
 
Verse 1

Come, thou Fount of every blessing, 
tune my heart to sing thy grace; 
streams of mercy, never ceasing, 
call for songs of loudest praise. 

Teach me some melodious sonnet, 
sung by flaming tongues above. 

Praise the mount! I’m fixed upon it, 
mount of thy redeeming love. 

Verse 2
 Here I raise mine Ebenezer; 
hither by thy help I’m come; 

and I hope, by thy good pleasure, 
safely to arrive at home. 

Jesus sought me when a stranger, 
wandering from the fold of God; 

he, to rescue me from danger, 
interposed his precious blood. 

Verse 3
 O to grace how great a debtor 

daily I’m constrained to be! 
Let thy goodness, like a fetter, 

bind my wandering heart to thee. 
Prone to wander, Lord, I feel it, 
prone to leave the God I love; 

here’s my heart, O take and seal it, 
seal it for thy courts above.
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Verse 1
The church’s one foundation 

is Jesus Christ her Lord; 
she is his new creation 
by water and the Word. 

From heaven he came and sought her 
to be his holy bride; 

with his own blood he bought her, 
and for her life he died. 

Verse 2
Elect from every nation, 
yet one o’er all the earth; 
her charter of salvation, 

one Lord, one faith, one birth; 
one holy name she blesses, 

partakes one holy food, 
and to one hope she presses, 

with every grace endued. 

Verse 3
Though with a scornful wonder 

we see her sore oppressed, 
by schisms rent asunder, 
by heresies distressed, 

yet saints their watch are keeping; 
their cry goes up, “How long?” 
And soon the night of weeping 

shall be the morn of song. 

Verse 4
Mid toil and tribulation, 
and tumult of her war, 

she waits the consummation 
of peace forevermore; 

till, with the vision glorious, 
her longing eyes are blest, 

and the great church victorious 
shall be the church at rest. 

Verse 5
Yet she on earth hath union 
with God the Three in One, 

and mystic sweet communion 
with those whose rest is won. 

O happy ones and holy! 
Lord, give us grace that we 

like them, the meek and lowly, 
on high may dwell with thee.
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All the poor and powerless
And all the lost and lonely

And all the thieves will come confess
And know that You are holy
And know that You are holy

And all will sing out
Hallelujah

And we will cry out
Hallelujah

And all the hearts who are content
And all who feel unworthy

And all who hurt with nothing left
Will know that You are holy

And all will sing out
Hallelujah

And we will cry out
Hallelujah

And all will sing out
Hallelujah

And we will cry out
Hallelujah

Shout it
Go on and scream it from the mountains

Go on and tell it to the masses
That He is God

Shout it
Go on and scream it from the mountains

Go on and tell it to the masses
That He is God

Shout it
Go on and scream it from the mountains

Go on and tell it to the masses (we sing to 
you Lord)

That He is God

And we will sing out
Hallelujah

And we will cry out
Hallelujah

We will sing out 
Hallelujah, shout it

Shout it
Go on and scream it from the mountains

Go on and tell it to the masses
That He is God

Shout it
Go on and scream it from the mountains

Go on and tell it to the masses
That He is God


