
O Fount of Love 

 

 

1. O fount of love, divine that flows 

From my Savior’s bleeding side 

Where sinners trade their filthy rags 

For His righteousness applied 

Mercy cleansing ev’ry stain 

Now rushing o’er us like a flood 

There the wretch and vilest ones 

Stand adopted through His blood. 

 

 

2. O mount of grace, to Thee we cling 

From the law hath set us free 

Once and for all on Calv’ry’s hill 

Love and justice shall agree 

Praise the Lord, the price is paid; 

The curse defeated by the Lamb! 

We who once were slaves by birth, 

Sons and daughters now we stand. 

 

 

3. O well of joy is mine to drink 

For my Lord has conquered death 

Victorious, forevermore 

The ancient foe is laid to rest 

Hallelujah, Christ is King; 

Alive and reigning on the throne! 

Our tongues employed with hymns of praise: 

Glory be to God alone! 
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How Firm a Foundation 

 

 

1. How firm a foundation, ye saints of the Lord, 

 Is laid for your faith in His excellent word! 

 What more can He say than to you He hath said, 

 To you, who for refuge to Jesus have fled? 

  

 

2. “Fear not, I am with thee; oh, be not dismayed, 

For I am thy God and will still give thee aid. 

I’ll strengthen thee, help thee, and cause thee to stand, 

Upheld by My righteous, omnipotent hand. 

 

 

3. “When through the deep waters I call thee to go, 

The rivers of sorrow shall not overflow, 

For I will be with thee, thy troubles to bless, 

And sanctify to thee thy deepest distress. 

 

 

4. “When through fiery trials thy pathway shall lie, 

My grace, all sufficient, shall be thy supply. 

The flame shall not hurt thee; I only design 

Thy dross to consume and thy gold to refine. 

 

 

5. “The soul that on Jesus hath leaned for repose 

I will not, I will not desert to his foes. 

 That soul, though all hell should endeavor to shake, 

 I’ll never, no never, no never forsake! 
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O Church, Arise 

 

1. O Church, arise and put your armor on; 

Hear the call of Christ our Captain; 

For now the weak can say that they are strong 

In the strength that God has given. 

With shield of faith and belt of truth 

We'll stand against the devil’s lies; 

An army bold whose battle cry is “Love!” 

Reaching out to those in darkness. 

 

2. Our call to war, to love the captive soul, 

But to rage against the captor; 

And with the sword that makes the wounded whole 

We will fight with faith and valor. 

When faced with trials on every side, 

We know the outcome is secure, 

And Christ will have the prize for which He died— 

An inheritance of nations. 

 

3. Come, see the cross where love and mercy meet, 

As the Son of God is stricken; 

Then see His foes lie crushed beneath His feet, 

For the Conqueror has risen! 

And as the stone is rolled away, 

And Christ emerges from the grave, 

This vict’ry march continues till the day 

Every eye and heart shall see Him. 

 

4. So Spirit, come, put strength in every stride, 

Give grace for every hurdle, 

That we may run with faith to win the prize 

Of a servant good and faithful. 

As saints of old still line the way, 

Retelling triumphs of His grace, 

We hear their calls and hunger for the day 

When, with Christ, we stand in glory. 
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Sunday, September 20, 2020 

 

Come, People of the Risen King 

 

1. Come, people of the risen King, 

 Who delight to bring Him praise. 

 Come, all and tune your hearts to sing 

 To the Morning Star of grace. 

 From the shifting shadows of the earth 

 We will lift our eyes to Him, 

 Where steady arms of mercy reach to gather children in. 

 

 Chorus 

Rejoice! Rejoice! Let every tongue rejoice! 

  One heart, one voice, O Church of Christ, rejoice! 

 

2. Come, those whose joy is morning sun 

 And those weeping through the night. 

 Come, those who tell of battles won, 

 And those struggling in the fight. 

 For His perfect love will never change, 

 And His mercies never cease, 

 But follow us through all our days 

 With the certain hope of peace. 

  

  (Chorus) 

 

3. Come, young and old from every land, 

 Men and women of the faith. 

 Come, those with full or empty hands, 

 Find the riches of His grace. 

 Over all the world, His people sing, 

 Shore to shore we hear them call 

 The Truth that cries through every age; ‘Our God is all in all’. 

 

  (Chorus x2) 
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