
All my hope on God is founded; 
he doth still my trust renew, 
He my guide through changing order, 
only good and only true. 
God unknown,  
he alone 
calls my heart to be his own. 

Pride of man and earthly glory, 
sword and crown betray his trust; 
All that human toil can fashion, 
tower and temple fall to dust. 
But God's power, 
hour by hour, 
is my temple and my tower. 

Day by day our mighty Giver 
Grants to us his gifts of love, 
In his will our souls find pleasure, 
Leading to our home above. 
Love shall stand 
at his hand; 
joy shall wait for his command. 

Still from man to God eternal 
sacrifice of praise be done, 
high above all praises praising 
for the gift of Christ, his Son. 
Hear Christs’s call 
one and all: 
We who follow shall not fall. 

We love the place, O God,  
wherein thine honour dwells;  
the joy of thine abode  
all earthly joy excels. 

It is the house of prayer,  
wherein thy servants meet;  
and thou, O Lord, art there  
thy chosen flock to greet. 

We love the word of life,  
the word that tells of peace,  
of comfort in the strife,  
and joys that never cease. 



We love to sing below  
for mercies freely given;  
but O we long to know  
the triumph-song of heaven. 

Lord Jesus, give us grace  
on earth to love thee more,  
in heaven to see thy face,  
and with thy saints adore. 

How deep the Father’s love for us, 
How vast beyond all measure, 
That He should give His only Son 
To make a wretch His treasure. 
How great the pain of searing loss – 
The Father turns His face away, 
As wounds which mar the Chosen One 
Bring many sons to glory. 

Behold the man upon a cross, 
My sin upon His shoulders; 
Ashamed, I hear my mocking voice 
Call out among the scoffers. 
It was my sin that held Him there 
Until it was accomplished; 
His dying breath has brought me life – 
I know that it is finished. 

I will not boast in anything, 
No gifts, no power, no wisdom; 
But I will boast in Jesus Christ, 
His death and resurrection. 
Why should I gain from His reward? 
I cannot give an answer; 
But this I know with all my heart – 
His wounds have paid my ransom. 

We sing the praise of him who died,  
of him who died upon the cross;  
the sinner's hope let men deride;  
for this we count the world but loss. 



Inscribed upon the cross we see  
in shining letters, God is love:  
he bears our sins upon the tree:  
he brings us mercy from above. 

The cross: it takes our guilt away,  
it holds the fainting spirit up;  
it cheers with hope the gloomy day,  
and sweetens every bitter cup. 

It makes the coward spirit brave,  
and nerves the feeble arm for fight;  
it takes its terror from the grave,  
and gilds the bed of death with light. 

The balm of life, the cure of woe,  
the measure and the pledge of love,  
the sinner's refuge here below,  
the angel's theme in heaven above.


