To God Be The Glory - F (C)

To God be the glory, great things He hath done,
So loved He the world that He gave us His Son,
Who yielded His life our redemption to win,
And opened the life-gate that all may go in.

Praise the Lord, praise the Lord,
Let the earth hear His voice;
Praise the Lord, praise the Lord,
Let the people rejoice;
Oh, come to the Father, through Jesus the Son,
And give Him the glory; great things He hath done.

Oh, perfect redemption, the purchase of blood,
To every believer the promise of God;

The vilest offender who truly believes,

That moment from Jesus a pardon receives.

CHORUS

Great things He hath taught us, great things He hath done,
And great our rejoicing through Jesus the Son;

But purer, and higher, and greater will be

Our wonder, our transport when Jesus we see.

CHORUS

And give Him the glory; great things He hath done.



Praise to the Lord, the Almighty - D

Praise to the Lord, the Almighty,
the King of creation!
O my soul, praise Him, for He is thy
health and salvation!
All ye who hear,
Now to His temple draw near;
Sing now in glad adoration!

Praise to the Lord, who o’er all
things so wondrously reigneth,
Who, as on wings of an eagle,
uplifteth, sustaineth.
Hast thou not seen
How thy desires all have been
Granted in what He ordaineth?

Praise to the Lord, who hath fearfully,
wondrously, made thee!
Health hath vouchsafed and, when
heedlessly falling, hath stayed thee.
What need or grief
Ever hath failed of relief?
Wings of His mercy did shade thee.

Praise to the Lord, who doth prosper
thy work and defend thee,
Who from the heavens the streams of
His mercy doth send thee.
Ponder anew
What the Almighty can do,
Who with His love doth befriend thee.

Praise to the Lord! Oh, let all that
is in me adore Him!
All that hath life and breath, come
now with praises before Him!
Let the Amen
Sound from His people again;
Gladly for aye we adore Him.



Leaning on the Everlasting Arms - A

What a fellowship, what a joy divine,
Leaning on the Everlasting Arms!

What a blessedness, what a peace is mine,
Leaning on the Everlasting Arms!

Leaning, leaning,

Safe and secure from all alarms;
Leaning, leaning,
Leaning on the Everlasting Arms.

O how sweet to walk in this pilgrim way,
Leaning on the Everlasting Arms!

O how bright the path grows from day to day,
Leaning on the Everlasting Arms!

CHORUS

What have | to dread, what have | to fear,
Leaning on the Everlasting Arms!

| have peace complete with my Lord so near,
Leaning on the Everlasting Arms!

CHORUS x2



On Christ the Solid Rock I Stand - Bb

My hope is built on nothing less
Than Jesus Christ, my righteousness;
| dare not trust the sweetest frame,
But wholly lean on Jesus’ name.

On Christ, the solid Rock, | stand;
All other ground is sinking sand,
All other ground is sinking sand.

When darkness veils His lovely face,
| rest on His unchanging grace;

In every high and stormy gale,

My anchor holds within the veil.

CHORUS

His oath, His covenant, His blood,
Support me in the whelming flood;
When all around my soul gives way,
He then is all my hope and stay.

CHORUS

When He shall come with trumpet sound,
Oh, may | then in Him be found;

In Him, my righteousness, alone,
Faultless to stand before the throne.

CHORUSX2



Battle Hymn of the Republic - D

Mine eyes have seen the glory

Of the coming of the Lord;

He is trampling out the vintage

Where the grapes of wrath are stored;
He hath loosed the fateful lightning
Of His terrible swift sword;

His truth is marching on.

Glory! Glory! Hallelujah!
Glory! Glory! Hallelujah!
Glory! Glory! Hallelujah!
His truth is marching on.

| have seen Him in the watchfires
Of a hundred circling camps
They have builded Him an altar
In the evening dews and damps;
| can read His righteous sentence
By the dim and flaring lamps;

His day is marching on.

CHORUS

He has sounded forth the trumpet
That shall never call retreat;

He is sifting out the hearts of men
Before His judgment seat;

Oh, be swift, my soul, to answer Him;
Be jubilant, my feet;

Our God is marching on.

CHORUS

In the beauty of the lilies
Christ was born across the sea,
With a glory in His bosom
That transfigures you and me;
As He died to make men holy,
Let us live to make men free;
While God is marching on.

CHORUS



O join this mighty army

There's a battle to be won

Let us now put in sickle

For the harvest time has come
Countless multitudes are waiting
Just to hear of God's own Son
His army marches on

2" CHORUS

Glory! Glory! Hallelujah!
Glory! Glory! Hallelujah!
Glory! Glory! Hallelujah!
Our King is marching on.



