
 

 

HYMN SHEET FOR THE 
SECOND SUNDAY OF YEAR B 

 
ENTRANCE HYMN 

 
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. 
Is it 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? 

 
Here I am, Lord… 

 
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? 
 

Here I am, Lord… 
 

Text: Based on Isaiah 6. Text and music © 1981, OCP. All rights reserved. 
Reprinted under ONE LICENSE #A-736041 

 

 



 

 

 

 

PSALM 

Here I am, Lord, I come to do your will. 
 
 

GOSPEL ACCLAMATION 

 

Speak Lord, your servant is listening; 
you have the message of eternal life. 

 
 
 

 

PRAYER OF SPIRITUAL COMMUNION 

My Jesus, I believe that You are truly present                                      in the Most Blessed Sacrament of the 

altar.                                              I love You above all things, 

And I desire to receive You into my life. 

Since I cannot now receive You sacramentally, 

come spiritually into my heart and soul. 

I embrace You as if you were already there, 

and I unite myself wholly to You. 

Never permit me to be separated from You. 

Amen. 

(Saint Alphonsus Liguori) 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

COMMUNION HYMN 
 

Will you come and follow me 
If I but call your name? 

Will you go where you don't know 
And never be the same? 

Will you let my love be shown, 
Will you let my name be known, 

Will you let my life be grown 
In you and you in me? 

 
Will you leave yourself behind 

If I but call your name? 
Will you care for cruel and kind 

And never be the same? 
Will you risk the hostile stare 

Should your life attract or scare? 
Will you let me answer prayer 

In you and you in me? 
 

Will you let the blinded see 
If I but call your name? 

Will you set the prisoners free 
And never be the same? 

Will you kiss the leper clean, 
And do such as this unseen, 
And admit to what I mean 

In you and you in me? 
 

Will you love the 'you' you hide 
If I but call your name? 

Will you quell the fear inside 
And never be the same? 

Will you use the faith you've found 
To reshape the world around, 

Through my sight and touch and sound 
In you and you in me? 

 
Lord, your summons echoes true 

When you but call my name. 
Let me turn and follow you 

And never be the same. 
In your company I'll go 

Where your love and footsteps show. 
Thus I'll move and live and grow 

In you and you in me. 
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RECESSIONAL HYMN 

 
Dear Lord and Father of mankind, 

Forgive our foolish ways; 
Reclothe us in our rightful mind; 

In purer lives thy service find, 
In deeper reverence, praise, 
In deeper reverence, praise. 

In simple trust like theirs who heard, 
Beside the Syrian sea, 

The gracious calling of the Lord, 
Let us, like them, without a word 

Rise up and follow thee, 
Rise up and follow thee. 

O Sabbath rest by Galilee! 
O calm of hills above, 

Where Jesus knelt to share with thee 
The silence of eternity, 

Interpreted by love, 
Interpreted by love! 

Drop thy still dews of quietness, 
Till all our strivings cease; 

Take from our souls the strain and stress, 
And let our ordered lives confess 

The beauty of thy peace, 
The beauty of thy peace. 

Breathe through the heats of our desire 
Thy coolness and thy balm; 

Let sense be dumb, let flesh retire; 
Speak through the earthquake, wind and fire, 

O still small voice of calm, 
O still small voice of calm. 

J.G. Whittier (1807-92) 

 


