sin,
I know his love will leave me never.
Reconciled, I am his child,
I know it was on me he smiled;
I'm reconciled, I'm reconciled to God.
Hallelujah!

I'm justified, I'm justified,
it's just as if I'd never sinned,
and once I knew such guilty fear,
but now I know his peace within me.
Justified, I'm justified,
it's all because my Jesus died;
I'm justified, I'm justified by God.
Hallelujah!

I'll magnify, I'll magnify,
I'll magnify his name for ever;
wear the robe of righteousness
and bless the name of Jesus, Saviour;
magnify the One who died,
the One who reigns for me on high;
I'll magnify, I'll magnify my God. ©
Written by: Mike Kerry
MIKE KERRY © 1984 KINGSWAY'S THANKYOU MUSIC
Praise! #787
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 Reign in me, Sovereign Lord

REIGN IN ME, SOVEREIGN LORD,
reign in me;
reign in me, sovereign Lord,
reign in me.

Captivate my heart,
let your kingdom come,
establish there your throne,
let your will be done. ©

REIGN IN ME, SOVEREIGN LORD,
reign in me;
reign in me, sovereign Lord,
reign in me.
Written by: Chris Bowater
CHRIS BOWATER © 1985 SOVEREIGN LIFESTYLE MUSIC
Praise! #766
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 Rejoice in the Lord always,

Rejoice in the Lord always,
and again I say rejoice!
Rejoice in the Lord always,
and again I say rejoice!
Rejoice, rejoice,
and again I say rejoice!
Rejoice, rejoice,
and again I say rejoice! ©
Written by: Author Unknown
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 Rejoice, believer, in the Lord

Rejoice, believer, in the Lord
who makes your cause his own;
the hope that's built upon his word
shall not be overthrown.

Though many foes beset your road
and feeble is your arm,
your life is hid with Christ in God,
beyond the reach of harm.

Weak as you are, you shall not faint,
or, fainting, shall not die;
Jesus, the strength of every saint,
will help you from on high.

Though unperceived by mortal sense,
faith sees him always near,
a guide, a glory, a defence;
then what have you to fear?

As surely as he overcame
and triumphed once for you,
so surely you that love his name
shall triumph in him too. ©
Written by: John Newton
Praise! #903
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 Rejoice, the Lord is King

Rejoice the Lord is King!
Your Lord and King adore:
mortals, give thanks and sing,
and triumph evermore:

Lift up your heart, lift up your voice:
rejoice! Again I say, rejoice!

Jesus, the Saviour, reigns,
the God of truth and love;
when he had purged our stains
he took his seat above:

Lift up your heart, lift up your voice:
rejoice! Again I say, rejoice!

His kingdom cannot fail,
he rules both earth and heaven;
the keys of death and hell
are to our Jesus given:

Lift up your heart, lift up your voice:
rejoice! Again I say, rejoice!

He sits at God's right hand,
till all his foes submit
and bow to his command
and fall beneath his feet:

Lift up your heart, lift up your voice:
rejoice! Again I say, rejoice!

Rejoice in glorious hope!
Jesus the Judge shall come
and take his servants up
to their eternal home:

We soon shall hear the archangel's voice;
God's trumpet-call shall sound - Rejoice! ©
Written by: Charles Wesley
Praise! #495
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 Rejoicing in hope we wait for our King

REJOICING IN HOPE WE WAIT FOR OUR KING:
his coming is sure, his conquest we sing.
His hour of returning draws daily more near;
with hearts hushed and burning we see him appear.

He comes with a shout, and music's glad sound,
the ransomed of earth encircling him round.
The dead and the living shall meet in the air,
in deathless thanksgiving his glories declare.

Redeemed by his blood, renewed by his grace,
we long to adore our Lord face to face:
our eyes shall behold him in light unsurpassed;
his love shall enfold us in worship at last.

Our King shall arise, his purpose complete,
and cast his last foe far under his feet;
then all his creation, released from sin's pain,
in perfect salvation shall share in his reign.

And so we endure the wounds of the way,
rejoicing in hope of Christ's crowning day.
With angels in wonder his triumph we'll sing,
in praises like thunder hail Jesus our King! ©
Written by: Margaret Clarkson
MARGARET CLARKSON © 1987 HOPE PUBLISHING / COPYCARE
Praise! #512
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 Released in praise we worship you, O Lord

RELEASED IN PRAISE WE WORSHIP YOU, O LORD.
We place our offerings before your throne,
for you alone are worthy to receive
blessing and honour, glory, might and power.

Lord you have died, but now you live on high,
reigning in majesty, reigning in power,
waiting the time when every knee shall bow
and every tongue confess that you are Lord. ©
Written by: Archie Hall
© Author
Praise! #330
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 Remember what you said to me your servant

REMEMBER WHAT YOU SAID TO ME YOUR SERVANT,
for you have given hope to me, O LORD;
this is my comfort throughout my affliction:
my life is kept in safety by your word.

The arrogant have mocked me without pity;
yet from your law I have not turned aside;
O LORD, your ancient laws I have remembered;
through them alone in comfort I abide.

The ways of wicked men make me indignant;
they from your holy law have gone astray;
the theme of all my praise has been your statutes;
I sing of them in every place I stay.

Throughout the night your name, LORD, I remember;
I'll keep your law whatever comes my way;
throughout my life this has remained my practice;
the precepts you have given I obey. ©
Written by: Author Unknown
SING PSALMS 1997 © FREE CHURCH OF SCOTLAND, PSALMODY COMMITTEE
Praise! #119E
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 Remember, Lord, the world you made

REMEMBER, LORD, THE WORLD YOU MADE,
for Adam's race to find
the life of heaven on earth displayed,
a home for humankind.

A home of peace: but war and strife
and hatred we confess;
where death is in the midst of life
and children fatherless.

A home of freedom: yet the flame
burns low for liberty;
and few will serve in Jesus' name
that all men may be free.

A home of plenty: clothed and fed
our sturdy children play;
while other children cry for bread
not half the world away.

Renew our love, O Lord, and touch
our hearts to feel and care
that we who seem to have so much
so little seem to share.

For those who have no prayers to say,
who in despair are dumb,
teach us to live as well as pray
'O Lord, your kingdom come!' ©
Written by: Timothy Dudley-Smith
© Author
Praise! #925
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 Revive your church, O Lord

Revive your church, O Lord,
in grace and power draw near;
speak with the voice that wakes the dead,
and make your people hear!

Revive your church, O Lord,
disturb the sleep of death;
give life to smouldering embers now
by your almighty breath.

Revive your church, O Lord,
exalt your precious name;
and, by your Holy Spirit, come
and set our love aflame.

Revive your church, O Lord,
give us soul-thirst for you,
a hunger for the bread of life
our spirits to renew.

Revive your church, O Lord,
and bless to all your word;
so let its pure and sacred truth
in living faith be heard.

Revive your church, O Lord,
and let your power be shown;
the gifts and graces shall be ours,
the glory yours alone! ©
Written by: Albert Midlane
ALBERT MIDLANE 1825-1909 VERSES 1-4, 6 © IN THIS VERSION JUBILATE HYMNS
Praise! #540
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 Ride on, ride on in majesty

Ride on, ride on in majesty
as all the crowds 'Hosanna!' cry:
through waving branches slowly ride,
O Saviour, to be crucified.

Ride on, ride on in majesty,
in lowly pomp ride on to die:
O Christ, your triumph now begin
with captured death and conquered sin!

Ride on, ride on in majesty:
the angel armies of the sky
look down with sad and wondering eyes
to see the approaching sacrifice.

Ride on, ride on in majesty,
the last and fiercest foe defy;
the Father on his sapphire throne
awaits his own anointed Son.

Ride on, ride on in majesty,
in lowly pomp ride on to die:
bow your meek head to mortal pain,
then take, O God, your power and reign! ©
Written by: Henry H Milman
HENRY H MILMAN 1791-1868 © IN THIS VERSION JUBILATE HYMNS
Praise! #408
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 Ring out the bells

RING OUT THE BELLS,
the joyful news is breaking.
Ring out the bells,
for Jesus Christ is born.

Angels in wonder
sing of his glory.
Shepherds returning
tell us the story.

RING OUT THE BELLS,
the joyful news is breaking.
Ring out the bells,
for Jesus Christ is born.

Let all creation
worship before him.
Earth bring him homage,
heaven adore him.

RING OUT THE BELLS,
the joyful news is breaking.
Ring out the bells,
for Jesus Christ is born.

Prophets have spoken,
hark to their warning.
Shadows are passing,
soon comes the morning. ©
Written by: Michael Perry
MICHAEL PERRY 1942-96 © MRS B PERRY / JUBILATE HYMNS
Praise! #373
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 River, wash over me

RIVER, WASH OVER ME,
cleanse me and make me new;
bathe me, refresh me and fill me anew-
river, wash over me.

Spirit, watch over me,
lead me to Jesus' feet;
cause me to worship and fill me anew-
Spirit, watch over me.

Jesus, rule over me,
reign over all my heart;
teach me to praise you and fill me anew-
Jesus, rule over me. ©
Written by: Dougie Brown
DOUGIE BROWN © 1980 KINGSWAY'S THANKYOU MUSIC
Praise! #532

17



 Roar the waves, the waters praising

ROAR THE WAVES, THE WATERS PRAISING
God who saves; and from beneath
creatures rise in shapes amazing
to our eyes-he gives them breath:
God who set the planets blazing
holds us yet in life or death.

Cries a bird at break of morning -
music heard when life began;
Christ was there at day's first dawning,
Son to share a Father's plan:
Jesus born our hope and warning,
shall return, the Son of Man.

Sing the trees, the branches calling
in the breeze; the Spirit's song
sweeps the grass, the flowers falling.
Look! He passes all along:
wind of God whose strength appalling
mocks the proud and bends the strong.

Sound the praise of God the Father,
voices raise to God the Son;
in the Spirit Christians gather -
speak his merit everyone:
not in vain words glory-rather
tell again what God has done. ©
Written by: Michael Perry
MICHAEL PERRY 1942-96 © MRS B PERRY / JUBILATE HYMNS
Praise! #211
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 Rock of Ages, cleft for me

Rock of ages, cleft for me
hide me now, my refuge be;
let the water and the blood
from your wounded side which flowed,
be for sin the double cure:
cleanse me from its guilt and power.

Not the labours of my hands
can fulfil your law’s demands;
could my zeal no respite know,
could my tears for ever flow,
all for sin could not atone:
you must save and you alone.

Nothing in my hand I bring,
simply to your cross I cling;
naked, come to you for dress,
helpless, look to you for grace;
stained by sin, to you I cry:
‘Wash me, Saviour, or I die!’

While I draw this fleeting breath,
when my eyelids close in death,
when I soar through realms unknown,
bow before your judgement throne:
hide me then, my refuge be,
Rock of ages, cleft for me. ©
Written by: Augustus M Toplady
AUGUSTUS M TOPLADY 1740-78 © IN THIS VERSION JUBILATE HYMNS
Praise! #705
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 Rock of Ages, cleft for me, (Original)

Rock of Ages, cleft for me,
let me hide myself in Thee;
let the water and the blood,
from Thy riven side which flowed,
be of sin the double cure;
cleanse me from its guilt and power.

Not the labours of my hands
can fulfil Thy law's demands;
could my zeal no respite know,
could my tears for ever flow,
all for sin could not atone;
Thou must save, and Thou alone.

Nothing in my hand I bring,
simply to Thy cross I cling;
naked, come to Thee for dress;
helpless, look to Thee for grace;
foul, I to the fountain fly;
wash me, Saviour, or I die.

While I draw this fleeting breath,
when mine eyelids close in death,
when I soar to worlds unknown,
see Thee on Thy judgment throne,
rock of ages, cleft for me,
let me hide myself in Thee. ©
Written by: Author Unknown
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