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309 EVENING

Ps 17:8, Ps 92:1-2, Ps 4:8, Ps 91:1-16 8 8 8 8

All Praise To Thee, My God, This Night
Words: Thomas Ken, circa 1674.

Music: ’Tallis‘ Canon’ Thomas Tallis, circa 1567.  Setting: "A Hymnal" (Episcopal), 1916.
copyright: public domain.  This score is a part of the Open Hymnal Project, 2008 Revision.

= 100

1. All praise to Thee, my God, this night, For all the bless ings of the light!
2. For give me, Lord, for Thy dear Son, The ill that I this day have done,
3. Teach me to live, that I may dread The grave as lit tle as my bed.
4. O may my soul on Thee re pose, And with sweet sleep mine eye lids close,
5. When in the night I sleep less lie, My soul with heav’n ly thoughts sup ply;

4
4

4
4

Keep me, O keep me, King of kings, Be neath Thine own al migh ty wings.
That with the world, my self, and Thee, I, ere I sleep, at peace may be.
Teach me to die, that so I may Rise glo rious at the judg ment day.
Sleep that may me more vig ’rous make To serve my God when I a wake.
Let no ill dreams dis turb my rest, No pow’rs of dark ness me mo lest.

6. O when shall I, in endless day, 7. Praise God, from Whom all blessings flow;
For ever chase dark sleep away, Praise Him, all creatures here below;
And hymns divine with angels sing, Praise Him above, ye heavenly host;
All praise to thee, eternal King? Praise Father, Son, and Holy Ghost.



PRAISE 251

1Cor 15:54-57, Is 25:7-9, Rev 21:4, 2Tim 1:10 8 7 8 7 8 7 8 7

Alleluia, Alleluia! Hearts to Heaven and Voices Raise
Words: Christopher Wordsworth, 1865.

Music: ’Ode to Joy’ Ludwig van Beethoven; Adapted by Edward Hodges, 1824.
Setting: "The Methodist Hymnal", 1905.

copyright: public domain.  This score is a part of the Open Hymnal Project, 2011 Revision.

= 115

1. Al le lu ia, al le lu ia! Hearts to Heav’n and voi ces raise:
2. Now the i ron bars are bro ken, Christ from death to life is born,
3. Christ is ri sen, Christ, the first fruits of the ho ly har vest field,
4. Christ is ri sen, we are ri sen! Shed up on us heav’n ly grace,
5. Al le lu ia, al le lu ia! Glo ry be to God on high;

4
4

4
4

Sing to God a hymn of glad ness, sing to God a hymn of praise.
Glor ious life, and life im mor tal, on the ho ly Ea ster morn.

Which will all its full a bun dance at His se cond com ing yield:
Rain and dew and gleams of glo ry from the bright ness of Thy face;
Al le lu ia! to the Sa vior who has gained the vic to ry;

He, who on the cross a Vic tim, for the world’s sal va tion bled,
Christ has tri umphed, and we con quer by His might y en ter prise:
Then the gol den ears of har vest will their heads be fore Him wave,
That we, with our hearts in Hea ven, here on earth may fruit ful be,
Al le lu ia! to the Spir it, fount of love and sanc ti ty:

Je sus Christ, the King of glo ry, now is ri sen from the dead.
We with Him to life e ter nal by His res ur rec tion rise.
Rip ened by His glor ious sun shine from the fur rows of the grave.
And by an gel hands be ga thered, and be ev er, Lord, with Thee.
Al le lu ia, al le lu ia! to the Tri une Ma jes ty.
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H I

heart; nought be all else to me save that Thou
Word; I ev er with Thee and Thou with me
praise, Thou mine in her i tance now and al
won, May I reach hea ven’s joys, O bright heaven’s

H JLK I JLK I H �

art, Thou my be st tho, ught, by day or by ni ght wa king or
Lord; Thou my great Fa ther and I thy true son Thou in me
ways; Thou and Thou on ly first in my heart High King of
Son. Heart of my own heart what e ver be fall Still be my

MNK I �

sleep ing Thy pre sence my light.
dwell ing and I with Thee one.
hea ven my trea sure Thou art.
Vi sion, O Rul er of all.



Blessèd Assurance

Phoebe Palmer KnappFrances Jane (Fanny) Crosby, 1873

Public Domain
Courtesy of the Cyber Hymnal™

3. Per fect- sub mis- sion,- all is at rest I in my Sav ior- am hap py- and blest,
2. Per ect- sub mis- sion,- per fect- de light,- Vi sions- of rap ture- now burst on my sight;
1. Bless èd- as sur- ance,- Je sus- is mine! O what a fore taste- of glo ry- di vine!-
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Watch ing- and wait ing,- look ing- a bove,- Filled with His good ness,- lost in His
An gels- des cend- ing- bring from a bove- E choes- of mer cy,- whis pers- of
Heir of sal va- tion,- pur chase- of God, Born of His Spir it,- washed in His
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love.
love. This is my sto ry,- this is my song, Prais ing- my Sav ior,- all the day long; This is my
blood.
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sto ry,- this is my song, Prais ing- my Sav ior,- all the day long.
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291 MISSIONS

Mt 4:16, Mt 10:26-27, Jn 1:4-5, Jn 8:12, Jn 15:26-27, Mt 11:4-6, Lk 7:18-22 6 6 4 6 6 6 4

God, Whose Almighty Word
Words: John Marriott, 1813.

Music: ’Italian Hymn’ Felice de Giardini, 1769.  Setting: "The Methodist Sunday School Hymnal", 1911.
copyright: public domain.  This score is a part of the Open Hymnal Project, 2005 Revision.

= 120

1. God, whose al might y word Cha os and dark ness heard
2. Lord, who once came to bring, On your re deem ing wing,
3. Spir it of truth and love, Life giv ing, ho ly dove,
4. Ho ly and bless ed three, Glo ri ous Tri ni ty,

4
3

4
3

And took their flight: Hear us, we hum ble pray, And where the
Heal ing and sight, Health to the sick in mind, Sight to the
Speed forth your flight; Move on the wa ter’s face, Bear ing the
Wis dom, love, might! Bound less as o cean’s tide, Rol ling in

Gos pel day Sheds not its glor ious ray, Let there be light!
in ly blind: Oh, now to hu man kind Let there be light!

lamp of grace, And in earth’s dark est place Let there be light!
full est pride, Through the earth, far and wide, Let there be light!
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4
3

4
3

turn ing with Thee; Thou chang est not, Thy com pas sions, they fail not;
cours es a bove, Join with all na ture in man i fold wit ness,
cheer and to guide; Strength for to day and bright hope for to mor row,

uLv_wdx_yLz

As Thou hast been Thou for ev er wilt be. "Great is Thy faith ful ness! Great is Thy
To Thy great faith ful ness, mer cy and love.

Bless ings, all mine, with ten thou sand be side

faith ful ness!" Morn ing by morn ing new mer cies I see; All I have need ed Thy

hand hath pro vid ed "Great is Thy faith ful ness," Lord un to me!
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bove earth�s la men ta tion,
hear the mu sic ring ing.
Lord my Sa vior liv eth.

I catch the sweet, though far off hymn that hails a new cre a tion.
It finds an ech o in my soul. How can I keep from sing ing?

What though the dark ness gath er round? Songs in the night he giv eth.

QSR�TVUXW�Y Z

No storm can shake my in most calm while to that Rock I’m cling ing.

Since Christ is Lord of hea ven and earth, how can I keep from sing ing?
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This work is free of known copyright restrictions.

KINGSFOLD C.M.D.
Traditional English melody

 Arr. byRalph Vaughan Williams, 1906

I Heard the Voice of Jesus Say
Horatius Bonar, 1846
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4

4
4

won drous things hath done, in whom his world re joic es; who
ev er joy ful hearts and bless ed peace to cheer us, and
Son, and him who reigns, with them in high est heav en� the

from our moth ers’ arms has blessed us on our way with
keep us in his grace, and guide us when per plexed, and
one e ter nal God, whom earth and heav’n a dore; for

count less gifts of love, and still is ours to day.
free us from all ills in this world and the next.
thus it was, is now, and shall be ev er more.
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3 3 3

3

bound less, free! Rol ling as a migh ty o cean in its
shore to shore! How he loves us, e ver loves us, chan ges
love the best! ’Tis an o cean vast of bles sing, ’tis a

3 3

full ness o ver me! Un der neath me, all a round me,
ne ver, ne ver more! How he watch es o’er his loved ones,
ha ven sweet of rest! O the deep, deep love of Je sus,

3 3 3

is the cur rent of thy love lead ing on ward,
died to call them all his own; how for them he’s
’tis a heaven of heavens to me; and it lifts me

3 3

3

lead ing home ward, to that glo rious rest a bove!
in ter ce ding, watch ing o’er them from the throne!
up to glo ry, for it lifts me up to thee!



CLOSING SONGS 30

Mk 4:26-29, 1Cor 3:6-7, 1Thess 3:11-13, 2Cor 9:10 6 6 6 6 8 8

On What Has Now Been Sown
Words: John Newton, 1779.  Music: ’Darwall‘s 148th’ John Darwall, 1770.

Setting: "Common Service Book" (ULCA), 1917.
copyright: public domain.  This score is a part of the Open Hymnal Project, 2013 Revision.

= 140

1. On what has now been sown Thy bless ing, Lord, be stow; The pow’r
2. To Thee our wants are known, From Thee are all our pow’rs; Ac cept
3. Oh, grant that each of us Now met be fore Thee here May meet

4
4

4
4

is Thine a lone To make it spring and grow. Do Thou in grace
what is Thine own And par don what is ours. Our prais es, Lord,
to ge ther thus When Thou and Thine ap pear And fol low Thee

the har vest raise, And Thou a lone shalt have the praise.
and prayers re ceive And to Thy Word a bless ing give.
to Heav’n, our home. E’en so, A men, Lord Je sus, come!



PRAISE 261

Ps 150:1-2, Ps 23:6 14 14 4 7 8

Praise To The Lord, The Almighty
Words: Joachim Neander, 1680. Translated by Catherine Winkworth, 1863.

Music: ’Lobe den Herren’ from Ander Theil des Erneuerten Gesangbuch, 1665.
Setting: William Sterndale Bennett, 1863, alt.

copyright: public domain.  This score is a part of the Open Hymnal Project, 2006 Revision.

= 120

1. Praise to the Lord, the Al might y, the King of cre a tion!
2. Praise to the Lord, Who o’er all things so won drous ly reign eth,
3. Praise to the Lord, Who hath fear ful ly, won drous ly, made thee;
4. Praise to the Lord, Who doth pros per thy work and de fend thee;
5. Praise to the Lord, Who, when tem pests their war fare are wa ging,

4
3

4
3

O my soul, praise Him, for He is thy health and sal va tion!
Shel ters thee un der His wings, yea, so gent ly sus tain eth!

Health hath vouch safed and, when heed less ly fall ing, hath stayed thee.
Sure ly His good ness and mer cy here dai ly at tend thee.
Who, when the e le ments mad ly a round thee are ra ging,

All ye who hear, now to His tem ple draw near;
Hast thou not seen how thy de si res have been
What need or grief ev er hath failed of re lief?
Pon der a new what the Al might y can do,
Bid deth them cease, turn eth their fu ry to peace,

Praise Him in glad a dor a tion.
Grant ed in what He or dain eth
Wings of His mer cy did shade thee.

If with His love He be friend thee.
Whirl winds and wa ters as suag ing.

 6.2Praise to the Lord, Who, when darkness of sin is abounding,
 2222Who, when the godless do triumph, all virtue confounding,
 2222Sheddeth His light, chaseth the horrors of night,
 2222Saints with His mercy surrounding.

 7.2Praise to the Lord, O let all that is in me adore Him!
 2222All that hath life and breath, come now with praises before Him.
 2222Let the Amen sound from His people again,
 2222Gladly for aye we adore Him.



Precious Lord, Take My Hand
George Nelson Allen, 1844Thomas Andrew Dorsey, 1932

© 1938 (renewed 1965) Unichappell Music, Inc.
Courtesy of the Cyber Hymnal™

3. When the dark ness- ap pears- And the night dra ws- near, And the day i s-
2. When my way grows dre ar,- Pre cious- Lord, lin ger- near, When my life i s-
1. Pre cious- Lord, take my hand, Lead me on, let me stand, I am tired, I am
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past a nd- gone, At the ri ver- I stand, Guide my feet, hold my hand:
al m- ost- gone, Hear my cry, hear my call, Hold my hand lest I fall:
weak, I am worn; Through the storm, through the night, Lead me on to the light:
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Take my hand, pre cious- Lord, lead me home.
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There's a Land That Is Fairer Than Day

Text: Sanford F. Bennett, 1836-18989

Tune: Joseph P. Webster, 1819-1875

99 99 Refrain

SWEET BY AND BY

www.hymnary.org/text/theres_a_land_that_is_fairer_than_day

This hymn is in the public domain.  You may freely use this score for personal and congregational worship.  If you reproduce the score, please credit Hymnary.org as the source. 
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C�DFE

GIHKJLDFE
MON�P�QSR TVUXW�W

Y[ZK\^] D _4`aEcb HKd eaH[fKD JLg h ] DFi ] DFjlk `amon G ] HKmoD bKHKH[k EcDFmom
p[Z G ] DFjFD moqrjlDFsKJLm HKd ea`tf `aEcb uvs qrDlj dweaHKuOn C�g jls[E moHKJLDFk
x[ZKy DFj fKDFjFmoD sKEck dwH[HKe `am ] n H[dwq z moqrjFsKgKDFkcn {^|cq gKDFq `aE
}[Z zoE kcDls[q ] m kcsKjF~�fKs[eaD z drDls[j EcH `aeaean GI`aq ] \^] DFDlnIkcDFsKj
� ZK\^] HK| moicjlDFsKk�moq s qrs �ceaD `aE JLg mo`ab ] qrn \^] g |cEc� qw`aHKE
�[ZK� E.k moH q ] jl| sKeae q ] D eaDFEcbKq ] HKd k.s[gKmon \^] g bKHKH[k EcDFmom

4
3

4
3

3

fail eth nev er; I noth ing lack if
soul He lead eth, And where the ver dant
love He sought me, And on His shoul der
Lord, be side me; Thy rod and staff my
grace be stow eth, And O the trans port
fail eth nev er; Good Shep herd may I

I am His, And He is mine for ev er.
pas tures grow, With food ce les tial feed eth.
gen tly laid, And home re joic ing brought me.
com fort still, Thy light be fore to guide me.

of de light, With which my cup o�er flow eth.
sing Thy praise With in Thy house for ev er!
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7 8 9: 7
9

7
9

;=<?>A@ >A@ BDC EGF HI<KJMLONP@ QSRTLMUAVXW YSZKV H[R BDC UA>A@ HIJMZK>AZ?\;=<?>A@ >A@ BDC EGF HI<KJMLONP@ QSRTLMUAVXW ;=<KJ ]K>ALMVK@ HI<KJM>AL ^MFTL RTUA@

8: 7 8 7 8 8

JMFTLM@ YSUAU ZKF HI_KLMJ`@a>bZK\T@acdFTZKV LMRT_KZKVeBfJgLM>AZK\T@�;=<KJ BD_ @h>A^ RTi H[<KJ @hjK<KJ'LMJM@hkL'Fl>A@hJ4W ;=<?J BDRTLMZm>AZ?\nUA>A\T<KH[coHI<KJ UA>AU C QS<K>bH[JMcqpSJ ^MUAFTLMJ HI<KJM>ALeBDFTrsJMLONP@ jKL'Fl>A@hJ'k

7
9 7 9�t:

;=<K>A@ >A@ BfC EGF HI<KJML4Nu@ QvRlL'UAVXW w LMJM@hH BDJ >AZ HI<KJ;=<K>A@ >A@ BfC EGF HI<KJML4Nu@ QvRlL'UAVXW x3J @h<K>AZ?JM@ >AZ FTUAU HI<KFlH-Nu@

8: 7 8

HI<KRT_K\T<KH y3i L'Rl^'rK@ FTZKV HILMJMJM@hc RTiiIFT>ALOW whZ H[<KJ L'_K@hH UA>AZK\ \TLMFT@h@ w

7 8 8
@hrK>bJM@ FTZKV @hJ'Fl@hc x3>A@ <KFTZKV H[<KJ QvRlZ VKJMLM@ QSLMRT_K\T<KHIk<KJMFTL <?>AB jKFT@h@hc x3J @aj?JMFTrK@ H[R BDJ JMzTJ L'C QS<?JMLMJ
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TVU;WLXZY\[][ ^`_ba cdY]e cd[]a fga hbi fgedj kbalibm fbn opigq fbn rsjpelqbm
tVW u v;oVw wx^yoVibq Y]ibz fbn {|n v;Y]i qbjVv;m jVi o cdjV[]q}oVibq
~VW rsjVedq u ^yjV[]q ^`_bop^ hbi qbade ^yoVk adelm �b[]adoVwxa qbedY]�Va
�VW u��yjV[ []jVv;adq cl[]jpwxa fba _bY]ibq�_badelm ^`edY]adq�^yj _bjV[]q hb�
�VW u v;alib^ _bjV{|alm ��n<_bjV{|a�v;oVw ad{|� ^`npm ibjVv�{�n {|j ^y_bale

2
2

R

by and by. There’s a bet ter home a wait ing
cloud y day. When I saw that hearse come roll ing,

slow. For this bo dy that you are haul ing,
and be brave. but I could not hide my sor row,
she has gone. All my bro thers and sis ters cry ing,

�g�QS � R

in the sky, Lord, in the sky.
for to carry my mo ther a way.

Lord I hate to see her go.
when they laid her in the grave.
what a home, so sad and a lone.
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8
6

nei ther the wise nor the weal thy, but on ly
trea sure nor wea pons for con quest, just these my

ask ing for me to fol low
fish nets and will for work ing

Sweet Lord, you have looked in to my eyes; kind ly smil ing,

you’ve called out my name On the sand I have a ban doned my

small boat; now with you, I will seek oth er seas.


