
 
Amazing Grace  

Amazing grace! how sweet the sound, 

That saved a wretch; like me! 

I once was lost, but now am found, 

Was blind, but now I see. 

 

’Twas grace that taught my heart to fear, 

And grace my fears relieved; 

How precious did that grace appear 

The hour I first believed! 

 

The Lord hath promised good to me, 

His word my hope secures; 

He will my shield and portion be 

As long as life endures. 

 

When we’ve been there ten thousand years, 

Bright shining as the sun, 

We’ve no less days to sing God’s praise 

Than when we first begun. 

 

Abide with Me 

Abide with me: fast falls the eventide; 

The darkness deepens; Lord, with me abide. 

When other helpers fail and comforts flee, 

Help of the helpless, O abide with me. 

 

Swift to its close ebbs out life's little day; 

earth's joys grow dim, its glories pass away. 

Change and decay in all around I see. 

O thou who changest not, abide with me. 

 

I need thy presence every passing hour. 

What but thy grace can foil the tempter's power? 

Who like thyself my guide and strength can be? 

Through cloud and sunshine, O abide with me. 

 

I fear no foe with thee at hand to bless, 

ills have no weight and tears no bitterness. 

Where is death's sting? Where, grave, thy victory? 

I triumph still, if thou abide with me. 

 

Hold thou thy cross before my closing eyes. 

Shine through the gloom and point me to the skies. 

Heaven's morning breaks and earth's vain shadows flee; 

in life, in death, O Lord, abide with me. 

 

 

How Great Thou Art 

O Lord my God 

When I in awesome wonder 



 
Consider all the works 

Thy hands have made, 

I see the stars, 

I hear the rolling thunder, 

Thy pow'r throughout 

The universe displayed! 

 

Chorus 

Then sings my soul, 

My Savior God, to Thee; 

How great Thou art, 

How great Thou art! 

Then sings my soul, 

My Savior God, to Thee; 

How great Thou art, 

How great Thou art! 

 

When thru the woods 

And forest glades I wander 

And hear the birds 

Sing sweetly in the trees, 

When I look down 

From lofty mountain grandeur 

And hear the brook 

And feel the gentle breeze, 

 

Chorus 

 

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! 

It is Well 

When peace like a river attendeth my way, 

 When sorrows like sea billows roll; 

Whatever my lot Thou hast taught me to say, 

“It is well, it is well with my soul!” 

  



 
It is well with my soul! 

It is well, it is well with my soul! 

 

Though Satan should buffet, though trials should come, 

Let this blest assurance control, 

That Christ hath regarded my helpless estate, 

And hath shed His own blood for my soul. 

 

My sin—oh, the bliss of this glorious thought— 

My sin, not in part, but the whole, 

Is nailed to His Cross, and I bear it no more; 

Praise the Lord, praise the Lord, O my soul! 

 

For me, be it Christ, be it Christ hence to live; 

If dark hours about me shall roll, 

No pang shall be mine, for in death as in life 

Thou wilt whisper Thy peace to my soul. 

 

The Old Rugged Cross 

On a hill far away stood an old rugged cross, 

The emblem of suff’ring and shame, 

And I love that old cross where the Dearest and Best 

For a world of lost sinners was slain. 

  

So I’ll cherish the old rugged cross, 

Till my trophies at last I lay down; 

I will cling to the old rugged cross, 

And exchange it some day for a crown. 

 

Oh, that old rugged cross, so despised by the world, 

Has a wondrous attraction for me; 

For the dear Lamb of God left His glory above, 

To bear it to dark Calvary. 

 

In the old rugged cross, stained with blood so divine, 

A wondrous beauty I see; 

For ’twas on that old cross Jesus suffered and died, 

To pardon and sanctify me. 

 

 

 

 

In the Sweet by and by 

There's a land that is fairer than day, 

And by faith we can see it afar, 

For the Father waits over the way 

To prepare us a dwelling place there. 

 

In the sweet by and by, 

We shall meet on that beautiful shore; 

In the sweet by and by, 



 
We shall meet on that beautiful shore. 

 

We shall sing on that beautiful shore 

The melodious songs of the blest; 

And our spirits shall sorrow no more- 

Not a sigh for the blessing of rest. [Refrain] 

 

To our bountiful Father above 

We will offer our tribute of praise 

For the glorious gift of His love 

And the blessings that hallow our days.  

 

In the sweet by and by, 

We shall meet on that beautiful shore; 

In the sweet by and by, 

We shall meet on that beautiful shore. 
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