
HYMNS FOR 14th JULY 

Christine Shand, director of music at St Martin’s and SS Philip & Etheldreda’s, will provide keyboard 
accompaniment to the hymns via our teleconferencing facility. To access the telephone connection, 
dial 03300 945 940 and use room number 24456910 and PIN 7760. You can phone in from a mobile 

or landline and do not need an internet connection to do so. Calls are charged the same as to a 
landline, so if you have evening calls included in your call package, this will be free. Hymns where 

indicated are from Mission Praise, reproduced under CCLI number 1245887. 

 

1 Lead us, heavenly Father, lead us 
through this world's tempestuous sea; 
guard us, guide us, keep us, feed us 
for your help is full and free, 
here possessing every blessing 
if our God our Father be. 
 
2 Saviour, by your grace restore us - 
all our weaknesses are plain; 
you have lived on earth before us, 
you have felt our grief and pain: 
tempted, taunted, yet undaunted, 
from the depths you rose again. 
 
3 Spirit of our God, descending, 
fill our hearts with holy peace; 
love with every passion blending, 
pleasure that can never cease: 
thus provided, pardoned, guided, 
ever shall our joys increase. 

                                  MP 400 

Jesus is Lord 
Creation's voice proclaims it 
For by His power each tree and flower 
Was planned and made 
Jesus is Lord 
The universe declares it 
Sun moon and stars in heaven cry 
Jesus is Lord 

Chorus 

Jesus is Lord 
Jesus is Lord 
Praise Him with hallelujahs 
For Jesus is Lord 

Jesus is Lord 
Yet from His throne eternal 
In flesh He came to die in pain 
On Calv'ry's tree 
Jesus is Lord 
From Him all life proceeding 
Yet gave His life a ransom 
Thus setting us free 

Jesus is Lord 
O'er sin the mighty conqueror 
From death He rose 
And all His foes shall own His Name 
Jesus is Lord 
God sent His Holy Spirit 
To show by works of power 
That Jesus Is Lord 

                            MP 367 

All my hope on God is founded 
All my trust He shall renew 
He my guide through changing order 
Only good and only true 
God unknown 
He alone 
Calls my heart to be His own 

Pride of man and earthly glory 
Sword and crown betray His trust 
All that human toil can fashion 
Tower and temple fall to dust 
But God's power 
Hour by hour 
Is my temple and my tower 

Still from man to God eternal 
Sacrifice of praise be done 



High above all praises praising 
For the gift of Christ His Son 
Hear Christ's call 
One and all 
We who follow shall not fall 

                                    MP 

Seek ye first the kingdom of God 
And His righteousness 
And all these things 
Shall be added unto you 
Allelu alleluia 

Man shall not live by bread alone 
But by ev'ry word 
That proceeds 
From the mouth of God 
Allelu alleluia 

Ask and it shall be given unto you 
Seek and ye shall find 
Knock and the door 
Shall be opened unto you 
Allelu alleluia 

                                  MP 590 

Immortal love for ever full 
For ever flowing free 
Forever shared for ever whole 
A never-ebbing sea 

Upon our lips we bear the name 
All other names above 
Yet love alone knows whence it came 
That all-embracing love 

We may not climb the heavenly steeps 
To bring the Lord Christ down 
In vain we search the lowest deeps 
For Him no depths can drown 

But warm sweet tender even yet 
A present help is he 
And faith has still its Olivet 
And love its Galilee 

 

The margin of His robe we feel 
Through sorrow and through pain 
We touch the Lord whose love can 
heal 
And we are whole again 

Through Him the earliest prayers are 
said 
That children's lips can frame 
The last low whispers of our dead 
Are burdened with His name 

Alone O Love no words can tell 
Your saving name is given 
To turn aside from You is hell 
To walk with You is heaven 

                        MP 328 

The Lord's my Shepherd I'll not want 
He makes me lie in pastures green 
He leads me by the still still waters 
His goodness restores my soul 

Chorus 

And I will trust in You alone 
And I will trust in You alone 
For Your endless mercy follows me 
Your goodness will lead me home 

He guides my ways in righteousness 
And He anoints my head with oil 
And my cup it overflows with joy 
I feast on His pure delights 

And though I walk the darkest path 
I will not fear the evil one 
For You are with me 
And Your rod and staff 
Are the comfort I need to know 

 

                            MP 1008 

 

 



How deep the Father's love for us 
How vast beyond all measure 
That He should give His only Son 
To make a wretch His treasure 
How great the pain of searing loss 
The Father turns His face away 
As wounds which mar the Chosen One 
Bring many sons to glory 

Behold the Man upon a cross 
My sin upon His shoulders 
Ashamed I hear my mocking voice 
Call out among the scoffers 
It was my sin that held Him there 
Until it was accomplished 
His dying breath has brought me life 
I know that it is finished 

I will not boast in anything 
No gifts no pow’r no wisdom 
But I will boast in Jesus Christ 
His death and resurrection 
Why should I gain from His reward 
I cannot give an answer 
But this I know with all my heart 
His wounds have paid my ransom 

                                       MP 988 

The Church's one foundation 
Is Jesus Christ her Lord 
She is His new creation 
By water and the Word 
From heav'n He came and sought her 
To be His holy bride 
With His own blood He bought her 
And for her life He died 

Elect from every nation 
Yet one o'er all the earth 
Her charter of salvation 
One Lord one faith one birth 
One holy name she blesses 
Partakes one holy food 
And to one hope she presses 
With every grace endued 

'Mid toil and tribulation 
And tumult of her war 
She waits the consummation 

Of peace forevermore 
Till with the vision glorious 
Her longing eyes are blest 
And the great Church victorious 
Shall be the Church at rest 

Yet she on earth hath union 
With God the Three in One 
And mystic sweet communion 
With those whose rest is won 
O happy ones and holy 
Lord give us grace that we 
Like them the meek and lowly 
On high may dwell with Thee 

Though with a scornful wonder 
Men see her sore oppressed 
By schisms rent asunder 
By heresies distressed 
Yet saints their watch are keeping 
Their cry goes up how long 
And soon the night of weeping 
Shall be the morn of song 

                              MP 640 


