
Songs 

1. All Creatures of Our God and King 
 
All creatures of our God and King 
Lift up your voice and with us sing 
O praise Him! Alleluia! 
Thou, burning sun with golden beam 
Thou, silver moon with softer gleam 
O praise Him! O praise Him! 
Alleluia! Alleluia! Alleluia! 
 
Let all things their Creator bless 
And worship Him in humbleness 
O praise Him! Alleluia! 
Praise, praise the Father, praise the Son 
And praise the Spirit, Three-in-One 
O praise Him! O praise Him! 
Alleluia! Alleluia! Alleluia! 
 
All the redeemed washed by His blood 
Come and rejoice in His great love 
O praise Him! Alleluia! 
Christ has defeated every sin 
Cast all your burdens now on Him 
O praise Him! O praise Him! 
Alleluia! Alleluia! Alleluia! 
 
He shall return in pow’r to reign 
Heaven and earth will join to say 
O praise Him! Alleluia! 
Then who shall fall on bended knee? 
All creatures of our God and King 
O praise Him! O praise Him! 
Alleluia! Alleluia! Alleluia! 
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2. Rock of Ages 

Rock of Ages, cleft for me, 
Hide me now, my refuge be.  
Let the waters and the blood, 
From your wounded side which flowed, 
Be for sin the double cure. 
Cleanse me from its guilt and power. 

 

Not the labours of my hands, 
Can fulfil your law's demands.  
Could my zeal no respite know,  
Could my tears forever flow, 
All for sin could not atone; 
You must save, and You alone. 

 

Nothing in my hand I bring,  
Simply to your cross I cling.  
Naked come to You for dress,  
Helpless look to You for grace,  
Stained by sin, to You I cry.  
Wash me, Saviour, or I die. 
 
 
While I draw this fleeting breath;  
When my eyelids close in death;  
When I soar through realms unknown,  
Bow before the judgement throne,  
Hide me then, my refuge be,  
Rock of Ages, Cleft for me. 
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3. All Glory Be to Christ 
 
Should nothing of our efforts stand, No legacy 
survive, 
Unless the Lord does raise the house, In vain its 
builders strive. 
To you who boast tomorrow’s gain, Tell me, 
what is your life? 
A mist, it vanishes at dawn, All glory be to Christ. 
 
All glory be to Christ our King, 
All glory be to Christ. 
His rule and reign we’ll ever sing, 
All glory be to Christ. 
 

His will be done, His kingdom come, On earth as 
is above. 
Who is Himself our daily bread, Praise Him the 
Lord of love. 
Let living waters satisfy the thirsty without price. 
Come eat of Him, our Living Bread, all glory be to 
Christ. 
  
All glory be to Christ our King, 
All glory be to Christ. 
His rule and reign we’ll ever sing, 
All glory be to Christ. 
 
When on the day, the great I Am, the faithful 
and the true, 
The Lamb who was for sinner’s slain, Is making 
all things new. 
Behold our God shall live with us, And be our 
steadfast Light, 
And we shall e’er his people be, All glory be to 
Christ. 
 
All glory be to Christ our King, 
All glory be to Christ. 
His rule and reign we’ll ever sing, 
All glory be to Christ. 

All glory be to Christ our King, 
All glory be to Christ. 
His rule and reign we’ll ever sing, 
All glory be to Christ. 
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4. Behold the Lamb of God 
 
He walked on earth showing glimpses of heaven, 
Demons, death, disease had no hand. 
The wind and the waves were obedient before 
him: 
Well may they say, “Who is this man?” 

 
Behold the Lamb of God 
Who takes away our sin, 
The light of the world, the Son of God! 
Worthy is the Lamb to receive our praise, 
And glory and honour, and power. 

 
He turned not His face 
From our pain and destruction, 
He drank the bitter cup to the end 
He who knew no sin 
Took the punishment for us, 
Deserted by God, man and friend. 

 
On the third day 
He was raised up with glory, 
Reigning on high, the risen Son. 
Now we have life, 
A new hope, a new future, 
Now we cry, ‘Come, Lord Jesus come!’ 
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