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 Worthy is the Lamb

WORTHY IS THE LAMB,
seated on the throne,
worthy is the Lamb,
who was slain,
to receive power and riches
and wisdom and strength,
honour and glory,
glory and praise
for ever and evermore. ©
Written by: David Hadden
DAVID HADDEN © 1983 RESTORATION MUSIC LTD, ADM. BY SOVEREIGN MUSIC UK
Praise! #499
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 Wake up, O sleeper, and rise from the dead

WAKE UP, O SLEEPER, AND RISE FROM THE DEAD
and Christ will shine on you.
Wake up, O sleeper, and rise from the dead,
and Christ will shine on you.

Once you were darkness, but now you are light,
now you are light in the Lord.
So as true children of light you must live
showing the glory of God.

WAKE UP, O SLEEPER, AND RISE FROM THE DEAD
and Christ will shine on you.
Wake up, O sleeper, and rise from the dead,
and Christ will shine on you.

This is the beautiful fruit of the light,
the good, the righteous, the true.
Let us discover what pleases the Lord
in everything we do.

WAKE UP, O SLEEPER, AND RISE FROM THE DEAD
and Christ will shine on you.
Wake up, O sleeper, and rise from the dead,
and Christ will shine on you.

As days get darker, take care how you live,
not as unwise, but as wise,
making the most of each moment he gives,
and pressing on for the prize. (Chorus) ©
Written by: Graham Kendrick
GRAHAM KENDRICK © 1994 MAKE WAY MUSIC
Praise! #816
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 Walk in the light, and you shall know

WALK IN THE LIGHT, AND YOU SHALL KNOW
that fellowship of love
his Spirit only can bestow,
who reigns in light above.

Walk in the light, and you shall find
your heart made truly his,
who dwells in cloudless light enshrined,
in whom no darkness is.

Walk in the light, and sin abhorred
shall not enslave again;
the blood of Jesus Christ your Lord
shall cleanse from every stain.

Walk in the light, and you shall own
your darkness passed away,
because that light on you has shone
in which is perfect day.

Walk in the light, and then the tomb
shall hold for you no fear;
glory shall chase away its gloom,
for Christ has conquered there.

Walk in the light, and you shall trace
a path, though thorny, bright;
for God shall dwell in you by grace,
and God himself is light. ©
Written by: Bernard Barton
Praise! #821
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 We all are one in mission

We all are one in mission;
we all are one in call.
Our varied gifts united
by Christ, the Lord of all.
A single, great commission
compels us from above
to plan and work together
that all may know Christ's love.

We all are called for service
to witness in God's name.
Our ministries are different;
our purpose is the same;
to touch the lives of others
by God's surprising grace,
so every folk and nation
may feel God's warm embrace.

Now let us be united
and let our song be heard.
Now let us be a vessel
for God's redeeming word.
We all are one in mission;
we all are one in call,
our varied gifts united
by Christ, the Lord of all. ©
Written by: Rusty Edwards
RUSTY EDWARDS © 1986 HOPE PUBLISHING / COPYCARE
Praise! #630
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 We are a moment, you are forever,

We are a moment, you are forever,
Lord of the ages, God before time.
We are a vapour, you are eternal,
love everlasting reigning on high.

Holy, holy Lord God Almighty,
Worthy is the Lamb that was slain:
Highest praises, honour and glory
be unto your name,
be unto your name.

We are the broken, you are the healer,
Jesus Redeemer, mighty to save.
You are the love song we'll sing for ever,
bowing before you, praising your name

Holy, holy Lord God Almighty,
Worthy is the Lamb that was slain:
Highest praises, honour and glory
be unto your name,
be unto your name,
be unto your name. ©
Written by: Gary Sadler and Lynn Deshazo
© 1998 INTEGRITY'S HOSANNA! MUSIC (ADMIN. BY SOVEREIGN MUSIC UK)
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 We are here to praise you

WE ARE HERE TO PRAISE YOU,
lift our hearts and sing.
We are here to give you
the best that we can bring.
And it is our love
rising from our hearts,
everything within us cries,
'Abba Father.'
Help us now to give you
pleasure and delight,
heart and mind and will that say,
'I love you, Lord.' ©
Written by: Graham Kendrick
GRAHAM KENDRICK © 1985 KINGSWAY'S THANKYOU MUSIC
Praise! #200

6



 We are marching in the light of God

WE ARE MARCHING IN THE LIGHT OF GOD.
We are marching in the light of God.
We are marching in the light of God.
We are marching in the light of God.
We are marching, marching, marching,
O, we are marching in the light of God.
We are marching, marching, marching,
O, we are marching in the light of God.

We are living in the love of God.
We are living in the love of God .
We are living in the love of God.
We are living in the love of God.
We are living, living, living,
O, we are living in the love of God.
We are living, living, living,
O, we are living in the love of God.

We are moving in the power of God.
We are moving in the power of God.
We are moving in the power of God.
We are moving in the power of God.
We are moving, moving, moving,
O, we are moving in the power of God.
We are moving, moving, moving,
O, we are moving in the power of God. ©
Written by: Author Unknown
TRANSLATION (VERSE 1) AND ARRANGEMENT © 1990 WILD GOOSE PUBLICATIONS. ADDITIONAL ENGLISH VERSES BY ANDREW MARIES © SOVEREIGN MUSIC UK
Praise! #891
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 We believe in God Almighty

We believe in God Almighty,
who the heavens and earth has made,
Father, who in power created
all things, hidden and displayed.
We believe in one Lord, Jesus,
God's unique and only Son,
God from God, not made - begotten,
with the Father truly one.

He through whom all things have being,
he who was when time began,
he came down to earth from heaven,
by the Spirit born as man.
For us men and our salvation
entered he the virgin's womb
for our sake the cross he suffered,
died, was laid within the tomb.

We believe he rose the third day,
as the Scriptures testified,
he ascended to the Father,
sat to reign at his right side.
He who once did come in weakness
will in glory come again;
he shall judge both dead and living
and as King eternal reign.

We believe in God the Spirit,
giver of all life, the Lord,
equal with the Son and Father,
who through prophets spoke his word.
In one holy church believing,
once baptized, our sins forgiven,
one great hope sustains and feeds us -
we shall rise and live in heaven! ©
Written by: Andrew King
ANDREW KING © HAYWARDS HEATH EVANGELICAL FREE CHURCH
Praise! #631
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 We come as guests invited

WE COME AS GUESTS INVITED
when Jesus bids us dine,
his friends on earth united
to share the bread and wine;
the bread of life is broken,
the wine is freely poured
for us, in solemn token
of Christ, our dying Lord.

We eat and drink, receiving
from Christ the grace we need,
and in our hearts believing
on him by faith we feed;
with wonder and thanksgiving
for love that knows no end,
we find in Jesus living
our ever-present friend.

One bread is ours for sharing,
one single fruitful vine,
our fellowship declaring
renewed in bread and wine:
renewed, sustained and given
by token, sign and word,
the pledge and seal of heaven,
the love of Christ our Lord. ©
Written by: Timothy Dudley-Smith
© Author
Praise! #659
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 We come before our Fathers’ God

We come before our Fathers’ God:
the Rock of our salvation;
the eternal arms, their loved abode,
we make our habitation;
we bring you, Lord, the praise they brought;
we seek you as your saints have sought
in every generation.

The fire divine, their steps that led,
burns on and still directs us;
the heavenly shield, around them spread,
still shadows and protects us;
the grace those sinners that subdued,
the strength those weaklings that renewed,
defeats and resurrects us.

Entangling sins that brought them low
are still our souls oppressing;
our tears, like theirs of old, now flow,
our shame, like theirs, confessing;
as with you, Lord, prevailed their cry,
our prayer ascends to you on high
and brings us down your blessing.

Their joy to that same Lord we bring,
their song to us descending,
the Spirit who in them did sing
to us his music lending:
his song in them, in us, is one;
we raise it high, we send it on-
the song that has no ending.

You saints to come, take up the strain,
the same sweet theme endeavour;
unbroken be the golden chain,
keep on the song for ever!
Safe in that ageless dwelling-place,
rich with the same eternal grace,
bless the same boundless giver! ©
Written by: Thomas H Gill
THOMAS H GILL 1819-1906 © IN THIS VERSION PRAISE TRUST
Praise! #578
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 We come, O Christ, to you

We come, O Christ, to you,
true Son of God and man,
by whom all things consist,
in whom all life began:
in you alone we live and move,
and have our being in your love.

You are the way to God,
your blood our ransom paid;
in you we face our judge
and maker unafraid.
Before the throne absolved we stand:
your love has met your law’s demand.

You are the living truth,
all wisdom dwells in you,
the source of every skill,
the one eternal True!
O great I AM! in you we rest,
sure answer to our every quest.

You only are true life-
to know you is to live
the more abundant life
that earth can never give.
O risen Lord we live in you:
in us each day your life renew! ©
Written by: Margaret Clarkson
© 1957, Ren. 1985 Hope Publishing Company
Praise! #720
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 We declare your majesty

WE DECLARE YOUR MAJESTY,
we proclaim that your name is exalted;
for you reign magnificently,
rule victoriously
and your power is shown throughout the earth.
And we exclaim our God is mighty,
lift up your name for you are holy.
Sing it again, all honour and glory,
in adoration we bow before your throne. ©
Written by: Malcolm Du Plessis
MALCOLM DU PLESSIS © 1984 KINGSWAY'S THANKYOU MUSIC
Praise! #201
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 We give God thanks for those who knew

WE GIVE GOD THANKS FOR THOSE WHO KNEW
the touch of Jesus' healing love;
they trusted him to make them whole,
to give them peace, their guilt remove.

We offer prayer for all who go
relying on his grace and power,
to help the anxious and the ill,
to heal their wounds, their lives restore.

We dedicate our skills and time
to those who suffer where we live,
to bring such comfort as we can
to meet their need, their pain relieve.

So, Jesus' touch of healing grace
lives on within our willing care;
by thought and prayer and gifts we prove
his mercy still, his love we share. ©
Written by: Michael Perry
MICHAEL PERRY 1942-96 © MRS B PERRY / JUBILATE HYMNS
Praise! #947
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 We give immortal praise

We give immortal praise
to God the Father's love
for all our comforts here
and better hopes above:
he sent his own eternal Son
to die for sins that we had done.

To God the Son belongs
immortal glory too,
who bought us with his blood
from everlasting woe:
and now he lives, and now he reigns,
and sees the fruit of all his pains.

To God the Spirit's name
immortal worship give,
whose new-creating power
makes the dead sinner live:
his work completes the great design,
and fills the soul with joy divine.

To God the Trinity
be endless honours done,
the undivided Three,
and the mysterious One:
where reason fails with all her powers,
there faith prevails, and love adores. ©
Written by: Isaac Watts
Praise! #164

14



 We have a Gospel to proclaim

WE HAVE A GOSPEL TO PROCLAIM,
good news for all throughout the earth;
the gospel of a Saviour's name:
we sing his glory, tell his worth.

Tell of his birth at Bethlehem,
not in a royal house or hall
but in a stable dark and dim:
the Word made flesh, a light for all.

Tell of his death at Calvary,
hated by those he came to save;
in lonely suffering on the cross
for all he loved, his life he gave.

Tell of that glorious Easter morn:
empty the tomb, for he was free;
he broke the power of death and hell
that we might share his victory.

Tell of his reign at God's right hand
by all creation glorified;
he sends his Spirit on his church
to live for him, the Lamb who died.

Now we rejoice to name him King:
Jesus is Lord of all the earth;
this gospel-message we proclaim:
we sing his glory, tell his worth. ©
Written by: Edward Burns
© Author
Praise! #632
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 We have heard a joyful sound:

We have heard a joyful sound:
Jesus saves!
Spread the gladness all around:
Jesus saves!
Bear the news to every land,
climb the steeps and cross the waves;
Onward! 'tis our Lord's command:
Jesus saves!

Sing above the battle's strife:
Jesus saves!
By His death and endless life,
Jesus saves!
Sing it softly through the gloom,
when the heart for mercy craves;
sing in triumph o'er the tomb:
Jesus saves!

Give the winds a mighty voice:
Jesus saves!
Let the nations now rejoice:
Jesus saves!
Shout salvation full and free
to every strand that ocean laves -
this our song of victory:
Jesus saves! ©
Written by: Priscilla Owens
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 We have heard of your deeds, Lord, in days that are past

WE HAVE HEARD OF YOUR DEEDS, LORD, IN DAYS THAT ARE PAST-
our fathers have told us the story-
how the nations, defeated, were driven away;
to you they ascribed all the glory.
For the strength of your arm won the battles they fought,
they knew that their cause had your favour,
and the land they possessed was a land that was bought
for slaves who were freed by their Saviour.

We own you our King and in you put our trust,
expecting your name, all-prevailing,
to destroy our assailants, to honour our boast
that prayer never proves unavailing.
Ever thankful we praise you; your grace, Lord, alone
has saved us from foes so much stronger,
not our swords nor our bows were sufficient to win
when your church met with those who had wronged her.

Yet now we are scattered, defeated and lost,
derided and scorned by those near us.
You have made us turn back from the foe, and our host
no longer meets armies that fear us.
Will you still hide your face in our need and despair?
Awake, Lord, and come and deliver!
For the sake of your covenant grace, hear our prayer,
and do not reject us for ever. ©
Written by: Author Unknown
© Author
Praise! #44
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 We have not known you as we ought

WE HAVE NOT KNOWN YOU AS WE OUGHT,
nor learned your wisdom, grace and power;
the things of earth have filled our thought,
mere shadows of the passing hour.
Lord, in our minds the truth renew
and make us wise in knowing you.

We have not feared you as we ought,
nor heeded your all-seeing eye,
nor guarded word and deed and thought,
aware of One who stands nearby.
Lord, give us faith to know you near
and grant the grace of holy fear.

We have not loved you as we ought,
nor cared that we are loved by you;
your presence we have coldly sought
and feebly longed your face to view.
Lord, to us each the grace impart
to love our God with all our heart.

We have not served you as we ought-
the many duties left undone,
the work with little fervour wrought,
the battles lost or scarcely won!
Lord, give the zeal and give the might
for you to toil, for you to fight.

When shall we know you as we ought
and fear and love and serve aright?
When shall we, out of trial brought,
be perfect in the land of light?
Lord, may we day by day prepare
to see your face and serve you there. ©
Written by: Thomas B Pollock
THOMAS B POLLOCK 1836-96 © IN THIS VERSION PRAISE TRUST
Praise! #832
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 WE NEED EACH OTHER'S VOICE TO SING

WE NEED EACH OTHER'S VOICE TO SING
the songs our hearts would raise,
to set the whole world echoing
with one great hymn of praise.
We blend our voices to complete
the melody that starts
with God who sets and keeps the beat
that life and love imparts.

We need each other's strength to lift
the cross we're called to bear.
Each other's presence is a gift
of God's incarnate care.
When acts of love and tender speech
convey the Saviour's voice,
then praise exceeds what words can reach
and we with song rejoice:

We need each other's views to see
the limits of the mind,
that God in fact turns out to be
far more than we've defined,
that God's one image shines in all,
in every class and race,
and every group received the call
to sing with faith and grace:

We need each other's voice to sing,
each other's strength to love,
each other's views to help us bring
our hearts to God above.
Our lives like coals placed side by side
to feed each other's flame,
shall, with the Spirit's breath, provide
a blaze of faith to claim: ©
Written by: Author Unknown
THOMAS H TROEGER FROM NEW HYMNS FOR THE LIFE OF THE CHURCH © 1988, 1991 OXFORD UNIVERSITY PRESS, INC. USED BY PERMISSION.
Praise! #591 (no chorus)
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 We need each other’s voice to sing

WE NEED EACH OTHER'S VOICE TO SING
the songs our hearts would raise,
to set the whole world echoing
with one great hymn of praise.
We blend our voices to complete
the melody that starts
with God who sets and keeps the beat
that life and love imparts.

We give our hallelujahs
to the church's common chord.
Hallelujah! Hallelujah!
Praise, O praise, O praise the Lord!

We need each other's strength to lift
the cross we're called to bear.
Each other's presence is a gift
of God's incarnate care.
When acts of love and tender speech
convey the Saviour's voice,
then praise exceeds what words can reach
and we with song rejoice:

We give our hallelujahs
to the church's common chord.
Hallelujah! Hallelujah!
Praise, O praise, O praise the Lord!

We need each other's views to see
the limits of the mind,
that God in fact turns out to be
far more than we've defined,
that God's one image shines in all,
in every class and race,
and every group received the call
to sing with faith and grace:

We give our hallelujahs
to the church's common chord.
Hallelujah! Hallelujah!
Praise, O praise, O praise the Lord!

We need each other's voice to sing,
each other's strength to love,
each other's views to help us bring
our hearts to God above.
Our lives like coals placed side by side
to feed each other's flame,
shall, with the Spirit's breath, provide
a blaze of faith to claim:

We give our hallelujahs
to the church's common chord.
Hallelujah! Hallelujah!
Praise, O praise, O praise the Lord!
Written by: Thomas H Troeger
THOMAS H TROEGER FROM NEW HYMNS FOR THE LIFE OF THE CHURCH © 1988, 1991 OXFORD UNIVERSITY PRESS, INC. USED BY PERMISSION.
Praise! #591
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 We plough the fields, and scatter

WE PLOUGH THE FIELDS, AND SCATTER
the good seed on the land;
but it is fed and watered
by God's almighty hand:
he sends the snow in winter,
the warmth to swell the grain;
the breezes and the sunshine
and soft refreshing rain.

All good gifts around us
are sent from heaven above:
then thank the Lord, O thank the Lord
for all his love.

He only is the Maker
of all things near and far;
he paints the wayside flower,
he lights the evening star:
the winds and waves obey him,
by him the birds are fed;
much more, to us his children
he gives our daily bread.

All good gifts around us
are sent from heaven above:
then thank the Lord, O thank the Lord
for all his love.

We thank you, then, our Father,
for all things bright and good;
the seed-time and the harvest,
our life, our health, our food:
accept the gifts we offer
for all your love imparts;
and that which you most welcome -
our humble, thankful hearts!

All good gifts around us
are sent from heaven above:
then thank the Lord, O thank the Lord
for all his love.
Written by: Jane M Campbell
Praise! #919
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 We praise the God in whom we trust

WE PRAISE THE GOD IN WHOM WE TRUST,
our Rock is good, his ways are just.
Our faithful God can do no wrong;
with him and to him we belong;
with him and to him we belong.

Yet we have loved and worshipped lies,
our hearts are foolish, weak, unwise.
Our name we praise, his name we mock;
deserted stands our God the Rock;
deserted stands our God the Rock.

Is this the way you thank the Lord
when he through grace has hope assured?
Your life he formed, your soul he won;
give thanks and praise for Christ his Son;
give thanks and praise for Christ his Son.

See now that he alone is Lord,
his enemies will face the sword.
He will avenge his people's blood:
rejoice and know that God is good;
rejoice and know that God is good. ©
Written by: Richard Simpkin
© Author
Praise! #707
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 We sing the praise of him who died

We sing the praise of him who died,
of him who died upon the cross;
the sinner's hope let men deride-
for this we count the world but loss.

Inscribed upon the cross we see
in shining letters, 'God is love';
he bears our sins upon the tree,
he brings us mercy from above.

The cross-it takes our guilt away,
it holds the fainting spirit up;
it cheers with hope the gloomy day
and sweetens every bitter cup:

It makes the coward spirit brave
and nerves the feeble arm for fight;
it takes the terror from the grave
and gilds the bed of death with light:

The balm of life, the cure of woe,
the measure and the pledge of love;
the sinner's refuge here below,
the angels' theme in heaven above. ©
Written by: Thomas Kelly
Praise! #447
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 We trust in you, our shield and our defender

We trust in you, our shield and our defender:
we do not fight alone against the foe:
strong in your strength, safe in your keeping tender
we trust in you, and in your name we go.
Strong in your strength, safe in your keeping tender
we trust in you, and in your name we go.

Yes, in your name, O Captain of salvation,
in your dear name, all other names above!
Jesus our righteousness, our sure foundation,
our Prince of glory and our King of love.
Jesus our righteousness, our sure foundation,
our Prince of glory and our King of love.

We go in faith, our own great weakness feeling,
and needing more each day your grace to know;
yet from our hearts a song of triumph pealing,
'We trust in you, and in your name we go.'
Yet from our hearts a song of triumph pealing,
'We trust in you, and in your name we go.'

We trust in you, our shield and our defender:
yours is the battle-yours shall be the praise!
When passing through the gates of dazzling splendour,
victors, we rest in you through endless days.
When passing through the gates of dazzling splendour,
victors, we rest in you through endless days. ©
Written by: Edith G Cherry
EDITH G CHERRY 1872-97 © IN THIS VERSION JUBILATE HYMNS
Praise! #769
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 We were not there to see you come

WE WERE NOT THERE TO SEE YOU COME
to this poor world of sin and death,
nor did we see your humble home,
your hidden life in Nazareth;
but we believe your footsteps trod
its streets and plains, O Son of God.

We did not hear you teach the wise
and preach to crowds in Galilee,
nor watched you healing ears and eyes
of those who could not hear or see;
but we believe you came as light
to sinners lost in darkest night.

We did not see you lifted high
or feel the taunts they flung at you,
nor were we there to hear your cry,
'Forgive, they know not what they do!'
Yet we believe the deed was done
which shook the earth and veiled the sun.

We did not stand beside the tomb
upon that resurrection day,
nor meet you in the upper room,
nor walk with you along the way:
but we believe the angel said,
'Why seek the living with the dead?'

We were not with the chosen few
when you ascended in the cloud,
who watched you vanish from their view,
then to the earth in worship bowed;
but we believe that mortal eyes
saw you ascending through the skies.

And now at God's right hand supreme,
you bless your people from on high;
glory surrounds you, though its gleam
remains concealed from human eye;
but we believe your faithful word,
and trust in our redeeming Lord. ©
Written by: John H Gurney
VERSES 1, 3 AND 4 © IN THIS VERSION JUBILATE HYMNS VERSES 2, 5 AND 6 © IN THIS VERSION PRAISE TRUST
Praise! #406
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 We who know the Lord is gracious

We who know the Lord is gracious
have in Christ a Corner-stone;
sent from God, elect and precious,
laid that we may build thereon.
Let us on this sure foundation,
now, a living temple raise:
towers that tell out Christ's salvation,
walls that echo with his praise.

Living stones, by God appointed;
each in our God-given place.
Kings and priests, by God anointed;
Lord, we shall declare your grace!
We are now your holy nation,
saved in Christ and given birth;
we await your new creation
of our old and fallen earth.

Sing the praise of him who saved us
from that dark, eternal night;
conquered sin that had enslaved us,
gave us freedom, peace and sight.
Tell the world of sins forgiven,
strength renewed and hope restored,
till the earth, in tune with heaven,
sings the praises of our Lord. ©
Written by: Author Unknown
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 Welcome, happy morning! Age to age shall say

'Welcome, happy morning!' Age to age shall say;
hell today is vanquished; heaven is won today!
See! the dead is living, God for evermore;
him, their true Creator, all his works adore:
'Welcome, happy morning!' age to age shall say.

Maker and Redeemer, life and health of all,
you from heaven beholding human nature's fall,
of the Father's Godhead true and only Son,
Adam's race to rescue, Adam's form put on.
Hell today is vanquished; heaven is won today!

Author and sustainer, source of life and breath,
you for our salvation trod the path of death;
come then, true and faithful, now fulfil your word:
on your own third morning rise, O buried Lord!
'Welcome, happy morning!' age to age shall say.

Loose the souls imprisoned, bound with Satan's chain;
all that now is fallen, raise to life again!
Show your face in brightness, shine the whole world through;
hope returns with daybreak, life returns with you!
Hell today is vanquished; heaven is won today! ©
Written by: Venantius Honorius Clementianus Fortunatus
VENANTIUS FORTUNATUS c.530-610 TRANS. JOHN ELLERTON 1826-93 © IN THIS VERSION PRAISE TRUST
Praise! #475
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 Were you there when they crucified my Lord?

WERE YOU THERE WHEN THEY CRUCIFIED MY LORD?
Were you there when they crucified my Lord?
O, sometimes it causes me to
tremble, tremble, tremble;
were you there when they crucified my Lord?

Were you there when they nailed him to the tree?
Were you there when they nailed him to the tree?
O, sometimes it causes me to
tremble, tremble, tremble;
Were you there when they nailed him to the tree?

Were you there when the sun refused to shine?
Were you there when the sun refused to shine?
O, sometimes it causes me to
tremble, tremble, tremble;
Were you there when the sun refused to shine?

Were you there when they laid him in the tomb?
Were you there when they laid him in the tomb?
O, sometimes it causes me to
tremble, tremble, tremble;
Were you there when they laid him in the tomb?

Were you there when he rose up from the grave?
Were you there when he rose up from the grave?
O, sometimes it causes me to
tremble, tremble, tremble;
Were you there when he rose up from the grave? ©
Written by: Author Unknown
Praise! #448
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 What a friend we have in Jesus

What a friend we have in Jesus,
all our sins and griefs to bear;
what a privilege to carry
everything to God in prayer!
O what peace we often forfeit,
O what needless pain we bear,
all because we do not carry
everything to God in prayer.

Have we trials and temptations,
is there trouble anywhere?
We should never be discouraged,
take it to the Lord in prayer.
Can we find a friend so faithful
who will all our sorrows share?
Jesus knows our every weakness-
take it to the Lord in prayer.

Are we weak and heavy-laden,
burdened with a load of care?
Jesus is our mighty Saviour,
he will listen to our prayer.
Do your friends despise, forsake you?
take it to the Lord in prayer;
in his arms he'll take and shield you,
find your strength and comfort there. ©
Written by: Joseph M Scriven
Praise! #614
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 WHAT A WONDERFUL SAVIOUR IS JESUS,

WHAT A WONDERFUL SAVIOUR IS JESUS,
what a wonderful friend is He,
for He left all the glory of heaven,
came to earth to die at Calvary:

Sing hosanna, sing hosanna,
sing hosanna to the King of kings!
Sing hosanna, sing hosanna,
sing hosanna to the King!

He arose from the grave, hallelujah!
and he lives never more to die,
by the side of His Father in heaven,
He will listen to our every cry.

Sing hosanna, sing hosanna,
sing hosanna to the King of kings!
Sing hosanna, sing hosanna,
sing hosanna to the King!

He is coming some day for His people,
they'll be taken to heaven above
what a joy it will be then to see him,
sing for ever of His grace and love.

Sing hosanna, sing hosanna,
sing hosanna to the King of kings!
Sing hosanna, sing hosanna,
sing hosanna to the King!
Written by: Author Unknown

30



 What Adam’s disobedience cost

WHAT ADAM'S DISOBEDIENCE COST,
let holy scripture say:
mankind estranged, an Eden lost,
and then a judgement day:
each day a judgement day.

An ark of mercy rode the flood;
but we, where waters swirled,
rebuilt, impatient of the good,
another fallen world:
an unrepentant world.

And now a child is Adam's heir,
is Adam's hope and Lord.
Sing joyful carols everywhere
that Eden is restored:
in Jesus is restored.

Regained is Adam's blessedness;
the angels sheathe their swords.
In joyful carols all confess
the kingdom is the Lord's:
the glory is the Lord's! ©
Written by: Fred Pratt Green
FRED PRATT GREEN © 1978 STAINER & BELL LTD.
Praise! #696
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 What blessings God bestows

WHAT BLESSINGS GOD BESTOWS,
what gifts of grace imparts,
what loving-kindliness he shows
to pure and upright hearts.
Yet still the world goes by
in power and wealth and pride,
the lawless head is lifted high,
the God of truth denied.

So sure the godless seem,
secure in greed and gain,
with righteousness an idle dream
and innocence in vain;
till that dread final day
when judgement comes to all,
the powers of evil swept away,
the dreams of darkness fall.

God is my strength and guide
by his unchanging love:
whom have I, Lord, on earth beside,
nor yet in heaven above?
My flesh and heart may fail,
but God will constant be,
his grace and mercy still prevail
to all eternity. ©
Written by: Timothy Dudley-Smith
© Author
Praise! #73

32



 WHAT CAN WASH AWAY MY SIN?

WHAT CAN WASH AWAY MY SIN?
Nothing but the blood of Jesus.
What can make me whole again?
Nothing but the blood of Jesus.

O precious is the flow
that makes me clean as snow;
no other fount I know -
nothing but the blood of Jesus.

For my pardon, this I see:
nothing but the blood of Jesus.
For my cleansing, this my plea:
nothing but the blood of Jesus.

O precious is the flow
that makes me clean as snow;
no other fount I know -
nothing but the blood of Jesus.
Written by: Author Unknown
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 What does the Lord require

WHAT DOES THE LORD REQUIRE
for praise and offering?
What sacrifice desire
or tribute bid you bring?
Do justly;
love mercy;
walk humbly with your God.

Rulers of men, give ear!
should you not justice know?
Will God your pleading hear
while crime and cruelty grow?
Do justly;
love mercy;
walk humbly with your God.

Still down the ages ring
the prophet's stern commands:
to merchant, worker, king,
he brings God's high demands:
Do justly;
love mercy;
walk humbly with your God.

How shall our life fulfil
God's law so hard and high?
Let Christ endue our will
with grace to fortify.
Then justly,
in mercy
we'll humbly walk with God. ©
Written by: Albert F Bayly
ALBERT F BAYLY 1901-84 ALT. © 1988 OXFORD UNIVERSITY PRESS
Praise! #818
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 What grace is mine, that he who dwells in endless light

What grace is mine,
that he who dwells in endless light
called through the night
to find my distant soul.
And from his scars
poured mercy that would plead for me
that I might live
and in his name be known. 

So I will go
wherever he is calling me;
I lose my life
to find my life in him.
I give my all
to gain the hope that never dies;
I bow my heart,
take up my cross, and follow him.

What grace is mine,
to know his breath alive in me;
beneath his wings
my wakened soul may soar.
All fear can flee
for death's dark night is overcome;
my saviour lives
and reigns forevermore.

So I will go
wherever he is calling me;
I lose my life
to find my life in him.
I give my all
to gain the hope that never dies;
I bow my heart,
take up my cross, and follow him. ©
Written by: Kristyn Getty
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 What kind of greatness can this be

WHAT KIND OF GREATNESS CAN THIS BE
that chose to be made small?
Exchanging untold majesty
for a world so pitiful.
That God should come as one of us,
I'll never understand.
The more I hear the story told,
the more amazed I am.

O what else can I do
but kneel and worship you
and come just as I am,
my whole life an offering.

The One in whom we live and move
in swaddling cloths lies bound.
The voice that cried, 'Let there be light',
asleep without a sound.
The One who strode among the stars
and called each one by name,
lies helpless in a mother's arms
and must learn to walk again.

O what else can I do
but kneel and worship you
and come just as I am,
my whole life an offering.

What greater love could he have shown
to shamed humanity,
yet human pride hates to believe
in such deep humility.
But nations now may see his grace
and know that he is near,
when his meek heart, his words, his works
are incarnate in us here.

O what else can I do
but kneel and worship you
and come just as I am,
my whole life an offering.
Written by: Graham Kendrick
GRAHAM KENDRICK © 1994 MAKE WAY MUSIC
Praise! #384
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 What kind of love is this

WHAT KIND OF LOVE IS THIS,
that gave itself for me?
I am the guilty one,
yet I go free.
What kind of love is this?
A love I've never known.
I didn't even know his name,
what kind of love is this?

What kind of man is this,
that died in agony?
He who had done no wrong
was crucified for me.
What kind of man is this,
who laid aside his throne
that I may know the love of God?
What kind of man is this?

By grace I have been saved;
it is the gift of God.
He destined me to be his son,
such is his love.
No eye has ever seen,
no ear has ever heard,
nor has the heart of man conceived
what kind of love is this. ©
Written by: Bryn Haworth Sally
BRYN HAWORTH SALLY HAWORTH © 1983 SIGNALGRADE / KINGSWAY'S THANKYOU MUSIC
Praise! #449
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 What must I do to be saved?

What must I do to be saved?
What must I do to be saved?
Believe on the Lord Jesus Christ.
Believe on the Lord Jesus Christ.
And you will be saved.
Believe on the Lord Jesus Christ and you will be saved.
Believe on the Lord Jesus Christ and you will be saved. ©
Written by: Author Unknown
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 What offering shall we give

WHAT OFFERING SHALL WE GIVE
or what atonement bring
to God by whom alone we live,
high heaven's eternal King?

For all the blood of beasts
on Jewish altars slain
could never give the conscience peace
or wash away its stain:

But Christ, the heavenly Lamb,
takes all our sins away-
a sacrifice of nobler name
and richer blood than they.

In faith I lay my hand
upon his head divine
while as a penitent I stand
and there confess my sin.

So I look back to see
the weight he chose to bear
when hanging on the cross for me-
because my guilt was there.

Believing, we rejoice
to see sin's curse remove;
we bless the Lamb with heart and voice
and sing his wondrous love. ©
Written by: Author Unknown
VERSE 1: HYMNS FOR TODAY'S CHURCH 1982; VERSES 2-6: ISAAC WATTS 1674-1748 © IN THIS VERSION JUBILATE HYMNS
Praise! #709
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 What sacred fountain ever springs

What sacred fountain ever springs
up from the throne of God,
and all new covenant blessings brings?
It's Jesus' precious blood.

What mighty sum paid all my debt,
when I in slavery stood,
and has my soul at freedom set?
It's Jesus' precious blood.

What stream is that which sweeps away
my sins just like a flood,
nor lets one guilty blemish stay?
It's Jesus' precious blood.

What voice is that which speaks for me
in heaven's high court for good,
and from the curse has set me free?
It's Jesus' precious blood.

What theme of joy shall my heart sing
when I'm before my God,
that makes all heaven and earth to ring?
It's Jesus' precious blood. ©
Written by: William J Irons

40



 What various hindrances we meet

WHAT VARIOUS HINDRANCES WE MEET
when coming to the mercy-seat!
Yet all who know the worth of prayer
will long to be more often there.

Prayer makes the darkened cloud withdraw;
prayer climbs the ladder Jacob saw,
gives exercise to faith and love,
brings every blessing from above.

Forsaking prayer, we cease to fight;
prayer makes the Christian's armour bright,
and Satan trembles when he sees
the weakest saints upon their knees.

Have we no words? But think again;
words flow apace when we complain
and fill our fellow-creature's ear
with the sad tale of all our care.

Were half the breath thus vainly spent
to heaven in supplication sent,
our cheerful song would oftener be,
'Hear what the Lord has done for me!' ©
Written by: William Cowper
Praise! #615

41



 Whatever my God ordains is right

Whatever my God ordains is right
in his love I am abiding.
I will be still in all he does
and follow where he is guiding.
He is my God; though dark my road
he holds me that I shall not fall
and so to him I leave it all.

Whatever my God ordains is right 
he never will deceive me.
He leads me by the proper path
I know he will not leave me.
I take content, what he has sent
his hand can turn my griefs away
and patiently I wait his day.

Whatever my God ordains is right
here shall my stand be taken.
Though sorrow, or need, or death be mine
yet I am not forsaken.
My Father's care circles me there
he holds me that I shall not fall
and so to him I leave it all.

Whatever my God ordains is right
though now this cup in drinking
bitter it seems to my faint heart
I take it all unshrinking.
My God is true, each morn anew
sweet comfort yet shall fill my heart
and pain and sorrow shall depart.
And pain and sorrow shall depart.
And pain and sorrow shall depart. ©
Written by: Samuel Rodigast
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 Whatever things are lovely

WHATEVER THINGS ARE LOVELY,
whatever things are right,
all that is pure and noble:
make these things your delight.
Whatever is praiseworthy
and beautiful and true,
all excellence and virtue
shall form Christ's mind in you.

In all things, make thanksgiving;
for all things, join in prayer;
the peace of God will guard you -
Rejoice - the Lord is near!
Let nothing make you anxious;
what you have learned, obey:
the God of peace be with you
and Christ be all your way. ©
Written by: Christopher Idle
CHRISTOPHER IDLE © AUTHOR / JUBILATE HYMNS
Praise! #819
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 When all your mercies, O my God

WHEN ALL YOUR MERCIES, O MY GOD,
my rising soul surveys,
enraptured by the view, I'm lost
in wonder, love and praise.

Unnumbered blessings on my soul
your tender care bestowed
before my infant heart conceived
from whom those blessings flowed.

Ten thousand thousand precious gifts
my daily thanks employ;
nor is the least a cheerful heart
that tastes those gifts with joy.

In health and sickness, joy and pain,
your goodness I'll pursue;
and after death, in distant worlds,
the glorious theme renew.

Throughout eternity, O Lord,
a joyful song I'll raise;
but O! eternity's too short
to utter all your praise! ©
Written by: Joseph Addison
JOSEPH ADDISON 1672-1719 © IN THIS VERSION JUBILATE HYMNS
Praise! #263
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 When brothers are together

WHEN BROTHERS ARE TOGETHER,
in unity together,
in the Lord together,
it is pleasant, it is good.
The fellowship keeps growing,
like sacred oil it's flowing,
so that everyone is knowing
they are gathered in its flood.

When brothers are together,
in unity together,
it is like the holy oil
upon the high priest's head.
It ran down upon his shoulders,
it scented all the breast-plate,
and the names of all the family
were gathered in its flood.

When brothers are together,
in unity together,
it is like the dew of Hermon,
flowing down on Zion's mount.
There the gift of life is flowing,
the Spirit's life is flowing,
eternal life is flowing,
like a never-ending fount.

When brothers are together,
LORD, keep us all together,
in unity together,
made one through Jesus' blood.
Let his blessing be upon us,
his perfume be upon us,
and the names of all the family
be gathered in its flood. ©
Written by: Bev Savage
© Author
Praise! #133B
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 When circumstances make my life

WHEN CIRCUMSTANCES MAKE MY LIFE
too hard to understand,
no doubt or fear, no pain or strife,
can snatch me from God's hand.

In valleys where the path is steep,
with shadows dark and long,
I know the Shepherd leads his sheep-
his grace will keep me strong.

Though sorrow and perplexity
are often what I feel,
Gethsemane and Calvary
affirm God's love is real.

It is enough for me to know
his promise and his care:
wherever on life's path I go
my Saviour will be there. ©
Written by: Martin E Leckebusch
MARTIN E LECKEBUSCH © 1999 KEVIN MAYHEW LTD.
Praise! #771
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 When God begins a work

WHEN GOD BEGINS A WORK
of grace within our hearts
he saves our souls and sets us right
and all his love imparts.

A people saved to serve
is what the Lord desires,
and works in us to will and do
what his good plan requires.

In partnership with Christ
we serve his gospel true;
as servants of the Servant-King
we serve his people too.

May love for Christ abound
whatever comes our way,
through good or ill, in wealth or want,
until the eternal Day.

God who began the work
will bring it to the end,
and bless this partnership with Christ
our Saviour, Lord and Friend. ©
Written by: Michael Haighton
© Author
Praise! #858
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 When I survey the wondrous cross

When I survey the wondrous cross
on which the Prince of glory died,
my richest gain I count as loss,
and pour contempt on all my pride.

Forbid it, Lord, that I should boast
save in the cross of Christ my God;
the very things that charm me most,
I sacrifice them to his blood.

See from his head, his hands, his feet,
sorrow and love flow mingled down:
when did such love and sorrow meet,
or thorns compose so rich a crown?

His lifeblood, like a crimson robe,
clothes all his body on the tree:
then I am dead to all the globe,
and all the globe is dead to me!

Were the whole realm of nature mine,
that were an offering far too small;
love so amazing, so divine,
demands my soul, my life, my all! ©
Written by: Isaac Watts
Praise! #453
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 When Israel fled from Egypt

WHEN ISRAEL FLED FROM EGYPT
and Jacob's people left that foreign land,
then Judah was God's temple,
and Israel was the treasure in his hand.

The Red Sea looked, and wondered;
the Jordan halted in its winding way.
The mountains danced in gladness,
the hills began to skip like lambs for joy.

O sea, why did you falter?
And why, O river, did you turn around?
You hills and mountains, tell us:
Why with your dancing did you shake the ground?

You lands and waters, tremble!
The LORD, the God of Jacob, has come near;
he turns the rocks to rivers
and from the stones the living streams appear. ©
Written by: Christopher Idle
CHRISTOPHER IDLE © AUTHOR / JUBILATE HYMNS
Praise! #114
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 When Jesus died upon the cross

WHEN JESUS DIED UPON THE CROSS,
when he was buried in the grave,
he bore the judgement I deserved,
that he, by death, my life might save.

When Christ was raised from that same tomb
he rose as firstborn from the dead:
he broke the powers of sin and hell
and lives for me, my risen head.

And here I also die and rise,
baptized into his holy name;
with him I'm judged, with him I die-
on me the law has no more claim.

With Christ I'm raised up from the dead
to live for ever with my Lord;
alive to God, with this desire,
to be obedient to his word.

Now I am yours, O sovereign Lord:
now come, and by your Spirit's power
help me, with all your people here,
to serve and please you from this hour. ©
Written by: Peter Misselbrook
© Author
Praise! #639
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 When Jesus led his chosen three

WHEN JESUS LED HIS CHOSEN THREE
to lift the shadow from their sight,
and on the mountain let them see
his face transfigured, crowned with light:
what grace that day to them was given;
to men on earth a glimpse of heaven!

There Moses and Elijah stood
and spoke about his exodus,
their freedom purchased by his blood,
a passover fulfilled for us!
The law and prophets meet their Lord,
see God revealed and man restored.

Then from the cloud there came a voice,
'This is my own beloved Son';
the Scriptures' theme, the Father's choice,
their master stood supreme, alone:
they saw his glory, and they heard
the one eternal, living Word.

So may we see and know this grace-
the truth which like a burning light
illuminates the darkest place
till Christ himself shall end the night:
when to his people's longing eyes
God's day shall dawn, his sun shall rise. ©
Written by: Christopher Idle
CHRISTOPHER IDLE © AUTHOR / JUBILATE HYMNS
Praise! #392
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 When lawless people thrive

WHEN LAWLESS PEOPLE THRIVE
and wrong suppresses right,
remember they will fade away
and wither overnight.
Commit your life to God,
and trust the LORD to make
the justice of your righteous cause
shine clear for his name's sake.

Be still before the LORD,
in patience learn to wait,
and never fret if crime succeeds
and some grow rich and great.
For jealous discontent
tends only to destroy;
the meek who look to God their LORD
a kingdom shall enjoy.

The godless borrow much
and cannot then pay back;
the righteous give, and give again,
are blessed, and have no lack.
The saints whose lives are true
can turn away from wrong;
God's word is hidden in their heart,
God's wisdom guides their tongue.

I've seen a boasting thief
grow like a weed apace;
but when I passed that way again
I looked, but found no trace.
My steps are from the LORD
who helps my feet to stand;
I stumble but I do not fall,
my God shall hold my hand.

Salvation is from God
in times of blatant wrong,
and all who seek his shelter find
a refuge safe and strong.
So fully trust the LORD;
shun evil, follow right;
God gives you all your heart's desire
when he is your delight. ©
Written by: Christopher Idle
CHRISTOPHER IDLE © AUTHOR / JUBILATE HYMNS.
Praise! #37
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 When morning gilds the skies

WHEN MORNING GILDS THE SKIES,
my heart awaking cries:
may Jesus Christ be praised!
Alike at work and prayer
let this be all my care:
may Jesus Christ be praised!

To God the Word on high
the hosts of angels cry:
may Jesus Christ be praised!
Let mortals, too, upraise
their voice in hymns of praise:
may Jesus Christ be praised!

Let earth's wide circle round
in joyful notes resound:
may Jesus Christ be praised!
Let air and sea and sky
from depth to height reply:
may Jesus Christ be praised!

The night becomes as day
when from the heart we say:
may Jesus Christ be praised!
The powers of darkness fear
when this glad song they hear,
may Jesus Christ be praised!

Does sadness fill my mind?
My strength in him I find:
may Jesus Christ be praised!
When earthly hopes grow dim
my comfort is in him:
may Jesus Christ be praised!

Be this, while life is mine,
my hymn of love divine:
may Jesus Christ be praised!
Be this the eternal song
through all the ages long:
may Jesus Christ be praised! ©
Written by: Author Unknown
VERSES 1, 4-6 © IN THIS VERSION JUBILATE HYMNS
Praise! #217
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 When peace, like a river, attends all my way

When peace, like a river, attends all my way,
when sorrows like sea-billows roll,
whatever my path, you have taught me to say,
'It is well, it is well with my soul.'

'It is well with my soul,
it is well, it is well with my soul.'

Though Satan may buffet, though trials may come,
let this calm assurance control:
that Christ knows my need and my helplessness here
and has shed his own blood for my soul.

'It is well with my soul,
it is well, it is well with my soul.'

The joy, O the joy of this glorious thought!
my sin, not in part but the whole,
is nailed to his cross and I bear it no more;
praise the Lord, praise the Lord, O my soul!

'It is well with my soul,
it is well, it is well with my soul.'

For me it is Christ, it is Christ now to live!
Though death's waters over me roll,
no fear shall be mine, for in death as in life
you will whisper your peace to my soul.

'It is well with my soul,
it is well, it is well with my soul.'

But, Lord, for your coming in glory we wait;
the sky, not the grave, is our goal;
the trumpet shall sound and the Lord shall descend:
bless the Lord, bless the Lord, O my soul!

'It is well with my soul,
it is well, it is well with my soul.' ©
Written by: Horatio G Spafford
HORATIO G SPAFFORD 1828-88 © IN THIS VERSION PRAISE TRUST
Praise! #804
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 When the King shall come again

WHEN THE KING SHALL COME AGAIN
all his power revealing,
splendour shall announce his reign,
life and joy and healing:
earth no longer in decay,
hope no more frustrated;
this is God's redemption-day
longingly awaited.

In the desert trees take root
fresh from his creation;
plants and flowers and sweetest fruit
join the celebration.
Rivers spring up from the earth,
barren lands adorning:
valleys, this is your new birth;
mountains, greet the morning!

Strengthen feeble hands and knees;
fainting hearts, be cheerful!
God who comes for such as these
seeks and saves the fearful.
Deaf ears hear the silent tongues
sing away their weeping;
blind eyes see the lifeless ones
walking, running, leaping.

There God's highway shall be seen
where no roaring lion,
nothing evil or unclean
walks the road to Zion;
ransomed people, homeward bound,
all your praises voicing,
see your Lord with glory crowned,
share in his rejoicing! ©
Written by: Christopher Idle
CHRISTOPHER IDLE © AUTHOR / JUBILATE HYMNS
Praise! #514
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 When the Lord in glory comes

When the Lord in glory comes,
not the trumpets, not the drums,
not the anthem, not the psalm,
not the thunder, not the calm,
not the shout the heavens raise,
not the chorus, not the praise,
not the silences sublime,
not the sounds of space and time,
but his voice when he appears
shall be music to my ears;
but his voice when he appears
shall be music to my ears.

When the Lord is seen again,
not the glories of his reign,
not the lightnings through the storm,
not the radiance of his form,
not his pomp and power alone,
not the splendours of his throne,
not his robe and diadems,
not the gold and not the gems,
but his face upon my sight
shall be darkness into light;
but his face upon my sight
shall be darkness into light.

When the Lord to human eyes
shall bestride our narrow skies,
not the child of humble birth,
not the carpenter of earth,
not the man by all denied,
not the victim crucified,
but the God who died to save,
but the victor of the grave,
he it is to whom I fall,
Jesus Christ, my all in all;
he it is to whom I fall,
Jesus Christ, my all in all. ©
Written by: Timothy Dudley-Smith
© Author
Praise! #516
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 When the music fades,

When the music fades,
All is stripped away and I simply come;
longing just to bring something that's of worth,
that will bless your heart.
I'll bring you more than a song,
for a song in itself is not what you have required.
you search much deeper within,
through the way things appear,
You're looking into my heart.

I'm coming back to the heart of worship,
and it's all about you,
all about you Jesus.
I'm sorry, Lord, for the thing I've made it,
when it's all about you,
all about you Jesus.

King of endless worth,
no one could express how much you deserve.
Though I' weak and poor, all I have is yours,
every single breath.
I'll bring you more than a song,
for a song in itself is not what you have required.
you search much deeper within,
through the way things appear,
You're looking into my heart.

I'm coming back to the heart of worship,
and it's all about you,
all about you Jesus.
I'm sorry, Lord, for the thing I've made it,
when it's all about you,
all about you Jesus. ©
Written by: Matt Redman
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 When this land knew God’s gracious love outpoured

WHEN THIS LAND KNEW GOD'S GRACIOUS LOVE OUTPOURED,
guilt was removed and captive lives restored;
then was turned back the anger of the LORD,
his people pardoned, their sins forgiven.

But now where wrong so flagrantly has trod,
will you for ever punish with your rod?
Once more revive us! Give us life, O God!
Give joy for anguish; for wrath, salvation.

O let me hear God's word of sweet command:
peace to his saints, salvation is at hand,
peace to his people, glory in our land
for those who fear him, who turn and worship.

That day draws near when truth will join with grace;
justice and peace will meet in love's embrace;
faith on the earth, and from his holy place
he comes in glory, the righteous Saviour. ©
Written by: Christopher Idle
CHRISTOPHER IDLE © AUTHOR / JUBILATE HYMNS
Praise! #85

58



 When this passing world is done

When this passing world is done,
when has sunk the radiant sun,
when I stand with Christ on high,
seeing all life's history,
then, Lord, shall I fully know,
not till then, how much I owe.

When I stand before the throne,
dressed in beauty not my own,
when your fulness, Lord, I see,
when my heart from sin is free,
then, Lord, shall I fully know,
not till then, how much I owe.

When the praise of heaven I hear,
loud as thunders to the ear,
loud as many waters' noise,
sweet as harp's melodious voice,
then, Lord, shall I fully know,
not till then, how much I owe.

Chosen, not for good in me,
called by grace from wrath to flee,
hidden in the Saviour's side,
by the Spirit sanctified,
teach me, Lord, on earth to show
by my love how much I owe. ©
Written by: Robert M M’Cheyne
Praise! #973
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 When to our world the Saviour came

WHEN TO OUR WORLD THE SAVIOUR CAME
the sick and helpless heard his name,
and in their weakness longed to see
the healing Christ of Galilee.

That good physician! night and day
the people thronged about his way;
and wonder ran from soul to soul,
'The touch of Christ has made us whole!'

His praises then were heard and sung
by opened ears and loosened tongue,
while lightened eyes could see and know
the healing Christ of long ago.

Of long ago: yet living still,
who died for us on Calvary's hill;
who triumphed over cross and grave,
his healing hands stretched forth to save.

Those wounded hands are still the same,
and all who serve that saving name
may share today in Jesus' plan,
the healing Christ of everyman.

Then grant us, Lord, in this our day,
to hear the prayers the helpless pray;
give to us hearts their pain to share,
make of us hands to tend and care.

Make us your hands! for Christ to live,
in prayer and service, swift to give;
till all the world rejoice to find
the healing Christ of all mankind. ©
Written by: Timothy Dudley-Smith
© Author
Praise! #939
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 When troubles come and hopes depart

WHEN TROUBLES COME AND HOPES DEPART
in mercy, Lord, arise;
the ruined landscape of my heart
lies bare before your eyes.

Where human pride is humbled low
and crushed beneath your hand,
your solace, Lord, again bestow
and heal this broken land.

Though darkness seems to hide your face
amid earth's sin and pain,
break through the clouds, O God of grace,
restore my soul again.

The banner of your love unfurled
proclaims a sheltering arm;
no foes in all this fallen world
can bring your people harm.

In holiness your word goes forth
from that eternal throne:
to east and west, to south and north,
your glory rules alone.

Frail human strength is nothing worth
beset by evil powers,
yet with the God of all the earth
the victory is ours! ©
Written by: Timothy Dudley-Smith
© Author
Praise! #60
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 When upon life's billows you are tempest tossed

When upon life's billows you are tempest tossed
When you are discouraged thinking all is lost
Count your many blessings, name them one by one,
And it will surprise you what the Lord has done.

Count your blessings, name them one by one,
Count your blessings, see what God has done,
Count your blessings, name them one by one,
And it will surprise you what the Lord has done.

Are you ever burdened with a load of care?
Does the cross seem heavy you are called to bear,
Count your many blessings, Jesus is your Light,
He will be beside you through your darkest night.

Count your blessings, name them one by one,
Count your blessings, see what God has done,
Count your blessings, name them one by one,
And it will surprise you what the Lord has done.

When you look at others with their lands and gold,
Think that Christ has promised you his wealth untold,
Count your many blessings; wealth can never buy,
Your reward in heaven, nor your home on high.

Count your blessings, name them one by one,
Count your blessings, see what God has done,
Count your blessings, name them one by one,
And it will surprise you what the Lord has done.

So, amid the conflict, whether great or small,
Do not be discouraged, God is over all;
Count your many blessings, angels will attend,
Help and comfort give you to your journey's end.

Count your blessings, name them one by one,
Count your blessings, see what God has done,
Count your blessings, name them one by one,
And it will surprise you what the Lord has done.
J. OATMAN JR. ©
Written by: Author Unknown
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 When we walk with the Lord

When we walk with the Lord
in the light of his word,
what a glory he sheds on our way!
While we do his good will
he abides with us still,
and with all who will trust and obey!

Trust and obey!
For there's no other way
to be happy in Jesus,
but to trust and obey.

When the shadows arise,
or when clouds fill the skies,
he can turn all the darkness to day;
in the midst of our tears,
in our doubts and our fears,
we are kept as we trust and obey.

Trust and obey!
For there's no other way
to be happy in Jesus,
but to trust and obey.

Every burden we bear,
every sorrow we share,
he will work for our good, as we pray;
every grief, every loss,
every frown, every cross
will be blessed as we trust and obey.

Trust and obey!
For there's no other way
to be happy in Jesus,
but to trust and obey.

But we never can prove
the extent of his love,
though our all on the altar we lay;
yet what favour he shows,
and what joy he bestows
upon all who will trust and obey!

Trust and obey!
For there's no other way
to be happy in Jesus,
but to trust and obey.

Then in fellowship sweet
we will sit at his feet,
or we'll walk by his side all the way;
what he says we will do,
where he sends we will go-
never fear, only trust and obey!

Trust and obey!
For there's no other way
to be happy in Jesus,
but to trust and obey. ©
Written by: John H Sammis
JOHN H SAMMIS 1846-1919 © IN THIS VERSION PRAISE TRUST
Praise! #853

63



 When you prayed beneath the trees

WHEN YOU PRAYED BENEATH THE TREES,
it was for me, O Lord;
when you cried upon your knees,
how could it be, O Lord?
When in blood and sweat and tears
you dismissed your final fears,
when you faced the soldiers' spears,
you stood for me, O Lord.

When their triumph looked complete,
it was for me, O Lord;
when it seemed like your defeat,
they could not see, O Lord!
When you faced the mob alone
you were silent as a stone,
and a tree became your throne;
you came for me, O Lord.

When you stumbled up the road,
you walked for me, O Lord;
when you took your deadly load
that heavy tree, O Lord;
when they lifted you on high
and they nailed you up to die,
and when darkness filled the sky,
it was for me, O Lord.

When you spoke with kingly power,
it was for me, O Lord;
in that dread and destined hour,
you made me free, O Lord;
earth and heaven heard you shout,
death and hell were put to rout,
for the grave could not hold out;
you are for me, O Lord. ©
Written by: Christopher Idle
CHRISTOPHER IDLE © AUTHOR / JUBILATE HYMNS
Praise! #450
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 When you, my righteous judge, shall come

WHEN YOU, MY RIGHTEOUS JUDGE, SHALL COME
to fetch your ransomed people home,
shall I among them stand?
Shall such a sinful child as I,
who sometimes am afraid to die,
be found at your right hand?

I love to meet among them now,
before your gracious feet to bow,
though vilest of them all;
but can I bear this piercing thought:
what if my name should be left out,
when you for them shall call?

Prevent, prevent it by your grace;
and be, dear Lord, my hiding-place
in this, the gospel day!
Your pardoning voice, O let me hear,
to still my unbelieving fear,
nor let me fall, I pray!

Let me among your saints be found
when all shall hear the trumpet sound,
to see your smiling face;
then loudest of the throng I'll sing,
and all the courts of heaven will ring
with shouts of sovereign grace. ©
Written by: Lady Huntingdon
LADY HUNTINGDON'S HYMN BOOK 1774 © IN THIS VERSION PRAISE TRUST
Praise! #963
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 Where do you travel

Where do you travel
On your life's journey?
Where do you travel
Day after day?
Is it to heaven?
Is it to glory?
Look unto Jesus,
He is the way. ©
Written by: Author Unknown
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 Where high the heavenly temple stands

WHERE HIGH THE HEAVENLY TEMPLE STANDS,
the house of God not made with hands,
a great high priest our nature wears,
the guardian of mankind appears.

He who our guarantor once stood
and poured on earth his precious blood,
pursues in heaven his mighty plan,
the Saviour and the friend of man.

Though now ascended up on high,
he sees us with a brother's eye;
he shares with us the human name
and knows the frailty of our frame.

Our fellow-sufferer yet retains
a fellow-feeling for our pains,
and still remembers in the skies
his tears, his agonies and cries.

In all that pains the human heart,
the Man of sorrows had a part;
he sympathizes with our grief
and to the sufferer sends relief.

With boldness, therefore, at his throne
let us make all our sorrows known,
and ask the aid of heavenly power
to help us in the evil hour. ©
Written by: Michael Bruce
Praise! #501
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 Where shall my wondering soul begin

WHERE SHALL MY WONDERING SOUL BEGIN?
How shall I all to heaven aspire?
A slave redeemed from death and sin,
a brand plucked from eternal fire,
how shall I worthy triumphs raise,
or sing my great deliverer's praise?

O, how shall I the goodness tell,
Father, which here to me you showed?
That I, a child of wrath and hell,
I should be called a child of God!
should know, should feel, my sins forgiven,
blessed with this foretaste of your heaven!

And shall I slight my Father's love
or basely fear his gifts to own?
unmindful of his favours prove?
shall I, the hallowed cross to shun,
refuse his righteousness to impart
by hiding it within my heart?

No, though the ancient dragon rage
and call forth all his hosts to war,
though earth's self-righteous sons engage,
them and their god alike I dare;
Jesus, the sinners' friend, proclaim,
Jesus, to sinners still the same.

For us the blood, the mercy flowed
in pardon from his wounded side;
he died for us, the eternal God,
for us the Prince of glory died!
Believe, and all your sin's forgiven;
only believe, and yours is heaven! ©
Written by: Charles Wesley
Praise! #751
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 While shepherds watched their flocks by night

While shepherds watched their flocks by night
all seated on the ground,
the angel of the Lord came down
and glory shone around.

'Fear not!' said he-for mighty dread
had seized their troubled mind-
'Glad tidings of great joy I bring
to you and all mankind.

'To you in Bethlehem this day
is born of David's line
a Saviour, who is Christ the Lord,
and this shall be the sign:

'The heavenly babe you there shall find
to human view displayed,
all simply wrapped in swaddling clothes
and in a manger laid.'

Thus spoke the seraph, and at once
appeared a shining throng
of angels praising God, who thus
addressed their joyful song:

'All glory be to God on high,
and to the earth be peace!
Goodwill henceforth from highest heaven
begin and never cease.' ©
Written by: Nahum Tate
Praise! #379
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 While the bread is yet unbroken

WHILE THE BREAD IS YET UNBROKEN,
while the wine is yet unpoured,
there is time to pray, recalling
what is written in God's word.

Time for contrite, true repentance,
time to root out bitterness,
that our minds will hold no malice,
as we ask the Lord to bless.

We are debtors to God's mercy,
by free grace alone we live.
As we ask to be forgiven,
make us willing to forgive.

Lord, prepare each one who gathers,
may no fault go unconfessed,
teach us so to love each other
that our witness may be blessed.

Let us each ourselves examine,
that we eat and drink aright,
so shall all receive a blessing,
find in Christ our true delight.

While the bread is still unbroken,
while the wine is still unpoured,
as our thoughts dwell on Christ's sufferings,
search and cleanse us, living Lord. ©
Written by: John Thomas Norwood
© Author
Praise! #660
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 Who believes what we have heard

WHO BELIEVES WHAT WE HAVE HEARD,
who has seen God's power made known?
When the Servant of the Lord
grew unnoticed and alone;
undesired by those around
and unlovely to their eyes,
like a root in desert ground
which men trample and despise.

Yet for us the Servant grieved,
all our sorrows he endured;
his the torment unrelieved,
his the bruising from the Lord;
here is all our guilt engraved,
here are all our wrongs revealed;
by his suffering we are saved,
by his tortures we are healed.

Far away like sheep we strayed,
by our own desires misled,
but the Lord our God has laid
all our sins upon his head;
to the slaughter once he came-
see the willing victim stand
as a sacrificial lamb
silent at the killer's hand.

So he spent his final breath,
all his life for us he gave;
men of violence shared his death
and a rich man lent his grave;
target of his people's hate,
by oppression snatched away-
who was mindful of his fate,
who considered it that day?

But he now prolongs his days,
risen from darkness into light;
sees his children bring their praise,
vindicates and sets them right;
for the criminals he prayed,
for their crimes he bled and died;
now the sacrifice is made
and the Servant satisfied. ©
Written by: Christopher Idle
CHRISTOPHER IDLE © AUTHOR / JUBILATE HYMNS
Praise! #451
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 Who can bind the raging sea

WHO CAN BIND THE RAGING SEA
or walk the ocean floor?
Who can find where snow is made
or hail is kept in store?
Who can know how light begins
or darkness ends the day?
Who can go where planets grow
or show someone the way?

Who directs the rushing stream
and steers the rolling storm?
Who protects the lion cubs
and ravens' young from harm?
Who decides when deer shall breed
or mountain goats give birth?
Who provides, defends and guides?
The Lord of all the earth!

In God's hands the awesome power
that hurls the stars through space:
God commands-the lightning strikes,
the thunderclouds embrace!
God's arm flings the waters high
and trims the foam-flecked waves;
glory, sing to heaven's King -
our God who loves and saves! ©
Written by: Michael Perry
MICHAEL PERRY 1942-96 © MRS B PERRY / JUBILATE HYMNS
Praise! #213
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 Who can cheer the heart like Jesus

Who can cheer the heart like Jesus,
by his presence all divine?
True and tender, pure and precious,
O how blest to call him mine!

All that thrills my soul is Jesus;
he is more than life to me;
and the fairest of ten thousand
in my risen Lord I see.

Love of Christ so freely given,
grace of God beyond degree,
mercy higher than the heaven,
deeper than the deepest sea.

All that thrills my soul is Jesus;
he is more than life to me;
and the fairest of ten thousand
in my risen Lord I see.

What a wonderful redemption!
Never can a mortal know
how my sin, though red like crimson,
can be whiter than the snow.

All that thrills my soul is Jesus;
he is more than life to me;
and the fairest of ten thousand
in my risen Lord I see.

Every need his hand supplying,
every good in him I see;
on his strength divine relying,
he is all in all to me.

All that thrills my soul is Jesus;
he is more than life to me;
and the fairest of ten thousand
in my risen Lord I see.

By the crystal-flowing river
with the ransomed I will sing,
and for ever and for ever
praise and glorify the King.

All that thrills my soul is Jesus;
he is more than life to me;
and the fairest of ten thousand
in my risen Lord I see. ©
Written by: Thoro Harris
THORO HARRIS 1874-1955 © NAZARENE PUBLISHING / COPYCARE
Praise! #340
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 Who can sound the depths of sorrow

WHO CAN SOUND THE DEPTHS OF SORROW
in the father-heart of God,
for the children we've rejected,
for the lives so deeply scarred?
And each light that we've extinguished
has brought darkness to our land:
upon our nation, upon our nation
have mercy, Lord!

We have scorned the truth you gave us,
we have bowed to other lords,
we have sacrificed the children
on the altars of our gods.
O, let truth again shine on us,
let your holy fear descend:
upon our nation, upon our nation
have mercy, Lord!

Who can stand before your anger;
who can face your piercing eyes?
For you love the weak and helpless,
and you hear the victims' cries.
Yes, you are a God of justice
and your judgement surely comes:
upon our nation, upon our nation
have mercy, Lord!

Who will stand against the violence?
Who will comfort those who mourn?
In an age of cruel rejection,
who will build for love a home?
Come and shake us into action,
come and melt our hearts of stone:
upon your people, upon your people
have mercy, Lord!

Who can sound the depths of mercy
in the father-heart of God?
For there is a man of sorrows
who for sinners shed his blood.
He can heal the wounds of nations,
he can wash the guilty clean:
because of Jesus, because of Jesus,
have mercy, Lord! ©
Written by: Graham Kendrick
GRAHAM KENDRICK © 1988 MAKE WAY MUSIC
Praise! #955
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 Who has held the oceans in his hand?

Who has held the oceans in his hand?
Who has numbered every grain of sand?
Kings and nations tremble at his voice.
All creation rises to rejoice.

Behold our God, seated on his throne.
Come, let us adore him.
Behold our king - nothing can compare.
Come, let us adore him!

Who has given counsel to the Lord?
Who can question any of his words?
Who can teach the one who knows all things?
Who can fathom all his wondrous deeds?

Behold our God, seated on his throne.
Come, let us adore him.
Behold our king - nothing can compare.
Come, let us adore him!

Who has felt the nails upon his hands
bearing all the guilt of sinful man?
God eternal, humbled to the grave.
Jesus, Saviour, risen now to reign!

Behold our God, seated on his throne.
Come, let us adore him.
Behold our king - nothing can compare.
Come, let us adore him!

Men: You will reign forever!
Women: Let your glory fill the earth.

(repeat four times)

Behold our God, seated on his throne.
Come, let us adore him.
Behold our king - nothing can compare.
Come, let us adore him! ©
Written by: Meghan Baird, Jonathan Baird, Stephen Altrogge, and Ryan Baird
© 2011 SOVEREIGN GRACE WORSHIP
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 Who is on the Lord’s side

Who is on the Lord’s side?
Who will serve the King?
Who will be his helpers
other lives to bring?
Who will leave the world's side?
Who will face the foe?
Who is on the Lord's side?
Who for him will go?
By your call of mercy,
by your grace alone,
we are on the Lord's side,
Saviour, all your own.

Jesus, you have bought us,
not with gold or gem,
but with your own lifeblood,
for your diadem.
With your blessing filling
all who come in need,
you have made us willing,
made us free indeed.
By your great redemption,
by your grace alone,
we are on the Lord's side,
Saviour, all your own.

Fierce may be the conflict,
strong may be the foe;
but the King's own army
none can overthrow.
Round his standard ranging,
victory is secure;
for his truth unchanging
makes the triumph sure.
Joyfully enlisting
by your grace alone,
we are on the Lord's side,
Saviour, all your own.

Chosen to be soldiers
in a hostile land,
chosen, called and faithful,
for our captain's band.
In his service royal
let us not grow cold;
let us then be loyal,
steadfast, true and bold.
Master, you will keep us
by your grace alone,
always on the Lord’s side,
Saviour, all your own. ©
Written by: Frances R Havergal
FRANCES R HAVERGAL 1836-79 © IN THIS VERSION PRAISE TRUST
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 Who is there like you

WHO IS THERE LIKE YOU
and who else would give their life for me,
even suffering in my place?
And who could repay you?
All of creation looks to you
and you provide for all you have made.

So I'm lifting up my hands,
lifting up my voice,
lifting up your name
and in your grace I rest,
for your love has come to me
and set me free.
And I'm trusting in your word,
trusting in your cross,
trusting in your blood
and all your faithfulness,
for your power at work in me
is changing me. ©
Written by: Paul Oakley
PAUL OAKLEY © 1995 KINGSWAY'S THANKYOU MUSIC
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 Who may ascend the hill of the Lord

WHO MAY ASCEND THE HILL OF THE LORD
and who may stand in his holy place?
Only the one whose hands are clean,
whose heart is made clean by the Saviour's grace.
Lord, grant me clean hands and a pure heart,
clean hands that can work for you.
I long for clean hands and a pure heart,
a heart that's devoted to giving the best for you. ©
Written by: Geoff Baker
GEOFF BAKER © 1995 SOVEREIGN MUSIC UK
Praise! #820
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 Who sees it all, before whose gaze

WHO SEES IT ALL, BEFORE WHOSE GAZE
is darkest night bright as the day;
watching as in the secret place
his likeness forms upon a face?

Who sees it all, the debt that's owed
of lives unlived, of love unknown?
Who weighs the loss of innocence,
or feels the pain of our offence?

God sees, God knows, God loves the broken heart
and holds and binds and heals the broken heart.

Who knows the fears that drive a
unburies pain and gives it voice?
And who can wash a memory,
or take the sting of death away?

God sees, God knows, God loves the broken heart
and holds and binds and heals the broken heart.

Whose anger burns at what we've done,
then bears our sin as if his own?
Who will receive us as we are,
whose arms are wide and waiting now?

Whose broken heart upon a cross
won freedom, joy and peace for us?
Whose blood redeems, who ever lives
and all because of love forgives? ©
Written by: Graham Kendrick
GRAHAM KENDRICK © 1997 MAKE WAY MUSIC
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 Who, O Lord, could save themselves

Who, O Lord, could save themselves, 
their own soul could heal?
Our shame was deeper than the sea; 
your grace is deeper still. 
(repeat)

And you alone can rescue, you alone can save. 
You alone can lift us from the grave. 
You came down to find us, led us out of death. 
To you alone belongs the highest praise.

You, O Lord, have made a way, 
the great divide you heal;
for when our hearts were far away, 
your love went further still.
Yes, your love goes further still!

And you alone can rescue, you alone can save. 
You alone can lift us from the grave. 
You came down to find us, led us out of death. 
To you alone belongs the highest praise. 
To you alone belongs the highest praise.
To you alone belongs the highest praise. ©
Written by: Matt Redman and Jonas Myrin
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 Why all my fear and unbelief

WHY ALL MY FEAR AND UNBELIEF?
Has not the Father put to grief
his spotless Son for me?
And will the righteous Judge of men,
condemn me for that debt of sin
discharged at Calvary?

Complete atonement you have made
and to the utmost limit paid
all that your people owed;
how can God's wrath my soul distress
if sheltered in your righteousness
and covered by your blood?

Since Christ has my release procured
and freely in my place endured
the whole of wrath divine-
payment God will not twice demand,
first at my dying Saviour's hand
and then again at mine.

Turn then, my soul, to joy and rest;
the merits of my great high priest
have bought my liberty:
trust in his all-sufficient blood,
nor fear my banishment from God,
for Jesus died for me! ©
Written by: Augustus M Toplady
Praise! #790
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 Why did you choose me-what have I done

WHY DID YOU CHOOSE ME - WHAT HAVE I DONE
that you should call me your child, your loved one?
How can I answer to love so profound?
Once I was lost without you-now I am found.

Lord will you teach me all I need know,
guide me and hold me and help me to grow?
You gave me life and breath, gifts that abound.
Once I was lost without you-now I am found.

Sometimes, O Lord, I can scarcely believe
you really love me. I have nothing to give,
you came and turned my whole life upside down.
Once I was lost without you-now I am found.

Lord, I can't answer-what can I say
now that you've taken my sins all away?
You showed what love is from a cross in the ground.
Once I was lost without you-now I am found.

Soon I will see you, it will not be long,
meanwhile I'll sing from my heart with this song-
never again will I stray from your side.
Once I was dead without you-now I'm alive!

Why did you choose me-what have I done
that you should call me your child, your loved one?
How can I answer to love so profound?
Once I was lost without you-now I am found. ©
Written by: Stephanie Mason
© Author
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 Why do all the nations rage

WHY DO ALL THE NATIONS RAGE
and their rulers join as one,
vainly to defy the LORD,
his anointed to disown?
'Let us break their chains,' they say,
'hurl their fetters far away.'

God derides their futile schemes
watching from his throne on high,
then rebukes them in his wrath,
terrifies them in reply:
'See my king now, by my will,
crowned on Zion's holy hill.'

Hear the LORD: 'You are my Son,
I've begotten you this day;
ask, and nations near and far
I will put beneath your sway,
by your iron sceptre hushed,
like a potter's vessel crushed.'

Earthly rulers, then, be wise:
serve the LORD with joy and fear,
pay your homage to his Son,
lest his anger cost you dear;
swiftly will he punish pride:
happy all who in him hide. ©
Written by: David G Preston
DAVID G PRESTON © AUTHOR / JUBILATE HYMNS
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 Why do the nations rage and cry

Why do the nations rage and cry,
plotting against the LORD most high?
And why do kings and people scorn
his Christ, forsaken and forlorn?
The Lord in heaven shall laugh aloud
at all the boasting of the proud:
'I set my Son, whom you condemn,
as King outside Jerusalem.'

'I will declare the LORD's decree,
these are the words he spoke to me:
"You are my Son, with me always,
begotten from eternal days;
you shall receive both east and west,
all nations yours at your request;
judge them and rule them with your rod,
and shatter those that fear not God".'

Rulers, be warned, and kings, be wise;
God's only Son do not despise,
but serve the LORD with humble fear,
rejoice with trembling, and draw near;
adore the Son; his sudden wrath
can soon destroy you in your path;
yet safe are all, beneath his wing,
who hide in Christ our Lord and King. ©
Written by: Jim Sayers
© AUTHOR
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 Why should I fear the darkest hour

WHY SHOULD I FEAR THE DARKEST HOUR,
or tremble at the tempter's power?
Jesus is pledged to be my tower.

Though hard the fight, why quit the field?
Why must I either run or yield,
since Jesus is my mighty shield?

I do not know what lies ahead,
from where will come my daily bread;
by Jesus' grace I'm always led.

Though sin would fill me with distress,
the throne of grace I dare address,
for Jesus is my righteousness.

Though faint my prayers and cold my love,
my trust from God shall not remove
while Jesus intercedes above.

Against me earth and hell combine,
but on my side is power divine;
Jesus is all, and he is mine! ©
Written by: John Newton
Praise! #791
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 Why, God, have you forsaken me

WHY, GOD, HAVE YOU FORSAKEN ME-
more distant now, the more I cry?
Must I, alone, unanswered, go
like one unloved, alone to die?

Our fathers, when they prayed to you
in every need, in every prayer,
were heard by you and saved by you,
and never doubted that you care!

But now my people turn on me,
with hate, not pity, in their eyes;
and all who see me, see in me
no man, a worm that they despise!

'Let God deliver him,' they say,
'His God would save him, was his claim!'
They only wait to see me die;
they share my clothing in a game!

My hands and feet they bind to wound;
my bones they number, and each breath,
until with burning thirst I taste
the bitter agony of death!

My God, I trust you, trust you still-
be near, be near to hear my prayer!
I know that all who hope in you
are safe in death from death's despair.

Then I and all who live for you,
this day and till the end of days,
will tell of ever-answered prayer,
and pray this world's most thankful praise! ©
Written by: Brian Foley
© Author
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 Why, mighty hero, must you boast

WHY, MIGHTY HERO, MUST YOU BOAST
of cruelty and of crime,
yet disregard God's steadfast love
which lasts throughout all time?
How razor-sharp your deadly tongue,
what treachery you devise!
You cling to evil, hate the good
and love pernicious lies.

But God will tear you clean away
from all the wealth you own,
from home and family, life itself,
to reap what you have sown.
The righteous will look on in awe,
and with relief will say:
'We knew his trust was not in God-
in wealth and greed it lay.'

But I am like an olive tree
that thrives in God's domain,
dependent on his steadfast love
whose power can never wane.
I will for ever give you praise
for what your hand has done,
hope in your name, and with your saints
make all your goodness known. ©
Written by: David G Preston
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 Will your anchor hold in the storms of life?

Will your anchor hold in the storms of life,
When the clouds unfold their wings of strife?
When the strong tides lift, and the cables strain,
Will your anchor drift or firm remain?

We have an anchor that keeps the soul
Steadfast and sure while the billows roll,
Fastened to the Rock which cannot move,
Grounded firm and deep in the Saviour's love.

Will your anchor hold in the straits of fear,
when the breakers roar and the reef is near?
While the surges rave, and the wild winds blow,
shall the angry waves then your bark overflow?

We have an anchor that keeps the soul
Steadfast and sure while the billows roll,
Fastened to the Rock which cannot move,
Grounded firm and deep in the Saviour's love.

Will your anchor hold in the floods of death,
when the waters cold chill your latest breath?
On the rising tide you can never fail,
while your anchor holds within the veil.

We have an anchor that keeps the soul
Steadfast and sure while the billows roll,
Fastened to the Rock which cannot move,
Grounded firm and deep in the Saviour's love.

Will your eyes behold through the morning light
the city of gold and the harbour bright?
Will you anchor safe by the heavenly shore,
when life's storms are past for evermore?

We have an anchor that keeps the soul
Steadfast and sure while the billows roll,
Fastened to the Rock which cannot move,
Grounded firm and deep in the Saviour's love. ©
Written by: William James Kirkpatrick (1838-1921)
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 Wind of God, dynamic Spirit

WIND OF GOD, DYNAMIC SPIRIT,
breathe upon our hearts today;
that we may your power inherit
hear us, Spirit, as we pray:
fill the vacuum that enslaves us-
emptiness of heart and soul;
and, through Jesus Christ who saves us,
give us life and make us whole.

Voice of God, prophetic Spirit,
speak to every heart today
to encourage or prohibit,
urging action or delay:
clear the vagueness which impedes us-
come, enlighten mind and soul;
and, through Jesus Christ who leads us,
teach the truth that makes us whole.

Fire of God, volcanic Spirit,
burn within our hearts today;
cleanse our sin - may we exhibit
holiness in every way:
purge the squalidness that shames us,
soils the body, taints the soul;
and through Jesus Christ who claims us,
purify us, make us whole. ©
Written by: Michael Saward
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 Wise men, they came to look for wisdom

WISE MEN, THEY CAME TO LOOK FOR WISDOM,
finding one wiser than they knew;
rich men, they met with one yet richer-
King of the kings, they knelt to you:
Jesus, our wisdom from above,
wealth and redemption, life and love.

Pilgrims they were, from unknown countries,
searching for one who knows the world;
lost are their names and strange their journeys,
famed is their zeal to find the child.
Jesus, in you the lost are claimed,
aliens are found, and known, and named.

Magi, they stooped to see your splendour,
led by a star to light supreme;
promised Messiah, Lord eternal,
glory and peace are in your name:
joy of each day, our song by night,
shine on our path your holy light.

Guests of their God, they opened treasures,
incense and gold and solemn myrrh;
welcoming one too young to question
how came these gifts, and what they were.
Gift beyond price of gold or gem,
make among us your Bethlehem. ©
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 With a prayer you fed the hungry,

With a prayer you fed the hungry,
with a cry you stilled the storm;
with a look you had compassion
on the desperate and forlorn.
With a touch you healed the leper,
with a shout you raised the dead;
with a word expelled the demons
with a blessing broke the bread.

Love incarnate, love divine,
captivate this heart of mine
till all I do speaks of you.

As a sheep before the shearer
you were silent in your pain;
you endured humiliation
at the hands of those you'd made.
And as hell unleashed its fury
you were lifted on a tree,
crying "Father God forgive them,
place their punishment on me."

Love incarnate, love divine,
captivate this heart of mine
till all I do speaks of you.

I will feed the poor and hungry,
I will stand up for the truth;
I will take my cross and follow
to the corners of the earth.
And I ask that you so fill me
with your peace, your power, your breath,
that I never love my life so much
to shrink from facing death.

Love incarnate, love divine,
captivate this heart of mine
till all I do speaks of you. ©
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 With all my heart I seek

WITH ALL MY HEART I SEEK
the true and living way!
LORD, guide these steps of mine
or I shall go astray.

Let me not waver now
from simple honesty,
or fail in my resolve
to keep integrity.

Your laws and your commands
remain my great delight;
I speak of them at noon
and ponder them at night.

Through youth and through old age,
LORD, may I not forget
that in your matchless word,
there love and truth have met. ©
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 With hearts in love abounding

WITH HEARTS IN LOVE ABOUNDING
we now prepare to sing
a lofty theme, resounding
your praise, almighty King;
whose love, rich gifts bestowing,
has blessed the human race,
whose lips are overflowing
with words of truth and grace.

In majesty transcendent,
put on your conquering sword;
in righteousness resplendent,
ride on, incarnate Word.
Ride on, O King Messiah!
to glory and renown;
pierced by your shafts of fire,
each foe be overthrown.

So reign, O God, in heaven,
eternally the same,
and endless praise be given
to your almighty name.
Clothed in your dazzling brightness,
your church on earth behold
in robes of purest whiteness,
in garments worked in gold.

Let every tribe and nation
come gladly in the throng,
to share her great salvation,
and join her grateful song:
then shall no note of sadness
awake the trembling string;
one song of joy and gladness
the ransomed world shall sing. ©
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 With joy I welcome, Lord, your right

WITH JOY I WELCOME, LORD, YOUR RIGHT
to every service I can pay;
and call it my supreme delight
to hear your word and to obey.

What are my days apart from you,
my sure support, my noblest end,
your ever-gracious face to view
and serve the cause of such a friend?

Let me not live for worldly joy,
or to increase my worldly good,
nor future time or powers employ
to spread a famous name abroad.

To Christ my Saviour may I live,
to him who for my ransom died;
nor could untainted Eden give
such joy as blossoms at his side.

His work my closing years shall bless,
when youthful vigour is no more;
and my last hour of life confess
his love has new-creating power. ©
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 With joy we contemplate the grace

WITH JOY WE CONTEMPLATE THE GRACE
of our high priest above;
his heart is made of tenderness,
and overflows with love.

Touched with a sympathy within,
our frailty he has known;
he knows what fierce temptations mean,
for he has felt our own.

But holy, innocent and pure
the great Redeemer stood,
while Satan's worst assaults he bore
and did resist to blood.

He, in the days of fragile flesh,
poured out his cries and tears
and, as our head, now feels afresh
what every member bears.

He will not quench the smouldering wick
but fans it to a flame,
the wounded reed he will not break,
nor scorn the lowest name.

Then let our humble faith confess
his mercy and his power:
so we shall find his saving grace
when comes the evil hour. ©
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 With this bread we will remember him

WITH THIS BREAD WE WILL REMEMBER HIM,
Son of God, broken and suffering:
for our guilt- innocent offering.
As we eat, remember him.

With this wine we will remember him,
on the cross, paying the price for sin-
blood of Christ cleansing us deep within.
As we drink, remember him. ©
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 Within the busy rush of life

Within the busy rush of life
I find a resting-place:
when I submit to Christ my Lord
and let him set my pace,
he shows the way that I should take
whatever trials I face.

Amid the choices I must make
and duties that increase
he comes to calm my anxious thoughts,
to make the turmoil cease;
as in his presence I remain
he guides me into peace.

The timeless, all-sufficient God
my every longing knows
and daily he refreshes me
with joy which overflows;
anointed by tranquillity
my strength to serve him grows.

My Saviour bids me walk with him
and follow all his ways-
his plan for me is fruitfulness
throughout my earthly days,
since now and evermore I live
beneath his loving gaze. ©
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 Wonderful grace that gives what I don’t deserve

Wonderful grace that gives what I don't deserve,
pays me what Christ has earned then lets me go free.
Wonderful grace that gives me the time to change,
washes away the stains that once covered me.

And all that I have I lay at the feet
of the wonderful Saviour who loves me.

Wonderful love that held in the face of death,
breathed in its final breath forgiveness for me.
Wonderful love whose power can break every chain
giving us life again setting us free.

And all that I have I lay at the feet
of the wonderful Saviour who loves me. ©
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