“Words make you think. Music makes you feel. A
song makes you feel a thought.”
- Yip Harburg

Praise God, from Whom all blessings flow;
Praise Him, all creatures here below;
Praise Him above, ye heavenly host;
Praise Father, Son, and Holy Ghost.
- Doxology

Blest be the tie that binds
Our hearts in Christian love;
The fellowship of kindred minds
Is like to that above.
Before our Father’s throne
We pour our ardent prayers;
Our fears, our hopes, our aims are one
Our comforts and our cares.
We share each other’s woes,
Our mutual burdens bear;
And often for each other flows
The sympathizing tear.
From sorrow, toil and pain,
And sin, we shall be free,
And perfect love and friendship reign
Through all eternity.
This glorious hope revives
Our courage by the way;
While each in expectation lives,
And longs to see the day.
-John Fawcett, 1740-1817

Bear one another’s burdens, and in this way you will
fulfill the law of Christ.
Galatians 6:2

"Tis midnight, and on Olive's brow
The star is dimmed that lately shone;
'Tis midnight in the garden now,
The suff'ring Savior prays alone.
'Tis midnight, and from all removed,
The Savior wrestles lone with fearsE'en that disciple whom He loved
Heeds not his Master's grief and tears.
'Tis midnight, and for other's guilt
The Man of Sorrows weeps in blood;
Yet He that hath in anguish knelt
Is not forsaken by His God.

'Tis midnight, and from ether-plains
Is borne the song that angels know
Unheard by mortals are the strains
That sweetly soothe the Savior's woe
-William B. Tappan 1822

There is a fountain filled with blood,
Drawn from Immanuel’s veins,
And sinners plunged beneath that flood
Lose all their guilty stains.
The dying thief rejoiced to see
That fountain in His day;
And there have I, though vile as he,
Washed all my sins away.
E’er since by faith I saw the stream
Thy flowing wounds supply,
Redeeming love has been my theme,
And shall be till I die.
-William Cowper 1772

For in him all the fullness
of God was pleased to
dwell, and through him
God was pleased to
reconcile to himself all
things, whether on earth
or in heaven, by making
peace through the blood
of his cross.
Colossians 1:19-20

“Perhaps it is how we are made; perhaps words of
truth reach us best through the heart, and stories
and songs are the language of the heart.”

- Stephen R. Lawhead

Beneath the cross of Jesus I fain would take my stand, the
shadow of a mighty rock within a weary land; a home within the
wilderness, a rest upon the way, from the burning of the
noontide heat, and the burden of the day.
Upon that cross of Jesus mine eye at times can see the very
dying form of One who suffered there for me; and from my
stricken heart with tears two wonders I confess: the wonders of
redeeming love and my unworthiness.
I take, O cross, thy shadow for my abiding place; I ask no other
sunshine than the sunshine of his face; content to let the world
go by, to know no gain nor loss, my sinful self my only shame,
my glory all the cross.
Elizabeth C. Clephane, 1830-1869

But God forbid that I should glory, save in the cross of our Lord
Jesus Christ, by whom the world is crucified unto me, and I
unto the world.
Galatians 6:14

Search me, O God, and know my heart today,
Try me, O Savior, know my thoughts, I pray;
See if there be some wicked way in me;
Cleanse me from every sin, and set me free.

I praise Thee, Lord, for cleansing me from sin;
Fulfill Thy word and make me pure within;
Fill me with fire, where once I burned with shame;
Grant my desire to magnify Thy name.
Lord, take my life, and make it wholly Thine;
Fill my poor heart with Thy great love divine;
Take all my will, my passion, self and pride;
I now surrender, Lord, in me abide.
O Holy Ghost, revival comes from Thee;
Send a revival, start the work in me;
Thy Word declares Thou wilt supply our need;
For blessings now, O Lord, I humbly plead.
-James E. Orr 1936

When they had prayed, the place in which they
were gathered together was shaken; and they
were all filled with the Holy Spirit and spoke
the word of God with boldness.
Acts 4:31

In fancy I stood by the shore, one day,
Of the beautiful murm’ring sea;
I saw the great crowds as they thronged the
way
Of the Stranger of Galilee;
I saw how the man who was blind from
birth,
In a moment was made to see;
The lame was made whole by the matchless
skill
Of the Stranger of Galilee.
His look of compassion, His words of love,
They shall never forgotten be;
When sin-sick and helpless He saw me
there,
This Stranger of Galilee;
He showed me His hand and His riven side,
And He whispered, “It was for thee!”
My burden fell off at the pierced feet
Of the Stranger from Galilee.

I heard Him speak peace to the angry waves,
Of that turbulent, raging sea;
And lo! at His word are the waters stilled,
This Stranger of Galilee;
A peaceful, a quiet, and holy calm,
Now and ever abides with me;
He holdeth my life in His mighty hands,
This Stranger of Galilee.

Come, ye who are driven and tempest-tossed,
And His gracious salvation see;
He’ll quiet life’s storms with His “Peace, be
still!”
This Stranger of Galilee;
He bids me to go and the story tell—
What He ever to you will be,
If only you let Him with you abide,
This Stranger of Galilee.
-Leila N. Morris 1893

These things I have spoken unto you, that in me you might
have peace. In the world you shall have tribulation: but be of
good cheer; I have overcome the world.

John 16:33

