Hymns and Songs -

Hark the glad sound! The Saviour comes,
The Saviour promised long:

Let every heart prepare a throne,

And every voice a song.

He comes, the prisoners to release
In Satan’s bondage held;

The gates of brass before him burst,
The iron fetters yield.

He comes, the broken heart to bind,
The bleeding soul to cure,

And with the treasures of his grace
To bless the humble poor.

Our glad hosannas, Prince of Peace,
Thy welcome shall proclaim;

And heaven'’s eternal arches ring
With thy beloved name.

My God, how wonderful Thou art,
Thy majesty, how bright!

How beautiful Thy mercy-seat,

In depths of burning light!

How wonderful, how beautiful

The sight of Thee must be,

Thine endless wisdom, boundless power,
And awesome purity!

O how I fear Thee, living God,

with deepest, tenderest fears,

And worship Thee with trembling hope
And penitential tears!

Yet I may love Thee too, O Lord,
Almighty as Thou art,

For Thou hast stooped to ask of me
The love of my poor heart.

Father of Jesus, love’s reward,
What rapture will it be

Prostrate before Thy throne to lie,
And gaze, and gaze on Thee.

My Jesus, my Saviour,

Lord, there is none like You.

All of my days I want to praise
The wonders of Your mighty love.
My comfort, my shelter,

Tower of refuge and strength,

Let every breath, all that [ am,
Never cease to worship You.
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Shout to the Lord all the earth, let us sing
Power and majesty, praise to the King.
Mountains bow down

And the seas will roar

At the sound of Your name.

I sing for joy at the work of Your hands.
Forever I'll love You, forever I'll stand.

Nothing compares to the promise I have in You.
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O for a thousand tongues to sing
My great Redeemer’s praise,

My great Redeemer’s praise!

The glories of my God and King,
The triumphs of His grace!

Jesus! the name that charms our fears,
That bids our sorrows cease,

That bids our sorrows cease;

"Tis music in the sinner’s ears,

"Tis life, and health, and peace.

See all your sins on Jesus laid;

The Lamb of God was slain,

The Lamb of God was slain;

His soul was once an offering made
For every soul of man.

He breaks the power of cancelled sin,
He sets the prisoner free,
He sets the prisoner free;
His blood can make the foulest clean,
His blood availed for me.

He speaks and, listening to His voice,
New life the dead receive,
New life the dead receive;
The mournful, broken hearts rejoice,
The humble poor believe.

Hear Him, ye deaf; His praise, ye dumb;
Your loosened tongues employ,

Your loosened tongues employ;

Ye blind, behold your Saviour come;
And leap, ye lame, for joy!

My gracious Master and my God,
Assist me to proclaim,

Assist me to proclaim,

To spread through all the earth abroad
The honours of Thy name.



