
Words of Hymns Aug 8th 
 

I, The Lord of Sea and Sky, 
 

I, The Lord of Sea and Sky, 
I Have Heard My People Cry. 
All Who Dwell in Dark and Sin, My Hand Will Save. 
I Who Made the Stars of Night, 
I Will Make Their Darkness Bright. 
Who Will Bear My Light to Them? 
Whom Shall I Send? 
 

Here I Am Lord, It Is I, Lord? 
I Have Heard You Calling in The Night. 
I Will Go Lord, If You Lead Me. 
I Will Hold Your People in My Heart. 
 

I, The Lord of Snow and Rain, 
I Have Borne My People’s Pain. 
I Have Wept for Love of Them, They Turn Away. 
I Will Break Their Hearts of Stone, 
Give Them Hearts for Love Alone. 
I Will Speak My Word to Them, Whom Shall I Send? 
 

I, The Lord of Wind and Flame 
I Will Tend the Poor and Lame. 
I Will Set a Feast for Them, My Hand Will Save 
Finest Bread I Will Provide, 
Till Their Hearts Be Satisfied. 
I Will Give My Life to Them, Whom Shall I Send? 
 
Christ be our light 
 
Longing for light, we wait in darkness 
Longing for truth, we turn to You. 
Make us Your own, your holy people 
Light for the world to see. 
 
Christ, be our light! Shine in our hearts. 
Shine through the darkness. Christ, be our light! 
Shine in Your church gathered today. 
 
Longing for peace, our world is troubled 
Longing for hope, many despair. 
Your word alone has power to save us. 
Make us your living voice. 
 
Longing for food, many are hungry 
Longing for water, many still thirst 
Make us Your bread, broken for others 
Shared until all are fed. 
 
 

Longing for shelter, many are homeless 
Longing for warmth, many are cold. 
Make us Your building, sheltering others 
Walls made of living stone. 
 
Many the gift, many the people 
Many the hearts that yearn to belong. 
Let us be servants to one another 
Making Your kingdom come. 
 
By cool Siloam's shady rill 
 
By cool Siloam's shady rill, how sweet the lily grows! 
How sweet the breath beneath the hill 
of Sharon's dewy rose! 
 
Lo! such the child whose early feet 
the paths of peace have trod, 
whose secret heart with influence sweet 
is upward drawn to God. 
 
By cool Siloam's shady rill, the lily must decay, 
the rose that blooms beneath the hill 
must shortly fade away; 
 
And soon, too soon, the wintry hour,  
of life's maturer age 
will shake the soul with sorrow's power 
and stormy passion's rage. 
 
Dependent on thy bounteous breath 
we seek thy grace alone, 
through every stage of life, and death, 
to keep us still thine own. 
 

Guide me, O thou great Redeemer 
 

1. Guide me, O thou great Redeemer, 
pilgrim through this barren land; 
I am weak, but thou art mighty; 
hold me with thy powerful hand: 
bread of heaven, bread of heaven, 
feed me now and evermore,  
feed me now and evermore. 
 
2. Open now the crystal fountain, 
whence the healing stream doth flow; 
let the fire and cloudy pillar 
lead me all my journey through: 
strong deliverer, strong deliverer, 
be thou still my strength and shield; 
be thou still my strength and shield. 
 



3. When I tread the verge of Jordan, 
bid my anxious fears subside; 
death of death, and hell's destruction, 
land me safe on Canaan's side: 
songs of praises, songs of praises, 
I will ever give to thee, 
I will ever give to thee. 
 


