THREE OLD SANKEY HYMNS REPOLISHED

Twists the Tornado

Twists the tornado over the lake;

Efforts in vain, they’re bound to sink;

As for the captain, he’s asleep,

Still and calm.

“Wake up, all’s lost,” in terror cry

the seasoned sailors, set to die;

Jesus stands tall, his voice raised high,

“Hush, keep calm!”

The wild wind drops, the angry sky

lightens, and waves rock lullaby;

The sweating oarsmen heave a sigh

At the calm.

When panic tries to make us slip,

Threatening to sink our leaky ship,

Steady us in your mighty grip,

Source of calm.

(After Godfrey Thring, 1823-1903  Tune. St Aelred in C minor. Amend first four notes of melody to ascending arpeggio: middle C, Eb, G, upper C.)

Tell us the Good News Story.

(1) Tell us the Good News Story,

All other news above,

Of Jesus and his glory-

The glory of his love:

Tell us the story clearly

In accents bold and strong;

Some want us to feel guilty-

They tell the story wrong.

Tell us the Good News Story (x3)

Of Jesus and his love.

(2) Tell us the story slowly

That we may take it in-

Amazing liberation

From dwelling on our sin:

Tell us the story often,

For we so soon lose heart;

Remind us that with Jesus

Each day is a new start.

Tell me… etc.

(3) Tell us the story softly,

With kindness as with zeal;

Remember some have many wounds

Which may take long to heal:

Act out the story promptly

If you would like to be,

To anyone in trouble,

A special friend in need.

Tell me…etc.

(4) Tell us the Good News Story,

When you have cause to fear

That love of self or fortune

Are costing us too dear:

Show us how Jesus’ glory

Shines from a loving heart,

And from his love there’s nothing 

That can hold us apart.

Tell me…etc.

( After Arabella Hankey 1834-1911 Tell me the old, old story.)

It Passes Knowledge.

It passes knowledge, that dear love of yours,

Life-bringing Jesus, waiting at our doors;

Yet, of your love, in all its breadth and length,

Its height and depth, its everlasting strength,

We would know more.

It passes praises, heavenly love so true,

Attractive Jesus, winning us to you;

Yet, praise we love, so warm, so rich, so free,

That draws us, cold and selfish though we be,

Nearer to God.

It passes telling, your dear love, so strong,

Enabler Jesus, yet in speech and song

Our lips would speak to downcast far and near

Of love that can remove all guilty fear

and multiply.

But though we cannot sing or tell or trace

The boundaries of such love in our small space,

Our empty jugs again we trusting bring

To you who are of love the living spring,

For each to fill.

And Jesus, when your jolly face we see,

When some will dance and some will bow the knee,

We will your love, in all its breadth and length,

Its height and depth, with our united strength,

Together sing.

(After Mary Shekleton 1817-83) tune by Ira D. Sankey 1840-1908)

‘Love Alone’

With great pleasure and appreciation I add this ‘polished’ version of the apostle Paul’s great hymn of love to the set. The words are by Stephen Best who wrote them for the occasion of the celebration of his civil partnership and blessing together with his partner Paul at  City United Reformed Church 5 May 2006. I was privileged to be present as an invited guest. As with my own efforts there are no copyright rules. Acknowledgement is appreciated.

‘Love Alone’

Any words which I may utter

Without love to reach their goal

Are no more than clashing cymbals

Empty gongs without a soul.

Though I conjure future visions,

Understand life’s wherewithal,

And have faith which moves the mountains,

Without love I am not whole.

Acts of charitable giving

And the self-denial call,

If such actions have no loving,

I gain nothing from them all.

Love is patient, love is kindness,

Knows no envy, does not boast,

Bends itself to other’s pathways,

Hopes, believes and endures all.

Everything has its own season,

Once a child, I now stand tall.

Though an adult, yet my vision

Through dark mirrors captures all.

While I search for understanding,

Faith and hope and love still call;

And in future generations

Love alone will outlive all.

Stephen Best 2006.  (Tune: Blaenwern, or tune to similar metre)

Amazing Grace (revised)

(1) Amazing grace (how sweet the sound!)

That saw the worth in me;

Once feeling lost, and wandering round, 

I now a New World see. 

(2) When ignorance ruled by fear in me

Then grace my fears removed;

How great that hour of setting free-

To know that I was loved!

(3) ’spite accident and foolish choice

I have survived thus far;

God’s loving-kindness had a voice

Or I would not be here.

(4) Good things are what Love promised me

And I trust what Love says;

The God of grace my help will be 

Now, and for all my days.

(After John Newton 1725-1807)

As with gladness travellers bold

(1) As with gladness travellers bold

Saw a new star, pure as gold,

As with joy they caught its light,

Leading onward, beaming bright;

So, dear loving God may we,

On life’s quest, your splendour see.

(2) In our minds we see them come,

Jesus, to your lowly home;

There we watch them kneel before

 You, the one the true adore;

So may we find such a place

Where we glimpse your smiling face.

(3) As they offered gifts most rare

At your lodging poor and bare,

So may we with holy glee,

Freed from pride and vanity,

All we value gladly bring

For your use, our friend and king.

(4) Loving Jesus, every day

Keep us in your joyful way;

When our time on earth is past,

Bring us, travellers still, at last,

Where we need no star to guide,

Where no clouds your beauty hide.

(5) In that heavenly country bright

We will need no other light;

You its light, its joy, its crown,

Sun that never shall go down.

There for ever, gone all tears,

We will worship with the Seers.
(After W.C. Dix 1837-98)

BEGONE, UNBELIEF.

(1) Begone, unbelief,

A true Friend is near;

He offers relief,

Our conflict to share.

Though prayer feels like wrestling,

His cause cannot fail;

With Jesus in the cabin

We’ll challenge the gale. 

(2) His love in times past 

Forbids us to think

He’ll leave us at last

In trouble to sink.

And can he have taught us

To trust in his name,

And thus far have brought us

To bring us to shame?

(3) Although we complain

Of want or distress,

Frustration or pain,

He warned us no less.

If we would be like Him,

He made it quite clear,

Some hardship and testing

We’re called on to bear.

(4) How bitter the cup

No heart can conceive,

Which Jesus drank up

So others might live.

His way was much rougher 

And darker it seems

Than we’re like to suffer

In the worst of our dreams.

(5) With Him, all we meet

Can be turned into good;

Some bitter, some sweet,

Makes a nourishing food.

Though downcast at present,

It will not be long;

A lasting contentment

Will brighten our song.

(After John Newton 1725-1807)

Beneath the Cross of Jesus

(1) Beneath the cross of Jesus, as to my home I come,

A rock that gives protecting shade from burning summer sun;

A shelter from the scorching wind, a respite on the way

From the sweltering of the midday heat

And the burden of the day.

(2) A welcome spot to rest in, proved many times before;

A place where meet the gentle heart and ‘rejects’ grieving sore;

As Jacob once in olden times a vivid dream was given,

Seems Jesus on the cross to me a ladder up to heaven.

(3) There lay near that grim hilltop, but on the farther side,

The darkness of an awful void that gaped both deep and wide;

Then raised between us was the cross, two arms outstretched to save,

And now a lovely garden blooms where once there was a grave.

(4) Upon the cross of Jesus my eyes at times can see

The very dying form of one who suffered there for me;

And from my grateful heart with tears two wonders I confess:

The wonder of his glorious love and my new happiness.

(5) I mark the cross-shaped shadow as this world’s healing place;

No other comfort sweeter than the welcome on his face;

Discarding now all worthless things, I trust in pain and loss;

My selfish ways my shame; my joy – the one who bore that cross.

(After Elizabeth Clephane 1830-69)

BRING TO GOD

(1) Bring to God a load of presents;

Write ‘With Thanks’ and wrap with care;

-thanks for status, health, acceptance,

Benefits we have to share.

God is special, God is special,

Advertise it everywhere!

(2) Think what God did for our comrades

In the days of history,

When in trouble, need, rejection,

Gave them hope and set them free.

God is special, God is special,

Sheer dependability.

(3) We are certain as the weather

Sun today, tomorrow rain;

This brief life we, oh, so careless,

Undervalue to our shame.

God is special, God is special,

Mourns our loss and shoulders our blame.

(4) We possess the ideal parent-

Mother, father, all in one;

Gently from our worst restrains us,

Heartens with a warm “Well-done!”

God is special, God is special,

Always there and full of fun.

(5) Help us, all you others out there,

Celebrate the one we name.

You can come to our opinion

Of the love always the same.

God is special, God is special,

Delivers the goods, deserves the fame.

(After H.F. Lyte.  ‘Praise my soul’. Best to tune ‘Regent’s Square)

Come, Leader dear

(1) Come, Leader dear, and make your home

In every open mind and heart;

We seek your joy and peace to know

And in your New World play our part.

(2) We need imagination’s key,

The human touch, the lover’s zeal;

Then we the contours of your love

Will know, though tongue can never tell.

(3) Now may the God whose love extends

Beyond the grasp of any mind,

Be known in beauty recognized

In every type of humankind.

(After Isaac Watts ‘Come dearest Lord..’ v 3 may be used on its own as a parting ‘blessing’.

Come take your stand with Jesus

(1) Come, take your stand with Jesus-

The bravest of the brave:

With him announce the Good News,

The power of love to save.

The virtues of the Spirit

You only have to ask-

The patience and the kindness

To fit you for the task.

(2) Come, take your stand with Jesus

To music of your choice;

Guitar or drum or organ

Will help you find your voice.

Right now a task awaits you

To match your best desire;

God will supply the wisdom

If you light up the fire.

(3) Come, take your stand with Jesus

With labelled and condemned;

The righteous well may shun you

If you’re the sinners’ friend.

Fear not to haunt the venues

Where outcasts entertain;

We do not stand with Jesus

If we’re their cause of pain.

(4) Come, take your stand with Jesus-

He is the coward’s mate;

You’re not the first to fail him

Or make him patient wait;

He calls not for heroics

Save from the front-line few;

If you are shy or nervous,

He has a place for you!

(5) Come, take your stand with Jesus;

He always needs more friends;

The heart-ache lasts a short while,

The loving never ends.

And great will be your pleasure

When holding still your place,

He turns aside to greet you

And knows your name and face.

(After ‘Stand up! Stand up for Jesus! George Duffield 1818-88 tune: Morning Light)

Dear Spirit of God

(1) Dear Spirit of God, our hearts inspire,

And warm and light them with your fire;

A drink from you our fervour lifts;

You shower us with such precious gifts.

(2) When sick, with healing balm you soothe;

You make our weary muscles move;

And as we grope to find our way

You shine a torch as bright as day.

(3) Blow fierce strong wind, knock barriers down;

Relax the good with singer and clown;

Then gentle, female dove proclaim

That peace which seasoned lovers claim.

(4) Escort us to the home of God:

There show us how you play your part;

You Son and Father interface

And complement with mother’s grace.

(doxology)  Praise life and love and power and voice,

Beauty and feeling, thought and choice.

Deck Yourselves

(1) Deck yourselves with joy and gladness,

Leave the gloomy haunts of sadness;

Come into the daylight’s splendour,

There with mirth your praises render;

Come to him whose love unbounded

Has this awesome banquet founded;

Source of life and power and being

Now to us a welcome giving.

(2) Like the sun, our moods you brighten

And our puzzled minds enlighten;

All the senses intermingling,

You set hearts and voices singing.

In your company, our Lover,

Teach us how to love each other;

All in love by you included,

No one by our pride excluded.

(3) Jesus, bread of life, our Saviour,

Here we eat as friends together,

By you to this table guided,

Food you have in love provided.

From this banquet overflowing,

Sign of love beyond all knowing,

Let us catch your party spirit

And your new life truly merit.

After Johann Frank 1618-77  (also translated by Catherine Winkworth 1827-78 Deck thyself my soul…)
For Splendid Folk

(1) For splendid folk who have gone home to God.

Those who, on earth, life’s pavements finely trod,

And whose example gladly we applaud, 

Praise to their memory

While still we journey.

(2) You taught them love, its way its truth, its life,

Jesus, God’s Likeness, answer to earth’s strife;

Reason their tool, replacing gun and knife,

Praise to their memory

While still we journey.

(3) May we, like them, be in our thinking bold,

Leaving behind the patterns worn and old,

Drawn on by wisdom’s gleam, not that of gold,

Praise to their memory

While still we journey.

(4) The day will come when we with them unite,

All in new clothing, colours gay and bright;

Darkness at last defeated, only light,

Sharing our memories

Of all our journeys.

(After W.W.How 1823-97  ‘For all the Saints’)

From You all skill and science flow

(Tune: Kingsfold WOV 518)

(1) From You all skill and science flow,

All pity, care and love,

All calm and courage, faith and hope:

O pour them from above;

And part them, God, to each and all,

As each and all shall need,

To rise like incense, each to You,

In noble thought and deed.

(2) And hasten, God, that perfect day

When pain and death shall cease;

And Your just rule shall fill the earth

With health and light and peace;

When ever blue the sky shall gleam,

And ever green the turf;

And our neglect destroy no more

Your garden here on earth.

Charles Kingsley 1819-75 (lightly altered)

Gladly I Accept

(1) Gladly I accept and humbly,

God is known in many ways;

Here on earth a man called Jesus

Showed us God with human face.

(2) Hate was on the cross defeated.

Evil lost its power to cling;

Mighty love which won that victory

Is my guide in everything.

(3) As each day the more I love him,

More upon my heart I take;

For themselves I cherish others –

Even more for his dear sake.

(4) I with my unique experience

Meet his many other friends,

And we share not rule or dogma

But the love that never ends.

(5) Great must be the appreciation

I can never give alone,

God the Spirit, God the human,

God the many, and the One.

(After John Henry Newman 1801-90  Tunes: Shipston or Sharon)

Go to dark Gethsemane

(1) Go to dark Gethsemane

You who face decision’s hour;

There you will your Leader see

Torn between his love and power:

Do not shun the sweat and tears;

Share with God your hurt and fears.

(2) Follow to the judgement hall;

See an honest man on trial;

Watch him face accusers, all

Filled with jealousy and bile.

For us Jesus takes the cup-

Drinks the bitter mixture up.

(3) Time to climb the skull-shaped rock,

Scene of many a cry of pain;

Righteous hiss and hoodlums mock

Majesty exposed to shame.

“Father spare them,” hear him pray,

As you turn your eyes away.

(4) Look, the sun comes out again,

And there’s springtime in the air;

Listen to the buntings sing

In the olives here and there.

Even in Gethsemane

Life and Love go dancing, free.

(After James Montgomery 1771-1854)

                                         God calls us into Partnership

(1) God calls us into partnership

To plan a strategy

For a New World filled with life and joy,

An existence bold and free.

Nearer and nearer draws the time

Of the prophet’s certainty,

When the earth will be filled with God’s beauty and love

As the waters cover the sea.

(2) Starting from here, right where we are,

The world our loving charge;

We stand with all those who are working for peace

And just causes, small and large.

“Join me and I will find you a job”,

Jesus calls out to you and me-

“And we’ll fill all the earth with God’s beauty and love

As the waters cover the sea.”

(3) The prophet’s dream will soon come true

When we practice unity;

We need to find the love in our hearts

To embrace when we disagree.

Out with out hardness! Out with our pride!

Make room for charity!

Then the earth will be filled with God’s beauty and love

As the waters cover the sea.

(After Arthur Campbell Ainger 1841-1919  ‘God is working his purpose out’)

Good and Wise and Beautiful

(1) Good and wise and beautiful, Lover of millions,

Early in the morning, we sing our songs to you;

Maker, Saviour, Spirit, with us and beyond us-

Three ways to know you; feel your loving too. 

(2) Good and wise and beautiful! Loved by all your people!

Many you have rescued from a life of misery;

They don’t feel that saintly; few of them are angels;

But they will share your bright eternity.

(3) Good and wise and beautiful! Sometimes you seem absent-

Play a game of hide-and-seek to test our loyalty;

Holy sense of humour, gently fooling with us,

Shaming our pride with your humility. 

(4) Good and wise and beautiful, Lover of millions,

Everything you do is noble, sensitive and true;

Parent, Friend, Adviser, in us and beside us;

Three ways to meet you; bring our worship too.
(After ‘Holy, holy, holy’ Reginald Heber. Tune Nicea)

Hark, God’s Merry Minstrels Sing

(1) Hark, God’s merry minstrels sing

Baby Jesus welcoming;

Peace to earth, heaven’s kindly hand,

God’s love in a bundle found.

Joyful, every land awake,

Your place at the party take,

Every colour kinship claim

With the child of Bethlehem.

Hark, God’s merry minstrels sing,

Baby Jesus welcoming.

(2) God eternally adored,

Jesus Christ, God’s living Word;

Just in time we see him come,

In a humble craftsman’s home.

Wrapped in flesh* God’s present see,

Sign of love to you and me;

Pleased as one of us to dwell,

For he is ‘Immanuel’.

Hark, God’s merry minstrels sing,

Baby Jesus welcoming.

(3) Greet the one who comes from far-

He the Magi’s brightest star;

Greet the unwashed shepherd’s friend,

Smiling love that knows no end.

He will seek no glory cheap;

He will sinners company keep;

Born to recondition earth,

Born to bring new hope to birth.
Hark , God’s merry minstrels sing,

Baby Jesus welcoming.

(After Charles Wesley. *Here we re-introduce Wesley’s original telling expression. For those who think the version they usually sing is the ‘original’, one only needs to say that Wesley began thus: ‘Hark how all the welkin rings..’

Hark the glad sound

(1) Hark the glad sound! The Saviour comes,

The Saviour promised long;

Let every heart prepare a throne,

And every voice a song.

(2) He comes the prisoner to release

From fear and greed and shame,

Each prison wall that evil builds

Shall fall before his name.

(3) He comes into a darkened world

To be its truth and light,

That those whose eyes are closed to God

May yet regain their sight.

(4) He comes to bind the broken heart,

To comfort the distressed,

To pour the treasures of his grace

On outcast and oppressed.

(5) Our cries of ‘Freedom!’, Prince of Peace,

Your coming shall proclaim;

And all the Bright New World shall ring

With your beloved name.

(After Philip Doddridge 1702-51)

HE IS ALIVE

(1) He is alive! Time to rejoice!

Now is the day to find your voice;

Tell every culture, every creed,

“The one you seek is risen indeed!”

(2) He is alive! Who then shall fear

To face life’s challenges and care?

Or make their feelings truly known

To him who craves no crown or throne?

(3) He is alive! The verdict stands-

You are set free by nail-pierced hands;

Justice more kind than courts decide,-

A judge who takes the offender’s side!

(4) He is alive! The barriers fall;

The Holy City welcomes all;

Villains and victims, straight and queer,

All now to one another dear.

(5) One world – a dream beyond all hope

Jesus has brought within our scope;

You know his love, you know his name,-

So sing along and spread his fame!   

(After Josiah Conder 1789-1855  ‘The Lord is King! Lift up thy voice.’ Tunes: Niagara or Church Triumphant.)

He Lives

(1) I serve a risen Saviour, He’s in the world today,

I know that He is living , whatever people say.

I see His hands of kindness, I hear His voice of cheer;

And just the time I need Him, He’s always near.

He lives, He lives, Christ Jesus lives today!

He walks with me and talks with me

Along life’s joyful way.

He lives, He lives, to give us a new start!

You ask me how I know He lives?

He lives within my heart.

(2) In all the world around me I sense His loving care,

And though my heart grows weary I never will despair;

I know He will befriend me as long as life shall last;

Together we will meet Him, our journeys past. 

(3) Rejoice, rejoice, all people who try like Him to love;

For Jesus now has risen, all other names above!

The hope of all who seek Him, the strength of all who find;

No other is so loving, so good and kind.

(After A.H. Ackley 1872-1958)

How light my step

(1) How light my step today,

So pleased I’m on my way

To where with God I feel most near.

Yes, you may find it odd

I think so much of God,

But no one’s to my heart so dear.

(2) It is the very place-

No matter what your face-

To meet in God’s one family.

With steeple, tower or dome,

Or somewhere more like home,

I date with all humanity.

(3) Once David did his dance,

Weird prophets spoke in trance,

And poets offered verses new;

Harps twanged and cymbals clashed

As choirs and priests processed

In purple, crimson, gold and blue.

(4) Now we have finer fare,

Jesus, our friend, is there

Outmoding prophet, priest and king.

Wherever two or three

Meet for a cup of tea,

We know he will be sitting in.

(5) I celebrate that place,

Though just a little space,

It is the point where all things join;

Only a step or two

For heaven to be in view

Where loving hearts abolish time.

(6) And so I say to you,

You are my comrade true

Because we meet as friends of him.

We will his goodness share

With all who meet us there,

The place that counts outsiders in.

(After Isaac Watts ‘How pleased and blest’- Psalm 122)

I Don’t Know Why

(1) I don’t know why God’s mighty love

To this world was made known;

Nor why to hard, ungrateful hearts

Such kindness has been shown.

 But I’ve read the Jesus story-

Hope for the losers, cheer for the lonely;

I know that love’s forever-

It will last beyond all time.

(2) I don’t know how God’s Spirit moves

Directing love and life;

Nor why the world’s so beautiful

Despite its pain and strife.

But I’ve felt her gentle thrilling

In music’s rhythms and poet’s meaning;

When any high endeavour

Transforms the gloom and grime. 

(3) I don’t know what the future holds

Or how the end will come;

If God has more for me to do,

Or if my work is done.

But it’s good to have a part in

God’s work- creating, befriending, sharing.

I’ve seen His New World’s colour,

And it’s going to be fine!

(After ‘I know not why God’s wondrous grace’ D.W. Whittle, 1840-1901)

It’s very rare

(1) It’s very rare to work for God,

To stand and take God’s part

In this confusing, anxious world,

And not sometimes lose heart.

(2) The God of Love plays hide and seek,

Or so it often seems;

       God’s New World frequently recedes

Way off beyond our dreams.

(3) Playmates of God, just try again;

Search the unlikely spot;

Your dearest friend is teasing you,

Just waiting to be caught.

(4) You’ll be in luck when you have trained

Sharp instincts that can tell

That God is, like a summer breeze,

Warm though invisible.

(5) It’s hard to know what’s right from wrong;

To question we are free;

To doubt is not disloyalty;

Love always has the key.

(6) You’re feeling down- you’ve joined the saints-

They know just how you feel.

Just rest awhile and shed your load;

The hidden one will heal.

(After F.W. Faber 1814-63)

JESUS COMES

(1) Jesus comes with streamers flying,

Once as friend of outcasts killed;

Crowds of keen supporters with him,

Mouths with joyful laughter filled:

Loudly cheering (x3)

Ears and eyes and hearts are thrilled.

(2) There’s no mistaking this time round;

Perfect love now understood;

We who spat and sent him bound,

Broken, to a cross of wood,

Truly sorry (x3)

Glad that wrath is not his mood.

(3) Dare we look or shyly glance

At that body full of grace?

Marks of thorns and nails and lance,

Sorrow lingering on his face?

Brightly smiling! (x3)

All our anxious fears give place.

(4) Humble Jesus, same as ever,

Spurns a throne of grand design;

Loving always, judging never;

Towel and basin still the sign;

You will be with us (x3)

When we greet the end of time.

(5) Merriment and quiet worship

Mingle ad we work and wait;

For it is no tyrant lordship

We with dread anticipate;

Ours is the hurry (x3)

He’ll be not a moment late.

(After Charles Wesley. Tune: Helmsley.)

Jesus has friends

(1) Jesus has friends where’er the sun

Slow jogs its daily marathon;

His Good News spreads from shore to shore,

Confronting rich and aiding poor.

(2) With him, at ease, can all converse,

Improve their best, control their worst;

His presence soothes the sharpest pain

And makes the old feel young again.

(3) People and lands of every tongue

Enthuse him with their dance and song;

He mixes with the famous names

And joins the children at their games.

(4) Right round the globe he sends his peace,

And prisoners joy at their release;

The weary find a welcome rest,

Their breaking hearts by him caressed.

(5) If welcomed, he well-being brings,

Guilt and despair are banished things;

He forms a new humanity,

Freed from all pride and snobbery.

(6) Let all things living join as one

And thrill to see his New World come;

No deep divides or barriers fast,

One family of love, at last.

After Isaac Watts – ‘Jesus shall reign..’

Jesus, I claim your promise

(1) Jesus, I claim your promise

To hold me to the end;

It’s good to know you’re near me,

My leader and my friend;

I shall not fear life’s challenge

Since you are by my side,

Nor choose a crooked pathway

With you to be my guide.

(2) I want to feel you near me,

So many choices here;

The worthless things that dazzle,

Slick voices in my ear.

The struggles deep inside me,

What knocks me all about

You give me heart to cope with,

Give purpose to my doubt.

(3) I often hear you speaking

With gentle words and still

Above the noisy music

With which my head I fill;

Sometimes you make me hurry,

Sometimes you slow me down;

I know your smile’s approval,

And recognize your frown.

(4) You’ve cut some tracks before me

To open up the way;

The route is marked ‘adventure’, -

I’m starting from today.

Encourage and inspire me,

Strong love that has no end;

Prepare your famous welcome,

My leader and my friend.   

(After J. E. Bode 1816-74)

                         JESUS INVITES US ALL

(1) Jesus invites us all

To come and gather round;

Here, for whoever wants a meal,

A welcome will be found.

(2) Some simple food and drink

Will give the signs we need

To know our friend once died for us,

And now is risen indeed.

(3) As here on earth, love spoke

In everything he did;

Love speaks again in broken crusts,

And as the cup is shared.

(4) Each of us different from

The person sitting near,-

Jesus breaks all the barriers down

And overcomes our fear.

(5) So now we lift our hearts,

Feelings and voices raise;

Jesus requests our company;

Let’s shower him with praise!

    (After Isaac Watts ‘Jesus invites his saints’  tune: Bod Alwyn)

Jesus, going without food

(1) Jesus, going without food

In a rocky desert place,

Hot by day and cold by night,

Stared all evil in the face.

Hard it was for that young man,

With his famous appetite,

To forsake friends’ company,

Swinging parties, laughter bright.

(2) Scorpions sporting deadly tails,

Snakes in slithering twists and bends,

Lions and wolves with cruel fangs,

-Not the easiest of friends!

Great decisions to be made-

Power or service? Love or fame?

Flee the world or be its mate?

Lead revolt or heal the lame?

(3) Who were those who came to care

For the Christ, exhausted, weak?

Lepers’ commune? Desert friars?

They were angels, so to speak.

Praise to God; Give Jesus thanks

That he made the loving choice;

Sinners welcomed, fasts postponed,

Desert people find their voice.

(After ‘Forty days and forty nights’  G.H. Smyttan 1822-70

Best to tune ‘Glad with Thee’ Geoffrey Beaumont)

Jesus, it surely can’t be true

(1) Jesus, it surely can’t be true

That someone is ashamed of you?

Ashamed of one the famous praise?

Whose story sounds through endless days?

(2) Ashamed of Jesus?- sooner far

Let evening blush to own a star;

You send bright beams of light divine

To chase away those clouds of mine!

(3) Ashamed of Jesus, dearest friend,

On whom my peace and joy depend?

No! When I blush, this is my shame-

That I so rarely speak his name!

(4) Ashamed of Jesus? Yes I may-

When I’ve no faults to hide away,

No tears to wipe, no ache relieve,

No truth to learn, no good to achieve.

(5) To save the world, you died in pain;

With life for all, you rose again;

This is the truth that sets us free-

Jesus is not ashamed of me!

(After Joseph Grigg 1722-68 and Benjamin Francis 1734-99. Tunes Ombersley or Eisenach)

Just like a shepherd

(1) Just like a shepherd in olden times,

My Leader shows the way,

And finds the quiet spots to rest,

Where shimmering waters play.

(2) My spirits lift in such company;

I find the strength to walk

The paths of justice and of peace,

Even though the cynics mock.

(3) I’ll even count my life’s breath cheap

And face that dark ravine;

I’ll follow still the steady staff

And tread the way its been.

(4) The table’s set to celebrate:

The enemy’s looking glum –

With pleasing touch and healing scents

Are served the food and wine.

(5) There’s not a lot that can go wrong

If in that love I stay;

With present friends and those to come

I’ll venture, rest and play.

(Psalm 23)

Lift high the cross

Lift high the cross, and Jesus’ love proclaim

Till the whole earth rejoices at his name.

Mark, friends of Jesus, how your Leader trod, 

The truest human, with the heart of God.

All who are followers of the crucified

Seek to display the love of him who died.

In harmony and rhythms bold they raise

From east to west their lively song of praise.

Jesus, once lifted, for all time to view,

As you have promised, draw us now to you.

All types included, lead your revellers past

the cross and empty graveyard, ‘free at last!’
(G. W. Kitchen 1827-1912 & M. R. Newbolt 1874-1956 altered once again. Tune: Crucifer.)

May the mind
(1) May the mind of Christ, my saviour

Live in me from day to day,

By his mighty love inspiring

All I do or say.

(2) May his nature sharpen fully

All my senses, hour by hour,

So that, friend and hostile loving,

Gone is evil’s power.

(3) May the peace beyond describing

Stay with me in everything,

Soothing when I’m called to comfort

Those who cry in pain.

(4) May the joy of Jesus fill me,

To life’s venture adding zest,

Talking, laughing, singing, playing,

Bringing out my best.

(5) May I run with zeal towards him;

Walk with him as company;

Sit and listen to his wisdom;

Till he’s seen in me. 

(After ‘May the mind of Christ my Saviour’ – Kate Wilkinson)

MY GRACIOUS FRIEND

(1) My gracious Friend, you merit well

Each loving action I can show;

I own it as my greatest thrill

Your roles to play, your mind to know.

(2) What is my being but for you,

It’s sure support, its noblest end;

Your ever-loving face in view,

Helping the cause of such a Friend.

(3) I would not seek self-centred joy,

Or thrive against another’s good;

Nor future days or powers employ

Spreading a famous name abroad.

(4) It’s for my Leader I would live,

The one who for my freedom died;

Nor could a world united give

More happiness than at his side.

(5) His work my wrinkled age shall bless

When youthful vigour is no more.

And my last hour in life confess,

His love has animating power.

(After Philip Doddridge 1702-51 ‘My gracious Lord, I own thy right..’)

O GOD OF LOVE

(1) O God of love, whose spirit wakes

In every human breast,

Whom love, and love alone, can know,

In whom all hearts find rest,

Help us to work for your New World

Till greed and hate shall cease,

And kindness dwell in human hearts,

And all the earth find peace.

(2) O God of truth, whom science seeks

And reverent folk adore,

Who lights up every earnest mind

Of every clime and shore,

Dispel the gloom of error’s night,

Of ignorance and fear,

Until true wisdom from above

Shall make life’s pathway clear.

(3) O God of beauty, oft revealed

In dreams of human art,

In speech that flows to melody,

In holiness of heart;

Teach us to mark all ugliness

That blinds our eyes to you

Till we express the loveliness

Of lives made free and true.

(4) O God of righteousness and grace

To us in Jesus known,

Whose life and death reveal your face,

By whom your will was done,

Inspire your bringers of good news

To live the words they say,

Till you are known by everyone

And comes that lovely day.

After ‘O God of love whose spirit wakes’  H.H. Tweedy 1868-1953 only slightly altered.)

ONE THERE IS

(1) One there is above all others,

Well deserves the name of friend.

His is love beyond a mother’s,

Costly, free and knows no end:

Those who once his kindness prove,

Find it everlasting love.

(2) Which of all our friends to save us

Could, or would, have shed their blood?

On the cross He died to have us

Friends of his and friends of God.

This was boundless love indeed!

Jesus is the friend we need.

(4) When he lived on earth rejected,

“Friend of outcasts” was his name;

Now above all praise exalted,

To the title he lays claim:

Ever calls them his best friends,

And to all their needs attends.

(5) Could we bear from one another

What he daily bears from us?

Yet this glorious friend and brother

Loves us though we treat him thus;

Though for good we render ill,

Calls us sisters, brothers, still.

(6) O for grace our hearts to soften!

Teach us Leader, how to love.

We, (for shame!), forget too often

What a friend you always prove;

But when home we all are brought,

We will love you as we ought.

(John Newton 1725-1807 altered.  Tunes: All Saints, Gounod or Magister.)

ONWARD CHRISTIAN COMRADES*

(1) Onward, Christian comrades*,

Jesus shows the way;

With his cross to guide us,

Love will win the day.

Face with good each evil,

Wrath with the soft word,

Smile till stone-faced bigots

Meekly drop their guard.  

Chorus: Onward, Christian…

(2) Feeling for each other,

Freely let us move,

Sisters, brothers, partners

In the cause of love;

Celebrating difference,

Recognizing worth;

No one is rejected,

No one trapped by self.

Chorus…

(3) Crowns and thrones must perish,

Power blocks all fall;

One foundation constant,

God’s strong love for all;

Ignorance and prejudice

Try to undermine,

God still goes on loving

Past the end of time.

Chorus…

(4) Onward, freedom-seekers,

Set our souls at ease;

You will be composers

Of new harmonies:

Glory without triumph,

Prize with none’s defeat;

First the first place taking,

Washing others’ feet.

Chorus…

(After Sabine Baring-Gould 1834-1924. Tune: St. Gertrude – Sullivan.  Faint hearts worried about the word ‘comrade’ may sing instead, “Onward, Christians, onward…”

Out and about for you

(1) Out and about for you we go;

Life in its fullness to explore;

So many friends to make and know,

With every day an open door.

(2) Sometimes a grand assignment given;

Often just routine to fulfil;

Help us in projects small and great,

To sense the honour and the thrill.

(3) Making for oxen easy yokes,

You were a carpenter of fame;

As skilled as ever you design

Our yokes with easy fit, the same.

(4) And if we cannot venture out

Because of sickness, age or care,

We still can work along with you,

And help to bring some change through prayer.

(5) We’ll  conjour beauty with our smiles

And laughter with our words of cheer;

We’ll make some gardens here on earth,

Ready to show the Gardener there!

(After Charles Wesley, ‘Forth in thy name’ tune: Angel’s Song- Orlando Gibbons.)

SAY ‘THANKYOU’ NOW TO GOD

(1) Say ‘thankyou’ now to God,

With hearts and hands and voices,

For such amazing things

In which this world rejoices.

God’s loving arms were known

In early days of care;

And countless gifts of love

Show they are always there.

(2) Since this most generous God

Will all our lives be near us;

Let’s culture joyful hearts,

And signs of peace to cheer us;

Then may we feel that hand

To guide us when perplexed,

And face whatever comes

In this world and the next.

(3) All thanks to God who loves

Us evermore, and with it

To Jesus, leader, friend,

Who gives the loving Spirit;

The ever-lively God

Whose praise we gladly sing,

With lives set free and new

As our thank-offering.

(After Martin Rinckart 1586-1649 & Catherine Winkworth 1827-78)

The God of Jesus

(1) The God of Jesus praise,

The God whose name is Love,

The One who speaks to every race,

All worth above.

‘I am just what I am’,

To Moses God confessed;

See Jesus, God in human frame,

To know the rest.

(2) The God of Jesus praise,

The God with friends galore,-

Boaz and Ruth in ancient days,

And many more.

The ‘Shield’ of Abraham,

Great David’s ‘Shepherd-King’,

Ezekiel’s ‘Storm’, Isaiah’s ‘Lamb’,

Your praise we sing.

(3) It must be understood,

This God embraces more-

Inspiring Islam’s brotherhood

And Buddha’s lore.

Great thinkers seek the tracks

Of genius divine,-

The God of Darwin and of Marx,

Freud and Einstein.

(4) God summons us to song,

To vocalize our praise,

Enthuse with fiddle, drum or gong,

And lilting phrase.

Or we may take our part

With brush or sculptor’s knife,

And celebrate with work of art

God’s feast of life.

(5) The God of Jesus praise,

The God who’s yours and mine,

Who guides us through earth’s teasing maze

Through cloud and shine.

We shall meet up at last

With Mary, John and Paul;

Jesus will proudly introduce us

- one and all!

After Thomas Olivers 1725-99. Sung to Hebrew melody Leoni.)

THE SHARP WINDS OF CHANGE

(1) The sharp winds of change are now sweeping our land-

It’s you, God, we recognize your Spirit’s hand;

She’s waking our dull, unadventurous faith,

And nothing is certain or rigid or safe.

 (Chorus) Welcome God, welcome new, welcome Spirit again;

In your life, in your love, never one day the same;

We join, as your family, to work and adore,

Your great world to care for, enjoy and explore.

(2) We thank you for leading us right where we are,

For giving the courage to do and to dare,

For lifting our hearts when our feelings were low,

Your laughter to echo, your beauty to show.

(3) Through many a torment and many an ill,

You’ve led us through valley and over the hill,

We’ve marked pleasant vistas and frightening scenes,

But the country we long for will outshine our dreams.

(4) Today you are with us, inspiring our song,

You bind us together to know we belong;

We welcome the sharp winds, disturbing our ways,

Sure sign of your Spirit, God- yours be the praise!

(Inspired by John Gwilym Jones ‘Fe chwythodd yr awel..’ and the tune ‘To God be the glory’ W.H.Doane

The Son of God adventures out

(1) The Son of God adventures out

A hero’s fame to win;

His rainbow banner waves aloft,

Who dares to follow him?

Who dares to drink his offered cup

With love filled to the brim?

Who dares to take a rough cross up?

Who dare to follow him?

(2) Steven it was whose angel eye

Could pierce beyond the grave;

He saw his leader in the sky

And called on him to save:

Like Jesus, pardon on his tongue

As murderers crowded in,

He prayed for those who did the wrong;

Who dares to follow him?

(3) Courageous band, at first a few,

On whom the Spirit came;

Brave or alarmed, their hope they knew,

And mocked the cross and flame.

They faced the angry soldier’s steel

And in the lion’s den

They bowed their necks the death to feel;

Who dares to follow them?

(4) Eternal friends, from every strand

Of rich humanity,

They now around their leader stand,

A merry company;

They climbed the steep ascent of heaven

Through peril, pain and sin;

O God, may love to us be given

Who dare to follow them.

(After Reginald Heber 1783-1826. ‘The Son of God goes forth to war’. Tune: Ellacombe.)

Those who are down

(1) Those who are down need fear no fall,

Those who are low no pride;

Those who are humble always will

Have God close by their side.

(2) Let’s be content with what we have,

Unless it is too much;

Then we should try to shed the load

Lest conscience lose its touch.

(3) “Carry no pack”, our Leader said;

“Whether of goods or care.

My venture will full strength require,

Joy is for those who dare.”

(4) Jesus, life was for you so rough,

Yet you found ease of mind;

Teach us the secret in our day

When peace is hard to find,

(5) Help us to mind not what we lose

Or what we fail to gain,

Give thanks for comforts real and not

Make too much of our pain.

(6) Thank you for giving each our cross;

We could not shoulder yours;

As someone helped you bear its weight,

You gladly help with ours.

(7) Those who are down need fear no fall;

You greet them, “Come on up!”

Those who are humble sit, amazed,

To share your food and cup.

(After John Bunyan 1628-88 Tune: Arden or St, Bernard)

Today we welcome gladly
(1) Today we welcome gladly, baby boy, baby boy,

True descendant of King David, - baby boy;

God who has friends without number,

From Abraham to Anna,

And died to be our Saviour, - baby boy, baby boy,

Feeding snugly from his mother, baby boy.

(2) Ezekiel’s ‘Living Water’, at her breast, at her breast,

And Daniel’s ‘Ideal Human’ at her breast.

The new hope given to Sarah,

And Isaiah’s promised Ruler,

The First One and the Last One, at her breast, at her breast,

For whom the choirs are singing, - at her breast.

(3) He took no airs or graces- of his choice, of his choice,

And opened up his heart, of his choice;

He bowed his wounded head

While in love he ached and bled;

Now, he’s risen from the dead- of his choice, of his choice,

To take away our dread, - of his choice.

(4) So come, the good and bad, just as you are, as you are,

To receive the gift of ‘Life’, as you are;

Come quickly to the spring

Of every worthwhile thing;

With the Star-folk presents bring, as you are, as you are;

And with the choirs sing, as you are.

Turn Your Eyes

(1) Dear friend, are you weary and troubled?

No hope for the future you see?

Start living in company with Jesus

A life more abundant and free.

Turn your eyes upon Jesus;

And measure your step at his pace;

There is strength to bear every anxious care

In the light of his goodness and grace.

(2) This world is a place full of wonder,

Despite all its dangers and fears;

We’re meant to enjoy and improve it

By using our eyes and our ears.

Turn your eyes upon Jesus;

Let judgement and anger give place;

And then those you fear will grow strangely dear

In the light of his wisdom and grace.

(3) As new strength and hope come upon you,

Don’t trample on those still cast down.

“The last shall be first”, said our Leader

Who calls us to smile, not to frown.

Turn your eyes upon Jesus;

Look full in his strong tender face;

And the world’s despair will inspire your prayer

In the light of his beauty and grace.

(After Helen H. Lemmel 1864-1961)

WALK BESIDE ME

(1) Walk beside me, friend and lover,

Till we make that better land;

Strength and weakness match each other;

Hold me, firm and tender hand.

Spread the table, spread the table-

We will share a banquet grand! (x2)

(2) Meet me at the spring of water

Pure and clean and sparkling too.

Dreams of cloud and fire and thunder

Vanish as I drink with you.

Fill the glasses, fill the glasses,

We will drink to love and joy. (x2)

(3) When we reach that chilly river

Conquer my anxiety.

You are life, - and death’s destroyer;

I will share your victory.

Keep me singing, keep me singing,

Now and to eternity. (x2)

(After William Williams Pantycelyn. Tune: ‘Cwm Rhondda’ John Hughes, Pontypridd)

We are Freaks

(1) We are freaks who follow the stars,

Pleiades, Neptune, Venus and Mars;

Men and women, dressed in linen,

Peddling our lucky charms….O
(2) We have seen a bright new star,

Traced its track and travelled far;

From the East we’ve journeyed westwards-

Seeking out a baby rare!

(3) We bring gold, a currency true,

All our wealth we offer to you;

Born in need, you have no greed,

But offer us values new……O

(4) We have incense, sparking red,

Used by us to summon the dead;

Young life new, you bring life true,

Just as Zoroaster said…….O

(5) We are healers of a sort,

Myrrh we use as last resort;

Ease our pain, remove the strain,

Sure healer of mind and heart…..O

(6) You are brighter than a star,

Swarthy skin with smile so fair;

From the edge we make our pledge,

“You’ll find us waiting there”…..O

(Correction of ‘We Three Kings’,- ‘traditional misinformation’.)

We Sing the Praise 

(1) We sing the praise of him who died,

One Friday on a Roman cross;

He is our Life, - the crucified:

Compared with Him all else is loss.

(2) The cross! It takes our guilt away,

It holds the fainting spirit up;

It cheers with hope the gloomy day,

And sweetens every bitter cup.

(3) Inscribed upon the cross we see,

In shining letters, “God is love”;

His arms are stretched upon the tree

To show us friendship from above.

(4) Those arms! They call us to be brave

And put our trust in love, not might;

Their love is stronger than the grave,

They welcome to eternal light.

(Thomas Kelly 1769-1855 altered)

When mothers and fathers their children brought to Jesus

(1) When mothers and fathers their children brought to Jesus,

His close companions, all polite,

Said, “Come another day.”

But Jesus wasn’t pleased at-all,

“My purpose is to welcome all.”

“Please bring them now, at once, here to me.”

(2) For some were unmarried, and others separated,

And some were excommunicated, branded ‘demonized’.

But Jesus wants his party full,

The po-faced and the silly fool;

“All, all are welcome to friendship with me.”

(3) Oh! Some of the children were really rather dirty,

And some had runny noses, and

Their clothes were jumble sale.

But Jesus didn’t seem to mind;

“Who’s first for cuddles?” – smile so kind.

Dear loving Jesus, make your feelings ours.

(4) So ‘friends of the family’ make sure you’re on His wavelength;

Support, not judgement, be your aim-

Keep an unbiased mind.

Unless you imitate the child,

Accepting, trusting, open, mild,

The New World parade might just pass you by.

After (a long way after!) W.M. Hutchings, 1827-76 ‘When mothers of Salem’. 

(Tune: Salem- German Students’ Song)

WHEN WE’VE CHRIST AS OUR FRIEND

When we’ve Christ as our friend

And his words we attend,

What a pleasure we share and display;

While together we plan,

And each does what they can

To help his New World on its way.

Chorus:   Smile and be free,

Say, “I’m glad to be me!”

We’re the friends – and not servants-

Jesus wants us to be.

( 2) Many shadows will rise;

There’ll be clouds in the skies,

And they won’t always go the same day;

There’ll be doubting and fears

And a fair share of tears,

But our friend holds us tight all the way.

(3) And the closer we walk

And the more that we talk,

The greater the friendship will be;

If no faults are forgiven

There’s no love in return,

So don’t hide from the one who can see.

(4) There’ll be good times as well,

And great stories to tell

With plenty of fine company;

Then we’ll see God’s World come

And we’ll feel quite at home

When those bright merry eyes we first see.

(After J.H. Sammis 1846-1919 ‘Trust and Obey’)

Who would true valour see

(1) Who would true valour see-

And bold endeavour-

Mark those whose constancy

Defies all weather;

There’s no discouragement

Will make them once relent

Their first avowed intent

To be a pilgrim.

(2) None ever damp their zeal

With dismal stories;

However down they feel,

Their trust the more is;

No bully can them fright,

Nor any giant’s might;

They will hold fast their right

To be a pilgrim.

(3) You, loving God, befriend

Us with your Spirit;

We know we at the end

Shall life inherit;

All phantoms fade away;

We fear not what folk say;

We’ll each work night and day

To be a pilgrim.

(There is no substitute for Bunyan’s poem in the original, which, in any standard hymnbook, should be set side by side with any revision. However, since the colourful original- not intended as a hymn- is several cultures away from contemporary perception of reality, revision has to be made if, as a hymn, it is to continue to inspire in a modern setting.)

You are the Vision

(1) You are the vision of what I could be,

Companion and Leader,- your love sets me free:

I hold you the first and the last in my heart;

Life will be gloomy if ever we part.

(2) If I need counsel, to you I must go;

When you walk beside me, the best paths you show;

Much closer than brother, more loyal than friend,

Travelling together, right on to the end.

(3) Rid me of weapons and angry displays;

Just help me rely on your methods always:

I need no defence but the truth and the light,

No strength or force but your love shining bright.

(4) Status means nothing, nor wealth or acclaim;

You only my meaning, my value, my fame;

Your care and compassion, your freedom from rules-

These, and these only, I need as my tools.

(5) Jesus, great-hearted, all-glorious in love,

Your gentleness puts you all others above;

I aim to be like you and let you control;

You are my vision: your New World my goal.

(After ‘Be thou my vision’ – Irish 8th century. Tune: Slane. Set to these words the last syllable of the 3rd line of each verse is slurred)
You come again, Immanuel

(1) You come again, Immanuel
As once you came to Israel.

When exiled far in Babylon,

You spread the path that led them home.

Rejoice, rejoice,

Immanuel comes once again

More joyful news to tell.

(2) You come again, Immanuel:

You came to kind Rebecca by the well,

Waking her love for Isaac unseen,

Fulfilling thus old Abraham’s dream

(3) You come again, Immanuel.

You came to Joseph in his prison cell;

You set him up at Pharaoh’s right hand,

To banish hunger from the land.

(4) You come again, Immanuel:

When David to his friend bade farewell,

And Jonathan shed tears of woe,

You kept their youthful love aglow.

(5) You come again, Immanuel,

As, in fear’s grip, Elijah turned pale.

You spoke not in the wind or the fire,

But in the whispers of his heart’s desire.

(6) You come again, Immanuel

As when you came to Mary in the stall,

Wrapped in a parcel full of joy.

‘Today to us is born a boy’.

(After the traditional eighteenth century advent hymn which appears in many 

versions.)

You there passing by

(1) You there, passing by!

Come, see Jesus die!

He hangs on a cross

Silhouette to the sky;

Arms open above,

He shows you God’s love:

What more can he suffer, your feelings to move?

(2) He hangs there in state,

The object of hate,

The best of men sharing the criminal’s fate. 

Not only for the just

He dies on the cross,

But for those who abuse him or walk briskly past.

(3) For you and for me

He speaks on that tree,

“Dear God, please forgive them and set their minds free.”

Love makes its appeal

And offers to heal,

But you can reject it, if that’s how you feel.

(4) And if you refuse?

His love you can’t lose!

The permanent Friend you adore or misuse!

What’s seen on this day

You can’t sweep away,

He’ll keep on inviting your love, come what may.

(After Charles Wesley)

Your way be mine, dear God
(1) Your way be mine, dear God

Through dark and light and shade;

With you along the road,

I will be less afraid.

(2) When feels the going rough

Coax me to still walk on;

Unnerved by challenge tough,

Prompt me to sing a song.

(3) I cannot choose the cards

With which to play life’s game-

I need your instinct large

To make the best of them.

(4) The world you promised us,

So new, so bright, so fair,

I crave with hope and trust:

Help me to make it there.

(5) Teach me to make my friends

In your surprising way,

Embracing those you send,

Uptight and tearaway.

(6) And when I lose the plot,

Look’s like there’s no way through,

Remind me if I’ve not

Thought of consulting you.

(After Horatius Bonar  ‘Thy way not mine’  Tune: St. Cecilia)

