
First Hymn 
Amazing grace!  How sweet the sound  
that saved a wretch like me. 
I once was lost but now I’m found; 
was blind, but now I see. 
 

’Twas grace that taught my heart to fear, 
and grace my fears relieved. 
How precious did that grace appear 
the hour I first believed. 
 

Through many dangers, toils and snares 
I have already come. 
’Tis grace hath brought me safe thus far, 
and grace will lead me home. 
 

The Lord has promised  good to me, 
his word my hope secures; 
he will my shield and portion be 
as long as life endures. 
 

When we’ve been there a thousand years, 
bright shining as the sun, 
we’ve no less days to sing God’s praise 
than when we first begun. 
J. Newton (1725-1807) Music:  Amazing Grace  

 
 

Reading 
A reading from the Book of Exodus (32.7-14) 
We remain seated as the Choir sings Psalm 51 in 5 sections. This 
response is used: 
 

Make me a clean heart, O God, 
and renew a right spirit within me 

 
 



Gospel Acclamation 
God in Christ was reconciling the world to himself; 
And he has entrusted to us the news that they are reconciled. 

Gospel  
Hear the Gospel of our Lord Jesus Christ according to St Luke 
(15.1-10) 

 

 
Offertory Hymn 

 
Lord Jesus Christ, 
you have come to us, 
you are one with us, Mary’s son; 
cleansing our souls from all their sin, 
pouring your love and goodness in; 
Jesus, our love for you we sing, 
living Lord. 
 
 

Lord Jesus Christ, 
now and every day 
teach us how to pray, Son of God. 
You have commanded us to do 
this in remembrance, Lord, of you: 
into our lives your power breaks through, 
living Lord. 

 
Lord Jesus Christ, 
you have come to us, 
born as one of us, Mary’s son; 
led out to die on Calvary, 
risen from death to set us free, 
living Lord Jesus, help us see 
you are Lord. 
 



Lord Jesus Christ, 
I would come to you, 
live my life for you, Son of God. 
All your commands I know are true, 
your many gifts will make me new, 
into my life your power breaks through, 
living Lord. 

Words: Patrick Appleford b1924 Tune: Living Lord  
 
 
 
 
 
 

Communion Hymn 
Oh, the love of my Lord is the essence 
of all that I love here on earth. 
All the beauty I see he has given to me 
and his giving is gentle as silence. 
 

Every day, every hour, every moment 
have been blessed by the strength of his love. 
At the turn of each tide he is there by my side, 
and his touch is as gentle as silence. 
 

There’ve been times when I’ve turned from hi presence, 
and I’ve walked other paths, other ways. 
But I’ve called on his name in the dark of my shame, 
and his mercy was gentle as silence. 

Words and Music Estelle White​

 
Final Hymn 

 
I cannot tell why he, whom angels worship,​
should set his love upon the sons of men,​



or why, as Shepherd, he should seek the wanderers,​
to bring them back, they know not how or when.​
But this I know, that he was born of Mary,​
when Bethlehem’s manger was his only home,​
and that he lived at Nazareth and laboured,​
and so the Saviour, Saviour of the world, is come.​
​

I cannot tell how silently he suffered,​
as with his peace he graced this place of tears,​
or how his heart upon the cross was broken,​
the crown of pain to three-and-thirty years.​
But this I know, he heals the broken-hearted,​
and stays our sin, and calms our lurking fear,​
and lifts the burden from the heavy-laden,​
for yet the Saviour, Saviour of the world, is here.​
​

 
 
 
 
I cannot tell how he will win the nations,​
how he will claim his earthly heritage,​
how satisfy the needs and aspirations​
of east and west, of sinner and of sage.​
But this I know, all flesh shall see his glory,​
and he shall reap the harvest he has sown,​
and some glad day his sun shall shine in splendour,​
when he the Saviour, Saviour of the world is known.​
​

I cannot tell how all the lands shall worship,​
when, at his bidding, every storm is stilled,​
or who can say how great the jubilation​
when all the hearts of men with love are filled.​
But this I know, the skies will thrill with rapture,​
and myriad, myriad human voices sing,​



and earth to heaven, and heaven to earth, will answer:​
“At last the Saviour, Saviour of the world, is King!” 
W. Y. Fullerton 1857-1932​ ​ Tune Londonderry Air 

 
 


