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Sunday Morning, 7 June 2020 

GREAT IS THY FAITHFULNESS 
1 Great is thy faithfulness, O God my Father! 

there is no shadow of turning with thee; 
thou changest not, thy compassions they fail not: 

As thou hast been thou forever wilt be. 
Great is thy faithfulness! Great is thy faithfulness! 

Morning by morning new mercies I see; 
all I have needed thy hand hath provided— 

great is thy faithfulness, Lord unto me! 
 

2 Summer and winter and springtime and harvest, 
sun, moon and stars in their courses above, 

join with all nature in manifold witness 
to thy great faithfulness, mercy and love. 

Great is thy faithfulness! Great is thy faithfulness! 
Morning by morning new mercies I see; 

all I have needed thy hand hath provided— 
great is thy faithfulness, Lord unto me! 

 
3 Pardon for sin and a peace that endureth, 

thine own dear presence to cheer and to guide, 
strength for today and bright hope for tomorrow— 

blessings all mine with ten thousand beside! 
Great is thy faithfulness! Great is thy faithfulness! 

Morning by morning new mercies I see; 
all I have needed thy hand hath provided— 

great is thy faithfulness, Lord unto me! 
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SEE THE DESTINED DAY ARISE 
1 See the destined day arise! See a willing sacrifice! 

Jesus, to redeem our loss, hangs upon the shameful cross; 
Jesus, who but you could bear wrath so great and justice fair? 

Every pang and bitter throe, finishing your life of woe? 
Hallelujah! Hallelujah! Lamb of God for sinners slain! 

Hallelujah! Hallelujah! Jesus Christ, we praise your name! 
 

2 Who but Christ had dared to drain, steeped in gall, the cup of 
pain, 

and with tender body bear thorns and nails and piercing spear? 
Slain for us, the water flowed, mingled from your side with blood; 

sign to all attesting eyes of the finished sacrifice. 
Hallelujah! Hallelujah! Lamb of God for sinners slain! 

Hallelujah! Hallelujah! Jesus Christ, we praise your name! 
 

3 Holy Jesus, grant us grace in that sacrifice to place 
all our trust for life renewed, pardoned sin, and promised good. 
Grant us grace to sing your praise, ’round your throne through 

endless days, 
ever with the sons of light: “Blessing, honour, glory, might!” 

Hallelujah! Hallelujah! Lamb of God for sinners slain! 
Hallelujah! Hallelujah! Jesus Christ, we praise your name! 
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IN CHRIST ALONE 
1 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. 

 
2 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: 
Till on that cross as Jesus died, 

the wrath of God was satisfied— 
for every sin on him was laid; 

here in the death of Christ I live. 
 

3 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. 

 
(CONTINUED OVERLEAF) 
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4 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; 
till he returns or calls me home, 

here in the pow’r of Christ I stand! 
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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. 
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BEHOLD OUR GOD 
1 Who has held the oceans in his hands? 
Who has numbered every 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! 
 

2 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? 
Behold our God, seated on his throne— 

come, let us adore him! 
Behold our King: Nothing can compare— 

come, let us adore him! 
 

3 Who has felt the nails upon his hands, 
bearing all the guilt of sinful man? 

God eternal, humbled to the grave; 
Jesus, Saviour, risen now to reign. 

Behold our God, seated on his throne— 
come, let us adore him! 

Behold our King: Nothing can compare— 
come, let us adore him! 

 
 


