Hymns and Songs - 4th September

We have a gospel to proclaim,
Good news for all throughout the
earth;

The gospel of a Saviour’s name:
We sing His glory, tell His worth.

Tell of His birth at Bethlehem,
Not in a royal house or hall

But in a stable dark and dim:
The Word made flesh, a light for
all.

Tell of His death at Calvary,
Hated by those He came to save;
In lonely suffering on the cross
For all He loved His life He gave.

Tell of the glorious Easter morn:
Empty the tomb, for He was free.
He broke the power of death and
hell

That we might share His victory.

Tell of His reign at God'’s right
hand,

By all creation glorified;

He sends His Spirit on His Church
To live for Him, the Lamb who
died.

Now we rejoice to name Him
King:

Jesus is Lord of all the earth.
This gospel message we
proclaim:

We sing His glory, tell His worth.

It is a thing most wonderful,
Almost too wonderful to be,

That God’s own Son should come
from heaven

And die to save a child like me.

And yet | know that it is true;

He chose a poor and humbile lot,
And wept and toiled and mourned
and died,

For love of those who loved him
not.

| cannot tell how He could love
A child so weak and full of sin;
His love must be most wonderful,
If He could die my love to win.

It is most wonderful to know

His love for me so free and sure;
But 'tis more wonderful to see
My love for Him so faint and poor.

And yet | want to love Thee, Lord:

Oh, light the flame within my heart,

Will you come and follow me

If | but call your name?

Will you go where you don’t know
And never be the same?

Will you let My love be shown,
Will you let My name be known,

Will you let My life be grown in you,

And you in Me?

Will you leave yourself behind

If | but call your name?

Will you care for cruel and kind
And never be the same?

Will you risk the hostile stare,
Should your life attract or scare?
Will you let Me answer prayer

In you and you in Me?

Will you let the blinded see

If | but call your name?

Will you set the prisoners free
And never be the same?

Will you kiss the leper clean,
And do such as this unseen,
And admit to what | mean

In You and you in Me?

Will you love the “you” you hide
If | but call your name?

Will you quell the fear inside
And never be the same?

Will you use the faith you’ve found

To reshape the world around,
Through My sight and touch and
sound

In you and you in Me?

Lord, Your summons echoes true
When You but call my name.

Let me turn and follow You

And never be the same.

In Your company I'll go

Where Your love and footsteps
show;

Thus I'll move and live and grow
In You and You in me.
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| will offer up my life

In spirit and truth,

Pouring out the oil of love

As my worship to You.

In surrender | must give my every
part;

Lord receive the sacrifice

Of a broken heart.

Jesus, what can | give, what can |
bring

To so faithful a friend, to so loving
a King?

Saviour, what can be said, what

And | will love Thee more and more can be sung

Until | see Thee as Thou art.

As a praise of Your name

For the things You have done?
Oh, my words could not tell, not
even in part,

Of the debt of love that is owed
by this thankful heart.

You deserve my every breath
For You’ve paid the great cost;
Giving up Your life to death,
Even death on a cross.

You took all my shame away,
There defeated my sin,

Opened up the gates of heaven,
And have beckoned me in.
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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.

Pride of man 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:

Splendour, light, and life attend
him,

Beauty springeth out of naught.
Evermore, from his store
New-born worlds rise and adore.

Daily doth th’ Almighty giver
Bounteous gifts on us bestow;
His desire our soul delighteth,
Pleasure leads us where we go.
Love doth stand at his hand;
Joy doth wait on his command.

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.



