
Light's abode, celestial Salem, 
vision whence true peace doth spring, 
brighter than the heart can fancy, 
mansion of the highest King; 
O how glorious are the praises 
which of thee the prophets sing! 
 

There for ever and for ever alleluia is outpoured; 
for unending, for unbroken,, is the feast-day of the Lord; 
all is pure and all is holy that within thy walls is stored. 
 

There no cloud or passing vapour dims the brightness of the air; 
endless noon-day, glorious noon-day, 
from the Sun of suns is there; 
there no night brings rest from labour, 
for unknown are toil and care. 
 

O how glorious and resplendent, fragile body, shalt thou be, 
when endued with so much beauty, 
full of health and strong and free, 
full of vigour, full of pleasure that shall last eternally. 
 

Now with gladness, now with courage, 
bear the burden on thee laid, 
that hereafter these thy labours 
may with endless gifts be paid; 
and in everlasting glory thou with brightness be arrayed. 
 

Laud and honour to the Father, laud and honour to the Son, 
laud and honour to the Spirit, ever Three and ever One, 
consubstantial, co-eternal, while unending ages run. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
For the healing of the nations,  
Lord, we pray with one accord,  
for a just and equal sharing  
of the things that earth affords.  
To a life of love in action  
help us rise and pledge our word. 
 
Lead us now Lord into freedom,  
from despair your world release,  
that, redeemed from war and hatred,  
all may come and go in peace.  
Show us how through care and goodness 
 fear will die and hope increase. 
 
You, Creator God, have written  
your great name on humankind;  
for our growing in your likeness  
bring the life of Christ to mind; 
that by our response and service  
earth its destiny may find.  

Service  
Sunday 5th July at 4pm 



Isaiah 35:3-7  
Energize the feeble hands, strengthen the weak knees. Tell fearful 
souls,  “Courage! Take heart! God is here, right here,  on his way to put 
things right and redress all wrongs.  He’s on his way! He’ll save you!” 
Blind eyes will be opened,  deaf ears unstopped, Lame men and women 
will leap like deer, the voiceless break into song. Springs of water will 
burst out in the wilderness,  streams flow in the desert. Hot sands will 
become a cool oasis,  thirsty ground a splashing fountain. Even lowly 
jackals will have water to drink,  and barren grasslands flourish richly. 
 

The King of love my Shepherd is, 
  Whose goodness faileth never; 
I nothing lack if I am His, 
  And He is mine forever. 
 

  Where streams of living water flow 
      My ransomed soul He leadeth, 
  And, where the verdant pastures grow, 
      With food celestial feedeth. 
 

Perverse and foolish oft I strayed, 
  But yet in love He sought me, 
And on His shoulder gently laid, 
  And home rejoicing brought me. 
 

  In death’s dark vale I fear no ill 
     With Thee, dear Lord, beside me; 
  Thy rod and staff my comfort still, 
     Thy Cross before to guide me. 

James 5:13-18  
 Are you hurting? Pray. Do you feel great? Sing. Are you sick? Call the 
church leaders together to pray and anoint you with oil in the name of 
the Master. Believing-prayer will heal you, and Jesus will put you on your 
feet. And if you’ve sinned, you’ll be forgiven—healed inside and out.   

Make this your common practice: Confess your sins to each other 
and pray for each other so that you can live together whole and 
healed. The prayer of a person living right with God is something 
powerful to be reckoned with. Elijah, for instance, human just like us, 
prayed hard that it wouldn’t rain, and it didn’t—not a drop for three 
and a half years. Then he prayed that it would rain, and it did. The 
showers came and everything started growing again. 
 

Be thou my vision, O Lord of my heart; 
naught be all else to me, save that thou art-- 
thou my best thought by day or by night, 
waking or sleeping, thy presence my light. 
 

Be thou my wisdom, and thou my true word; 
I ever with thee and thou with me, Lord; 
thou my great Father, I thy true son; 
thou in me dwelling, and I with thee one. 
 

Be thou my battle shield, sword for my fight; 
be thou my dignity, thou my delight, 
thou my soul's shelter, thou my high tow'r: 
raise thou me heav'n-ward, O Pow'r of my pow'r. 
 
Riches I heed not, nor man’s empty praise, 
thou mine inheritance, now and always: 
thou and thou only, the first in my heart, 
High King of heaven, my treasure thou art. 

 
High King of heaven, when battle is done, 
Grant heaven's joy to me, O bright heav'n's Sun! 
Christ of my own heart, whatever befall, 
still be my vision, O Ruler of all. 


