
Thy Mercy, My God 
Stoker/McKracken  c2001 Same Old Dress Music 
 

Thy mercy, my God, is the theme of my song 

The joy of my heart and the boast of my tongue 

Thy free grace alone from the first to the last 

Hath won my affection and bound my soul fast 

 

Without Thy sweet mercy I could not live here 

Sin would reduce me to utter despair 

But through Thy free goodness my spirits revive 

And He that first made me still keeps me alive 

 

Thy mercy is more than a match for my heart 

Which wonders to feel it’s own hardness depart 

Dissolved by Thy goodness, I fall to the ground 

And weep for the praise of the mercy I’ve found 

 

Great Father of mercies, Thy goodness I own 

And the covenant love of Thy crucified Son 

All praise to the Spirit whose whisper divine 

Seals mercy and pardon and righteousness mine 

 
Man of Sorrows 
Crocker/Ligertwood c2012 Hillsong Music 
 

Man of sorrows, Lamb of God, by His own betrayed 

The sin of man and wrath of God has been on Jesus laid 
 

Silent as He stood accused; beaten, mocked and scorned 

Bowing to the Father’s will, He took a crown of thorns 

 

Refrain: 

Oh that rugged cross, my salvation 

Where Your love poured out over me 

Now my soul cries out “Hallelujah 

Praise and honor unto Thee 

 

Sent to heaven, God’s own Son to purchase and redeem 

And reconcile the very ones who nailed Him to that tree 
 

Now my debt is paid, it is paid in full 

By the precious blood that my Jesus spilled 

Now the curse of sin has no hold on me 

Whom the Son sets free, oh is free indeed 
 

And now, behold the empty tomb: see the stone is rolled away 

Hallelujah, God be praised: He is risen from the grave 

 
Before the Throne of God Above 
CCLI License # 751073  CCLI Song # 751073 
 

Before the throne of God above I have a strong and perfect plea 

A great high Priest whose name is Love  

Who ever lives and pleads for me 

My name is graven on His hands; My name is written on His heart 

I know that while in heaven He stands 

No tongue can bid me thence depart 

No tongue can bid me thence depart 

 

When satan tempts me to despair And tells me of the guilt within 

Upward I look and see Him there Who made an end to all my sin 

Because a sinless Savior died My sinful soul is counted free 

For God the just is satisfied 

To look on Him and pardon me 

To look on Him and pardon me 

 

Hallelujah, Hallelujah 

Praise the One Risen Son of God 

 

Behold Him there the risen Lamb My perfect spotless righteousness 

The great unchangeable I AM, The King of Glory and of Grace 

One in Himself, I cannot die; My soul is purchased by His blood 

My life is hid with Christ on high 

With Christ my Savior and my God  

With Christ my Savior and my God  



59. Forever Settled in the Heavens 

 

1 Forever settled in the heav'ns, 

thy word, O Lord, shall firmly stand; 

thy faithfulness shall never fail; 

the earth abides at thy command. 

 

2 Thy word and works unmoved remain, 

thine ev'ry purpose to fulfil; 

all things are thine and thee obey, 

and all as servants wait thy will. 

 

3 I should have perished in my woe 

had not I loved thy law divine; 

that law I never can forget; 

O save me, Lord, for I am thine. 

 

4 The wicked would destroy my soul, 

but in thy truth is refuge sure; 

exceeding broad is thy command, 

and in perfection shall endure. 

 

 

 

164. O for a Thousand Tongues to Sing 
 

1 O for a thousand tongues to sing 

my great Redeemer's praise, 

the glories of my God and King, 

the triumphs of his grace. 

 

2 My gracious Master and my God, 

assist me to proclaim, 

to spread through all the earth abroad 

the honors of thy name. 

 

3 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. 

 

4 He breaks the pow'r of reigning sin, 

he sets the pris'ner free; 

his blood can make the foulest clean, 

his blood availed for me. 

 

5 He speaks and, list'ning to his voice, 

new life the dead receive; 

the mournful, broken hearts rejoice; 

the humble poor believe. 

 

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

your loosen'd tongues employ; 

ye blind, behold your Savior come; 

and leap, ye lame, for joy. 

 

 

 

735. Gloria Patri 
 

Glory be to the Father, 

and to the Son, and to the Holy Ghost; 

as it was in the beginning, 

is now, and ever shall be. 

world without end. Amen, amen. 


