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Opening Hymn

1 Dear Lord and Father of mankind,
forgive our foolish ways;

reclothe us in our rightful mind,

in purer lives thy service find,

in deeper reverence, praise x2

2 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 x2

3 O Sabbath rest by Galilee,

O calm of hills above,

where Jesus knelt to share with thee
the silence of eternity,

interpreted by love! X2

4 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 x2

5 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! X2

Source: Glory to God: the Presbyterian Hymnal #169

Offertory Hymn

Morning has broken, Like the first morning,
Blackbird has spoken, Like the first bird;

Praise for the singing, Praise for the morning,

Praise for them springing, Fresh from the Word.


https://hymnary.org/hymn/GG2013/169

Sweet the rain's new fall, Sunlit from heaven,
Like the first dewfall On the first grass;
Praise for the sweetness, Of the wet garden,

Sprung in completeness Where his feet pass.

Mine is the sunlight, Mine is the morning,
Born of the one light Eden saw play;
Praise with elation, Praise every morning,

God's re-creation Of the new day.

Closing Hymn

Guide me, O thou great Redeemer,

pilgrim though this barren land;

| am weak, but thou art mighty;

hold me with thy powerful hand;

Bread of heaven, bread of heaven,

feed me now and evermore, feed me now and evermore.

Open now the crystal fountain,

whence the healing stream doth flow;

let the fire and cloudy pillar

lead me all my journey through;

strong Deliverer, strong Deliverer

be thou still my Strength and Shield, be thou still my Strength and Shield.

When | tread the verge of Jordan,

bid my anxious fears subside;

death of death, and hell’s destruction,

land me safe on Canaan's side;

songs of praises, songs of praises,

| will ever give to thee, | will ever give to thee.



