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PROCESSIONAL HYMN   385   Love divine, all loves excelling Hyfrodol 

1.  Love divine, all loves excelling,  /  Joy of heav’n, to earth come down, 

Fix in us thy humble dwelling,  /  All thy faithful mercies crown. 

Jesus, thou art all compassion,  /  Pure, unbounded love thou art; 

Visit us with thy salvation,  /  Enter ev’ry trembling heart.  

2.  Come, almighty to deliver,  /  Let us all thy life receive; 

Suddenly return, and never,  /  Nevermore thy temples leave. 

Thee we would be alway blessing,  /  Serve thee as thy hosts above, 

Pray, and praise thee without ceasing,  /  Glory in thy perfect love.  

3.  Finish then thy new creation;  /  Pure and spotless let us be: 

Let us see thy great salvation  /  Perfectly restored in thee: 

Changed from glory into glory,  /  Till in heav’n we take our place, 

Till we cast our crowns before thee,  /  Lost in wonder, love, and praise.  

Text: Charles Wesley, 1747.  Tune: Rowland Hughe Prichard, ca. 1830. 

 

 

SEQUENCE HYMN   565  Amazing grace! Amazing Grace 

1.  Amazing grace! how sweet the sound,  /  That saved a wretch like me! 

I once was lost, but now am found,  /  Was blind, but now I see.  

2.  ‘Twas grace that taught my heart to fear,  /  And grace my fears relieved; 

How precious did that grace appear  /  The hour I first believed!  

3.  Through many dangers, toils, and snares,  /  I have already come; 

‘Tis grace has brought me safe thus far,  /  And grace will lead me home.  

4.  When we’ve been there ten thousand years,  /  Bright shining as the sun, 

We’ve no less days to sing God’s praise  /  Than when we’d first begun.  

Text: John Newton, 1779.  Tune: American melody; arr. © Christopher Hoyt, 2014. 

 

 

 



 

 

 

 

ABLUTION HYMN   411   In Christ alone In Christ Alone 

1.  In Christ alone my hope is found;  /  He is my light, my strength, my song; 

This Cornerstone, this solid ground,  /  Firm thro’ the fiercest drought and storm 

What heights of love, what depths of peace,  /  When fears are stilled, when strivings cease! 

My comforter, my all in all,  /  Here in the love of Christ I stand.  

2.  In Christ alone, who took on flesh,  /  Fullness of God in helpless babe! 

This gift of love and righteousness,  /  Scorned by the ones he came to save. 

Till on that cross, as Jesus died,  /  The wrath of God was satisfied— 

For ev’ry sin on him was laid;  /  Here in the death of Christ I stand. 

3.  There in the ground his body lay,  /  Light of the world by darkness slain. 

Then bursting forth in glorious day,  /  Up from the grave he rose again! 

And as he stands in victory,  /  Sin’s curse has lost its grip on me, 

For I am his and he is mine—  /  Bought with the precious blood of Christ. 

4.  No guilt in life, no fear in death,  /  This is the pow’r of Christ in me; 

From life’s first cry to final breath,  /  Jesus commands my destiny. 

No pow’r of hell, no scheme of man,  /  Can ever pluck me from his hand; 

Till he returns or calls me home,  /  Here in the pow’r of Christ I’ll stand.  

Text: Stuart Townend, 2001. © ThankYou Music, 2002.   

Tune: Keith Getty, 2001; arr. Andrew Dittman, 2012. © ThankYou Music, 2002.. 

 

 

 

RECESSIONAL HYMN   553   He leadeth me! He Leadeth Me 

1.  He leadeth me! O blessed thought!,  /  O words with heav’nly comfort fraught! 

Whate’er I do, whate’er I be,  /  Still ‘tis God’s hand that leadeth me.  

Refrain: He leadeth me! He leadeth me! By his own hand he leadeth me! 

His faithful follower I would be, For by his hand he leadeth me. 

2.  Sometimes mid scenes of deepest gloom,  /  Sometimes where Eden’s bowers bloom, 

By waters calm, o’er troubled sea,  /  Still ‘tis his hand that leadeth me.  

3.  Lord, I would clasp my hand in mine,  /  Nor ever murmur nor repine, 

Content, whatever lot I see,  /  Still ‘tis my God that leadeth me. 

4.  And when my task on earth is done,  /  When, by thy grace, the vict’ry’s won, 

E’en death’s cold wave I will not flee,  /  Still God thro’ Jordan leadeth me. 

Text: Joseph Henry Gilmore, 1862.  Tune: William B. Bradbury, 1864. 

 


