Give to Our God Immortal Praise
Giive thanks to the Loro._ for ke is good, His love endures forever. Ps. 1361
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f. Give to  owr God im - mor - tal praise; mer - cy and
2. Give 1w the Lord of lords re - nown: the King of
3. He  built the earth, he spread the sky, and fixed the
4, He fills  the sun  with mom - ing lightt  he  bids the
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truth  are all his  ways: won - ders  of grace o God be-
kings with glo - ry crown: his mer - cies ev - or shall  en -
star - ry lights on  high: won- ders of grace 1o God be-
moon  di - rect the night: his mer - cies ey - €T shall  en-
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]nngr re - peal his mer - cles in your  song,
dure, when  lords and kings are known no more.
long; e - peat his mer cies in your  S0omg.
dure, when  suns and moons  shall shine no more.
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Basad on Peakm 135
Isaac Walts, 1718

5. He semt his Son with pow’r io save
from guilt and darkness and the grave:
wonders of grace to God belong;
repeat his mercies in your song.

Through this vain world he guides our feet,
and leads us to his heav'nly seat:
his mercies ever shall endure,

when this vain world shall be no more.
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Not What My Hands Have Done

He saved us, not because of righteous things we had done, but because of his mercy.
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Horatius Bonar, 1861; alt.

Titus 3:5 '
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/. Not what my hands have done can save my guilt -y soul;
2. Thy work a - lone, O Christ, can ecase this weight of sin;
3. Thy grace a - lone, O God, to me «can par - don  speak;
4.1 bless the Christ of God; I rest on love di - vine;
5.1 praise the God of grace; 1 trust his truth and might;
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not what my toil -ing flesh has borme can make my spir - it whole.
thy blood a - lone, O Lamb of God, can give me peace with - in.

* thy powr a - lone, O Son of God, can this sore bond - age  break.
and with un - fal-t'ring lip and heart, I call this Sav - ior mine.
he calls me  his, 1 call him mine, my God, my joy, my light.
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Not  what I feel or do can give me peace with God;
Thy love to me, O God, not mine, O Lord, to thee,

o No oth - er work, save thine, no oth - er blood will do;
His cross  dis-pels each  doubt; I bur - y in his tomb
"Tis  he who sav - eth me, and free - ly par - don  gives;
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not all my prayers and sighs and tears can  bear my aw - f.u] load.
can r1id me of this dark un -rest, and set my spir - it free.

« no strength, save that which is di - vine, can bear me safe - ly through.
each thought of un - be - lief and fear, each  lin- g'ring shade of  gloom.
I love  be - cause he lov - eth me, I live  be-cause he lives.
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LEOMINSTER S.M.D.
George William Martin, 1862
Arr. by Arthur S. Sullivan, 1874



Breathe on Me, Breath of God 334

He breathed on them and said, “Receive the Holy Spirit.” John 20:22
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/. Breathe on me, Breath of God, fill me with life a - new,

2. Breathe on me, Breath of God, un - til my heart is  pure,
3. Breathe on me, Breath of God, till [ am whol - ly thine,

4, Breathe on me, Breath of God, so shall 1 nev - er die,
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that I may love what thou dost love, and do what thou wouldst do.
un - til my  will s one with thine, to do and to en - dure.
un - til this earth-ly part of me glows with thy fire di - vine.
but live with  thee the per- fect life of thine e - ter - ni - ty.
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Edwin Hatch, 1878 TRENTHAM S.M.
Robert Jackson, 1888



Come, We That Love the Lord 700

Lt rhee pople of Eiove e plad (o their King, Ps. 1492
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f. Come, we that love the Lord. and et owr joys be  known;
2. Let  those re - fuse o sing that mnev - er knew owr G
3. The men of grace have found glo - ry  be - gum  be - low
4, The hill of i - om yvields @ thow - sand  sa - cred  sweels,
5 Then et our songs & - boumd, and By - Iy bear sz dry;
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jain ina  song with sweel sc- cond, and  thus  sus- pound the  throne.

beut chil - dremn of  the  heav'n-ly King may speak their jovs a - broad
= e - Dbed- pial fruis on earth - ly ground from  faith  and hope may  grow
b2 - fore we reach the heav'n-ly fiekds or  walk  the pgold- en sreets,
wie'ne march-ing through Im - man - wel's ground o fair - er workls on  high,
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Inanc Windy, 1707, mi BT THORAASE: 28
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