Songs for Sunday 24" May at St Columba’s

MP 1082 King of the ages, Almighty God,
Perfect love, ever just and true.
Who will not fear You and bring You praise?
All the nations will come to You.

Your ways of love have won my heatrt,
And brought me joy unending.
Your saving power at work in me,
Bringing peace and the hope of glory.
King of the ages, Almighty God...

Your arms of love are reaching out
To every soul that seeks You,;
Your light will shine in all the earth,
Bringing grace and a great salvation.
King of the ages, Almighty God...

The day will come when You appeatr,
And every eye shall see You.
Then we shall rise with hearts ablaze,
With a song we will sing forever.
King of the ages, Almighty God...

Stuart Townend & Mark Edwards

MP 251 How sweet the name of Jesus sounds
In a believer’s ear!
It soothes his sorrows, heals his wounds,
And drives away his fear.
It makes the wounded spirit whole
And calms the troubled breast;
"Tis manna to the hungry soul,
And to the weary, rest.

Dear Name! the Rock on which I build,
My Shield and Hiding Place,

My never-failing Treasury filled
With boundless stores of grace!
Jesus! my Shepherd, Husband, Friend,
My Prophet, Priest, and King;

My Lord, my Life, my Way, my End,
Accept the praise | bring.



Weak is the effort of my heart,
And cold my warmest thought;
But when | see Thee as Thou art,
I'll praise Thee as | ought.

Till then | would Thy love proclaim
With every fleeting breath,
And may the music of Thy name
Refresh my soul in death.

John Newton

MP 452 Loved with everlasting love,
Led by grace that love to know;

Spirit, breathing from above,

Thou hast taught me it is so.
Oh, this full and perfect peace!

Oh, this presence so divine!

In a love which cannot cease,

| am His, and He is mine.

Heaven above is softer blue,
Earth around is sweeter green;
Something lives in every hue
Christless eyes have never seen:
Birds with gladder songs o’erflow,
Flowers with deeper beauties shine,
Since | know, as now | know,
| am His, and He is mine.

His forever, only His:

Who the Lord and me shall part?
Ah, with what a rest of bliss
Christ can fill the loving heart.
Heaven and earth may fade and flee,
Firstborn light in gloom decline;
But, while God and | shall be,
| am His, and He is mine.

George Robinson



