Our Today’sHymn
What a Friend we have in Jesus

What a Friend we have in Jesus,
All our sins and griefs to bear!
What a privilege to carry

Everything to God in prayer!

O what peace we often forfeit,

O what needless pain we bear,
All because we do not carry
Everything to God in prayer!

Have we trials and temptations?
Is there trouble anywhere?
We should never be discouraged,
Take it to the Lord in prayer.
Can we find a friend so faithful
Who will all our sorrows share?
Jesus knows our every weakness,
Take it to the Lord in prayer.

Are we weak and heavy-laden,
Cumbered with a load of care?
Precious Savior, still our refuge—
Take it to the Lord in prayer;
Do thy friends despise, forsake thee?
Take it to the Lord in prayer;
In His arms He’ll take and shield thee,
Thou wilt find a solace there.
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EASTER SUNDAY HYMN

In Christ alone my hobpe is found

He is my light, my strength, my song

This cornerstone, this solid ground

Firm through the fiercest drought and storm
What heights of love, what depths of peace

When fears are stilled, when strivings cease

My comforter, my all in all

rlere in the love of Christ | stand

There in the ground His body iay

Light of the world by darkness siair
Then bursting forth in glorious day

Up from the grave He rose again

And as He stands in victory

Sin's curse has lost its grip on me

For | am His and He is mine

3ought with the precious blood of Christ

No guilt in life, no fear in death

This is the power of Christ in me
srom life's first cry to final breath
Jesus commands my destiny

No power of hell, no scheme of mar;
Can ever pluck me from His hang

Tl He returns or calls me home
—ere in the power of Christ I'll stand

Scanned with CamScanner



O Lord my God! When | in awesome wonder
~onsider all the works thv hand hath made.

| see the stars, | hear the mighty thunder,
thv power throuahout the universe displaved:

Then sings my soul, my Saviour God, to thee,
how great thou art, how great thou art!
Then sings my soul, my Saviour God, to thee,
how great thou art, how great thou art!

when through the woods and forest glades | wander
and hear the birds sing sweetly in the trees;
when | look down from iofty mountain grandeur

and hear the brook and feel the gentie breeze
Then sings my soul..

And when | think that God, his Son not sparing,
sent him to die — | scarce can take it in

that on the cross, my burden gladly bearing,

he bled and died to take away my sin:

Then sings my soul... - ’

When Christ shall come with shouts of acclamation
and take me home — what joy shall fill my heart!
Then shall | bow in humble adoration

and there proclaim. ‘mv God. how areat thou art!’
~nen sinas my soui...
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Our Hymn for today
WHAT CAN WASH AWAY MY SIN

What can wash away my sin? |
Nothing but the blood of Jesus;
What can make me whole again?
Nothing but the blood of Jesus.
Oh! precious is the flow
That makes me white as snow;
No other fount I know,
~ Nothing but the blood of Jesus.

~ For my cleansing this I see—
Nothing but the blood of Jesus!
For my pardon this my plea—
Nothing but the blood of Jesus!

Nothing can my sin erase
Nothing but the blood of Jesus!
Naught of works, ’tis all of grace—

- Nothing but the blood of Jesus!
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