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How Sweet and Awesome Is the Place

Used by permission. CCLI License #3258262


How sweet and awesome is the place with Christ within the doors,

While everlasting love displays the choicest of her stores.


While all our hearts and all our songs join to admire the feast,

Each of us cries, with thankful tongue, “Lord, why was I a guest?”


“Why was I made to hear your voice, and enter while there’s room,

When thousands make a wretched choice, and rather starve than come?”


’Twas the same love that spread the feast that sweetly drew us in;

Else we had still refused to taste, and perished in our sin.


Pity the nations, O our God, constrain the earth to come;

Send your victorious Word abroad, and bring the strangers home.


We long to see your churches full, that all the chosen race

May, with one voice and heart and soul, sing your redeeming grace.


May, with one voice and heart and soul, sing your redeeming grace.

#92 A Mighty Fortress Is Our God

Used by permission. CCLI License #3258262


A mighty fortress is our God, a bulwark never failing;

Our helper He, amid the flood of mortal ills prevailing.


For still our ancient foe doth seek to work us woe;

His craft and power are great, and armed with cruel hate,


On earth is not his equal.


Did we in our own strength confide, our striving would be losing;

Were not the right Man on our side, the Man of God’s own choosing.


Dost ask who that may be? Christ Jesus, it is He;

Lord Sabaoth, His name, from age to age the same,


And He must win the battle.


And though this world, with devils filled, should threaten to undo us,

We will not fear, for God has willed His truth to triumph through us.


The Prince of Darkness grim, we tremble not for him;

His rage we can endure, for lo, his doom is sure,


One little word shall fell him.


That word above all earthly powers, no thanks to them, abideth;

The Spirit and the gifts are ours through Him who with us sideth.


Let goods and kindred go, this mortal life also;

The body they may kill: God's truth abideth still:


His kingdom is forever.


A mighty fortress is our God, a bulwark never failing.



#521 My Hope Is Built on Nothing Less

Used by permission. CCLI License #3258262


My hope is built on nothing less than Jesus’ blood and righteousness;

I dare not trust the sweetest frame, but wholly lean on Jesus’ name. 


On Christ, the solid rock, I stand;

All other ground is sinking sand,

All other ground is sinking sand.


When darkness veils his lovely face, I rest on his unchanging grace;

In every high and stormy gale, my anchor holds within the veil.


Repeat 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.


Repeat Chorus


When he shall come with trumpet sound, O may I then in him be found;

Dressed in his righteousness alone, faultless to stand before the throne.


Repeat Chorus

In Christ Alone

Used by permission. CCLI License #3258262


In Christ alone my hope is found, He is my light, my strength, my song.

This Cornerstone, this solid ground, firm through the fiercest drought and storm.


What heights of love, what depths of peace, when fears are stilled, when strivings cease!

My Comforter, my all in all, here in the love of Christ I stand.


 

In Christ alone, who took on flesh, fullness of God in helpless babe.


This gift of love and righteousness scorned by the ones He came to save.

’Til on that cross as Jesus died the wrath of God was satisfied;

For ev’ry sin on Him was laid. Here in the death of Christ I live.


There in the ground His body lay, Light of the world by darkness slain.

Then bursting forth in glorious day, up from the grave He rose again!


And as He stands in victory, sin’s curse has lost its grip on me.

For I am His and He is mine, bought with the precious blood of Christ.


No guilt in life, no fear in death, this is the pow’r of Christ in me.

From life’s first cry to final breath, Jesus commands my destiny.


No pow’r of hell, no scheme of man can ever pluck me from His hand.

’Til He returns or calls me home, here in the pow’r of Christ I’ll stand.


No pow’r of hell, no scheme of man can ever pluck me from His hand.

’Til He returns or calls me home, here in the pow’r of Christ I’ll stand.



