
#4:         All Praise to God, Who Reigns Above (stanzas 1, 2, 4, & 6) 

1. All praise to God, who reigns above, 
the God of all creation, 
the God of wonders, pow'r, and love, 
the God of our salvation! 
With healing balm my soul he fills, 
the God who every sorrow stills. 
To God all praise and glory! 

2. What God's almighty pow'r hath made 
his gracious mercy keepeth; 
by morning dawn or evening shade 
his watchful eye ne'er sleepeth; 
within the kingdom of his might, 
lo, all is just and all is right. 
To God all praise and glory! 

4. The Lord forsaketh not his flock, 
his chosen generation; 
he is their refuge and their rock, 
their peace and their salvation. 
As with a mother's tender hand 
he leads his own, his chosen band. 
To God all praise and glory! 

5. Ye who confess Christ's holy name, 
to God give praise and glory! 
Ye who the Father's pow'r proclaim, 
to God give praise and glory! 
All idols underfoot be trod, 
the Lord is God! The Lord is God! 
To God all praise and glory! 

 

 

 

 

 

#689:     Be Still, My Soul 

1. Be still, my soul: the Lord is on your side; 
bear patiently the cross of grief or pain; 
leave to your God to order and provide; 
in ev'ry change he faithful will remain. 
Be still, my soul: your best, your heav'nly Friend 
through thorny ways leads to a joyful end. 

2. Be still, my soul: your God will undertake 
to guide the future as he has the past. 
Your hope, your confidence let nothing shake; 
all now mysterious shall be bright at last. 
Be still, my soul: the waves and winds still know 
his voice who ruled them while he dwelt below. 

3. Be still, my soul: when dearest friends depart, 
and all is darkened in the vale of tears, 
then shall you better know his love, his heart, 
who comes to soothe your sorrow and your fears. 
Be still, my soul: your Jesus can repay 
from his own fullness all he takes away. 

4. Be still, my soul: the hour is hast'ning on 
when we shall be forever with the Lord, 
when disappointment, grief, and fear are gone, 
sorrow forgot, love's purest joys restored. 
Be still, my soul: when change and tears are past, 
all safe and blessed we shall meet at last. 

 

 

 

#261:     What Wondrous Love Is This 

1. What wondrous love is this, O my soul, O my soul, 
what wondrous love is this, O my soul! 
What wondrous love is this that caused the Lord of bliss 
to bear the dreadful curse for my soul, for my soul, 
to bear the dreadful curse for my soul! 

2. To God and to the Lamb, I will sing, I will sing, 
to God and to the Lamb, I will sing; 
to God and to the Lamb, who is the great I AM, 
while millions join the theme, I will sing, I will sing, 
while millions join the theme, I will sing! 

3. And when from death I'm free, I'll sing on, I'll sing on, 
and when from death I'm free, I'll sing on; 
and when from death I'm free, I'll sing and joyful be, 
and through eternity I'll sing on, I'll sing on, 
and through eternity I'll sing on! 

 

 

 

 

 

#457:     Come, Thou Fount of Every Blessing 

1. Come, thou fount of ev'ry blessing, 
tune my heart to sing thy grace; 
streams of mercy, never ceasing, 
call for songs of loudest praise. 
Teach me some melodious sonnet, 
sung by flaming tongues above; 
praise the mount! I'm fixed upon it, 
mount of God's unchanging love. 

2 Here I raise my Ebenezer; 
hither by thy help I'm come; 
and I hope, by thy good pleasure, 
safely to arrive at home. 
Jesus sought me when a stranger, 
wand'ring from the fold of God: 
he, to rescue me from danger, 
interposed his precious blood. 

3 O to grace how great a debtor 
daily I'm constrained to be; 
let that grace now, like a fetter, 
bind my wand'ring heart to thee. 
Prone to wander – Lord, I feel it – 
prone to leave the God I love; 
here's my heart, O take and seal it, 
seal it for thy courts above. 
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#101:   Come, Thou Almighty King 

1. Come, thou Almighty King, 
help us thy name to sing, 
help us to praise. 
Father, all glorious, 
o'er all victorious, 
come and reign over us, 
Ancient of Days. 

2. Come, thou Incarnate Word, 
gird on thy mighty sword, 
our prayer attend. 
Come, and thy people bless, 
and give thy Word success; 
Spirit of holiness, 
on us descend. 

3. Come, Holy Comforter, 
thy sacred witness bear 
in this glad hour. 
Thou who almighty art, 
now rule in every heart, 
and ne'er from us depart, 
Spirit of pow'r. 

4. To the great One in Three 
eternal praises be, 
hence evermore. 
His sovereign majesty 
may we in glory see, 
and to eternity 
love and adore. 

 

 

 

 

 

#356:   How Beautiful the Sight 

1. How beautiful the sight 
of brethren who agree 
in friendship to unite, 
and bonds of charity; 
'tis like the precious ointment, shed 
o'er all his robes, from Aaron's head. 

2. 'Tis like the dew that fills 
the cups of Hermon's flow'rs; 
or Zion's fruitful hill, 
bright with the drops of show'rs, 
when mingling odors breathe around, 
and glory rests on all the ground. 

3. For there the Lord commands 
blessings, a boundless store, 
from his unsparing hands, 
yea, life for evermore: 
thrice happy they who meet above 
to spend eternity in love! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

#486:    God, Be Merciful to Me (stanzas 1-4) 

1. God, be merciful to me, 
on thy grace I rest my plea; 
plenteous in compassion thou, 
blot out my transgressions now; 
wash me, make me pure within, 
cleanse, O cleanse me from my sin. 

2. My transgressions I confess, 
grief and guilt my soul oppress; 
I have sinned against thy grace 
and provoked thee to thy face; 
I confess thy judgment just, 
speechless, I thy mercy trust. 

3. I am evil, born in sin; 
thou desirest truth within. 
thou alone my Savior art, 
teach thy wisdom to my heart; 
make me pure, thy grace bestow, 
wash me whiter than the snow. 

4. Broken, humbled to the dust 
by thy wrath and judgment just, 
let my contrite heart rejoice 
and in gladness hear thy voice; 
from my sins O hide thy face, 
blot them out in boundless grace. 

 

 

 

 

#38:     Immortal, Invisible, God Only Wise 

1. Immortal, invisible, God only wise, 
in light inaccessible hid from our eyes, 
most blessed, most glorious, the Ancient of Days, 
almighty, victorious, thy great name we praise. 

2. Unresting, unhasting and silent as light, 
nor wanting, nor wasting, thou rulest in might; 
thy justice like mountains high soaring above 
thy clouds which are fountains of goodness and love. 

3. Great Father of glory, pure Father of light, 
thine angels adore thee, all veiling their sight; 
all praise we would render; O help us to see 
'tis only the splendor of light hideth thee! 
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