To God Be The Glory

Verse 1. 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 an atonement for sin,
And opened the lifegate that all may go in.

CHORUS

Praise the Lord, praise the Lord,

Let the earth hear His voice!

Praise the Lord, praise the Lord,

Let the people rejoice!

O come to the Father, through Jesus the Son,
And give Him the glory,

great things He hath done.

Verse 2: O perfect redemption, the purchase of blood,
To ev'ry believer the promise of God;
The vilest offender who truly believes,
That moment from Jesus a pardon receives.

CHORUS

Verse 3. Great things He hath taught us, Great things He hath done,
And great our rejoicing Throu' Jesus the Son;

But purer, and higher, and greater will be
Our wonder, our vict'ry when Jesus we see.

CHORUS
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O Church Arise

Verse 1: O church, arise and put your armor on;

Hear the call of Christ our captain;

For now the weak can say that they are strong
In the strength that God has given.

With shield of faith and belt of truth

We'll stand against the devil's lies;

An army bold whose battle cry is "Love!"
Reaching out to those in darkness.

Verse 2:  Our call to war, to love the captive soul,
But to rage against the captor;
And with the sword that makes the wounded whole
We will fight with faith and valor.
When faced with trials on ev'ry side,
We know the outcome is secure,
And Christ will have the prize for which He died
An inheritance of nations.

Verse 3: Come, see the cross where love and mercy meet,
As the Son of God is stricken;
Then see His foes lie crushed beneath His feet,
For the Conqueror has risen!
And as the stone is rolled away,
And Christ emerges from the grave,
This vict'ry march continues till the day
Ev'ry eye and heart shall see Him.

Verse 4.  So Spirit, come, put strength in ev'ry stride,
Give grace for ev'ry hurdle,
That we may run with faith to win the prize
Of a servant good and faithful.
As saints of old still line the way,
Retelling triumphs of His grace,

We hear their calls and hunger for the day
When, with Christ, we stand in glory.
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He Leadeth Me

Verse 1:

Verse 2:

Verse 3:

Verse 4:

He leadeth me! O blessed tho't!
O words with heav'nly comfort fraught!

What e'er | do, where e'er | be,
Still 'tis God's hand that leadeth me!

CHORUS

He leadeth me, He leadeth me,
By His own hand He leadeth me;
His faithful foll'wer | would be,
For by His hand He leadeth me.

Sometimes 'mid scenes of deepest gloom,
Sometimes where Eden's bowers bloom,
By waters still, o'er troubled sea,

Still 'tis His hand that leadeth me!

CHORUS

Lord, | would clasp Thy hand in mine,
Nor ever murmur nor repine,
Content, whatever lot | see,

Since 'tis Thy hand that leadeth me!

CHORUS

And when my task on earth is done,
When, by Thy grace, the vict'ry's won,
E'en death's cold wave | will not flee,
Since God thro' Jordan leadeth me!

CHORUS
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