
Hymn No. 73  O Worship the King 
 
1 O worship the King, all glorious above, 
 O gratefully sing God’s power and God’s love; 
 our Shield and Defender, the Ancient of Days, 

pavilioned in splendor, and girded with praise. 
 

2 O tell of God’s might, O sing of God’s grace, 
whose robe is the light, whose canopy space, 
whose chariots of wrath the deep thunder-clouds form, 
and dark is God’s path on the wings of the storm. 

 
3 The earth with its store of wonders untold, 

Almighty, thy power hath founded of old; 
hath stablished it fast by a changeless decree, 
and round it hath cast, like a mantle, the sea. 

 
4 Thy bountiful care, what tongue can recite? 

It breathes in the air, it shines in the light; 
it streams from the hills, it descends to the plain, 
and sweetly distills in the dew and the rain. 

 
5 Frail children of dust, and feeble as frail, 

in thee do we trust, nor find thee to fail; 
thy mercies how tender, how firm to the end, 
our Maker, Defender, Redeemer, and Friend. 

  



Hymn No. 420 Breathe on Me, Breath of God 
(11 o’clock service ONLY) 

 
1 Breathe on me, Breath of God, 
 fill me with life anew, 
 that I may love what thou dost love, 
 and do what thou wouldst do. 
 
2 Breathe on me, Breath of God, 
 until my heart is pure, 

until with thee I will one will, 
to do and to endure. 

 
3 Breathe on me, Breath of God, 
 till I am wholly thine, 

till all this earthly part of me 
 glows with thy fire divine. 
 
4 Breathe on me, Breath of God, 
 so shall I never die, 
 but live with thee the perfect life 
 of thine eternity. 
  



Hymn No. 128 He Leadeth Me: O Blessed Thought 
 
1 He leadeth me: O blessed thought! 

O words with heavenly comfort fraught! 
Whate’er I do, where’er I be,  
still ‘tis God’s hand that leadeth me. 
He leadeth me, he leadeth me,  
by his own hand he leadeth me; 
his faithful follower I would be, 
for by his hand he leadeth me. 

 
2 Sometimes mid scenes of deepest glom, 

sometimes where Eden’s bowers bloom, 
by waters still, o’er troubled sea, 
still ‘tis his hand that leadeth me. 
He leadeth me, he leadeth me,  
by his own hand he leadeth me; 
his faithful follower I would be, 
for by his hand he leadeth me. 

 
3 Lord, I would place my hand in thine, 

nor ever murmur nor repine; 
content whatever lot I see 
since ‘tis my God that leadeth me. 
He leadeth me, he leadeth me,  
by his own hand he leadeth me; 
his faithful follower I would be, 
for by his hand he leadeth me. 

 
4 And when my task on earth is done,  

when by thy grace the victory’s won, 
e’en death’s cold wave I will not flee, 
since God through Jordan leadeth me. 
He leadeth me, he leadeth me,  
by his own hand he leadeth me; 
his faithful follower I would be, 
for by his hand he leadeth me. 
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