
Words of Hymns Aug 1st 
 
Lord for the years 
 
Lord, for the years your love has kept and guided, 
Urged and inspired us, cheered us on our way, 
Sought us and saved us, pardoned and provided: 
Lord of the years, we bring our thanks today. 
 
Lord, for our land in this our generation, 
Spirits oppressed by pleasure, wealth and care: 
For young and old, for commonwealth and nation, 
Lord of our land, be pleased to hear our prayer. 
 
Lord for ourselves; in living power remake us - 
Self on the cross and Christ upon the throne, 
Past put behind us, for the future take us: 
Lord of our lives, to live for Christ alone. 
 
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, 
Weary and 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 traveling days are done. 
 
 
 
 
 

Judge eternal, throned in splendour 
 
Judge eternal, throned in splendour, 
Lord of lords and King of kings, 
with thy living fire of judgment 
purge this land of bitter things; 
solace all its wide dominion 
with the healing of thy wings. 
 
Still the weary folk are pining 
for the hour that brings release, 
and the city's crowded clangour 
cries aloud for sin to cease; 
and the homesteads and the woodlands 
plead in silence for their peace. 
 
Crown, O God, thine own endeavour; 
cleave our darkness with thy sword; 
Feed the faithless and the hungry 
with the richness of thy word; 
cleanse the body of this nation 
through the glory of the Lord. 
 
Healing river of the Spirit 
 
Healing river of the Spirit, 
Bathe the wounds that living brings. 
Plunge our pain, our sin, our sadness 
Deep beneath your sacred springs. 
Weary from the restless searching 
That has lured us from your side, 
We discover in your Presence 
Peace the world cannot provide. 
 
Living stream that heals the nations, 
Make us channels of your power. 
All the world is torn by conflict; 
Wars are raging at this hour. 
Saving Spirit, move among us, 
Guide our winding human course, 
Till we find our way together, 
Flowing homeward to our Source. 
 
 
 


