
Hymns – 25th April 2021 
 
The Lord’s my shepherd 
sung by St Martin’s Voices 
 
The Lord's my shepherd, I'll not want: 
he makes me down to lie 
in pastures green; he leadeth me 
the quiet waters by. 
 
My soul he doth restore again, 
and me to walk doth make 
within the paths of righteousness, 
e'en for his own name's sake. 
 
Yea, though I walk through death's dark vale, 
yet will I fear none ill; 
for thou art with me, and thy rod 
and staff me comfort still. 
 
My table thou hast furnishèd 
in presence of my foes; 
my head thou dost with oil anoint, 
and my cup overflows. 
 
Goodness and mercy all my life 
shall surely follow me; 
and in God's house for evermore 
my dwelling-place shall be. 
 

Francis Rous (1579-1659), William Whittingham 
(1524-1579), Scottish Psalter (1650) 

 
Sweet Sacrament divine 
sung by St Martin’s Voices 
 
Sweet Sacrament divine, 
hid in thine earthly home, 
lo, round thy lowly shrine, 
with suppliant hearts we come; 
Jesus, to thee our voice we raise 
in songs of love and heartfelt praise: 
sweet Sacrament divine. 
 
Sweet Sacrament of peace, 
dear home for every heart, 
where restless yearnings cease 
and sorrows all depart; 
there in thine ear all trustfully 
we tell our tale of misery: 
sweet Sacrament of peace. 
 

Sweet Sacrament of rest, 
ark from the ocean's roar, 
within thy shelter blest 
soon may we reach the shore; 
save us, for still the tempest raves, 
save, lest we sink beneath the waves: 
sweet Sacrament of rest. 
 
Sweet Sacrament divine, 
earth's light and jubilee, 
in thy far depths doth shine 
thy Godhead's majesty; 
sweet light, so shine on us, we pray 
that earthly joys may fade away: 
sweet Sacrament divine. 
  

Francis Stanfield (1835-1914) 

 
In heavenly love abiding, 
no change my heart shall fear; 
and safe is such confiding, 
for nothing changes here: 
the storm may roar without me, 
my heart may low be laid; 
but God is round about me, 
and can I be dismayed? 
 
Wherever he may guide me, 
no want shall turn me back; 
my shepherd is beside me, 
and nothing can I lack: 
his wisdom ever waketh, 
his sight is never dim; 
he knows the way he taketh, 
and I will walk with him. 
 
Green pastures are before me, 
which yet I have not seen; 
bright skies will soon be o'er me, 
where the dark clouds have been: 
my hope I cannot measure, 
my path to life is free; 
my Saviour has my treasure, 
and he will walk with me. 
 

Anna Laetitia Waring (1823-1910) 

 


