Hymns for Sunday 15 May 2022

Introit:

We have a gospel to proclaim,
Good news for men in all 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 that 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.
Edward J. Burns b. 1938

Gradual:

A brighter dawn is breaking,
And earth with praise is waking;
For thou, O king most highest,
The power of death defiest;
And thou hast come victorious,
With risen Body glorious,
Who now for ever livest,
And life abundant givest.
O free the world from blindness,
And fill the world with kindness,
Give sinners resurrection,
Bring striving to perfection;
In sickness give us healing,
In doubt thy clear revealing,
That praise to thee be given
In earth as in thy heaven.
Percy Dearmer 1867 - 1936

Offertory:

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, Brother, 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.
John Newton 1725 - 1807

Post-communion:

Ye servants of God, your Master proclaim,
And publish abroad his wonderful name:
The name all-victorious of Jesus extol:
His kingdom is glorious, and rules over all.
God ruleth on high, almighty to save;
And still he is nigh, his presence we have:
The great congregation his triumph shall sing,
Ascribing salvation to Jesus our King.
Salvation to God who sits on the throne!
Let all cry aloud, and honour the Son:
The praises of Jesus the angels proclaim,
Fall down on their faces, and worship the Lamb.
Then let us adore, and give him his right:
All glory and power, all wisdom and might,
All honour and blessing, with angels above,
And thanks never-ceasing, and infinite love.
Charles Wesley 1707 - 88

