
First Hymn 
 

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.​
​

At his voice creation​
sprang at once to sight,​
all the angel faces,​
all the hosts of light,​
thrones and dominations,​
stars upon their way,​
all the heavenly orders,​
in their great array.​
​

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:​
 
 
 



The Choir sing verses from Psalm 85 in four sections - we all sing the 
response 
 

Show us, O Lord, your mercy 
 

 
 
 
 

Offertory hymn 

Just as I am, without one plea​
but that thy blood was shed for me,​
and that thou bidst me come to thee,​
O lamb of God, I come.​
​

Just as I am, though tossed about​
with many a conflict, many a doubt,​
fightings within, and fears without,​
O lamb of God, I come.​
​

Just as I am, poor, wretched, blind;​
sight, riches, healing of the mind,​
yea, all I need, in thee to find,​
O lamb of God, I come. 
 
Just as I am, thou wilt receive,​
wilt welcome, pardon, cleanse, relieve:​
because thy promise I believe,​
O lamb of God, I come.​
​

Just as I am (thy love unknown​
has broken every barrier down),​
now to be thine, yea, thine alone,​
O lamb of God, I come.​
​

Just as I am, of that free love​



the breadth, length, depth, and height to prove,​
here for a season, then above,​
O lamb of God, I come. 

Charlotte Elliott 1789-1871  Tune: Saffron Walden 
 

Communion Hymn 

Dear Lord and Father of mankind, 
forgive our foolish ways! 
Re-clothe us in our rightful mind, 
in purer lives thy service find, 
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. 
 

O Sabbath rest by Galilee! 
O calm of hills above, 
where Jesus knelt to share with thee 
the silence of eternity, 
interpreted by love!​  
 
Drop thy still dews of quietness, 
till all our strivings cease; 
take from our souls the strain and stress, 
and let our ordered lives confess 
the beauty of thy peace. 
 

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! 

J. Whittier (1807-92) Tune:  Repton 
Final Hymn  

Walk with me oh my Lord 
through the darkest night and brightest day. 
Be at my side O Lord, 
hold my hand and guide me on my way. 
 

Sometimes the road seems long  
my energy is spent. 
Then, Lord, I think of you  
and I am given strength. 
 

Stones often bar my path 
and there are times I fall, 
but you are always there 
to help me when I call. 
Just as you calmed the wind 
and walked upon the sea, 
conquer, my living Lord, 
the storms that threaten me. 
 

Help me to pierce the mists  
that cloud my heart and mind 
so that I shall not fear 
the steepest mountain-side. 
 

As one you helped the lame 
and gave sight to the blind, 
help me when I’m downcast 
to hold my head up high. 

Estelle White   



 


