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Hymn 1 CH4 175

Praise, I will praise you, Lord, with
all my heart.

O God, I will tell the wonders of your
ways,

and glorify your name.

Praise, I will praise you, Lord, with all my
heart.

In you I will find the source of all my joy.
Alleluia!

Love, I will love you, Lord, with all my
heart.

O God, I will tell the wonders of your
ways,

and glorify your name.

Love, I will love you, Lord, with all my
heart.

In you I will find the source of all my joy.
Alleluia!

Serve, I will serve you, Lord, with all my
heart.

O God, I will tell the wonders of your
ways,

and glorify your name.

Serve, I will serve you, Lord, with all my
heart.

In you I will find the source of all my joy.
Alleluia!

Claude Fraysse (1941-2012)
From Psalm 9: 1-2
translated Kenneth I. Morse (1913-1999)

Hymn 2 CH4 509

Jesus calls us! O’er the tumult
of our life’s wild restless sea,

day by day his voice is sounding,
saying, ‘Christian, follow me’.

As, of old, St Andrew heard it

by the Galilean lake,

turned from home, and toil, and kindred,
leaving all for his dear sake.

Jesus calls us from the worship

of the vain world’s golden store,
from each idol that would keep us,
saying, ‘Christian, love me more.’

In our joys and in our sorrows,
days of toil and hours of ease,
still he calls, in cares and pleasures,
‘Christian, love me more than these’.

Jesus calls us! By your mercy,
Saviour, make us hear your call,
give our hearts to your obedience,
serve and love you best of all.

*Cecil Frances Alexander (1818-1895)
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Hymn 3 CH4 533

Will you come and follow me
if I but call your name?

Will you go where you don’t know
and never be the same?

Will you let my love be shown,
will you let my name be known,
will you let my life be grown

in you and you in me?

Will you leave your self behind
if I but call your name?

Will you care for cruel and kind
and never be the same?

Will you risk the hostile stare
should your life attract or scare?
Will you let me answer prayer
in you and you in me?

Will you let the blinded see
if I but call your name?

Will you set the prisoners free
and never be the same?

Will you kiss the leper clean,
and do such as this unseen,
and admit to what I mean

in you and you in me?

Will you love the ‘you’ you hide

if I but call your name?

Will you quell the fear inside

and never be the same?

Will you use the faith you've found

to reshape the world around,

through my sight and touch and sound
in you and you in me?

Lord, your summons echoes true
when you but call my name.
Let me turn and follow you
and never be the same.
In your company I'll go
where your love and footsteps show.
Thus I'll move and live and grow
in you and you in me.
John L. Bell (4. 1949)
and Graham Maule (6. 1958)

Hymn 4 CH4 553

Just as I am, without one plea
but that your blood was shed for me,
and that you call us, ‘Come to me’,
O Lamb of God, I come.

Just as I am, though tossed about
with many a conflict, many a doubt,
fightings and fears within, without,
O Lamb of God, I come.

Just as I am, you will receive,

will welcome, pardon, cleanse, relieve;
because your promise I believe,

O Lamb of God, I come.

Just as I am — your love unknown
has broken every barrier down —
now to be yours, and yours alone,
O Lamb of God, I come.

Just as I am, of that free love
the breadth, length, depth, and height to
prove,
here for a season, then above —
O Lamb of God, I come.
Charlotte Elliott (1789-1871)

Hgmn 5 CH4 531 (Sing Twice)

My Jesus, my Saviour,

Lord, there is none like you.

All of my days I want to praise

the wonders of your mighty love.

My comfort, my shelter,

tower of refuge and strength,

let every breath, all that I am,

never cease to worship you.

Shout to the Lord all the earth, let us sing,
power and majesty, praise to the King.
Mountains bow down and the seas will
roar

at the sound of your name.

I sing for joy at the work of your hands.
For ever I'll love you, for ever I'll stand.
Nothing compares to the promise I have in

you.
Darlene Zschech




