
Hymns with Mrs Turnbull 
 

Sunday 28th February, 11am 
Second Sunday of  Lent 

 

Livestreamed through: 
www.facebook.com/StOswinStMary 

Note to participants: nobody (except those you live with) can hear you sing so sing with gusto.  Margaret has an uncanny knack of knowing if you don’t. 

 

1 God is Love: let heav'n adore him; 
God is Love: let earth rejoice; 
let creation sing before him, 
and exalt him with one voice. 
He who laid the earth's foundation, 
he who spread the heav'ns above, 
he who breathes through all creation, 
he is Love, eternal Love. 

2 God is Love: and he enfoldeth 
all the world in one embrace; 
with unfailing grasp he holdeth 
every child of every race. 
And when human hearts are breaking 
under sorrow's iron rod, 
then they find that selfsame aching 
deep within the heart of God. 

3 God is Love: and though with blindness 
sin afflicts the souls of all, 
God's eternal loving-kindness 
holds and guides us when we fall. 
Sin and death and hell shall never 
o'er us final triumph gain; 
God is Love, so Love for ever 
o'er the universe must reign. 

 �
1 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. 

2 Be thou my wisdom, be thou my true word; 
I ever with thee, and thou with me, Lord. 
Born of thy love, thy child may I be,  
thou in me dwelling and I one with thee. 

3 Be thou my buckler, my sword for the fight. 
Be thou my dignity, thou my delight, 
thou my soul’s shelter, thou my high tow’r. 
Raise thou me heav’nward, O Pow’r of my pow’r. 

4 Riches I heed not, nor vain empty praise; 
thou mine inheritance, now and always. 
Thou and thou only, first in my heart, 
Ruler of heaven, my treasure thou art. 

5 "*True Light of heaven, when vict’ry is won 
may I reach heaven’s joys, O bright heav’n’s Sun! 
Heart of my heart, whatever befall, 
still be my vision, O Ruler of all. 

��You servants of God, your Master proclaim,  
and publish abroad his wonderful name;  
the name all-victorious of Jesus extol;  
his kingdom is glorious and rules over all.  

2 God rules in the height, almighty to save;  
though hid from our sight, his presence we have;  
the great congregation his triumph shall sing,  
ascribing salvation to Jesus our King.  

3 "Salvation to God, who sits on the throne!"  
let all cry aloud, and honor the Son;  
the praises of Jesus the angels proclaim,  
fall down on their faces and worship the Lamb.  

4 Then let us adore and give him his right:  
all glory and power, all wisdom and might,  
all honor and blessing with angels above  
and thanks never ceasing for infinite ORYH�  



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 your self 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. 
  

I danced in the morning when the world was begun, 
And I danced in the moon  and the stars and the sun, 
And I came down from heaven and I danced on the earth, 
At Bethlehem I had my birth. 
 

Refrain: 
Dance, then, wherever you may be, 
I am the Lord of the Dance, said he, 
And I'll lead you all, wherever you may be, 
And I'll lead you all in the Dance, said he 
 

I danced for the scribe and the pharisee, 
But they would not dance and they wouldn't follow me. 
I danced for the fishermen, for James and John 
They came with me And the Dance went on. 
 

Refrain: 
 

I danced on the Sabbath and I cured the lame; 
The holy people said it was a shame. 
They whipped and they stripped and they hung me on high, 
And they left me there On a Cross to die. 
 

Refrain: 
 

I danced on a Friday when the sky turned black 
It's hard to dance with the devil on your back. 
They buried my body and they thought I'd gone, 
But I am the Dance, And I still go on. 
 

Refrain: 
 

They cut me down and I leapt up high; 
I am the life that'll never, never die; 
I'll live in you if you'll live in me - 
I am the Lord of the Dance, said he. 

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, 
He, the last 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. 
 
 


