
Words of Hymns July 4th  
 

Come down, O love divine 
 

Come down, O love divine,  
Seek thou this soul of mine, 
And visit it with thine own ardour glowing; 
O Comforter, draw near, within my heart appear, 
And kindle it, Thy holy flame bestowing. 
 

O let it freely burn, till earthly passions turn 
To dust and ashes in its heat consuming; 
And let thy glorious light shine ever on my sight, 
And clothe me round, the while my path illuming. 
 

Let holy charity mine outward vesture be, 
And lowliness become mine inner clothing; 
True lowliness of heart,  
Which takes the humbler part, 
And o’er its own shortcomings, weeps with loathing. 
 

And so the yearning strong,  
With which the soul will long, 
Shall far outpass the power of human telling; 
For none can guess its grace,  
Till they become the place 
where-in the Holy Spirit finds a dwelling. 
 

Jesus lover of my soul 
 

Jesus, lover of my soul, Let me to Thy bosom fly, 
While the nearer waters roll, 
While the tempest still is high: 
Hide me, O my Saviour, hide, 
Till the storm of life is past; 
Safe into the haven guide; 
O receive my soul at last. 
 

Other refuge have I none, 
Hangs my helpless soul on Thee; 
Leave, oh, leave me not alone, 
Still support and comfort me. 
All my trust on Thee is stayed, 
All my help from Thee I bring; 
Cover my defenceless head 
With the shadow of Thy wing. 
 

Plenteous grace with Thee is found, 
Grace to cover all my sin; 
Let the healing streams abound; 
Make and keep me pure within. 
Thou of life the fountain art, 
Freely let me take of Thee; 
Spring Thou up within my heart, 
Rise to all eternity. Amen 

Lord Of All Hopefulness  

Lord of all hopefulness, Lord of all joy, 
Whose trust, ever childlike, no cares could destroy, 
Be there at our waking, and give us, we pray, 
Your bliss in our hearts, Lord, 
At the break of the day. 
 

Lord of all eagerness, Lord of all faith, 
Whose strong hands were skilled  
At the plane and the lathe, 
Be there at our labours and give us, we pray, 
Your strength in our hearts, Lord, 
At the noon of the day. 
 

Lord of all kindliness, Lord of all grace, 
Your hands swift to welcome, Your arms to embrace. 
Be there at our homing, and give us, we pray, 
Your love in our hearts, Lord, 
At the eve of the day. 
 

Lord of all gentleness, Lord of all calm, 
Whose voice is contentment,  
Whose presence is balm, 
Be there at our sleeping, and give us, we pray, 
Your peace in our hearts, Lord, 
At the end of the day 
 

As a fire is meant for burning 
As a fire is meant for burning 
with a bright and warming flame, 
so the church is meant for mission, 
giving glory to God’s name. 
Not to preach our creeds or customs, 
but to build a bridge of care, 
we join hands across the nations, 
finding neighbours everywhere. 
  

We are learners; we are teachers; 
we are pilgrims on the way. 
We are seekers; we are givers; 
we are vessels made of clay. 
By our gentle, loving actions, 
we would show that Christ is light. 
In a humble, listening Spirit, 
we would live to God’s delight. 
  

As a green bud in the springtime 
is the sign of life renewed, 
so may we be signs of oneness 
’mid earth’s peoples, many hued. 
As a rainbow lights the heavens 
when a storm is past and gone, 
may our lives reflect the radiance 
of God’s new and glorious dawn. 


