Tell out, my soul, the greatness of the
Lord!

Unnumbered blessings give my spirit
voice;

Tender to me the promise of his word;
In God my Savior shall my heart rejoice

Tell out, my soul, the greatness of his
Name!

Make known his might, the deeds his
arm has done;

His mercy sure, from age to age to same;
His holy Name--the Lord, the Mighty One

Tell out, my soul, the greatness of his
might!

Powers and dominions lay their glory by
Proud hearts and stubborn wills are put
to flight

The hungry fed, the humble lifted high

Tell out, my soul, the glories of his word!
Firm is his promise, and his mercy sure
Tell out, my soul, the greatness of the
Lord

To children's children and for evermore!

Timothy Dudley-Smith, b 1926

See, what a morning, gloriously bright,
With the dawning of hope in Jerusalem;
Folded the grave-clothes, tomb filled
with light,

As the angels announce, "Christ is risen!"
See God's salvation plan,

Wrought in love, borne in pain, paid in
sacrifice,

Fulfilled in Christ, the Man,

For He lives: Christ is risen from the
dead!

See Mary weeping, "Where is He laid?"
As in sorrow she turns from the empty
tomb;

Hears a voice speaking, calling her name;
It's the Master, the Lord raised to life
again!

The voice that spans the years,
Speaking life, stirring hope, bringing
peace to us,

Will sound till He appears,

For He lives: Christ is risen from the
dead!

One with the Father, Ancient of Days,
Through the Spirit who clothes faith with
certainty.

Honor and blessing, glory and praise

To the King crowned with pow'r and
authority!

And we are raised with Him,

Death is dead, love has won, Christ has
conquered;

And we shall reign with Him,

For He lives: Christ is risen from the
dead!
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What gift of grace is Jesus my redeemer
There is no more for heaven now to give
He is my joy, my righteousness, and
freedom

My steadfast love, my deep and
boundless peace

To this | hold, my hope is only Jesus

For my life is wholly bound to His

Oh how strange and divine, | can sing: all
is mine

Yet not |, but through Christ in me

The night is dark but | am not forsaken
For by my side, the Saviour He will stay
| labour on in weakness and rejoicing

For in my need, His power is displayed



To this | hold, my Shepherd will defend
me

Through the deepest valley He will lead
Oh the night has been won, and | shall
overcome

Yet not |, but through Christ in me

No fate | dread, | know | am forgiven
The future sure, the price it has been
paid

For Jesus bled and suffered for my
pardon

And He was raised to overthrow the
grave

To this I hold, my sin has been defeated
Jesus now and ever is my plea

Oh the chains are released, | can sing: |
am free

Yet not |, but through Christ in me

With every breath | long to follow Jesus
For He has said that He will bring me
home

And day by day | know He will renew me
Until | stand with joy before the throne

To this I hold, my hope is only Jesus
All the glory evermore to Him

When the race is complete, still my lips
shall repeat
Yet not |, but through Christ in me

City Alight

Love Divine, all loves excelling,

Joy of heaven, to earth come down,
Fix in us thy humble dwelling,

All thy faithful mercies crown.
Jesus, thou art all compassion,

Pure unbounded love thou art;
Visit us with thy salvation,

Enter every trembling heart.

Breathe, O breathe Thy loving Spirit
Into every troubled breast;

Let us all in thee inherit

Let us find thy promised rest.

Take away the love of sinning
Alpha and Omega be,

End of faith at its beginning

Set our hearts at liberty.

Come, almighty to deliver,

Let us all thy grace receive;

Suddenly return, and never,

Never more thy temples leave.

Thee we would be always blessing,
Serve thee as thy hosts above,

Pray, and praise thee, without ceasing,
Glory in thy perfect love.

Finish then thy new creation

Pure and spotless let us be;

Let us see thy great salvation,
Perfectly restored in thee,

Changed from glory into glory,

Till in heaven we take our place,

Till we cast our crowns before thee,
Lost in wonder, love, and praise!
Charles Wesley, 1707-88
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