
Hymns – 1st November 
 
494    
1    I, the Lord of sea and sky, 
I have heard my people cry. 
All who dwell in dark and sin 
my hand will save. 
I, who made the stars of night, 
I will make their darkness bright. 
Who will bear my light to them? 
Whom shall I send? 
 
Here I am, Lord. Is it I, Lord? 
I have heard you calling in the night. 
I will go, Lord, if you lead me. 
I will hold your people in my heart. 
 
2    I, the Lord of snow and rain, 
I have borne my people’s pain. 
I have wept for love of them. 
They turn away. 
I will break their hearts of stone, 
give them hearts for love alone. 
I will speak my word to them. 
Whom shall I send? 
 
3    I, the Lord of wind and flame, 
I will tend the poor and lame. 
I will set a feast for them. 
My hand will save. 
Finest bread I will provide 
till their hearts be satisfied. 
I will give my life to them. 
Whom shall I send? 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

358 
1    Be still, for the presence of the Lord, 
the Holy One, is here; 
come bow before him now 
with reverence and fear: 
in him no sin is found — 
we stand on holy ground. 
Be still, for the presence of the Lord, 
the Holy One is here. 
 

2    Be still, for the glory of the Lord 
is shining all around; 
he burns with holy fire, 
with splendour he is crowned: 
how awesome is the sight — 
our radiant King of light! 
Be still, for the glory of the Lord 
is shining all around. 
 

3    Be still, for the power of the Lord 
is moving in this place: 
he comes to cleanse and heal, 
to minister his grace. 
No work too hard for him, 
in faith receive from him. 
Be still, for the power of the Lord 
is moving in this place. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



664 
1      How sweet the name of Jesus 
sounds 
in a believer’s ear! 
It soothes his sorrows, heals his 
wounds, 
and drives away his fear. 
   
2      It makes the wounded spirit 
whole, 
and calms the troubled breast; 
’tis manna to the hungry soul, 
and to the weary rest. 
   
3      Dear name! the rock on which I 
build, 
my shield and hiding-place, 
my never-failing treasury filled 
with boundless stores of grace. 
   
4      Jesus! my Shepherd, Brother, 
Friend, 
my Prophet, Priest, and King, 
my Lord, my Life, my Way, my End, 
accept the praise I bring. 
   
5      Weak is the effort of my heart, 
and cold my warmest thought; 
but when I see thee as thou art, 
I’ll praise thee as I ought. 
   
6      Till then I would thy love 
proclaim 
with every fleeting breath; 
and may the music of thy name 
refresh my soul in death. 
 
 
 

671 
1      I will sing the wondrous story 
of the Christ who died for me, 
how he left the realms of glory 
for the cross on Calvary. 
Yes, I’ll sing the wondrous story 
of the Christ who died for me — 
sing it with his saints in glory, 
gathered by the crystal sea. 
   
2      I was lost but Jesus found me, 
found the sheep that went astray, 
raised me up and gently led me 
back into the narrow way. 
Days of darkness still may meet me, 
sorrow’s path I oft may tread; 
but his presence still is with me, 
by his guiding hand I’m led. 
   
3      He will keep me till the river 
rolls its waters at my feet: 
then he’ll bear me safely over, 
made by grace for glory meet. 
Yes, I’ll sing the wondrous story 
of the Christ who died for me — 
sing it with his saints in glory, 
gathered by the crystal sea. 
   


