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 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 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 every 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 power of Christ in me; 
 From life’s first cry to final breath, 
 Jesus commands my destiny. 
 No power of hell, no scheme of man, 
 Can ever pluck me from His hand; 
 Till He returns or calls me home, 
 Here in the power of Christ I’ll stand! 
  

Stuart Townend & Keith Getty 
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 1 Amazing grace – how sweet the sound - 

  that saved a wretch like me! 

  I once was lost, but now am found, 

  was blind, but now I see. 

 

 2 ‘Twas grace that taught my heart to fear, 

  and grace my fears relieved; 

  how precious did that grace appear 

  the hour I first believed. 

 

 3 Through many dangers, toils and snares, 

  I have already come; 

  ‘tis grace hath brought me safe thus far, 

  and grace will lead me home. 

 

 4 When we’ve been there ten thousand years 

  bright shinning as the sun, 

  we’ve no less days to sing God’s praise 

  than when we’ve first begun. 

  

John Newton (1725 – 1807) 
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 1 God sent His Son, they called Him Jesus; 

  He came to love, heal, and forgive; 

  He lived and died to buy my pardon, 

  an empty grave is there to prove my Saviour lives. 

 

   Because He lives I can face tomorrow; 

   because He lives all fear is gone; 

   because I know He holds the future, 

   and life is worth the living just because He lives. 

 

 2. How sweet to hold a new-born baby, 

  and feel the pride and joy he gives; 

  but greater still the calm assurance, 

  this child can face uncertain days because He lives. 

 

   Because He lives… 

 

 3. And then one day I’ll cross the river; 

  I’ll fight life’s final war with pain; 

  and then as death gives way to victory, 

  I’ll see the lights of glory and I’ll know He lives. 

 

   Because He lives… 

  

Gloria and William J. Gaither 
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 1 From heaven You came, 
  Helpless babe, 
  Entered our world, 
  Your glory veiled; 
  Not to be served 
  But to serve, 
  And give Your life 
  That we might live. 
 
   This is our God, 
   The Servant King, 
   He calls us now 
   To follow Him, 
   To bring our lives 
   As a daily offering 
   Of worship to 
   The Servant King. 
 
 2 There in the garden 
  Of tears, 
  My heavy load 
  He chose to bear; 
  His heart with sorrow 
  Was torn, 
  ‘Yet not My will 
  But Yours,’ He said. 
   This is our God… 
 
 3 Come see His hands 
  And His feet, 
  The scars that speak 
  Of sacrifice; 
  Hands that flung stars 
  Into space 
  To cruel nails 
  Surrendered. 
   This is our God… 
 
 4 So let us learn 
  How to serve, 
  And in our lives 
  Enthrone Him; 
  Each other’s needs 
  To prefer, 
  For it is Christ 
  We’re serving.  
   This is our God… 
  

Graham Kendrick 
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 1 How deep the Father’s love for us, 
  How vast beyond all measure, 
  That He should give His only Son 
  To make a wretch His treasure. 
  How great the pain of searing loss – 
  The Father turns His face away, 
  As wounds which mar the Chosen One 
  Bring many sons to glory. 
 
 2 Behold the man upon a cross, 
  My sin upon His shoulders; 
  Ashamed, I hear my mocking voice 
  Call out among the scoffers. 
  It was my sin that held Him there 
  Until it was accomplished; 
  His dying breath has brought me life – 
  I know that it is finished. 
 
 3 I will not boast in anything, 
  No gifts, no power, no wisdom; 
  But I will boast in Jesus Christ, 
  His death and resurrection. 
  Why should I gain from His reward? 
  I cannot give an answer; 
  But this I know with all my heart – 
  His wounds have paid my ransom.  
  

Stuart Townend 
© 1995 Kingsway’s Thankyou Music 
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 1 What a friend we have in Jesus, 

  all our sins and griefs to bear! 

  What a privilege to carry 

  everything to God in prayer! 

  O what peace we often forfeit, 

  O what needless pain we bear –  

  all because we do not carry 

  everything to God in prayer! 

 

 2 Have we trials and temptations? 

  Is there trouble anywhere? 

  We should never be discouraged: 

  take it to the Lord in prayer! 

  Can we find a friend so faithful, 

  who will all our sorrows share? 

  Jesus knows our every weakness –  

  take it to the Lord in prayer! 

 

 3 Are we weak and heavy-laden, 

  cumbered with a load of care? 

  Precious Saviour still our refuge, 

  take it to the Lord in prayer! 

  Do thy friends despise, forsake thee? 

  Take it to the Lord in prayer! 

  In His arms He’ll take and shield thee, 

  thou wilt find a solace there. 

  

Joseph Scriven (1819 – 86) 
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 Majesty, worship His Majesty; 

 unto Jesus be glory, honour and praise. 

 Majesty, kingdom, authority, flows from His throne 

 unto His own, His anthem raise. 

 So exalt, lift up on high the name of Jesus, 

 magnify, come glorify, Christ Jesus the King. 

 Majesty, worship His Majesty, 

 Jesus, who died, now glorified, King of all kings. 

  

Jack W. Hayford 
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 My Jesus, my Saviour, 
 Lord, there is none like You. 
 All of my days I want to praise 
 The wonders of Your mighty love. 
 My comfort, my shelter, 
 Tower of refuge and strength, 
 Let every breath, all that I am, 
 Never cease to worship You. 
 
  Shout to the Lord all the earth, let us sing 
  Power and majesty, praise to the King. 
  Mountains bow down 
  And the seas will roar 
  At the sound of Your name. 
  I sing for joy at the work of Your hands. 
  Forever I’ll love You, forever I’ll stand. 
  Nothing compares to the 
  Promise I have in You.  
 

Darlene Zschech 
© 1993 Darlene Zschech/Hillsongs Australia/Kingsway’s Thankyou Music 


