Hymns

April 3, 2022

O For a Thousand Tongues to Sing

O for a thousand tongues to sing my great Redeemer’s praise, the glories of my God and King, the
triumphs of his grace!
My gracious Master and my God, assist me to proclaim, to spread through all the earth abroad the
honors of thy name.
Jesus! The name that charms our fears, that bids our sorrows cease; ‘tis music in the sinner’s ears,
‘tis life, and health, and peace.
He breaks the power of canceled sin, he sets the prisoner free; his blood can make the foulest clean;
his blood availed for me.
He speaks, and listening to his voice, new life the dead receive; the mournful, broken hearts rejoice,
the humble poor believe.
Hear him, ye deaf; his praise, ye dumb, your loosened tongues employ; ye blind, behold your Savior
come, and leap, ye lame, for joy.
In Christ, your head, you then shall know, shall feel your sins forgiven; anticipate your heaven
below, and own that love is heaven.

*The United Methodist Hymnal © 1989; #57

More Love to Thee, O Christ
More love to thee, O Christ, more love to thee! Hear thou the prayer | make on bended knee. This
is my earnest plea: More love, O Christ, to thee; more love to thee, more love to thee!
*The United Methodist Hymnal © 1989; #453, v.1

My Jesus, | Love Thee

My Jesus, | love thee, | know thou art mine; for thee all the follies of sin I resign. My gracious
Redeemer, my Savior art thou; if ever I loved thee, my Jesus, ‘tis now.
| love thee because thou hast first loved me, and purchased my pardon on Calvary’s tree; I love
thee for wearing the thorns on thy brow; if ever I loved thee, my Jesus, ‘tis now.
In mansions of glory and endless delight, I’1l ever adore thee in heaven so bright; I’ll sing with the
glittering crown on my brow; if ever I love thee, my Jesus, ‘tis now.
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When We Are Called to Sing Your Praise

When we are called to sing your praise with hearts so filled with pain that we would rather sit and
weep or stand up to complain, remind us, God, you understand the burdens that we bear; you, too,
have walked the shadowed way and known our deep despair.
When we are called to sing your praise and cannot find our voice, because our loses leave us now
no reason to rejoice, remind us, God, that you accept our sad laments in prayer; you, too, have
walked the shadowed way and known our deep despai.
When we are called to sing your praise and life ahead looks grim, still give us faith and hope enough
to break forth in a hymn, a thankful hymn, great God of Love, that you are everywhere; you walk
the shadowed way with us and keep us in your care.
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