Faith of Our Fathers

Faith of our fathers, living still,

In spite of dungeon, fire and sword;

O how our hearts beat high with joy
Whene'er we hear that glorious Word!
Faith of our fathers, holy faith!

We will be true to thee till death.

Faith of our fathers! God’s great power
Shall win all nations unto thee;

And through the truth that comes from God
Mankind shall then be truly free.

Faith of our fathers, holy faith!

We will be true to thee till death.

Faith of our fathers, we will love

Both friend and foe in all our strife;

And preach Thee, too, as love knows how
By kindly words and virtuous life.

Faith of our fathers, holy faith!

We will be true to thee till death

Love Divine, All Loves Excelling
Love divine, all loves excelling,

Joy of Heav’n to earth come down;
Fix in us thy humble dwelling;

All thy faithful mercies crown!
Jesus, Thou art all compassion,
Pure unbounded love Thou art;
Visit us with Thy salvation,

Enter every trembling heart.

Breathe, O breathe Thy loving Spirit
Into every troubled breast!

Let us all in Thee inherit;

Let us find the promised rest.

Take away the love of sinning;
Alpha and Omega be;

End of faith, as its beginning,

Set our hearts at liberty.

Come, Almighty to deliver,

Let us all Thy life receive;

Suddenly return, and never,
Nevermore Thy temples leave.

Thee we would be always blessing,
Serve Thee as Thy hosts above,

Pray and praise Thee without ceasing,
Glory in Thy perfect love.

Finish, then, Thy new creation;

Pure and spotless let us be;

Let us see Thy great salvation
Perfectly restored in Thee;

Changed from glory into glory,

Till in Heav’'n we take our place,

Till we cast our crowns before Thee,
Lost in wonder, love, and praise.



This Is My Father’s World

This is my father's world

And to my listening ears

All nature sings, and round me rings
The music of the spheres.

This is my father's world

| rest me in the thought

Of rocks and trees, of skies and seas;

His hand the wonders wrought.

This is my father's world

The birds their carols raise,

The morning light the lily white,
Declare their Maker’s praise.

This is my Father’s world,

He shines in all that’s fair;

In the rustling grass | hear him pass,

He speaks to me everywhere

This is my father's world

Oh, let me ne’er forget

That though the wrong seems oft so strong,
God is the Ruler yet.

This is my Father’s world:

The battle is not done;

Jesus who died shall be satisfied,

And earth and heaven be one.



