
CP 537 ~ In the Cross of Christ I Glory

1.
In the cross of Christ I glory,

towering o’er the wrecks of time;
all the light of sacred story

gathers round its head sublime.



CP 537 ~ In the Cross of Christ I Glory

2.
When the woes of life o’ertake me,

hopes deceive, and fears annoy,
never shall the cross forsake me:

lo, it glows with peace and joy.



CP 537 ~ In the Cross of Christ I Glory

3.
When the sun of bliss is beaming

light and love upon my way,
from the cross the radiance streaming

adds more lustre to the day.



Gradual

Thy Word is a lamp unto my feet.
Thy Word is a lamp unto my feet,
And a Light unto my path.



CP 601 ~ God, Whose Giving Knows No Ending

1.
God, whose giving knows no ending,

from your rich and endless store—
nature's wonder, Jesus' wisdom,

costly cross, grave's shattered door—
gifted by you, we turn to you,

offering up ourselves in praise;
thankful song shall rise forever,

gracious Donor of our days.



CP 601 ~ God, Whose Giving Knows No Ending

2.
Treasure, too, you have entrusted,

gain through powers your grace conferred,
ours to use for home and kindred,

and to spread the gospel word.
Open wide our hands in sharing,

as we heed Christ's ageless call,
healing, teaching, and reclaiming,

serving you by loving all.



CP 292 ~ We Cannot Measure How You Heal
1.
We cannot measure how you heal

or answer every sufferer’s prayer,
yet we believe your grace responds

where faith and doubt unite to care.
Your hands, though bloodied on the cross,

survive to hold and heal and warn,
to carry all through death to life

and cradle children yet unborn.



CP 292 ~ We Cannot Measure How You Heal
2.
The pain that will not go away,

the guilt that clings from things lost past,
the fear of what the future holds,

are present as if meant to last.
But present too is love which tends

the hurt we never hope to find,
the private agonies inside,

the memories that haunt the mind.



CP 306 ~ O for a Thousand Tongues to Sing

1.
O for a thousand tongues to sing

my dear Redeemer’s praise,
the glories of my God and King,

the triumphs of his graces.



CP 306 ~ O for a Thousand Tongues to Sing

2.
Jesus! the name that charms our fears,

that bids our sorrows cease;
‘tis music in the sinner’s ears,

‘this life, and health, and peace.



CP 306 ~ O for a Thousand Tongues to Sing

3.
He speaks, and, listening to his voice,

new life the dead receive,
the mournful broken hearts rejoice,

the humble poor believe.


