
 
Sunday Worship Music

Introit                                           Lord, Listen to Your Children Praying                     Ken Medema, 1970  

Lord, listen to your children praying. Lord, send your Spirit to this place. 
Lord, listen to your children praying. Send us love; send us power; send us grace. 

Hymn 265                                   Jesus Shall Reign Where'er the Sun                   text by Isaac Watts, 1719  
                                                                                                                                     music by John Hatton, 1793 

Jesus shall reign where'er the sun does its successive journeys run; 
his kingdom stretch from shore to shore, till moons shall wax and wane no more. 

To him shall endless prayer be made, and praises throng to crown his head; 
his name, like sweet perfume, shall rise with every morning sacrifice. 

People and realms of every tongue dwell on his love with sweetest song; 
and infant voices shall proclaim their early blessings on his name. 

Blessings abound where'er he reigns: the prisoners leap to loose their chains; 
the weary find eternal rest, and all who suffer want are blest. 

Let every creature rise and bring honors peculiar to our King; 
angels descend with songs again, and earth repeat the loud Amen! 

Anthem                                                   How Great Thou Art                                         arr. John Behnke 
(Michael Cohen, oboe) 

O Lord, my God, when I in awesome wonder 
consider all the worlds thy hands have made! 

I see the stars, I hear the rolling thunder, 
thy power throughout the universe displayed. 

  
(Refrain) Then sings my soul, my Savior God, to thee. 

How great thou art, how great thou art! 
Then sings my soul, my Savior God to thee, 

How great thou art, how great thou art! 
  

When through the woods and forest glades I wander, 
And hear the birds sing sweetly in the trees; 

When I look down from lofty mountain grandeur 
and hear the brook, and feel the gentle breeze. (Refrain) 

  
And when I think that God, his Son not sparing, 

Sent him to die, I scarce can take it in. 
That on the cross, my burden gladly bearing, 

he bled and died, to take away my sin. (Refrain) 
  

When Christ shall come with shout of acclamation, 
and take me home, what joy shall fill my heart! 

Then I shall bow in humble adoration, 
And there proclaim, my God how great thou art! (Refrain) 
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Hymn 722                                    Lord, Speak to Me That I May Speak       text by Frances Havergal, 1872 
                                                                                                                           music by Robert Schumann, 1839 

Lord, speak to me that I may speak in living echoes of your tone. 
As you have sought, so let me seek your erring children, lost and lone. 

O lead me, Lord, that I may lead the wandering and the wavering feet. 
O feed me, Lord, that I may feed your hungering ones with manna sweet. 

O teach me, Lord, that I may teach the precious truths which you impart. 
And wing my words that they may reach the hidden depths of many a heart. 

O fill me with your fullness, Lord, until my very heart o'erflow  
in kindling thought and glowing word, your love to tell, your praise to show. 

O use me, Lord, use even me, just as you will, and when, and where 
until your blessed face I see, your rest, your joy, your glory share. 

  
 


