
 
Sunday 5th July 
Sung Eucharist 
 
6 – All Creatures of our God and King 
(Vs 1, 4 & 7) 
 
All creatures of our God and King, 
lift up your voice and with us sing, 
alleluia, alleluia! 
Thou burning sun with golden beam, 
thou silver moon with softer gleam: 
 
[Refrain] 
O praise him, O praise him, 
alleluia, alleluia, allelluia!  
 
Dear mother earth, who day by day 
unfoldest blessings on our way, 
O praise him, alleluia! 
The flow’rs and fruits that in thee grow, 
let them his glory also show:  
 
[Refrain] 
 
Let all things their Creator bless, 
and worship him in humbleness; 
O praise him, alleluia! 
Praise, praise the Father, praise the Son, 
and praise the Spirit, Three in One:  
 
[Refrain] 

 
William Henry Draper (1855 – 1933) alt. 

 

 
300 – I heard the voice of Jesus say 
 
I heard the voice of Jesus say, 
'Come unto me and rest; 
lay down, thou weary one, lay down 
thy head upon my breast.' 
I came to Jesus as I was, 
so weary, worn and sad; 
I found in him a resting-place, 
and he has made me glad. 
 
 
 
 
 

 
I heard the voice of Jesus say, 
'Behold, I freely give 
the living water, thirsty one; 
stoop down and drink and live.' 
I came to Jesus, and I drank 
of that life-giving stream; 
my thirst was quenched, my soul revived, 
and now I live in him. 
 
I heard the voice of Jesus say, 
'I am this dark world's light; 
look unto me, thy morn shall rise, 
and all thy day be bright.' 
I looked to Jesus, and I found 
in him my star, my sun; 
and in that light of life I'll walk, 
till trav’lling days are done. 

 
Horatius Bonar (1808-1889) 
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288 – I cannot tell 

I cannot tell 
how he whom angels worship  
should stoop to love 
the peoples of the earth, 
or why as shepherd 
he should seek the wand’rer 
with his mysterious promise 
of new birth. 
But this I know, 
that he was born of Mary, 
when Bethl’em’s manger 
was his only home, 
and that he lived at 
Nazareth and laboured, 
and so the Saviour, 
Saviour of the world, is come.  
 
I cannot tell 
how silently he suffered, 
as with his peace 
he graced this place of tears, 
or how his heart 
upon the cross was broken, 
the crown of pain 
to three and thirty years. 
 
 



 
 
But this I know, 
he heals the broken-hearted, 
and stays our sin, 
and calms our lurking fear, 
and lifts the burden 
from the heavy laden, 
for yet the Saviour, 
Saviour of the world, is here. 
 
I cannot tell 
how he will win the nations, 
how he will claim  
his earthly heritage, 
how satisfy 
the needs and aspirations 
of east and west, 
of sinner and of sage. 
But this I know, 
all flesh shall see his glory, 
and he shall reap 
the harvest he has sown, 
and some glad day 
his sun shall shine in splendour 
when he the Saviour, 
Saviour of the world, is known. 
 
I cannot tell 
how all the lands shall worship, 
when, at his bidding, 
ev’ry storm is stilled, 
or who can say 
how great the jubilation 
when ev’ry heart 
with perfect love is filled. 
But this I know, 
the skies will thrill with rapture, 
and myriad, myriad 
human voices sing, 
and earth to heav’n, 
and heav’n to earth, will answer: 
‘At last the Saviour, 
Saviour of the world, is King!’ 

 
William Young Fullerton (1857-1932) alt. 

 
 
 
 
 

 

 

622 – The Church’s one foundation 
 

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 ev’ry 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 ev’ry grace endued. 
 
‘Mid toil and tribulation, 
and tumult of her war, 
she waits the consummation 
of peace for evermore; 
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. 

 

Samuel John Stone (1839-1900) 

 
 


