
Processional Hymn #508    

I Heard the Voice of Jesus Say 
 

I heard the voice of Jesus say, 

“Come unto me and rest; 

lay down, thou weary one, lay down 

thy head upon my breast.” 

I came to Jesus as I was, 

so weary, worn, and sad; 

I found in him a resting place, 

and he has made me glad. 

 

I heard the voice of Jesus say, 

“Behold, I freely give 

the living water; thirsty one, 

stoop down and drink and live.” 

I came to Jesus, and I drank 

of that life-giving stream; 

my thirst was quenched, my soul revived, 

and now I live in him. 

 

I heard the voice of Jesus say, 

“I am this dark world’s light; 

look unto me, thy morn shall rise, 

and all thy day be bright.” 

I looked to Jesus, and I found 

in him my star, my sun; 

and in that light of life I’ll walk, 

till travelling days are done. 

 

 



Gradual Hymn #520        

The King of Love My Shepherd Is 
 

The King of love my shepherd is, 

whose goodness faileth never; 

I nothing lack if I am his, 

and he is mine forever. 
 

Where streams of living water flow, 

my ransomed soul he leadeth, 

and where the verdant pastures grow, 

with food celestial feedeth. 
 

Perverse and foolish, oft I strayed, 

but yet in love he sought me, 

and on his shoulder gently laid, 

and home rejoicing brought me. 
 

In death's dark vale I fear no ill 

with thee, dear Lord, beside me; 

thy rod and staff my comfort still, 

thy cross before to guide me. 
 

Thou spread’st a table in my sight; 

thy unction grace bestoweth; 

and O what transport of delight 

from thy pure chalice floweth! 
 

And so through all the length of days 

thy goodness faileth never; 

good Shepherd, may I sing thy praise 

within thy house forever! 



Offertory Hymn #377    To the Name of Our Salvation 
 

To the name of our salvation, 

laud and honour let us pay, 

which for many a generation 

hid in God's foreknowledge lay, 

but with holy exultation 

we may sing aloud today. 
 

Jesus is the name we treasure, 

name beyond what words can tell; 

name of gladness, name of pleasure, 

ear and heart delighting well; 

name of sweetness passing measure, 

saving us from sin and hell. 
 

'Tis the name that whoso preaches 

speaks like music to the ear; 

who in prayer this name beseeches 

find its comfort ever near; 

who its perfect wisdom reaches, 

heavenly joy possesses here. 

 

Jesus is the name exalted 

over every other name; 

in this name, whene'er assaulted, 

we can put our foes to shame: 

strength to them who else had halted, 

eyes to blind, and feet to lame. 

 



Therefore we in love adoring, 

this most blessed name revere, 

holy Jesu, thee imploring 

so to write it in us here 

that, hereafter heavenward soaring, 

we may sing with angels there. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Communion Hymn #514      Jesus, Joy of Our Desiring   
 

Jesus, joy of our desiring, 

holy wisdom, love most bright; 

drawn by thee, our souls aspiring 

soar to uncreated light. 

Word of God, our flesh that fashioned, 

with the fire of life impassioned, 

striving still to truth unknown, 

soaring, dying round thy throne. 

 

Through the way where hope is guiding, 

hark, what peaceful music rings; 

where the flock, in thee confiding, 

drink of joy from deathless springs. 

Theirs is beauty's fairest pleasure; 

theirs is wisdom's holiest treasure. 

Thou dost ever lead thine own 

in the love of joys unknown. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Recessional Hymn #378      

Crown Him With Many Crowns    

 

Crown him with many crowns, 

the Lamb upon his throne: 

hark, how the heavenly anthem drowns 

all music but its own! 

Awake, my soul, and sing 

of him who died for thee, 

and hail him as thy matchless King 

through all eternity. 

 

Crown him the Lord of life, 

who triumphed o'er the grave, 

and rose victorious in the strife 

for those he came to save. 

His glories now we sing 

who died and rose on high, 

who died eternal life to bring, 

and lives that death may die. 

 

Crown him the Lord of peace; 

whose power a sceptre sways, 

from pole to pole, that wars may cease, 

absorbed in prayer and praise.  

His reign shall know no end; 

and round his piercèd feet  

fair flowers of paradise extend 

their fragrance ever sweet.  

 

 



Crown him the Lord of love; 

behold his hands and side, 

rich wounds yet visible above, 

in beauty glorified. 

All hail, Redeemer, hail! 

For thou hast died for me; 

thy praise shall never, never fail 

throughout eternity.  

 

 
 

 


