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O Worship the King // 16 
  

O worship the King, all glorious above, 
And gratefully sing His wonderful love; 

Our Shield and Defender, the Ancient of Days, 
Pavilioned in splendor, and girded with praise. 

  
O tell of His might, O sing of His grace, 

Whose robe is the light, whose canopy space! 
His chariots of wrath the deep thunderclouds form, 

And dark is His path on the wings of the storm. 
  

Thy bountiful care what tongue can recite? 
It breathes in the air, it shines in the light, 

It streams from the hills, it descends to the plain, 
And sweetly distills in the dew and the rain. 

  
Frail children of dust, and feeble as frail, 
In Thee do we trust, nor find Thee to fail: 

Thy mercies, how tender, how firm to the end, 
Our Maker, Defender, Redeemer, and Friend. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Standing on the Promises // 335 
 

Standing on the promises of Christ, my King, 
Through eternal ages let His praises ring; 

“Glory in the highest,” I will shout and sing, 
Standing on the promises of God. 

 
Standing, standing, 

Standing on the promises of God, my Savior; 
Standing, standing, 

I’m standing on the promises of God. 
 

Standing on the promises that cannot fail, 
When the howling storms of doubt and fear assail, 

By the living Word of God I shall prevail, 
Standing on the promises of God. 

 
Standing, standing, 

Standing on the promises of God, my Savior; 
Standing, standing, 

I’m standing on the promises of God. 
 

Standing on the promises I cannot fall, 
List’ning ev’ry moment to the Spirit’s call, 

Resting in my Savior as my all in all, 
Standing on the promises of God. 

 
Standing, standing, 

Standing on the promises of God, my Savior; 
Standing, standing, 

I’m standing on the promises of God. 
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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. 

 
 

 
There Is a Savior 

 
There is a Savior, 

What joys express! 
His eyes are mercy; 

His Word is rest. 
For each tomorrow, 

For yesterday, 
There is a Savior 

Who lights our way. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 

In Christ Alone 
 

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. 

 
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 ev’ry sin on Him was laid— 

Here in the death of Christ I live. 
 

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. 

 
 
 
 

 
 

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’ll stand. 
 
 
 
 
 

Doxology 
 

Praise God, from whom all blessings flow; 
Praise Him, all creatures here below; 
Praise Him above, ye heavenly host; 
Praise Father, Son, and Holy Ghost. 

Amen. 


