Hymns and Songs - 4th July, 2021

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 the 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.

Round each habitation hovering,
See the cloud and fire appear!
For a glory and a covering,
Showing that the Lord is near.
He who gives them daily manna,
He who listens when they cry:
Let Him hear the loud hosanna
Rising to His throne on high.

Saviour, if of Zion’s city

I, through grace, a member am,
Let the world deride or pity,

[ 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.

Lord of all hopefulness, Lord of all joy,

Whose trust ever child-like, no cares could destroy;

Be there at our waking, and give us, we pray,

Your bliss in our hearts, Lord, at the break of the day.

Lord of all eagerness, Lord of all faith,

Whose strong hands were skilled at the plane and the

lathe;
Be there at our labours, and give us, we pray,

Your strength in our hearts, Lord, at the noon of the day.

Lord of all kindliness, Lord of all grace,

Your hands swift to welcome, your arms to embrace;

Be there at our homing, and give us, we pray,

Your love in our hearts, Lord, at the eve of the day.

Lord of all gentleness, Lord of all calm,

Whose voice is contentment, whose presence is balm;

Be there at our sleeping, and give us we pray,
Your peace in our hearts, Lord,
At the end of the day.

How deep the Father’s love for us,
How vast beyond all measure,

That He should give His only Son

To make a wretch His treasure.

How great the pain of searing loss -
The Father turns His face away,

As wounds which mar the Chosen One
Bring many sons to glory.

Behold the man upon a cross,

My sin upon His shoulders;

Ashamed, I hear my mocking voice
Call out among the scoffers.

It was my sin that held Him there
Until it was accomplished;

His dying breath has brought me life -
[ know that it is finished.

[ will not boast in anything,

No gifts, no power, no wisdom;

But I will boast in Jesus Christ,

His death and resurrection.

Why should I gain from His reward?
I cannot give an answer;

But this [ know with all my heart -
His wounds have paid my ransom.
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For Outside

Go forth and tell! O Church of God, awake!
God’s saving news to all the nations take:
Proclaim Christ Jesus, Saviour, Lord and King,
That all the world His worthy praise may sing.

Go forth and tell! God’s love embraces all;
He will in grace respond to all who call:
How shall they call if they have never heard
The gracious invitation of His word?

Go forth and tell where still the darkness lies,
In wealth or want, the sinner surely dies;
Give us, O Lord, concern of heart and mind,

A love like Yours, compassionate and kind.

Go forth and tell! The doors are open wide:
Share God'’s good gifts - let no one be denied;
Live out your life as Christ your Lord shall
choose,

Your ransomed powers for His sole glory use.

Go forth and tell! O Church of God, arise!

Go in the strength which Christ your Lord
supplies;

Go till all nations His great name adore

And serve Him, Lord and King for evermore.



