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The Sands of Time Are Sinking 
Used by permission. CCLI License #3258262 

The sands of time are sinking; The dawn of heaven breaks; 
The summer morn I’ve sighed for, The fair, sweet morn a wakes: 

Dark, dark hath been the midnight, But dayspring is at hand, 
And glory, glory dwelleth in Emmanuel’s land. 

The king there in His beauty, Without a veil is seen: 
It were a well-spent journey, Though seven deaths lay be tween: 

The Lamb with His fair army, Doth on Mount Zion stand, 
And glory, glory dwelleth in Emmanuel’s land. 

O Christ, He is the fountain, The deep, sweet well of love! 
The streams on earth I’ve tasted More deep I’ll drink above: 

There to an ocean fullness His mercy doth expand, 
And glory, glory dwelleth in Emmanuel’s land. 

The bride eyes not her garment, But her dear Bridegroom’s face; 
I will not gaze at glory But on my King of grace. 

Not at the crown He giveth But on His pierced hand; 
The Lamb is all the glory of Emmanuel’s land. 

O I am my Beloved’s, And my Beloved is mine! 
He brings a poor vile sinner Into His house of wine 

I stand upon His merit, I know no other stand, 
Not e’en where glory dwelleth in Emmanuel’s land.

#115 All Creatures of Our God and King 
Used by permission. CCLI License #3258262 

Verse 1 
All creatures of our God and King, 
Lift up your voice and with us 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 heav’n along, 

O praise him, Alleluia! 
Thou rising morn in praise rejoice, 
Ye lights of evening, find a voice,  

Repeat Chorus 

And all ye men of tender heart, 
Forgiving others, take your part, 

O sing ye, Alleluia! 
Ye who long pain and sorrow bear, 

Praise God and on him cast your care. 

Repeat Chorus 

Let all things their Creator bless, 
And worship him in humbleness, 

O praise him, Alleluia! 
Praise, praise the Father, praise the Son, 

And praise the Spirit, three in one, 

Repeat Chorus



Psalm 130 (From the Depths of Woe) 
Used by permission. CCLI License #3258262 

From the depths of woe I raise to Thee, the voice of lamentation; 
Lord, turn a gracious ear to me and hear my supplication; 

If thou iniquities dost mark, our secret sins and misdeeds dark, 
O who shall stand before Thee? (O who shall stand before Thee?) 
O who shall stand before Thee? (Who shall stand before Thee?) 

To wash away the crimson stain, grace, grace alone availeth; 
Our works, alas! are all in vain; in much the best life faileth; 

No man can glory in Thy sight, all must alike confess Thy might, 
And live alone by mercy. (And live alone by mercy.) 

And live alone by mercy. (Live alone by mercy.) 

Therefore my trust is in the Lord and not in my own merit; 
On Him my soul shall rest, His word Upholds my fainting spirit; 

His promised mercy is my fort, My comfort and my sweet support; 
I wait for it with patience. (I wait for it with patience.) 
I wait for it with patience. (Wait for it with patience.) 

Though great our sins and sore our woes His grace much more aboundeth; 
His helping love no limit knows, Our upmost need it soundeth. 

Our Shepherd good and true is He, Who will at last His Israel free 
From all their sin and sorrow. (From all their sin and sorrow.) 

From all their sin and sorrow. (All their sin and sorrow.)

Come, Ye Sinners 
Used by permission. CCLI License #3258262 

Come, ye sinners, poor and wretched, 
Weak and wounded, sick and sore; 

Jesus ready stands to save you, 
Full of pity joined with pow’r: 

He is able, He is able, 
He is willing; doubt no more. 

Come, ye needy, come and welcome, 
God’s free bounty glorify; 

True belief and true repentance, 
Ev’ry grace that brings you nigh, 
Without money, Without money, 

Come to Jesus Christ  and buy.  

Come, ye weary, heavy laden, 
Bruised and broken by the fall; 

If you tarry till you’re better, 
You will never come at all: 

Not the righteous, Not the righteous— 
Sinners Jesus came to call.  

Let not conscience make you linger, 
Nor of fitness fondly dream; 

All the fitness he requires 
Is to feel your need of him; 

This he gives you, This he gives you; 
’Tis the Spirit’s rising beam.  

Lo! th’incarnate God, ascended, 
Pleads the merit of his blood; 

Venture on him, venture wholly, 
Let no other trust intrude: 

None but Jesus, None but Jesus, 
Can do helpless sinners good. 

None but Jesus, None but Jesus, 
Can do helpless sinners good.


