
HYMN 410 
Praise, my soul, the King of heaven;  
to his feet thy tribute bring;  
ransomed, healed, restored, forgiven,  
evermore his praises sing: 
Alleluia, alleluia!  
Praise the everlasting King.  

Praise him for his grace and favor  
to his people in distress;  
praise him still the same as ever,  
slow to chide, and swift to bless.  
Alleluia, alleluia!  
Glorious in his faithfulness. 

Father-like he tends and spares us;  
well our feeble frame he knows;  
in his hand he gently bears us,  
rescues us from all our foes.  
Alleluia, alleluia!  
Widely yet his mercy flows.  

Angels, help us to adore him;  
you behold him face to face;  
sun and moon, bow down before him,  
dwellers all in time and space.  
Alleluia, alleluia!  
Praise with us the God of grace. 

HYMN 470 
There’s a wideness in God’s mercy 
like the wideness of the sea; 
there’s a kindness in his justice, 
which is more than liberty. 
There is welcome for the sinner, 
and more graces for the good; 
there is mercy with the Savior; 
there is healing in his blood. 

There is no place where earth's sorrows 
are more felt than up in heaven; 
there is no place where earth's failings  
have such kindly judgment given. 
There is plentiful redemption 
in the blood that has been shed; 
there is joy for all the members 
in the sorrows of the Head. 

For the love of God is broader 
than the measure of the mind; 
and the heart of the Eternal 
is most wonderfully kind. 
If our love were but more faithful, 
we should take him at his word; 
and our life would be thanksgiving 
for the goodness of the Lord.

HYMN 688 
A mighty fortress is our God,  
a bulwark never failing; 
our helper he, amid the flood 
of mortal ills prevailing: 
for still our ancient foe  
doth seek to work us woe; 
his craft and power are great,  
and, armed with cruel hate, 
on earth is not his equal. 

Did we in our strength confide,  
our striving would be losing; 
were not the right man on our side,  
the man of God's own choosing: 
dost ask who that may be?  
Christ Jesus, it is he; 
Lord Sabbaoth, his Name,  
from age to age the same, 
and he must win the battle. 

And though this world, with devils filled,  
should threaten to undo us, 
we will not fear, for God hath willed  
his truth to triumph through us; 
the prince of darkness grim,  
we tremble not for him; 
his rage we can endure,  
for lo! his doom is sure, 
one little word shall fell him. 

That word above all earthly powers,  
no thanks to them, abideth; 
the Spirit and the gifts are ours  
through him who with us sideth: 
let goods and kindred go,  
this mortal life also; 
the body they may kill:  
God's truth abideth still, 
his kingdom is forever. 


