
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Family Hymns 
 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

Hymns of Reverence 

O For a Thousand Tongues to Sing 

Now Blessed Be the Lord our God 

All People that on Earth Do Dwell 

All Creatures of our God and King 

O Worship the King 

O Sacred Head Now Wounded 

Fairest Lord Jesus 

Hymns of Gratitude 

What a Friend We Have in Jesus 

It Is Well with my Soul 

Great Is Thy Faithfulness 

Now Thank We All our God 

Hymns for Morning and Evening 

When Morning Gilds the Sky 

All Praise to Thee my God this Night 



 

 

O For a Thousand Tongues to Sing 

O for a thousand tongues to sing 

My great Redeemer's praise,  

The glories of my God and King,  

The triumphs of his grace. 

 

My gracious Master and my God, 

Assist me to proclaim, 

To spread through all the earth abroad, 

The honors of thy name. 

 

Jesus, the name that charms our fears, 

That bids our sorrows cease; 

'Tis music in the sinner's ears, 

'Tis life and health and peace. 

 

He breaks the power of reigning sin, 

He sets the prisoner free; 

His blood can make the foulest clean, 

His blood availed for me. 

 

He speaks and listening to his voice, 

New life the dead receive; 

The mournful, broken hearts rejoice; 

The humble poor believe. 

Hear him, ye deaf; his praise, ye dumb,                                             

Your loosened tongues employ;                                                            

Ye blind, behold your Savior come;                                                                            

And leap, ye lame, for joy.  

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Now Blessed Be the Lord Our God 

Now blessed be the Lord our God, 

The God of Israel. 

For he alone does wondrous works 

In glory that excel. 

And blessed be his glorious name 

To all eternity; 

The whole earth let his glory fill, 

Amen, so let it be.                     

His wide dominion shall extend 

From sea to utmost sea, 

And unto earth’s remotest bounds 

His peaceful rule shall be. 

Yea, all the kings shall bow to him, 

His rule all nations hail; 

He will regard the poor man’s cry 

When other helpers fail. 

 

 



 

All People that on Earth Do Dwell 

All people that on earth do dwell, 

Sing to the Lord with cheerful voice. 

Him serve with fear, his praise forth tell, 

Come ye before him and rejoice. 

The Lord ye know is God indeed; 

Without our aid he did us make: 

We are his folk, he doth us feed, 

And for his sheep he doth us take. 

O enter then his gates with praise, 

Approach with joy his courts unto: 

Praise, laud, and bless his name always, 

For it is seemly so to do. 

For why? the Lord our God is good, 

His mercy is for ever sure; 

His truth at all times firmly stood, 

And shall from age to age endure. 

 



  



 

All Creatures of Our God and King 

All creatures of our God and King                                                        

Lift up your voice with us and sing:  alleluia, alleluia!  

Thou burning sun with golden beam,  

Thou silver moon with softer gleam,  

O praise him, O praise him, alleluia, alleluia, alleluia!  

Thou rushing wind that art so strong,  
Ye clouds that sail in heaven along, O praise him, alleluia!  

Thou rising morn in praise rejoice,  

Ye lights of evening find a voice:  

O praise him, O praise him, alleluia, alleluia, alleluia!  

Thou flowing water, pure and clear,  

Make music for thy Lord to hear, alleluia, alleluia!  

Thou fire so masterful and bright  

That givest us both warmth and light,  

O praise him, O praise him, alleluia, alleluia, alleluia!  

Earth ever fertile, day by day  

Bring forth your blessings on our way; alleluia, alleluia!  

All flowers and fruits that in you grow,  

Let them his glory also show:  

O praise him, O praise him, alleluia, alleluia, alleluia!  

People and nations, take your part;  

Sing praise to God with all your heart: alleluia, alleluia!  

Let all things their Creator bless  

and worship him in lowliness:  

O praise him, O praise him, alleluia, alleluia, alleluia!  

 

 



 

O Worship the King 

O worship the king all glorious above, 

O gratefully sing his power and his love; 

Our shield and defender, the ancient of days, 

Pavilioned in splendor and girded with praise. 

 

O tell of his might, o sing of his grace, 

Whose robe is the light, whose canopy space. 

His chariots of wrath the deep thunderclouds form, 

And dark is his path on the wings of the storm. 

 

The earth with its store of wonders untold, 

Almighty, thy pow'r hath founded of old; 

Hath stablished it fast by a changeless decree, 

And round it hath cast, like a mantle, the sea. 

 

Thy bountiful care what tongue can recite? 

It breathes in the air; it shines in the light; 

It streams from the hills; it descends to the plain; 

And sweetly distils in the dew and the rain. 

 

Frail children of dust, and feeble as frail, 

In thee do we trust, nor find thee to fail; 

Thy mercies how tender, how firm to the end, 

Our Maker, Defender, Redeemer, and Friend! 

 

O measureless might! ineffable love! 

While angels delight to hymn thee above, 

The humbler creation, though feeble their lays, 

With true adoration shall lisp to thy praise. 

 



  



 

 

 

 

 

  



 

O Sacred Head Now Wounded 

O sacred Head, now wounded, 

With grief and shame weighed down; 

Now scornfully surrounded with thorns, thine only crown; 

O sacred Head, what glory, 

What bliss till now was thine! 

Yet, though despised and gory, 

I joy to call thee mine. 

 

What thou, my Lord, hast suffered 

Was all for sinners' gain: 

Mine, mine was the transgression, but thine the deadly pain. 

Lo, here I fall, my Saviour! 

'Tis I deserve thy place; 

Look on me with thy favor, 

Vouchsafe to me thy grace. 

 

What language shall I borrow 

To thank thee, dearest Friend, 

For this thy dying sorrow, Thy pity without end? 

O make me thine for ever; 

And should I fainting be, 

Lord, let me never, never 

Outlive my love to thee. 

 

Be near when I am dying, 

O show thy cross to me; 

And for my succor flying, come, Lord, to set me free: 

These eyes, new faith receiving, 

From Jesus shall not move; 

For he who dies believing, 

Dies safely, through thy love. 

 



 

Fairest Lord Jesus 

Fairest Lord Jesus, Ruler of all nature, 

Son of God and Son of Man! 

Thee will I cherish, thee will I honor, 

Thou, my soul's glory, joy, and crown. 

 

Fair are the meadows, fair are the woodlands, 
Robed in the blooming garb of spring: 

Jesus is fairer, Jesus is purer, 

Who makes the woeful heart to sing. 

 

Fair is the sunshine, fair is the moonlight, 

And all the twinkling, starry host: 

Jesus shines brighter, Jesus shines purer 

Than all the angels heaven can boast. 

 

Beautiful Savior! Lord of the nations! 

Son of God and Son of Man! 

Glory and honor, praise, adoration, 

Now and for evermore be thine. 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

What a Friend We Have in Jesus 

What a Friend we have in Jesus, all our sins and griefs to bear! 

What a privilege to carry everything to God in prayer! 

O what peace we often forfeit, o what needless pain we bear, 

All because we do not carry everything to God in prayer. 

 

Have we trials and temptations?  Is there trouble anywhere? 

We should never be discouraged: take it to the Lord in prayer! 

Can we find a friend so faithful, who will all our sorrows share? 

Jesus knows our every weakness—take it to the Lord in prayer! 

 

Are we weak and heavy laden, cumbered with a load of care? 

Precious Savior, still our Refuge—take it to the Lord in prayer! 

Do thy friends despise, forsake thee?   Take it to the Lord in prayer! 

In his arms he'll take and shield thee, thou wilt find a solace there. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

It Is Well with My Soul 

When peace, like a river, attendeth my way, 

When sorrows like sea billows roll; 

Whatever my lot, Thou has taught me to say, 

It is well, it is well, with my soul. 

It is well (it is well)  with my soul (with my soul) 

It is well, it is well, with my soul. 

Though Satan should buffet, though trials should come, 

Let this blest assurance control, 

That Christ has regarded my helpless estate, 

And hath shed His own blood for my soul. 

My sin--oh, the bliss of this glorious thought--                                    

My sin, not in part but the whole, 

Is nailed to the cross, and I bear it no more, 

Praise the Lord, praise the Lord, O my soul! 

And Lord, haste the day when my faith shall be sight, 

The clouds be rolled back as a scroll; 

The trump shall resound, and  the 

Lord shall descend, 

Even so, it is well with my soul.  

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Great Is Thy Faithfulness 

Great is thy faithfulness, O God my father, 

There is no shadow of turning with thee: 

Thou changest not, thy compassions, they fail not; 

As thou hast been thou for ever wilt be. 

 

"Great is thy faithfulness! Great is thy faithfulness!" 

Morning by morning new mercies I see: 

All I have needed thy hand hath provided— 

"Great is thy faithfulness," Lord unto me! 

 

Summer and winter, and springtime and harvest, 

Sun, moon and stars in their courses above, 

Join with all nature in manifold witness 

To thy great faithfulness, mercy and love. 

 

Pardon for sin and a peace that endureth, 

Thine own dear presence to cheer and to guide; 

Strength for today and bright hope for tomorrow, 

Blessings all mine, with ten thousand beside. 

 



 

 

Now Thank We All Our God 

Now thank we all our God with heart and hands and voices, 

Who wondrous things hath done, in whom his world rejoices; 

Who from our mothers' arms hath blessed us on our way 

With countless gifts of love and still is ours today. 

 

O may this bounteous God through all our life be near us 

With ever joyful hearts and blessed peace to cheer us; 

And keep us in his grace, and guide us when perplexed, 

And free us from all ills in this world and the next. 

All praise and thanks to God, the Father, now be given, 

The Son, and him who reigns with them in highest heaven, 

The one eternal God whom earth and heaven adore; 

For thus it was, is now, and shall be evermore.

 

 



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

When Morning Gilds the Sky 

 

When morning gilds the skies, my heart awaking cries 

May Jesus Christ be praised: 

Alike at work and prayer to Jesus I repair; 

May Jesus Christ be praised. 

 

When sleep her balm denies, my silent spirit sighs, 

May Jesus Christ be praised: 

When evil thoughts molest, with this I shield my breast, 

May Jesus Christ be praised. 

 

Does sadness fill my mind?  A solace here I find, 

May Jesus Christ be praised: 

Or fades my earthly bliss?  My comfort still is this, 

May Jesus Christ be praised. 

 

In heav'n's eternal bliss the loveliest strain is this, 

May Jesus Christ be praised: 

The powers of darkness fear when this sweet chant they hear, 

May Jesus Christ be praised. 

 

Let earth's wide circle round in joyful notes resound, 

May Jesus Christ be praised: 

Let air and sea and sky, from depth to height, reply, 

May Jesus Christ be praised. 

 

Be this, while life is mine, my canticle divine, 

May Jesus Christ be praised: 

Be this th'eternal song, through all the ages on, 

May Jesus Christ be praised. 

 



 

All Praise to Thee my God 

All praise to thee, my God, this night, 

For all the blessings of the light; 

Keep me, O keep me, King of kings, 

Beneath thine own almighty wings. 

 

Forgive me, Lord, for thy dear Son, 

The ills that I this day have done; 

That with the world, myself, and thee, 

I, ere I sleep, at peace may be. 

 

O may my soul on thee repose, 

And with sweet sleep mine eyelids close; 

Sleep that may me more vig'rous make 

To serve my God when I awake. 

 

When in the night I sleepless lie, 

My soul with heav'nly thoughts supply; 

Let no ill dreams disturb my rest, 

No pow'rs of darkness me molest. 

 

O when shall I in endless day 

For ever chase dark sleep away, 

And hymns with the supernal choir 

Incessant sing, and never tire! 

 

Praise God from whom all blessings flow; 

Praise him, all creatures here below; 

Praise him above, ye heav'nly host: 

Praise Father, Son, and Holy Ghost. 
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