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 suff’ring on the cross:
for all he loved, his life he gave.

Tell of that glorious Easter morn,
empty the tomb, for he was free;
he broke the pow’r 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.
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Hymns 3rd May – Easter 5  9.30am


ANGEL VOICES EVER SINGING 
round thy throne of light
angel-harps for ever ringing
rest not day or night
thousands only live to bless thee 
and confess thee Lord of might.

Thou who art beyond the farthest
mortal eye can see
can it be that thou regardest
our poor hymnody?
Yes, we know that thou art near us
and wilt hear us constantly

Yea, we know that thou rejoicest
o’er each work of thine
thou didst ears and hands and voices
for thy praise design;
craftman’s art and music’s measure
for thy pleasure all combine.

In thy house great God we offer
of thine own to thee
and for thine acceptance proffer
all unworthily, 
hearts and minds and hands and voices
join our choicest psalmody.

Honour glory might and merit
thine shall ever be
Father Son and Holy Spirit
Blessed Trinity
Of the best that thou hast given
Earth and heaven render thee



HOW SWEET THE NAME OF JESUS SOUNDS
In a believer’s ear!	
It soothes his sorrows, heals his wounds,
And drives away his fear.

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

Dear name, the rock on which I build,
My shield and hiding place,
My never-failing treasury, filled
With boundless stores of grace!

Jesus! My Shepherd, Saviour, Friend,
My Prophet, Priest and King,
My Lord, my Life, my Way, my End,
Accept the praise I bring.

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

Till then I would Thy love proclaim
With every fleeting breath;
And may the music of Thy name
Refresh my soul in death. 

















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 I know that it is true:
he chose a poor and humble lot,
and wept, and toiled, and mourned, and died,
for love of those who loved him not.

I cannot tell how he would love
a child so weak and full of sin;
his love must be most wonderful,
if he could die my love to win.

I sometimes think about the cross,
and shut my eyes, and try to see
the cruel nails and crown of thorns
and Jesus crucified for me.

But even could I see him die,
I could but see a little part
of that great love, which, like a fire,
is always burning in his heart.

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 I want to love thee, Lord;
O light the flame within my heart,
and I will love thee more and more,
until I see thee as thou art. 
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