
Songs of Praise  

Sunday 11th October 2020 
 

 

Welcome: Rev’d Matthew Pollard 

 

 
Praise to the Holiest in the height, 

and in the depth be praise: 

in all his words most wonderful, 

most sure in all his ways. 

 

O loving wisdom of our God! 

When all was sin and shame, 

a second Adam to the fight 

and to the rescue came. 

 

O wisest love! that flesh and blood, 

which did in Adam fail, 

should strive afresh against the foe, 

should strive and should prevail; 

 

And that a higher gift than grace 

should flesh and blood refine, 

God's presence and his very self, 

and essence all-divine. 

 

O generous love! that he, who smote 

in Man for man the foe, 

the double agony in Man 

for man should undergo; 

 

And in the garden secretly, 

and on the cross on high, 

should teach his brethren, and inspire 

to suffer and to die. 

 

Praise to the Holiest in the height, 

and in the depth be praise: 

in all his words most wonderful, 

most sure in all his ways.         
      John Henry Newman (1865) 

 

 



 

Reading: Proverbs 3: 1-18 – Read by Linda Wardle 

 
 

The Lord my pasture shall prepare, 

and feed me with a shepherd's care; 

his presence shall my wants supply, 

and guard me with a watchful eye; 

my noonday walks he shall attend, 

and all my midnight hours defend. 

 

When in the sultry glebe I faint, 

or on the thirsty mountain pant, 

to fertile vales and dewy meads 

my weary wandering steps he leads, 

where peaceful rivers, soft and slow, 

amid the verdant landscape flow. 

 

Though in a bare and rugged way 

through devious lonely wilds I stray, 

thy bounty shall my pains beguile; 

the barren wilderness shall smile 

with sudden greens and herbage crowned, 

and streams shall murmur all around. 

 

Though in the paths of death I tread, 

with gloomy horrors overspread, 

my steadfast heart shall fear no ill, 

for thou, 0 Lord, art with me still: 

thy friendly staff shall give me aid, 

and guide me through the dreadful shade.      

       Joseph Addison (1712) 

 

 

 

 

 

Reading – 1 John 3: 1-15 – Read by John Wardle 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Anthem: Long since, in Egypt’s plenteous land (from Judith) – C H H Parry   

 
Long since in Egypt’s plenteous land   
Our fathers were oppressed;   
But God, whose chosen folk they were,  
Smote those who long enslaved them there,  
And all their woes redressed.  
 
The Red Sea stayed them not at all,   
Nor depths of liquid green;   
On either hand a mighty wall   
Of waters clear rose at his call,   
And they passed through between.   
 

In deserts wild they wandered long,   
They sinned and went astray;   
But yet his arm to help was strong,   
He pardoned them tho’ they did wrong,  
And brought them on their way.   
 
At last to this good land they came,   
With fruitful plenty blest;   
Here glorious men won endless fame,   
Here God made holy Zion’s name,  
And here he gave them rest.

          

 

 

 

How sweet the name of Jesus sounds 

in a believer's ear! 

It soothes his sorrows, heals his wounds, 

and drives away his fear. 

 

It makes the wounded spirit whole, 

and calms the troubled breast; 

'tis manna to the hungry soul, 

and to the weary rest. 

 

Dear name! the rock on which I build, 

my shield and hiding-place, 

my never-failing treasury filled 

with boundless stores of grace. 

 

Jesus! my Shepherd, Brother, Friend, 

my Prophet, Priest, and King, 

my Lord, my Life, my Way, my End, 

accept the praise I bring. 

 

Weak is the effort of my heart, 

and cold my warmest thought; 

but when I see thee as thou art, 

I'll praise thee as I ought. 

 

Till then I would thy love proclaim 

with every fleeting breath; 

and may the music of thy name 

refresh my soul in death. 
       John Newton 



 

Prayers: Rev’d Matthew Pollard  

 

 

 

There's a wideness in God's mercy 

Like the wideness of the sea; 

There's a kindness in his justice 

Which is more than liberty. 

There is no place where earth's sorrows 

are more felt than up in heaven; 

there is no place where earth's failings 

have such kindly judgement given. 

 

For the love of God is broader 

Than the measure of our mind, 

And the heart of the Eternal 

Is most wonderfully kind. 

But we make his love too narrow 

by false limits of our own; 

and we magnify his strictness 

with a zeal he would not own. 

 

There is plentiful redemption 

through the blood that has been shed; 

there is joy for all the members 

in the sorrows of the Head. 

There is grace enough for thousands 

of new worlds as great as this; 

there is room for fresh creations 

in that upper home of bliss. 

 

If our love were but more simple, 

we should take him at his word; 

and our lives would be all gladness 

in the joy of Christ our Lord. 
        Frederick William Faber 

 

 

Blessing 

 

 

 

Organ: Sarabande: In modo Elegiaco – H Howells      

 


