
Brightest and best of the sons of the morning 

 

Brightest and best of the sons of the morning,​
Dawn on our darkness and lend us Thine aid;​
Star of the East, the horizon adorning,​
Guide where our infant Redeemer is laid. 

Cold on His cradle the dewdrops are shining;​
Low lies His head with the beasts of the stall;​
Angels adore Him in slumber reclining,​
Maker and Monarch and Savior of all! 

Say, shall we yield Him, in costly devotion,​
Odors of Edom and offerings divine?​
Gems of the mountain and pearls of the ocean,​
Myrrh from the forest, or gold from the mine? 

Vainly we offer each ample oblation,​
Vainly with gifts would His favor secure;​
Richer by far is the heart’s adoration,​
Dearer to God are the prayers of the poor. 

Hail the blest morn when the great Mediator​
Down from the regions of glory descends.​
Shepherds, go worship the Babe in the manger;​
Lo! for His guard the bright angels attend. 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



My hope is built on nothing less 
 
My hope is built on nothing less 

Than Jesus' blood and righteousness 

My hope is built on nothing less 

Than Jesus' blood and righteousness 

My hope is built on nothing less 

Than Jesus' blood and righteousness 

My hope is built on nothing less 

Than Jesus' blood and righteousness 

I dare not trust the sweetest frame 

But wholly lean on Jesus' name 

On Christ the solid rock I stand 

All other ground is sinking sand 

All other ground is sinking sand 

When darkness veils his lovely face 

I rest on His unchanging grace 

In every high and stormy gale 

My anchor holds within the veil 

His oath, his covenant, his blood 

Supports me in the 'whelming flood 

When all around my soul gives way 

He then is all my hope and stay 

On Christ the solid rock I stand 

All other ground is sinking sand 

All other ground is sinking sand 

When He shall come with trumpet sound 

Oh may I then in Him be found 

Dressed in his righteousness alone 

Faultless to stand before the throne 

On Christ the solid rock I stand 

All other ground is sinking sand 

All other ground is sinking sand 

On Christ the solid rock I stand 

All other ground is sinking sand 

All other ground is sinking sand 

My hope is built on nothing less 

Than Jesus' blood and righteousness 

My hope is built on nothing less 

Than Jesus' blood and righteousness 

 

 



Jesus Christ is waiting, waiting in the streets 
 
Jesus Christ is waiting, waiting in the streets;  
no-one is his neighbour, all alone he eats.  
Listen, Lord Jesus, I am lonely too.  
Make me, friend or stranger, fit to wait on you.  
 
Jesus Christ is raging, raging in the streets,  
where injustice spirals and real hope retreats.  
Listen, Lord Jesus, I am angry too.  
n the Kingdom's causes let me rage with you. 
 
Jesus Christ is healing, healing in the streets;  
curing those who suffer, touching those he greets.  
Listen, Lord Jesus, I have pity too.  
Let my care be active, healing just like you.  
 
Jesus Christ is calling, calling in the streets,  
`Who will join my journey? I will guide their feet.'  
Listen, Lord Jesus, let my fears be few.  
Walk one step before me; I will follow you.  
 
 
 
 

 



In Christ alone 
 
In Christ alone my hope is found,​
he is my light, my strength, my song;​
this Cornerstone, this solid Ground,​
firm through the fiercest drought and storm.​
What heights of love, what depths of peace,​
when fears are stilled, when strivings cease!​
My Comforter, my All in All,​
here in the love of Christ I stand. 
 

In Christ alone! — who took on flesh,​
fullness of God in helpless babe!​
This gift of love and righteousness,​
scorned by the ones he came to save:​
till on that cross as Jesus died,​
the wrath of God was satisfied —​
for every sin on him was laid;​
here in the death of Christ I live. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
There in the ground his body lay,​
light of the world by darkness slain:​
Then bursting forth in glorious day​
up from the grave he rose again!​
And as he stands in victory​
sin’s curse has lost its grip on me,​
for I am his and he is mine —​
bought with the precious blood of Christ. 
 

No guilt in life, no fear in death,​
this is the power of Christ in me;​
from life’s first cry to final breath,​
Jesus commands my destiny.​
No power of hell, no scheme of man,​
can ever pluck me from his hand;​
till he returns or calls me home,​
here in the power of Christ I’ll stand! 


