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Praise the Lord! O Heavens, Adore Him 17
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| Praise the Lord! O heavens, a - dore him; praise him, an-gels in the height;
2 Praise the Lord, for he is gra-cious; nev - er shall his prom-ise fail;
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sun and moon, bow down be - fore him, praise him, shin- ing stars of light.
God has made his saints vic - to - rious; sin  and death shall not pre- vail.
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Praise the Lord, for he hath spo - ken; worlds his might-y voice o - beyed,
Praise the God of our sal-va - tion; hosts on high, his power pro-claim;
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faws which nev - er shall be bro-ken for their guid-ance he has made,
heaven and earth, and all cre-a - tion, faud and mag-ni - fy his name.
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WORDS: The Foundling Hospital Collection, 1796, alt.; para. Psalm £48 AUSTRIAN HYMN
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“Forgive Our Sins as We Forgive”

382
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I “For - give §ing we for - give,” you
2 How  can your par - don reach  and  biess  the
3 In blaz - ing  light your Cross re - veals the
4 Lord, cleanse the depths with - in our souls  and
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taught us, Lord, to pray, but  you a - lone can
un - for - giv - ing heart that broods on wrongs and
truth  we dim - iy knew: what friv - fal  debts are
bid re - sent - ment  cease. Then, bound to all in
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grant us grace to live the words we say.
will not let old bit - ter - ness de - part?
owed to us, how great our debt to you.
bonds  of love, our lives will spread your  peace.
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WORDS: Rosamond E. Herklots (1905-1987) DETROIT

MUSIC: Supplement to che Kenniecky Harmony, 1820
Wonls © 1969 Oxcford University Press
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I Need Thee Every Hou

PRAYER & DEVOTION
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11 need  thee ev-ery hour, most era - cious  Lord;
21 need thee ev-ery hour, stay thou near by;
31 need thee ev-ety hour, in joy or pain;
41 need thee ev-ery hour, teach me thy will,
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no ten - der voice like thine can peace af - ford
temp - fa -~ tions lose their power when thou art nigh.
come quick - Iy, and a - bide, or life is vain.
and  thy rich prom - is - es in me ful - fill.
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‘ I need thee, © T need thee; ev - ery hour 1 need thee!
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O bless me now, my Sav - ior, I come to thee.
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WORDS: Annie S. Hawks (1835-1918); ref. Robert Lowry (1826-1899) NEED
MUSIC: Roberz Lowsy (1826-1899) 6.4.6.4.Ref.



My Faith Looks Upto Thee 419
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1 My faith looks up to thee, thou Lamb of Cal - va - 1y,

2 Ma thy rich grace im - part strength to  my faint - ing heart,

3 While iife’s dark maze 1 fread, and griefs a - round me spread,
4 When ends life's tran - sient dream, when death’s cold, sul - len stream
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Sav - ior di -.vine! Now hear me while I pray, take atll  my
my ' zeal in - spire; as  thou hast died for me, O may my

pe thou my guide; bid dark-ness tumn to day, wipe SOr-row’s
shall o’er me roll; blest Sav - ior, then, in love, fear and dis -
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guilt a-way, O et me from this day be whol - ly  thine!
* love to thee pure, warm, and change-less be, a liv - ing fire!
tears a-way, hor let me ev - er stray from thee a - side.
trust re-move, O bear me safe a-bove, a ran-somed soull

i _ ICL,__‘ _ £ _

v :g B . oid £ I
%?{g: | | | I —
—+—7 i R 1

WORDS: Ray Palmer (1808-1887) . OLIVET
MUSIC: Lowell Mason (1792-1872) f 6.6.4.6.6.0.4.




