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Sunday Morning, 13 September 2020 

CHRIST, OUR HOPE IN LIFE AND DEATH 
1 What is our hope in life and death? 

Christ alone, Christ alone. 
What is our only confidence? 
That our souls to him belong. 

Who holds our days within his hand? 
What comes, apart from his command? 

And what will keep us to the end? 
The love of Christ, in which we stand. 

O sing hallelujah! Our hope springs eternal; 
O sing hallelujah! Now and ever we confess 

Christ our hope in life and death. 
 

2 What truth can calm the troubled soul? 
God is good, God is good. 

Where is his grace and goodness known? 
In our great Redeemer’s blood. 

Who holds our faith when fears arise? 
Who stands above the stormy trial? 

Who sends the waves that bring us nigh 
unto the shore, the rock of Christ? 

O sing hallelujah! Our hope springs eternal; 
O sing hallelujah! Now and ever we confess 

Christ our hope in life and death. 
 

3 Unto the grave, what will we sing? 
“Christ, he lives; Christ, he lives!” 

And what reward will heaven bring? 
Everlasting life with him. 

 
(CONTINUED OVERLEAF) 
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There we will rise to meet the Lord, 
then sin and death will be destroyed, 

and we will feast in endless joy, 
when Christ is ours forevermore. 

O sing hallelujah! Our hope springs eternal; 
O sing hallelujah! Now and ever we confess 

Christ our hope in life and death. 
O sing hallelujah! Our hope springs eternal; 
O sing hallelujah! Now and ever we confess 

Christ our hope in life and death. 
Now and ever we confess 

Christ our hope in life and death. 
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SPEAK, O LORD 
1 Speak, O Lord, as we come to you 

to receive the food of your holy Word. 
Take your truth, plant it deep in us; 

shape and fashion us in your likeness, 
that the light of Christ might be seen today 
in our acts of love and our deeds of faith. 

Speak, O Lord, and fulfil in us 
all your purposes for your glory. 

 
2 Teach us, Lord, full obedience, 

holy reverence, true humility. 
Test our thoughts and our attitudes 

in the radiance of your purity. 
Cause our faith to rise; cause our eyes to see 

your majestic love and authority. 
Words of pow’r that can never fail, 
let their truth prevail over unbelief. 

 
3 Speak, O Lord, and renew our minds; 

help us grasp the heights of your plans for us. 
Truths unchanged from the dawn of time 

that will echo down through eternity. 
And by grace we’ll stand on your promises, 
and by faith we’ll walk as you walk with us. 

Speak, O Lord, till your church is built 
and the earth is filled with your glory. 
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HIS MERCY IS MORE 
1 What love could remember no wrongs we have done? 

Omniscient, all knowing, he counts not their sum— 
thrown into a sea without bottom or shore: 
Our sins they are many, his mercy is more 

Praise the Lord, his mercy is more— 
stronger than darkness, new every morn, 
our sins they are many, his mercy is more. 

 
2 What patience would wait as we constantly roam, 

what Father, so tender, is calling us home, 
he welcomes the weakest, the vilest, the poor: 

Our sins they are many, his mercy is more. 
Praise the Lord, his mercy is more— 

stronger than darkness, new every morn, 
our sins they are many, his mercy is more. 

 
3 What riches of kindness he lavished on us: 

His blood was the payment, his life was the cost; 
we stood ’neath a debt we could never afford: 

Our sins they are many, his mercy is more. 
Praise the Lord, his mercy is more— 

stronger than darkness, new every morn, 
our sins they are many, his mercy is more. 
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ONLY A HOLY GOD 
1 Who else commands all the hosts of heaven? 

Who else could make every king bow down? 
Who else can whisper and darkness trembles? Only a holy God! 

 
2 What other beauty demands such praises? 

What other splendour outshines the sun? 
What other majesty rules with justice? Only a holy God! 

Come and behold him: the one and the only. 
Cry out, sing holy—forever a holy God, 

come and worship the holy God. 
 

3 What other glory consumes like fire? 
What other power can raise the dead? 

What other name remains undefeated? Only a holy God! 
Come and behold him: the one and the only. 

Cry out, sing holy—forever a holy God, 
come and worship the holy God. 

 
4 Who else could rescue me from my failing? 

Who else would offer his only Son? 
Who else invites me to call him Father? 

Only a holy God, only my holy God! 
Come and behold him: the one and the only. 

Cry out, sing holy—forever a holy God, 
come and worship the holy God, 
come and worship the holy God. 
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MY WORTH IS NOT IN WHAT I OWN 
1 My worth is not in what I own, 

not in the strength of flesh and bone, 
but in the costly wounds of love at the cross. 

My worth is not in skill or name, 
in win or lose, in pride or shame, 

but in the blood of Christ that flowed at the cross. 
I rejoice in my Redeemer, greatest treasure, wellspring of my soul; 

I will trust in him, no other: My soul is satisfied in him alone. 
 

2 As summer flow’rs we fade and die— 
fame, youth and beauty hurry by 

but life eternal calls to us at the cross. 
I will not boast in wealth or might, 
or human wisdom’s fleeting light, 

but I will boast in knowing Christ at the cross. 
I rejoice in my Redeemer, greatest treasure, wellspring of my soul; 

I will trust in him, no other: My soul is satisfied in him alone. 
 

3 Two wonders here that I confess: 
My worth and my unworthiness; 

my value fixed—my ransom paid at the cross. 
I rejoice in my Redeemer, greatest treasure, wellspring of my soul; 

I will trust in him, no other: My soul is satisfied in him alone. 
 


