
#441:     Jesus Shall Reign 

1. Jesus shall reign where'er the sun 
does his successive journeys run; 
his kingdom stretch from shore to shore, 
till moons shall wax and wane no more. 

2. To him shall endless prayer be made, 
and praises throng to crown his head; 
his name, like sweet perfume, shall rise 
with every morning sacrifice. 

3. People and realms of every tongue 
dwell on his love with sweetest song; 
and infant voices shall proclaim 
their early blessings on his name. 

4. Blessings abound where'er he reigns; 
the pris'ner leaps to lose his chains, 
the weary find eternal rest, 
and all the sons of want are blest. 

5. Let every creature rise and bring 
peculiar honors to our King, 
angels descend with songs again, 
and earth repeat the loud amen! 

 

 

 

 

 

#345:     Glorious Things of Thee Are Spoken 

1. Glorious things of thee are spoken, 
Zion, city of our God; 
he whose word cannot be broken 
formed thee for his own abode: 
on the Rock of Ages founded, 
what can shake thy sure repose? 
With salvation's walls surrounded, 
thou may'st smile at all thy foes. 

2. See, the streams of living waters, 
springing from eternal love, 
well supply thy sons and daughters, 
and all fear of want remove; 
who can faint, while such a river 
ever flows their thirst t'assuage?– 
grace which, like the Lord, the giver, 
never fails from age to age. 

3. Round each habitation hov'ring, 
see the cloud and fire appear 
for a glory and a cov'ring, 
showing that the Lord is near: 
thus deriving from their banner 
light by night and shade by day, 
safe they feed upon the manna 
which he gives them when they pray. 

4. Savior, if of Zion's city 
I, through grace, a member am, 
let the world deride or pity, 
I will glory in thy name: 
fading is the worldling's pleasure, 
all his boasted pomp and show; 
solid joys and lasting treasure 
none but Zion's children know. 

 

 

#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! 

 

 

 

 

 

#707:     Jesus, I My Cross Have Taken (stanzas 1-4) 

1. Jesus, I my cross have taken, 
all to leave, and follow thee; 
destitute, despised, forsaken, 
thou from hence my all shalt be. 
Perish ev'ry fond ambition, 
all I've sought or hoped or known; 
yet how rich is my condition, 
God and heav'n are still my own. 

2. Let the world despise and leave me, 
they have left my Savior too; 
human hearts and looks deceive me; 
thou art not, like man, untrue; 
and, while thou shalt smile upon me, 
God of wisdom, love, and might, 
foes may hate and friends may shun me; 
show thy face, and all is bright. 

3. Man may trouble and distress me, 
'twill but drive me to thy breast; 
life with trials hard may press me, 
heav'n will bring me sweeter rest. 
O 'tis not in grief to harm me 
while thy love is left to me; 
O 'twere not in joy to charm me, 
were that joy unmixed with thee. 

4. Take, my soul, thy full salvation, 
rise o'er sin and fear and care; 
joy to find in ev'ry station 
something still to do or bear; 
think what Spirit dwells within thee, 
what a Father's smile is thine, 
what a Savior died to win thee: 
child of heav'n, shouldst thou repine? 
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#2:        O Worship the King 

1. O worship the King all-glorious above, 
O gratefully sing his pow'r and his love; 
our shield and Defender, the Ancient of Days, 
pavilioned in splendor and girded with praise. 

2. O tell of his might, O sing of his grace, 
whose robe is the light, whose canopy space. 
His chariots of wrath the deep thunderclouds form, 
and dark is his path on the wings of the storm. 

3. The earth with its store of wonders untold, 
Almighty, your pow'r has founded of old; 
has 'stablished it fast by a changeless decree, 
and round it has cast, like a mantle, the sea. 

4. Your bountiful care what tongue can recite? 
It breathes in the air; it shines in the light; 
it streams from the hills; it descends to the plain; 
and sweetly distils in the dew and the rain. 

5. Frail children of dust, and feeble as frail, 
in you do we trust, nor find you to fail; 
your mercies how tender, how firm to the end, 
our Maker, Defender, Redeemer, and Friend! 

6. O measureless Might! Ineffable Love! 
While angels delight to hymn you above, 
the humbler creation, though feeble their lays, 
with true adoration shall lisp to your praise. 

 

 

 

 

 

#95:     Though Troubles Assail Us 

1. Though troubles assail us and dangers affright, 
though friends should all fail us and foes all unite, 
yet one thing secures us, whatever betide, 
the promise assures us, "The Lord will provide." 

2. The birds, without garner or storehouse, are fed; 
from them let us learn to trust God for our bread. 
His saints what is fitting shall ne'er be denied 
so long as 'tis written, "The Lord will provide." 

3. When Satan assails us to stop up our path, 
and courage all fails us, we triumph by faith. 
He cannot take from us, though oft he has tried, 
this heart-cheering promise, "The Lord will provide." 

4. No strength of our own and no goodness we claim; 
yet, since we have known of the Savior's great name, 
in this our strong tower for safety we hide: 
the Lord is our power, "The Lord will provide." 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

#585:   Take My Life, and Let It Be (stanzas 1– 4) 

1. Take my life, and let it be 
consecrated, Lord, to thee. 
Take my moments and my days; 
let them flow in ceaseless praise, 
let them flow in ceaseless praise. 

2. Take my hands, and let them move 
at the impulse of thy love. 
Take my feet, and let them be 
swift and beautiful for thee, 
swift and beautiful for thee. 

3. Take my voice, and let me sing, 
always, only, for my King. 
Take my lips, and let them be 
filled with messages from thee, 
filled with messages from thee. 

4. Take my silver and my gold; 
not a mite would I withhold. 
Take my intellect, and use 
ev'ry pow'r as thou shalt choose, 
ev'ry pow'r as thou shalt choose. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

#304:   I Heard the Voice of Jesus Say 

1. I heard the voice of Jesus say, 
"Come unto me and rest; 
lay down, O weary one, lay down 
your head upon my breast." 
I came to Jesus as I was, 
weary and worn and sad; 
I found in him a resting place, 
and he has made me glad. 

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

3. I heard the voice of Jesus say, 
"I am this dark world's Light; 
look unto me, your morn shall rise, 
and all your day be bright." 
I looked to Jesus and I found 
in him my Star, my Sun; 
and in that light of life I'll walk, 
till trav'ling days are done. 
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