Hymns

Jesus, Keep Me Near the Cross
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1 Je - sus,keep me near the cross, there’s a pre - cious foun -tain;
2 Near the cross, a trem - bling soul, love and mer - cy found me;
3 Near the cross! O Lamb of God, bring its scenes be - fore me;
4 Near the cross I'll watch and wait, hop - ing, trust - ing ev - er,
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free to all, a  heal - ing stream flows from Cal - v’ry’s moun - tain.
there the bright and morn - ing star sheds its beams a - round me.
help me walk from day to day with its shad - ow o’er me.
till I reach the gold - en strand just be-yond the riv - er
n Refrain
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In  the cross, in the cross be my glo - ry ev - er;
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till my ran-somed soul shall find rest be-yond the riv - er.

Text: Fanny J. Crosby, 1820-1915

Music: NEAR THE CROSS, William H. Doane, 1832-1915




God Loved the World

Text: Gesangbuch, Bollhagen, 1791; tr. August Crull, 1846-1923, alt.
Music: ROCKINGHAM OLD, Edward Miller, 1731-1807, adapt.
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1 God loved the world so that he gave his on - ly
2 Christ Je - sus 18 the ground of faith, who was made
3 If you are ill, if  death draws near, this truth your
4 Be of good cheer, for God’s own Son for - gives all
5 All glo - ry to the Fa - ther, Son, and Ho - ly
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Son the lost to save, that all who would in
flesh and suf - fered death; all who  con - fide in
trou - bled heart can cheer: Christ Je - sus res - cues
sins that you have  done, and jus - ti - fied by
Spir - i, Three in One! To you, O bless - ed
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him be - lieve should ev - er - last - ing life re - ceive.
Christ a - lone are  built on this chief cor - ner - stone.
us from death; that is the firm - est ground of faith.
Je - sus’ blood, your bap - tism grants the high - est good.
Trin - 1 - ty, be  praise now and e - ter - nal - ly!
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Blessed Assurance

|

|

= =

e

—a

T

N

o

—o

“FP

 —

f

5
Z

1 Bless-ed as-sur-ance, Je-sus is mine! Oh, what a fore-taste of glo-ry di- vine!
2 Per-fect sub-mis-sion, per-fect de-light, vi-sions of rap-ture now burst on my sight;

3 Per-fect sub-mis-sion, all is at rest; 1 in my Sav-ior am hap-pyand blest,
71— ' J J dl i I
ft O 7K |
(GESES —o- o

Heir of sal-va - tion, pur-chase of God, born of his Spir-it,washed in his blood.
an - gels de-scend-ing bring from a-bove ech - oes of mer-cy, whis-pers of love.
watch-ing and wait-ing, look - ing a-bove,filled with his good-ness,lost in his love.

Refrain
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This is my sto - ry,

this is my song, prais-ing my Sav - ior
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all the day long:
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this is

Text: Fanny J. Crosby, 1820-1915

my sto - ry, this is my

Music: ASSURANCE, Phoebe P. Knapp, 1830-1908

song, prais-ing my Sav-ior all the day long.



When I Survey the Wondrous Cross
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1 When I sur - vey the won - drous Cross on which the
2 For - bid it, Lord, that I should boast save in the
3 See, from his head, his hands, his feet, sor - row and
4 Were the whole realm of na - ture mine, that were a
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prince of glo - ry died, my rich - est gain |
death of Christ, my God; all the vain things that
love  flow min - gled down. Did e’er such love and
pres - ent far too small; love so a maz - ing,
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count but loss and pour con - tempt on all my pride.
charm me most, I sac -1 - fice them to  his blood.
SOor - row meet, or thorns com - pose  so rich a crown?
SO di - vine, de-mands my soul, my life, my all.

Text: Isaac Watts, 1674-1748
Music: HAMBURG, Lowell Mason, 1792-1872



Lift High the Cross
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Lift high  the cross, the love of Christ pro - claim till
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all the world a - dore his sa - cred name.
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1 Come, Chris - tians, fol - low where our cap - tain trod,
2 All new - born ser - vants of the Cru - ci fied
3 0 Lord, once lift - ed on the glo - rious tree,
4 So shall  our song of tri - umph ev - er be:
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our king vic - to - rious, Christ, the Son of God.
bear on their brows the seal of him who died.
as thou hast prom - ised, draw us all to thee.
praise to the Cru - ci fied for vic - to - ry!

Text: George W. Kitchin, 1827-1912; rev. Michael R. Newbolt, 1874-1956

Music: CRUCIFER, Sydney H. Nicholson, 1875-1947
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