




O GOD, OUR HELP IN AGES PAST 

O God, our help in ages past, 

Our hope for years to come, 

Our shelter from the stormy blast, 

And our eternal home; 

 

Under the shadow of thy throne 

Thy saints have dwelt secure; 

Sufficient is thine arm alone, 

And our defense is sure. 

 

Before the hills in order stood, 

Or earth received her frame, 

From everlasting thou art God, 

To endless years the same. 

 

O God, our help in ages past, 

Our hope for years to come, 

Be thou our guard while life shall last, 

And our eternal home. 

 

 

COME THOU FOUNT 

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 my Ebenezer; 

Hither by thy help I come; 

And I hope, by thy good pleasure, 

Safely to arrive at home; 

Jesus sought me when a stranger, 

Wond’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 wandering 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. 

 

 

IT IS WELL WITH MY SOUL 

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, 

though trials should come, 

Let this blest assurance control, 

That Christ hath regarded 

my helpless estate, 

And hath shed His own blood for my 

soul. 

 

Refrain: 

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! 

 

Refrain: 

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. 

 

Refrain: 

It is well with my soul, 

It is well, it is well with my soul. 

 

Sunday Morning Worship  

Lyric Sheet - June 14, 2020 



I’D RATHER HAVE JESUS 
 

I'd rather have Jesus than silver or gold;  

I'd rather be His than have riches untold;  

I'd rather have Jesus than houses or 

lands.  

I'd rather be led by His nail pierced hand 

Than to be the king of a vast domain  

Or be held in sin's dread sway.  

I'd rather have Jesus than anything  

This world affords today. 

 

I'd rather have Jesus than men's ap-

plause;  

I'd rather be faithful to His dear cause; 

I'd rather have Jesus than worldwide 

fame.  

I'd rather be true to His holy name 

Than to be the king of a vast domain  

Or be held in sin's dread sway.  

I'd rather have Jesus than anything  

This world affords today. 

 

He's fairer than lilies of rarest bloom;  

He's sweeter than honey 

from out the comb;  

He's all that my hungering spirit needs.  

I'd rather have Jesus and let Him lead 

Than to be the king of a vast domain  

Or be held in sin's dread sway.  

I'd rather have Jesus than anything  

This world affords today. 

 

TURN YOUR EYES UPON JESUS 

O soul, are you weary and troubled? 

No light in the darkness you see? 

There’s light for a look at the Savior, 

And life more abundant and free! 

 

Refrain: 

Turn your eyes upon Jesus, 

Look full in His wonderful face, 

And the things of earth 

will grow strangely dim, 

In the light of His glory and grace. 

 

Through death into life everlasting 

He passed, and we follow Him there; 

O’er us sin no more hath dominion— 

For more than conqu’rors we are! 

 

Refrain: 

Turn your eyes upon Jesus, 

Look full in His wonderful face, 

And the things of earth 

will grow strangely dim, 

In the light of His glory and grace. 

 

His Word shall not fail you— 

He promised; 

Believe Him, and all will be well: 

Then go to a world that is dying, 

His perfect salvation to tell! 

 

 

 

Refrain: 

Turn your eyes upon Jesus, 

Look full in His wonderful face, 

And the things of earth 

will grow strangely dim, 

In the light of His glory and grace. 

 

 

DOXOLOGY 

Praise God from whom all blessings 

flow. 

Praise Him all creatures here below. 

Praise Him above ye heavenly hosts. 

Praise Father, Son, and Holy Ghost. 

Amen. 

 

  

 

 

 


