Hymns and Songs - 10th October, 2021

We plough the fields and scatter
The good seed on the land,

But it is fed and watered

By God'’s almighty hand;

He sends the snow in winter,
The warmth to swell the grain,
The breezes and the sunshine,
And soft refreshing rain.

All good gifts around us

Are sent from heaven above;

Then thank the Lord, O thank the Lord,
For all His love.

He only is the Maker

Of all things near and far;

He paints the wayside flower,
He lights the evening star;

The winds and waves obey Him,
By Him the birds are fed;

Much more to us, His children,
He gives our daily bread.

We thank Thee then, O Father,
For all things bright and good;
The seedtime and the harvest,
Our life, our health, our food.
No gifts have we to offer

For all Thy love imparts,

But that which Thou desirest,
Our humble, thankful hearts.

Beauty for brokenness, hope for despair,
Lord, in Your suffering world this is our prayer:
Bread for the children, justice, joy, peace;
Sunrise to sunset, Your kingdom increase!

Shelter for fragile lives, cures for their ills,

Work for the craftsman, trade for their skills;

Land for the dispossessed, rights for the weak,
Voices to plead the cause of those who can’t speak.

God of the poor, friend of the weak,

Give us compassion we pray:

Melt our cold hearts, let tears fall like rain;
Come, change our love from a spark to a flame

Refuge from cruel wars, havens from fear,

Cities for sanctuary, freedoms to share;

Peace to the killing-fields, scorched earth to green,
Christ for the bitterness, His cross for the pain.

Rest for the ravaged earth, oceans and streams
Plundered and poisoned - our future, our dreams.
Lord, end our madness, carelessness, greed;

Make us content with the things that we need.

Lighten our darkness, breathe on this flame
Until Your justice burns brightly again;

Until the nations learn of Your ways,

Seek Your salvation and bring You their praise.
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O Lord my God! When I in awesome wonder
Consider all the works Thy hand hath made,

[ see the stars, [ hear the mighty thunder,

Thy power throughout the universe displayed:

Then sings my soul, My Saviour God, to Thee,
How great Thou art! How great Thou art!
Then sings my soul, My Saviour God, to Thee,
How great Thou art! How great Thou art!

When through the woods and forest glades |
wander

And hear the birds sing sweetly in the trees;
When I look down from lofty mountain grandeur,
And hear the brook, and feel the gentle breeze:

And when I think that God, His Son not sparing,
Sent Him to die - [ scarce can take it in.

That on the cross, my burden gladly bearing,
He bled and died to take away my sin:

When Christ shall come with shout of
acclamation

And take me home - what joy shall fill my heart!
Then shall I bow in humble adoration,

And there proclaim, my God, how great Thou art!
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For Outside

You shall go out with joy

And be led forth with peace,
And the mountains and the hills
Shall break forth before you.
There’ll be shouts of joy,

And the trees of the field

Shall clap, shall clap their hands.

And the trees of the field shall clap their hands,
And the trees of the field shall clap their hands,
And the trees of the field shall clap their hands,
And you'll go out with joy.

Rubin & Dauermann (c) 1975



