Hymns and Songs - 13th August, 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.

Jesus! My Shepherd, Saviour, Friend,
My Prophet, Priest and King,

My Lord, my Life, my Way, my End,
Accept the praise | bring.

Weak is the effort of my heart,
And cold my warmest thought;
But when | see Thee as Thou art,
I’ll praise Thee as | ought.

Till then | would Thy love proclaim
With every fleeting breath;

And may the music of Thy name
Refresh my soul in death.

Dear Lord and Father of mankind,
Forgive our foolish ways;

Reclothe us in our rightful mind;

In purer lives Thy service find,

In deeper reverence, praise,

In deeper reverence, praise.

In simple trust like theirs who heard,
Beside the Syrian sea,

The gracious calling of the Lord,

Let us, like them, without a word
Rise up and follow Thee,

Rise up and follow Thee.

O Sabbath rest by Galilee!

O calm of hills above,

Where Jesus knelt to share with Thee
The silence of eternity,

Interpreted by love,

Interpreted by love.

With that deep hush subduing all
Our words and works that drown
The tender whisper of Thy call,
As noiseless let Thy blessing fall
As fell Thy manna down,

As fell Thy manna down.

Drop Thy still dews of quietness,

How sweet the name of Jesus sounds
In a believer’s ear!

It soothes his sorrows, heals his wounds,
And drives away his fear.

Till all our strivings cease;

Take from our souls the strain and stress,
And let our ordered lives confess

The beauty of Thy peace,

The beauty of Thy peace.

It makes the wounded spirit whole,
And calms the troubled breast;
"Tis manna to the hungry soul,
And to the weary rest.

Breathe through the heats of our desire

Thy coolness and Thy balm;

Let sense be dumb, let flesh retire;

Speak through the earthquake, wind and fire,
O still small voice of calm,

O still small voice of calm!

Dear name, the rock on which | build,
My shield and hiding place,

My never failing treasury, filled

With boundless stores of grace!



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.



