
Opening Hymn #5    Christ Whose Glory Fills the Skies 
Christ whose glory fills the skies, 
Christ the true, the only light, 
Sun of Righteousness, arise! 
Triumph o’er the shades of night: 
Day-spring from on high, be near; 
Day-star, in my heart appear. 

Dark and cheerless is the morn 
unaccompanied by thee; 
joyless is the day’s return, 
till thy mercy’s beams I see, 
till they inward light impart, 
glad my eyes and warm my heart. 

Visit then this soul of mine, 
pierce the gloom of sin and grief; 
fill me, Radiancy divine, 
scatter all my unbelief; 
more and more thyself display, 
shining to the perfect day. 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Offertory Hymn #617    Jesus, the Very Thought of Thee  

Jesus, the very thought of thee 
with sweetness fills the breast; 
but sweeter far thy face to see, 
and in thy presence rest. 

No voice can sing, no heart can frame, 
nor can the mind recall 
a sweeter sound than Jesus’ name, 
the Saviour of us all. 

O hope of every contrite heart, 
O joy of all the meek; 
to those who ask, how kind thou art, 
how good to those who seek! 

But what to those who find? Ah, this 
nor tongue nor pen can show; 
the love of Jesus, what it is 
none but his lovers know. 
 
Jesus, our only joy be thou, 
as thou our prize wilt be; 
in thee be all our glory now, 
and through eternity. 
 

 

 

 

 



 
Communion Hymn #166  We Have Come at Christ’s Own Bidding 
  
We have come at Christ’s own bidding 
to this high and holy place, 
where we wait with hope and longing 
for some token of God’s grace. 
Here we pray for new assurance 
that our faith is not in vain, 
searching like those first disciples 
for a sign both clear and plain. 
 
Light breaks in upon our darkness; 
splendor bathes the flesh-joined Word; 
Moses and Elijah marvel 
as the heavenly voice is heard. 
Eyes and hearts behold with wonder 
how the law and prophets meet: 
Christ, with garments drenched in brightness, 
stands transfigured and complete. 
 
Strengthened by this glimpse of glory, 
fearful lest our faith decline, 
we like Peter find it tempting 
to remain and build a shrine. 
But true worship gives us courage 
to proclaim what we profess, 
that our daily lives may prove us 
people of the God we bless. 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
Closing Hymn #162 Sing of God Made Manifest 
 
Sing of God made manifest 
in a child robust and blest, 
to whose home in Bethlehem 
where a star had guided them, 
magi came and gifts unbound, 
signs mysterious and profound: 
myrrh and frankincense and gold 
grave and God and king foretold. 
 
Sing of God made manifest 
when at Jordan John confessed, 
“I should be baptized by You, 
but your bidding I will do.” 
Then from heaven a double sign– 
dove-like Spirit, voice divine– 
hailed the true Anointed One: 
“This is My beloved Son.” 
 
Sing of God made manifest 
when Christ came as wedding guest 
and at Cana gave a sign, 
turning water into wine; 
further still was love revealed 
as He taught, forgave and healed, 
bringing light and life to all 
who would listen to God’s call. 
 
Sing of God made manifest 
on the cloud-capped mountain’s crest, 
where both voice and vision waned 
until Christ alone remained: 
Glimpse of glory, pledge of grace, 
given as Jesus set his face 
 
towards the waiting cross and grave, 
sign of hope that God would save. 



 


