
Hymns and Songs – 14th April, 2024  

Fill your hearts with joy and gladness,
Sing and praise your God and mine!

Great the Lord in love and wisdom,

Might and majesty divine!

He who framed the starry heavens

Knows and names them as they shine.


Praise the Lord, His people, praise Him!

Wounded souls His comfort know;

Those who fear Him find His mercies,

Peace for pain and joy for woe;

Humble hearts are high exalted,

Human pride and power laid low.


Praise the Lord for times and seasons,

Cloud and sunshine, wind and rain;

Spring to melt the snows of winter

Till the waters flow again;

Grass upon the mountain pastures,

Golden valleys thick with grain.


Fill you hearts with joy and gladness,

Peace and plenty crown your days;

Love His laws, declare His judgments,

Walk in all His words and ways;

He the Lord and we His children – 

Praise the Lord, all people, praise!
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Be bold, be strong,
For the Lord your God is with you.
Be bold, be strong,
For the Lord your God is with you.
I am not afraid,
I am not dismayed,
Because I’m walking in faith and victory,
Come on and walk in faith and victory,
For the Lord your God is with you.

And can it be that I should gain
An interest in the Saviour’s blood?
Died He for me, who caused His pain?
For me, who Him to death pursued?
Amazing love! How can it be
That Thou, my God, shouldst die for me?

‘Tis mystery all! The immortal dies:
Who can explore His strange design?
In vain the first-born seraph tries
To sound the depths of love divine!
‘Tis mercy all let earth adore,
Let angel minds inquire no more.

He left His Father’s throne above,
So free, so infinite His grace;
Emptied Himself of all but love,
And bled for Adam’s helpless race.
‘Tis mercy all, immense and free;
For, O my God, it found out me.

Long my imprisoned spirit lay
Fast bound in sin and nature’s night;
Thine eye diffused a quickening ray,
I woke, the dungeon flamed with light;
My chains fell off, my heart was free;
I rose, went forth, and followed Thee.

No condemnation now I dread;
Jesus, and all in Him, is mine!
Alive in Him, my living Head,
And clothed in righteousness divine,
Bold I approach the eternal throne,
And claim the crown, through Christ my own. 

Take my life, and let it be 
Consecrated, Lord, to Thee;
Take my moments and my days,
Let them flow in ceaseless praise.

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.

Take my voice, and let me sing
Always, only, for my King;
Take my lips, and let them be
Filled with messages from Thee.

Take my silver and my gold,
Not a mite would I withhold;
Take my intellect, and use
Every power as Thou shalt choose.

Take my will, and make it Thine;
It shall be no longer mine:
Take my heart, it is Thine own;
It shall be Thy royal throne.

Take my love; my Lord, I pour
At Thy feet its treasure store:
Take myself, and I will be
Ever, only, all for Thee.

Give thanks with a grateful heart.
Give thanks to the Holy One.
Give thanks because He’s given
Jesus Christ, His Son.
(Repeat)

And now let the weak say “I am strong,”
Let the poor say, “I am rich,”
Because of what the Lord has done for us.
(Repeat)

(Last time)
Give thanks.



You shall go out with joy
And be led forth with peace,
And the mountains and the hills
Shall break forth before you.
There’ll be shouts of joy,
And the trees of the field 
Shall clap, shall clap their hands.

And the trees of the field shall clap their hands, 
And the trees of the field shall clap their hands, 
And the trees of the field shall clap their hands, 
And you’ll go out with joy.
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