
Processional Hymn #7     

New Every Morning Is the Love   
 

New every morning is the love 

our waking and uprising prove; 

through sleep and darkness safely brought, 

restored to life and power and thought. 

 

New mercies, each returning day, 

hover around us while we pray; 

new perils past, new sins forgiven, 

new thoughts of God, new hopes of heaven. 

 

If on our daily course our mind 

be set to hallow all we find, 

new treasures still of countless price 

God will provide for sacrifice. 

 

Old friends, old scenes will lovelier be, 

as more of heaven in each we see; 

some softening gleam of love and prayer 

shall dawn on every cross and care. 

 

The trivial round, the common task, 

will furnish all we ought to ask: 

room to deny ourselves, a road 

to bring us daily nearer God. 

 

 

 



Only, O Lord, in thy dear love 

fit us for perfect rest above; 

and help us, this and every day, 

to live more nearly as we pray. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Gradual Hymn #341        God of Mercy, God of Grace  
 

God of mercy, God of grace, 

show the brightness of your face; 

shine upon us, Saviour, shine, 

fill your church with light divine; 

and your saving health extend 

unto the earth's remotest end. 

 

Let the people praise you, Lord; 

be by all that live adored; 

let the nations shout and sing 

glory to their Saviour King; 

at your feet their tribute pay, 

and your holy will obey. 

 

Let the people praise you, Lord; 

earth shall then its fruits afford, 

God to us all blessings give, 

we to God devoted live: 

all below and all above 

one in joy and light and love. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Offertory Hymn #348    The Living God Be Praised 
 

The living God be praised! 

Give honour to God's name, 

who was, and is, and is to be, for aye the same; 

the one eternal God 

ere all that now appears, 

the First, the Last, beyond all thought 

God's timeless years! 

 

Without a form is God, 

nor can we comprehend 

the measure of God's love for us without an end. 

For God is Lord of all, 

creation speaks God's praise; 

the human race and all that lives God's will obeys. 

 

God's Spirit floweth free, 

high surging where it will; 

in prophet's word God spoke of old and speaketh still. 

Established is God's law 

and changeless it shall stand, 

inscribed upon the human heart in every land. 

 

Eternal life hath God 

implanted in the soul; 

God's love shall be our strength  

and stay while ages roll. 

The living one be praised! 

Give honour to God's name, 

who was, and is, and is to be, for aye the same. 



Communion Hymn #58      O Christ Was a Good Guest  
 

O Christ was a good guest to have at the feast 

to pledge all glad lovers in mirth, 

to charm water jars with God’s cheerful yeast, 

leaving friends with a full wedding’s worth. 

 

O Christ was a guest at Samaria’s well,  

where outcast and chosen at strife 

were offered God’s drink – grace in a dry spell – 

sweet water still running deep as life.  

 

O Christ be our guest and true host at this rite, 

and bless what you bring to our feast: 

bread broken for us, shared wine of delight, 

and the flow of love’s wellspring released.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Recessional Hymn #345      King of Glory, King of Peace    
 

King of glory, King of peace, 

I will love thee; 

and that love may never cease, 

I 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 

I will sing thee, 

and the cream of all my heart 

I will bring thee. 

Though my sins against me cried, 

thou didst clear me; 

and alone, when they replied, 

thou didst hear me. 

 

Seven whole days, not one in seven, 

I will praise thee; 

in my heart, though not in heaven, 

I can raise thee. 

Small it is, in this poor sort 

to enroll thee: 

even eternity's too short 

to extol thee. 

 
 


