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PROCESSIONAL HYMN   How great thou art How Great Thou Art 

1. O Lord, my God, when I in awesome wonder 

consider all the works thy hand hath made, 

I see the stars, I hear the mighty thunder, 

thy power throughout the universe displayed; [R] 

2. When through the woods and forest glades I wander, 

I hear the birds sing sweetly in the trees; 

when I look down from lofty mountain grandeur 

and hear the brook and feel the gentle breeze; [R] 

Refrain: 

Then sings my soul, my Savior God, to thee: 

how great thou art, how great thou art! 

Then sings my soul, my Savior God, to thee: 

how great thou art, how great thou art! 

3. But when I think that God, his Son not sparing, 

sent him to die, I scarce can take it in, 

that on the cross, my burden gladly bearing, 

he bled and died to take away my sin; [R] 

4. When Christ shall come, with shout of acclamation, 

and take me home, what joy shall fill my heart! 

Then I shall bow in humble adoration 

and there proclaim, “My God, how great thou art!” [R] 
 

Author: Carl Gustav Boberg; Translator: Stuart K. Hine (1949). Tune: How Great Thou Art, Stuart K. Hine (1949). © 1949, 1953, The Stuart 

Hine Trust. Print rights admin. by Hope Publishing Co. Used by permission under OneLicense.net #A-726650. 

 

 

SEQUENCE HYMN   415.1   Jesus, Lover of my soul Aberystwyth 

1.  Jesus, Lover of my soul, /  Let me to thy bosom fly, 

While the nearer waters roll,  /  While the tempest still is high: 

Hide me, O my Saviour, hide,  /  Till the storm of life be past;  

Safe into the haven guide,  /  O receive my soul at last.  

2.  Other refuge have I none,  /  Hangs my helpless soul on thee; 

Leave, ah! leave me not alone,  /  Still support and comfort me! 

All my trust on thee is stayed;  /  All my help from thee I bring; 

Cover my defenceless head  /  With the shadow of thy wing.  

3.  Plenteous grace with thee is found,  /  Grace to cleanse from ev’ry sin; 

Let the healing streams abound,  /  Make and keep me pure within. 

Thou of life the fountain art,  /  Freely let me take of thee:  

Spring thou up within my heart,  /  Rise to all eternity.  

Charles Wesley, 1740; Music: Joseph Parry, 1879. 

 

 

COMMUNION HYMN   190   Let thy Blood in mercy poured Luise 

1.  Let thy Blood in mercy poured,  /  Let thy gracious Body broken, 

Be to me, O gracious Lord,  /  Of thy boundless love the token. 

Refrain 

Thou didst give thyself for me,  /  Now I give myself to thee.  

2.  Thou didst die that I might live;  /  Blessed Lord, thou cam’st to save me: 

All that love of God could give  /  Jesus by his sorrows gave me.  Refrain 



3.  By the thorns that crowned thy brow,  /  By the spear-wound and the nailing, 

By the pain and death, I now  /  Claim, O Christ, thy love unfailing.  Refrain 

4.  Wilt thou own the gift I bring?  /  All my penitence I give thee; 

Thou art my exalted King,  /  Of thy matchless love forgive me.  Refrain 

Greek; Tr. John Brownlie, 1907; Music: Johann Crueger’s Praxis Pietatis Melica, 1653. 

 

 

RECESSIONAL HYMN   783   God of grace and God of glory Cwm Rhondda 

1.  God of grace and God of glory, /  On thy people pour thy power; 

Crown thine ancient Church’s story:  /  Bring her bud to glorious flower. 

Grant us wisdom, grant us courage,  /  For the facing of this hour.  

For the facing of this hour.  

2.  Lo! the hosts of evil round us  /  Scorn thy Christ, assail his ways! 

From the fears that long have bound us  /  Free our hearts to faith and praise: 

Grant us wisdom, grant us courage,  /  For the living of these days. 

For the living of these days.  

3.  Cure thy children’s warring madness,  /  Bend our pride to thy control; 

Shame our wanton, selfish gladness,  /  Rich in things and poor in soul. 

Grant us wisdom, grant us courage,  /  Lest we miss thy kingdom’s goal.  

Lest we miss thy kingdom’s goal.  

4.  Set our feet on lofty places;  /  Gird our lives that they may be 

Armored with all Christ-like graces  /  In the fight to set men free. 

Grant us wisdom, grant us courage,  /  That we fail not men nor thee.  

That we fail not men nor thee.  

Harry Emerson Fosdick, 1930; Music: John Hughes, 1873-1932. 

 

 

 


