


 

 



 

Come, Thou Fount of Every Blessing // 15 

 

Come, Thou Fount of every blessing, 

Tune my heart to sing Thy grace; 

Streams of mercy, never ceasing, 

Call for songs of loudest praise: 

 

Teach me some melodious sonnet, 

Sung by flaming tongues above; 

Praise the mount! I’m fixed upon it, 

Mount of Thy redeeming love. 

 

Here I raise mine Ebenezer; 

Hither by Thy help I’m come; 

And I hope, by Thy good pleasure, 

Safely to arrive at home: 

 

Jesus sought me when a stranger, 

Wand’ring from the fold of God; 

He, to rescue me from danger, 

Interposed His precious blood. 

 

O to grace how great a debtor 

Daily I’m constrained to be! 

Let Thy grace, Lord, like a fetter, 

Bind my wand’ring heart to Thee: 

 

Prone to wander, Lord, I feel it, 

Prone to leave the God I love; 

Here’s my heart, Lord, take and seal it, 

Seal it for Thy courts above. 

 

 

Blessed Assurance, Jesus is Mine // 334 

 

Blessed assurance, Jesus is mine! 

Oh, what a foretaste of glory divine! 

Heir of salvation, purchase of God, 

Born of His Spirit, washed in His blood. 

 

Refrain: 

This is my story, this is my song, 

Praising my Savior all the day long; 

This is my story, this is my song, 

Praising my Savior all the day long. 

 

Perfect submission, perfect delight, 

Visions of rapture now burst on my sight: 

Angels descending bring from above 

Echoes of mercy, whispers of love. 

 

Refrain 

 

Perfect submission, all is at rest, 

I in my Savior am happy and blest: 

Watching and waiting, looking above, 

Filled with His goodness, lost in his love. 

 

Refrain 
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It is Well with My Soul // 410 

 

When peace, like a river, attendeth my way, 

When sorrows like sea billows roll; 

Whatever my lot, Thou hast taught me to say, 

It is well, it is well with my soul. 

 

Though Satan should buffet, tho’ trials should come, 

Let this blest assurance control, 

That Christ has regarded my helpless estate, 

And hath shed His own blood for my soul. 

 

It is well with my soul, 

It is well, it is well with my soul. 

 

My sin—oh, the bliss of this glorious thought: 

My sin not in part, but the whole 

Is nailed to the cross and I bear it no more, 

Praise the Lord, praise the Lord, O my soul! 

 

It is well with my soul, 

It is well, it is well with my soul. 

 

And Lord, haste the day when the faith shall be sight, 

The clouds be rolled back as a scroll, 

The trump shall resound and the Lord shall descend, 

“Even so,” it is well with my soul. 

 

It is well with my soul, 

It is well, it is well with my soul. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Ancient Words 

 

Holy words long preserved 

For our walk in this world, 

They resound with God’s own heart; 

Oh, let the ancient words impart. 

 

Words of life, words of hope 

Give us strength, help us cope; 

In this world where’er we roam 

Ancient words will guide us home. 

 

Refrain: 

Ancient words ever true, 

Changing me and changing you; 

We have come with open hearts, 

Oh, let the ancient words impart. 

 

Holy words of our faith 

Handed down to this age, 

Came to us through sacrifice; 

Oh, heed the faithful words of Christ. 

 

Hold words long preserved 

For our walk in this world, 

They resound with God’s own heart; 

Oh, let the ancient words impart. 

 

Refrain 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Wherever He Leads I’ll Go // 285 

 

“Take up thy cross and follow Me,” 

I heard my Master say; 

“I gave my life to ransom thee, 

Surrender your all today.” 

 

Refrain: 

Wherever He leads I’ll go, 

Wherever He leads I’ll go, 

I’ll follow my Christ who loves me so, 

Wherever He leads I’ll go. 

 

He drew me closer to His side, 

I sought His will to know, 

And in that will I now abide, 

Wherever He leads I’ll go. 

 

Refrain 

 

It may be thro’ the shadows dim, 

Or o’er the stormy sea, 

I take my cross and follow Him, 

Wherever He leadeth me. 

 

Refrain 

 

My heart, my life, my all I bring 

To Christ who loves me so; 

He is my Master, Lord, and King, 

Wherever He leads I’ll go. 

 

Refrain 

 

 

 

Nothing But the Blood // 135 

 

What can wash away my sin? 

Nothing but the blood of Jesus; 

What can make me whole again? 

Nothing but the blood of Jesus. 

 

Refrain: 

Oh! Precious is the flow  

that makes me white as snow; 

No other fount I know, 

Nothing but the blood of Jesus. 

 

For my pardon this I see, 

Nothing but the blood of Jesus; 

For my cleansing, this my plea, 

Nothing but the blood of Jesus. 

 

Refrain 

 

Nothing can for sin atone, 

Nothing but the blood of Jesus; 

Naught of good that I have done, 

Nothing but the blood of Jesus. 

 

Refrain 

 

This is all my hope and peace, 

Nothing but the blood of Jesus; 

This is all my righteousness, 

Nothing but the blood of Jesus. 

 

Refrain  


