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Immortal, invisible, God only wise, 

in light inaccessible hid from our eyes, 

most blessed, most glorious, the Ancient of Days, 

almighty, victorious, thy great name we praise. 

 

Unresting, unhasting, and silent as light, 

nor wanting, nor wasting, thou rulest in might; 

thy justice like mountains high soaring above 

thy clouds which are fountains of goodness and love. 

 

To all life thou givest, to both great and small; 

in all life thou livest, the true life of all; 

we blossom and flourish as leaves on the tree, 

and wither and perish; but naught changeth thee. 

 

Great Father of glory, pure Father of light, 

thine angels adore thee, all veiling their sight; 

all laud we would render: O help us to see 

'tis only the splendour of light hideth thee.      
      Walter Chalmers Smith (1824-1908) (alt.) 

 

 

 

Welcome: Rev’d Matthew Pollard 

 

 

 
 

Lead, kindly light, amid the encircling gloom, 

lead thou me on; 

the night is dark, and I am far from home; 

lead thou me on. 

Keep thou my feet; I do not ask to see 

the distant scene; one step enough for me. 

 

I was not ever thus, nor prayed that thou 

shouldst lead me on; 

I loved to choose and see my path; but now 

lead thou me on. 

I loved the garish day, and, spite of fears, 

pride ruled my will: remember not past years. 



 

So long thy power hath blest me, sure it still 

will lead me on, 

o'er moor and fen, o'er crag and torrent, till 

the night is gone, 

and with the morn those angel faces smile, 

which I have loved long since, and lost awhile.     

       John Henry Newman (1801-1890) 

 

 

 

Reading: Isaiah 55: 1-11 

 

 
 

Anthem: God so loved the world – Bob Chilcott    
 

 

 

Reading – Luke 4: 14-30 

 

 

 

Brother, sister, let me serve you; 

let me be as Christ to you; 

pray that I may have the grace to 

let you be my servant too. 

 

We are pilgrims on a journey, 

and companions on the road; 

we are here to help each other 

walk the mile and bear the load. 

 

I will hold the Christ-light for you 

in the night-time of your fear; 

I will hold my hand out to you, 

speak the peace you long to hear. 

 

I will weep when you are weeping; 

when you laugh I'll laugh with you; 

I will share your joy and sorrow, 

till we've seen this journey through. 

 

 

 

 



When we sing to God in heaven, 

we shall find such harmony, 

born of all we've known together 

of Christ's love and agony. 

 

Brother, sister, let me serve you; 

let me be as Christ to you; 

pray that l may have the grace to 

let you be my servant too. 
      Richard A. M. Gillard (b. 1953) 
 

 

 

 

Prayers: Rev’d Matthew Pollard  

 

 

 

Praise, my soul the King of heaven, 

to his feet thy tribute bring; 

ransomed healed, restored, forgiven, 

who like me his praise should sing? 

Alleluia, alleluia, 

praise the everlasting King. 

 

Praise him for his grace and favour 

to our fathers in distress; 

praise him still the same for ever, 

slow to chide and swift to bless: 

Alleluia, alleluia, 

glorious in his faithfulness. 

 

Father-like, he tends and spares us, 

well our feeble frame he knows; 

in his hands he gently bears us, 

rescues us from all our foes: 

Alleluia, alleluia, 

widely as his mercy flows. 

 

Frail as summer's flower we flourish; 

blows the wind and it is gone; 

but, while mortals rise and perish, 

God endures unchanging on: 

Alleluia, alleluia, 

praise the high eternal One. 

 



Angels, help us to adore him; 

ye behold him face to face; 

sun and moon bow down before him, 

dwellers all in time and space: 

Alleluia, alleluia, 

praise with us the God of grace.,  
        H F Lyte, based on Psalm 103 

 

 

Blessing 

 

 

 

Organ:  

 


