Christ is made the sure foundation,
Christ the head and cornerstone,
chosen of the Lord, and precious,
binding all the Church in one;

holy Zion's help for ever,

and her confidence alone.

All that dedicated city,

dearly loved of God on high,
in exultant jubilation

pours perpetual melody;

God the One in Three adoring
in glad hymns eternally.

To this temple, where we call thee,
come, O Lord of Hosts, today;
with thy wonted loving-kindness
hear thy servants as they pray,

and thy fullest benediction

shed within its walls alway.

Here vouchsafe to all thy servants
what they ask of thee of gain;
what they gain from thee, for ever
with the blessed to retain,

and hereafter in thy glory
evermore with thee to reign.

Laud and honor to the Father,
laud and honor to the Son,
laud and honor to the Spirit,
ever Three, and ever One,
consubstantial, co-eternal,
while unending ages run.

Guide me, O thou great Jehovah,
pilgrim though this barren land;

I am weak, but thou art mighty;
hold me with thy powerful hand;
Bread of heaven, Bread of heaven,
feed me till I want no more,

feed me till I want no more.

Open now the crystal fountain,
whence the healing stream doth flow;
let the fire and cloudy pillar

lead me all my journey through;
strong Deliverer, strong Deliverer.

be thou still my Strength and Shield,
be thou still my Strength and Shield.

When [ tread the verge of Jordan,

bid my anxious fears subside;

bear me through the swelling current,
land me safe on Canaan's side;

songs of praises, songs of praises,

I will ever give to thee,

I will ever give to thee.



O God, our help in ages past,
our hope for years to come,

our shelter from the stormy blast,
and our eternal home:

Under the shadow of thy throne,
thy saints have dwelt secure;
sufficient is thine arm alone,
and our defense is sure.

Before the hills in order stood,
or earth received her frame,
from everlasting thou art God,
to endless years the same.

A thousand ages in thy sight

are like an evening gone;

short as the watch that ends the night
before the rising sun.

Time, like an ever-rolling stream,
bears all its sons away;

they fly, forgotten, as a dream
dies at the opening day.

O God, our help in ages past,

our hope for years to come,

be thou our guide while troubles last,
and our eternal home!

Be thou my vision, O Lord of my heart,

be all else but naught to me, save that thou art;
be thou my best thought in the day and the night,
both waking and sleeping, thy presence my light.

Be thou my wisdom, be thou my true word,
be thou ever with me, and I with thee Lord;
be thou my great Father, and I thy true son;
be thou in me dwelling, and I with thee one.

Be thou my breastplate, my sword for the fight;

be thou my whole armor, be thou my true might;

be thou my soul's shelter, be thou my strong tower:

O raise thou me heavenward, great Power of my power.

Riches I heed not, nor man's empty praise:
be thou mine inheritance now and always;
be thou and thou only the first in my heart;
O Sovereign of heaven, my treasure thou art.

High King of heaven, thou heaven's bright sun,
O grant me its joys after victory is won;

great Heart of my own heart, whatever befall,
still be thou my vision, O Ruler of all.



