
Joy Of The Lord 
Though the tears may fall 
my song will rise 
My song will rise to You 
Though my heart may fail 
my song will rise 
My song will rise to You 
While there's breath in my lungs 
I will praise You, Lord 
 
In the dead of night 
I'll lift my eyes 
I'll lift my eyes to You 
Though the waters rise 
I'll lift my eyes 
I'll lift my eyes to You 
While there's hope in this heart 
I will praise You, Lord 
 
The joy of the Lord is my strength 
The joy of the Lord is my strength 
In the darkness I'll dance 
in the shadows I'll sing 
The joy of the Lord is my strength 
 
When I cannot see You with my eyes 
Let faith arise to You 
When I cannot feel Your hand in mine 
Let faith arise to You 
God of mercy and love 
I will praise You, Lord 
 
How You shine with glory 
Lord of light 
I feel alive with You 

In Your presence now I come alive 
I am alive with You 
There is strength when I say 
I will praise You, Lord 
 
When sorrow comes my way 
You are the shield around me 
Always You remain 
my courage in the fight 
I hear You call my name, Jesus 
I am coming 
Walking on the waves 
reaching for Your light 
 
How Great Thou Art 
Oh Lord my God 
when I in awesome wonder 
Consider all the worlds 
Thy hands have made 
I see the stars 
I hear the rolling thunder 
Thy pow'r throughout 
the universe displayed 
 
Then sings my soul 
my Savior God to Thee: 
How great Thou art! 
How great Thou art! 
 
And when I think that God, 
His Son not sparing, 
Sent Him to die, I scarce can take it in; 
That on the cross, 
my burden gladly bearing, 
He bled and died to take away my sin: 

When Christ shall come with shout of 
acclamation 
And take me home, 
what joy shall fill my heart! 
Then I shall bow in humble adoration, 
And there proclaim, my God, how great 
Thou art! 
 
The Love of God 
The love of God is greater far 
Than tongue or pen can ever tell; 
It goes beyond the highest star, 
And reaches to the lowest hell; 
The guilty pair, bowed down with care, 
God gave His Son to win; 
His erring child He reconciled, 
And pardoned from his sin. 
 
Oh, love of God, how rich and pure! 
How measureless and strong! 
It shall forevermore endure— 
The saints’ and angels’ song. 
 
Could we with ink the ocean fill, 
And were the skies of parchment 
made, 
Were every stalk on earth a quill, 
And every man a scribe by trade; 
To write the love of God above 
Would drain the ocean dry; 
Nor could the scroll contain the whole, 
Though stretched from sky to sky.	


