
PSALMS  

 

This session we will consider three Psalms of David (Psalms 108, 109, 110) which have 
very different statements in them. 

David was either in a good place or filled with fear and said so. It was when he looked 
back and saw the goodness of the Lord that he was comforted. How often is this true 
of us! 

These Psalms are worth studying as they teach us the power and mercies of the Lord  
who is above all things. 
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  Hymn 1     Psalm 108      S.M.          

 
 
  1 My heart is fixed, O God, 

   A grateful song I raise, 

   Awake my heart, in joyful strains, 

   Awake my soul, to praise. 

 

  2 Among the nations, Lord, 

   To Thee my song shall rise; 

   Thy truth is high above the heavens, 

   Thy mercies reach the skies. 

 

  3 Stretch forth Thy mighty hand 

   In answer to our prayer, 

   And let Thine own beloved ones 

   Thy great salvation share. 

 

  4 The holy God has said, 

   “All lands shall own My sway; 

   My people shall My glory tell, 

   The heathen shall obey.” 

 

  5 O who will lead our cause, 

   To triumph o’er the foe, 

   If Thou wilt not stay near us, Lord, 

   Nor with our armies go? 

 

  6 The help of man is vain, 

   Be Thou our helper, Lord; 

   Through Thee we shall do valiantly, 

   If Thou Thine aid afford. 

 

   The Psalter, 1912 

     

   Hymn 2        Psalm109  L.M.      
 
 
    

 

 

   1 Stranger and pilgrim here below, 

    I turn for refuge, Lord, to Thee, 

    Aware of every want and woe, 

    Relieve my trials, and rescue me. 

 

   2 Now, Lord, in love and kindness speak, 

    Sustain and cheer my sinking soul; 

    Low as I am, and poor, and weak, 

    One word of Thine can make me whole. 

 

   3 Help, Lord! May all my foes perceive, 

    I have a heavenly strength and stay; 

    With Thee to bless me and relieve, 

    I can endure the hardest way. 

 

   4 Now make my soul with joy arise, 

    Thy sheltering wings around me cast; 

    Cause all that now afflicts or tries, 

    To work my good, O Lord, at last. 

 

    Henry Francis Lyte, 1793-1847 


