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We Will Feast in the House of Zion

Used by permission. CCLI License #3258262


We will feast in the house of Zion.

We will sing with our hearts restored.


“He has done great things,”

We will say together. 


We will feast and weep no more.


We will not be burned by the fire,

He is the Lord our God.


We are not consumed by the flood

Upheld, protected, gathered up.


Repeat Chorus


In the dark of night before the dawn

My soul be not afraid


For the promised morning, O how long?

O God of Jacob be my strength.


Repeat Chorus


Every vow we broken and betrayed

You are the faithful one


And from the garden to the grave

Bind us together, bring shalom!


We will feast in the house of Zion.

We will sing with our hearts restored.


“You have done great things,”

We will say together.


We will feast and weep no more.

To Christ the Lord
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To Christ, the Lord, let ev’ry tongue its noblest tribute bring:

When He’s the subject of the song, who can refuse to sing?

Survey the beauties of His face, and on His glories dwell,


Think of the wonder of His grace, and all His triumphs tell.


Majestic sweetness sits enthroned upon His awful brow;

His head with radiant glories crowned, His lips with grace o’erflow.


No mortal can with Him compare, among the sons of men:

And fairer He, than all the fair that fill the heav’nly train.


He saw me plunged in deep distress, He fled to my relief;

For me He bore the shameful cross and carried all my grief.

His hand a thousand blessings pour upon my guilty head:


His presence gilds my darkest hours and guards my sleeping bed.


To Him I owe my life and breath, and all the joys I have;

He makes me triumph over death, and saves me from the grave.


To heav’n the place of His abode He brings my weary feet;

Shows me the glories of my God and makes my joy complete.


Since from His bounty I receive such proofs of love divine,

Had I a thousand hearts to give, Lord, they should all be Thine.

A thousand men could not compose a worthy song to bring,


Yet Your love is a melody our hearts can’t help but sing!


A thousand men could not compose a worthy song to bring,

Yet Your love is a melody our hearts can’t help but sing!



#460 Amazing Grace!
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Amazing grace!—how sweet the sound—

that saved a wretch like me!


I once was lost, but now am found,

was blind, but now I see.


’Twas grace that taught my heart to fear,

and grace my fears relieved;


how precious did that grace appear

the hour I first believed.


Thro’ many dangers, toils, and snares,

I have already come;


’tis grace has brought me safe thus far,

and grace will lead me home.


The Lord has promised good to me,

his Word my hope secures;


he will my shield and portion be,

as long as life endures.


And when this flesh and heart shall fail,

and mortal life shall cease,


I shall possess within the veil

a life of joy and peace.


When we’ve been there ten thousand years,

bright shining as the sun,


we’ve no less days to sing God’s

praise than when we’ve first begun.

Yet Not I, But Through Christ in Me
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What gift of grace is Jesus, my redeemer.

There is no more for heaven now to give.


He is my joy, my righteousness and freedom,

My steadfast love, my deep and boundless peace.


To this I hold: my hope is only Jesus.

For my life is wholly bound to his.


Oh how strange and divine, I can sing: all is mine!

Yet not I, but through Christ in me.


The night is dark, but I am not forsaken,

For by my side the Savior, he will stay.

I labor on in weakness and rejoicing,

For in my need, his power is displayed.


To this I hold: my Shepherd will defend me.

Through the deepest valley he will lead.


Oh the night has been won, and I shall overcome!

Yet not I, but through Christ in me.


No fate I dread, I know I am forgiven,

The future sure, the price it has been paid.

For Jesus bled and suffered for my pardon,

And he was raised to overthrow the grave.

To this I hold: my sin has been defeated.


Jesus now, and ever is my plea.

Oh the chains are released, I can sing: I am free!


Yet not I, but through Christ in me.


With ev’ry breath I long to follow Jesus,

For he has said that he will bring me home.

And day by day I know he will renew me

Until I stand with joy before the throne.

To this I hold: my hope is only Jesus.


All the glory evermore to him.

When the race is complete, still my lips shall repeat:


Yet not I, but through Christ in me.


When the race is complete, still my lips shall repeat:

Yet not I, but through Christ in me.

Yet not I, but through Christ in me.


