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Come wounded healer, 
Your sufferings reveal – 
The scars you accepted, 
Our anguish to heal. 
Your wounds bring such comfort in 
Body and soul 
To all who bear torment 
And yearn to be whole. 
 
Come hated lover, 
And gather us near, 
Your welcome, your teaching, 
Your challenge to hear: 
Where scorn and abuse 
Cause rejection and pain, 
Your loving acceptance 
Makes hope live again! 
 
Come broken Victor, 
Condemned to a cross –  
how great are the treasures 
We gain from your loss! 
Your willing agreement 
To share in our strife 
Transforms our despair 
Into fullness of life. 
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Sunday 19th June 
 
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 as 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. 
 
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. 
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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 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. 
 
 
Words: Graham Maule, John L. Bell 
Music: Traditional Scottish 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

God of freedom, God of justice, 
you whose love is strong as death, 
you who saw the dark of prison, 
you who knew the price of faith, 
touch our world of sad oppression, 
with your Spirit's healing breath. 
 
Rid the earth of torture's terror, 
you whose hands were nailed to 
wood; 
hear the cries of pain and protest, 
you who shed the tears and blood, 
move in us the power of pity,       
restless for the common good. 
 
Make in us a captive conscience, 
quick to hear, to act, to plead; 
make us truly sisters, brothers, 
of whatever race or creed, 
teach us to be fully human, 
open to each other's needs. 
 
 
Words © Shirley Murray 
Tune: Picardy 
 
 


