HOW GREAT THOU ART

SWEET, SWEET SPIRIT

Hymn No. 33

Hymn No. 261

1. O Lord my God! when I in awesome wonder consider all
the worlds thy hands have made, I see the stars, I hear the
rolling thunder, thy power throughout the universe
displayed.

There’s a sweet, sweet Spirit in this place, and I know that
it’s the Spirit of the Lord; there are sweet expressions on
each face, and I know they feel the presence of the Lord.

Refrain:
Then sings my soul, my Savior God to thee; how great thou
art, how great thou art! Then sings my soul, my Savior God
to thee; how great thou art, how great thou art!
2. When through the woods and forest glades I wander, and
hear the birds sing sweetly in the trees; when I look down
from lofty mountain grandeur and hear the brook, and feel
the gentle breeze;
3. And when I think that God, his Son not sparing, sent him
to die, I scarce can take it in; that on the cross, my burden
gladly bearing, he bled and died to take away my sin;
4. When Christ shall come with shout of acclamation and
take me home, what joy shall fill my heart. Then I shall bow
in humble adoration, and there proclaim, my God, how
great thou art!

Refrain:
Sweet Holy Spirit, sweet heavenly Dove, stay right here with
us, filling us with your love; and for these blessings we lift
our hearts in praise; without a doubt we’ll know that we
have been revived when we shall leave this place.

JESUS, LOVER OF MY SOUL

I LOVE TO TELL THE STORY

Hymn No. 542

Hymn No. 480

1. Jesus, lover of my soul, let me to thy bosom fly, while the
nearer waters roll, while the tempest still is high; hide me,
O my Savior, hide, till the storm of life is past; safe into the
haven guide, O receive my soul at last!

1. I love to tell the story of unseen things above, of Jesus
and his glory, of Jesus and his love. I love to tell the story,
because I know ‘tis true; it satisfies my longings as nothing
else can do.

2. Other refuge have I none; hangs my helpless soul on
thee; leave, ah! leave me not alone, still support and
comfort me. All my trust on thee is stayed, all my help from
thee I bring; cover my defenseless head with the shadow of
thy wing.

Refrain:
I love to tell the story, ‘twill be my theme in glory, to tell the
old, old story of Jesus and his love.

3. Plenteous grace with thee is found, grace to cover all my
sin; let the healing streams abound, make and keep me
pure within. Thou of life the fountain art, freely let me take
of thee; spring thou up within my heart, rise to all eternity.

2. I love to tell the story; ‘tis pleasant to repeat what seems,
each time I tell it, more wonderfully sweet. I love to tell the
story, for some have never heard the message of salvation
from God’s own holy word.
3. I love to tell the story, for those who know it best seem
hungering and thirsting to hear it like the rest. And when, in
scenes of glory, I sing the new, new song, ‘twill be the old,
old story that I have loved so long.

