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To Christ the Lord 
Used by permission. CCLI License #3258262 

To Christ, the Lord, let ev’ry tongue its noblest tribute bring: 
When He’s the subject of the song, who can refuse to sing? 
Survey the beauties of His face, and on His glories dwell, 

#ink of the wonder of His grace, and all His triumphs tell. 

Majestic sweetness sits enthroned upon His awful brow; 
His head with radiant glories crowned, His lips with grace o’er$ow. 

No mortal can with Him compare, among the sons of men: 
And fairer He, than all the fair that %ll the heav’nly train. 

He saw me plunged in deep distress, He $ed to my relief; 
For me He bore the shameful cross and carried all my grief. 
His hand a thousand blessings pour upon my guilty head: 

His presence gilds my darkest hours and guards my sleeping bed. 

To Him I owe my life and breath, and all the joys I have; 
He makes me triumph over death, and saves me from the grave. 

To heav’n the place of His abode He brings my weary feet; 
Shows me the glories of my God and makes my joy complete. 

Since from His bounty I receive such proofs of love divine, 
Had I a thousand hearts to give, Lord, they should all be #ine. 
A thousand men could not compose a worthy song to bring, 

Yet Your love is a melody our hearts can’t help but sing! 

A thousand men could not compose a worthy song to bring, 
Yet Your love is a melody our hearts can’t help but sing!

Behold Our God 
Used by permission. CCLI License #3258262 

Who has held the oceans in His hands? 
Who has numbered ev’ry grain of sand? 
Kings and nations tremble at His voice. 

All creation rises to rejoice. 

Behold our God, seated on His throne. 
Come let us adore Him. 

Behold our King, nothing can compare. 
Come, let us adore Him! 

Who has given counsel to the Lord? 
Who can question any of His words? 

Who can teach the one who knows all things? 
Who can fathom all His wondrous deeds? 

Repeat Chorus 

Who has felt the nails upon His hands, 
Bearing all the guilt of sinful man? 
God eternal, humbled to the grave. 
Jesus, Savior, risen now to reign! 

Repeat Chorus 

You will reign forever. (Let Your glory %ll the earth.) 
You will reign forever. (Let Your glory %ll the earth.) 
You will reign forever. (Let Your glory %ll the earth.) 

You will reign forever. (Let Your glory %ll…) 

Repeat Chorus



#94 How Firm a Foundation (vv. 1–4, 6) 
Used by permission. CCLI License #3258262 

How %rm a foundation, you saints of the Lord, 
Is laid for your faith in his excellent Word! 

What more can he say than to you he has said, 
To you who for refuge to Jesus have $ed. 

“Fear not, I am with you, O be not dismayed; 
For I am your God, and will still give you aid; 

I’ll strengthen you, help you, and cause you to stand, 
Upheld by my righteous, omnipotent hand. 

“When through the deep waters I call you to go, 
#e rivers of sorrow shall not over$ow; 

For I will be with you, your troubles to bless, 
And sanctify to you your deepest distress. 

“When through %ery trials your pathway shall lie, 
My grace, all-su(cient, shall be your supply; 
the $ame shall not hurt you; I only design 

Your dross to consume and your gold to re%ne. 

“#e soul that on Jesus has leaned for repose, 
I will not, I will not desert to his foes; 

#at soul, though all hell should endeavor to shake, 
I’ll never, no never, no never forsake. 

#at soul though all hell should endeavor to shake, 
I’ll never, no never, no never forsake.”

#642 Be "ou My Vision (vv. 1–2, 4–5) 
Used by permission. CCLI License #3258262 

Be thou my vision, O Lord of my heart; 
Naught be all else to me, save that thou art. 
#ou my best thought,  by day or by night, 
Waking or sleep ing, thy presence my light. 

Be thou my wisdom, and thou my true word; 
I ever with thee and thou with me, Lord. 
#ou my great Father, I thy true son; 

#ou in me dwelling, and I with thee one.  

Riches I heed not, nor man’s empty praise, 
#ou mine inheritance, now and always: 
#ou and thou only, %rst in my heart, 

High King of heaven, my treasure thou art. 

High King of heaven, my victory won, 
May I reach heaven’s joys, O bright heav’n’s Sun! 

Heart of my own heart, whatever befall, 
Still be my vision, O Ruler of all. 

Heart of my own heart, whatever befall, 
Still be my vision, O Ruler of all.


