








Hymn Texts for Online Worship 
 

Praise Ye the Lord, the Almighty 
Praise ye the Lord, the Almighty, the King of creation! 
O my soul praise Him, for He is thy health and salvation! 
All ye who hear, Now to His temple draw near; 
Join me in glad adoration! 
 

Praise ye the Lord, who o’er all things so wondrously reigneth, 
Shelters thee under His wings, yea, so gently sustaineth! 
Hast thou not seen How thy desires e’er have been 
Granted in what He ordaineth? 
 

Praise ye the Lord, O let all that is in me adore Him! 
All that hath life and breath, come now with praises before Him! 
Let the amen Sound from His people again; 
Gladly for aye we adore Him. 
 

Text: Joachim Neander, 1680; Trans. Catherine Winkworth, 1863; alt. 
Tune: LOBE DEN HERREN; Stralsund Ernewerten Gesangbuch, 1665; 
Harm. The Chorale Book for England, 1863 
 

Morning Has Broken 
Morning has broken Like the first morning,  
Blackbird has spoken Like the first bird. 
Praise for the singing! Praise for the morning!  
Praise for them, springing Fresh from the Word! 
 

Sweet the rain’s new fall, Sunlit from heaven,  
Like the first dew fall On the first grass. 
Praise for the sweetness of the wet garden, 
Sprung in completeness Where God’s feet pass. 
 

Mine is the sunlight! Mine is the morning  
Born of the one light Eden saw play! 
Praise with elation, Praise every morning,  
God’s re-creation Of the new day! 
 

Text: Eleanor Farjeon, 1931;  
Tune: BUNESSAN; Gaelic melody; Arr. Dale Grotenhuis, 1985 
 

Now Israel May Say 
Now Israel may say, and that in truth.   
If that the Lord had not our right maintained, 
If that the Lord had not with us remained  
When cruel foes against us rose to strive, We surely had been swallowed up alive. 
(Hymn continues, next page) 
 



Yea, when their wrath against us fiercely rose,  
The swelling tide had o’er us spread its wave,  
The raging stream had then become our grave,  
The surging flood in proudly swelling roll,  
Most surely then had overwhelmed our soul. 
 

Blest be the Lord, who made us not their prey,  
As from the snare a bird escapeth free, Their net is rent and so escaped are we.   
Our only help is in God’s holy name, Who made the earth and all the heavenly frame. 
 

Text: Psalm 124, The Psalter, 1912;     Tune: OLD 124TH; Genevan Psalter, 1551 
 

I Love Thy Kingdom, Lord 
I love Thy kingdom, Lord, The house of Thine abode, 
The church our blest Redeemer saved With His own precious blood. 
 

I love Thy church, O God; Her walls before Thee stand, 
Dear as the apple of Thine eye, And graven on Thy hand. 
 

For her my tears shall fall, For her my prayers ascend; 
To her my toils and cares be given, Till toils and cares shall end. 
 

Beyond my highest joy I prize her heavenly ways, 
Her sweet communion, solemn vows, Her hymns of love and praise. 
 

Sure as Thy truth shall last, To Zion shall be given 
The brightest glories earth can yield, And brighter bliss of heaven. 
 

Text: Timothy Dwight, 1800 
Tune: ST. THOMAS; The Universal Psalmodist, 1763; Adapt. Aaron Williams, 1770 
 

Glorious Things of Thee Are Spoken 
Glorious things of thee are spoken, Zion, city of our God. 
God, whose word cannot be broken, Formed thee for a blest abode. 
On the rock of ages founded, What can shake thy sure repose? 
With salvation’s walls surrounded, Thou may’st smile at all thy foes. 
 

See, the streams of living waters, Springing from eternal love, 
Well supply thy sons and daughters And all fear of want remove. 
Who can faint while such a river Ever flows their thirst to assuage? 
Grace, which like the Lord, the giver, Never fails from age to age. 
 

Round each habitation hovering, See the cloud and fire appear 
For a glory and a covering, Showing that the Lord is near. 
Thus deriving from their banner Light by night and shade by day, 
Safe they feed upon the manna Which God gives them when they pray. 
 

Text: John Newton, 1779; alt. Tune: AUSTRIAN HYMN; Franz Joseph Haydn, 1797 
  


