
HYMNS FOR BCP HOLY 
COMMUNION 26 April 
 
(Singing in groups is not 
recommended!) 
 
All my hope on God is founded; 
he doth still my trust renew, 
me through change and chance he 
guideth, 
only good and only true. 
God unknown,  
he alone 
calls my heart to be his own. 
 
Human pride and earthly glory, 
sword and crown betray his trust; 
what with care and toil he buildeth, 
tower and temple fall to dust. 
But God's power, hour by hour, 
is my temple and my tower. 
 
God's great goodness aye endureth, 
deep his wisdom, passing thought: 
splendor, light and life attend him, 
beauty springeth out of naught. 
Evermore from his store 
newborn worlds rise and adore. 
 
 Still from man to God eternal 
sacrifice of praise be done, 
high above all praises praising 
for the gift of Christ, his Son. 
Christ doth call 
one and all: 
ye who follow shall not fall. 

 
 
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 Saviour, 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. 
 
Glorious things of thee are 
spoken,                                               
Zion, city of our God! 
He whose word cannot be broken 
Formed thee for His own abode. 
On the Rock of Ages founded, 
What can shake thy sure repose? 
With salvation’s walls surrounded,                                                     
Thou mayest smile at all thy foes. 
 
See! The streams of living waters, 
Springing from eternal love, 
Well supply thy sons and daughters, 
And all fear of want remove; 
Who can faint, whilst such a river 
Ever flows their thirst to assuage? 
Grace which, like the Lord, the Giver, 
Never fails from age to age. 
 
Saviour, if of Zion’s city 
I, through grace, a member am, 
Let the world deride or pity, 
I will glory in Thy name. 
Fading is the worldling’s pleasure, 
All his boasted pomp and show, 
Solid joys and lasting treasure 
None but Zion’s children know.  
 


