
Hymns – 8th March 

584  
   1  All my hope on God is founded; 

  he doth still my trust renew. 
 Me through change and chance he 
guideth, 
  only good and only true. 
     God unknown, 
     he alone 
  calls my heart to be his own. 

   2  Human pride and earthly glory, 
   sword and crown betray his trust; 
  what with care and toil he buildeth, 
   tower and temple, fall to dust. 
      But God's power, 
      hour by hour, 
   is my temple and my tower. 

   3  God's great goodness aye 
endureth, 
  deep his wisdom, passing thought: 
 splendour, light, and life attend him, 
  beauty springeth out of naught. 
     Evermore 
     from his store 
  new-born worlds rise and adore. 

   4  Daily doth th' Almighty giver 
   bounteous gifts on us bestow; 
  his desire our soul delighteth, 
   pleasure leads us where we go. 
      Love doth stand 
      at his hand; 
   joy doth wait on his command. 

   5  Still from earth to God eternal 
   sacrifice of praise be done, 
  high above all praises praising 
   for the gift of Christ his Son. 
      Christ doth call 
      one and all: 
   ye who follow shall not fall. 

634 

   1  Firmly I believe and truly 
   God is Three and God is One; 
  and I next acknowledge duly 
   manhood taken by the Son. 

   2  And I trust and hope most fully 
   in that manhood crucified; 
  and each thought and deed unruly 
   do to death, as he has died. 

   3  Simply to his grace and wholly 
   light and life and strength belong, 
  and I love supremely, solely, 
   him the holy, him the strong. 

   4  And I hold in veneration, 
   for the love of him alone, 
  Holy Church as his creation, 
   and her teachings as his own. 

   5  Adoration ay be given, 
   with and through the angelic host, 
  to the God of earth and heaven, 
   Father, Son, and Holy Ghost. 
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   1  My song is love unknown, 
   my Saviour's love to me, 
  love to the loveless shown, 
   that they might lovely be. 
   O who am I, 
    that for my sake 
    my Lord should take 
   frail flesh, and die? 

   2  He came from his blest throne, 
   salvation to bestow; 
  but men made strange, and none 
   the longed-for Christ would know. 
   But O, my Friend, 
    my Friend indeed, 
    who at my need 
   his life did spend! 

   3  Sometimes they strew his way, 
   and his sweet praises sing; 
  resounding all the day 
   hosannas to their King. 
   Then ‘Crucify!’ 
    is all their breath, 
    and for his death 
   they thirst and cry. 

* 4  Why, what hath my Lord done? 
   What makes this rage and spite? 
  He made the lame to run, 
   he gave the blind their sight. 
   Sweet injuries! 
    yet they at these 
    themselves displease, 
   and ’gainst him rise. 

   5  They rise, and needs will have 
   my dear Lord made away; 
  a murderer they save, 
   the Prince of Life they slay. 
   Yet cheerful he 
    to suffering goes, 

    that he his foes 
   from thence might free. 

* 6  In life, no house, no home 
   my Lord on earth might have; 
  in death, no friendly tomb 
   but what a stranger gave. 
   What may I say? 
    Heaven was his home; 
    but mine the tomb 
   wherein he lay. 

   7  Here might I stay and sing: 
   no story so divine; 
  never was love, dear King, 
   never was grief like thine! 
   This is my Friend, 
    in whose sweet praise 
    I all my days 
   could gladly spend. 

761 

   1  Praise the Lord!  Ye heavens, adore 
him; 
  praise him, angels, in the height; 
 sun and moon, rejoice before him, 
  praise him, all ye stars and light. 
 Praise the Lord!  for he hath 
spoken; 
  worlds his mighty voice obeyed: 
 laws, which never shall be broken, 
  for their guidance he hath made. 

   2  Praise the Lord!  for he is glorious; 
  never shall his promise fail: 
 God hath made his saints 
victorious; 
  sin and death shall not prevail. 
 Praise the God of our salvation; 
  hosts on high, his power 
proclaim; 
 heaven and earth and all creation, 
  laud and magnify his name! 



 


