Hymns and Songs - 23rd July, 2023

At the name of Jesus
Every knee shall bow,
Every tongue confess Him
King of glory now;

‘Tis the Father’s pleasure
We should call Him Lord,
Who from the beginning
Was the mighty Word.

Humbled for a season,

To receive a name

From the lips of sinners

Unto whom He came;
Faithfully He bore it

Spotless to the last,

Brought it back victorious,
When from death He passed.

Bore it up triumphant

With its human light,

Through all ranks of creatures
To the central height,

To the throne of Godhead,

To the Father’s breast,

Filled it with the glory

Of that perfect rest.

In your hearts enthrone Him;
There let Him subdue

All that is not holy,

All that is not true;

Crown Him as your Captain
In temptation’s hour,

Let His will enfold you

In its light and power.

Brothers, this Lord Jesus
Shall return again,

With His Father’s glory,
With His angel train;

For all wreaths of empire
Meet upon His brow,

And our hearts confess Him
King of glory now.

Brother, sister, let me serve you,

Let me be as Christ to you;
Pray that | may have the grace
To let you be my servant, too.

We are pilgrims on a journey,
We’re together on this road,;

We are here to help each other
Walk the mile and bear the load.

I will hold the Christ-light for you
In the night-time of your fear;
I will hold my hand out to you,

Speak the peace you long to hear.

I will weep when you are weeping,
When you laugh I'll laugh with you;
| will share your joy and sorrow

Till we’ve seen this journey through.

When we sing to God in heaven
We shall find such harmony,
Born of all we’ve known together
Of Christ’s love and agony.

Brother, sister, let me serve you,
Let me be as Christ to you;
Pray that | may have the grace

To let you be my servant, too.
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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.

Nearer, my God, to Thee,
Nearer to Thee;

E’en though it be a cross

That raiseth me,

Still all my song would be,
Nearer, my God, to Thee,
Nearer to Thee, nearer to Thee.

Though, like the wanderer,

The sun had gone down,
Darkness be over me,

My rest a stone,

Yet in my dreams I'd be

Nearer, my God, to Thee,
Nearer to Thee, nearer to Thee.



There let the way appear,
Steps up to heaven;

All that Thou senders me,

In mercy given;

Angels to beckon me

Nearer, my God, to Thee,
Nearer to Thee, nearer to Thee.

Then, with my waking thoughts
Bright with Thy praise,

Out of my stony griefs

Bethel I'll raise;

So be my woes to be

Nearer, my God, to Thee,
Nearer to Thee, nearer to Thee.

Or, if on joyful wing

Cleaving the sky,

Sun, moon and stars forgot,
Upwards | fly,

Still all my song shall be,
Nearer, my God, to Thee,
Nearer to Thee, nearer to Thee.

Blessed assurance, Jesus is mine:
O what a foretaste of glory divine!

Heir of salvation, purchase of God;
Born of His Spirit, washed in His blood

This is my story, this is my song,
Praising my Saviour all the day long.
This is my story, this is my song,
Praising my Saviour all the day long.

Perfect submission, perfect delight,
Visions of rapture burst on my sight;
Angels descending bring from above
Echoes of mercy, whispers of love.

Perfect submission, all is at rest,

| in my Saviour am happy and blessed;
Watching and waiting, looking above,
Filled with His goodness, lost in His love.

Colours of day dawn into the mind

The sun has come up, the night is behind

Go down to the city, into the street,

And let’s give the message to the people we meet.

So light up the fire and let the flame burn,
Open the door, let Jesus return.

Take seeds of His Spirit, let the fruit grow,
Tell the people of Jesus, let His love show.

Go through the park, on into the town;

The sun still shines on, it never goes down.
The light of the world is risen again;

The people of darkness are needing a friend.

Open your eyes, look into the sky,

The darkness has come, the Son came to die.
The evening draws on, the sun disappears,

But Jesus is living, His Spirit is near.
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