And can it be that | should gain
an interest in the Saviour’s blood?
Died he for me, who caused his pain?
For me, who him to death pursued?
Amazing love! How can it be
that thou, my God,

shouldst die for me?

Repeat last two lines.

‘Tis myst’ry all!’ Th’Immortal dies:
who can explore his strange design?
In vain the first-born seraph tries
to sound the depths of love divine!
‘Tis mercy all! Let earth adore,

let angel minds inquire no more.

He left his Father’s throne above
so free, so infinite his grace;
emptied himself of all but love,
and bled for Adam’s helpless race;
‘tis mercy all, immense and free;
for, O my God, it found out me.

First hymn
Long my imprisoned spirit lay
fast bound in sin and nature’s night;
thine eye diffused a quick’ning ray,
| woke, the dungeon flamed with light;
my chains fell off, my heart was free;
| woke, went forth, and followed thee.

No condemnation now | dread;
Jesus, and all in him, is mine!

Alive in him, my living Head,

and clothed in righteousness divine,
bold | approach the eternal throne,
and claim the crown,

through Christ my own.
C. Wesley (1707-88) Tune: Sagina

Offertory 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 N

Final Hymn
King of glory, King of peace, | will love thee;
and, that love may never cease, | will move thee.
Thou hast granted my request,
thou hast heard me;
thou didst note my working breast,
thou hast spared me.

Wherefore with my utmost art, | will sing thee,
and the cream of all my heart | will bring thee.
Though my sins against me cried,

thou didst clear me,

and alone, when they replied,

thou didst hear me.

Sev’n whole days, not one in sev’n, | will praise thee;
in my heart, though not in heav’n, | can raise thee.
Small it is, in this poor sort

to enrol thee:

e’en eternity’s too short

to extol thee. G. Herbert (1593-1633) Tune: Gwalchmai



