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I cannot tell how silently he suffered, 
As with his peace he graced this place 
of tears, 
Or how his heart upon the cross was 
broken, 
The crown of pain to three and thirty 
years. 
But this I know, he heals the broken-
hearted, 
And stays our sin, and calms our lurking 
fear, 
And lifts the burden from the heavy 
laden, 
For yet the Saviour, Saviour of the world 
is here. 
 
I cannot tell how he will win the nations, 
How he will claim his earthly heritage, 
How satisfy the needs and aspirations, 
Of east and west, of sinner and of sage. 
But this I know, all flesh shall see his 
glory, 
And he shall reap the harvest he has 
sown, 
And some glad day his sun shall shine in 
splendour, 
When he the Saviour, Saviour of the 
world is known. 
 
I cannot tell how all the lands shall 
worship, 
When, at his bidding, every storm is stilled, 
Or who can say how great the jubilation, 
When all the hearts of men with love are 
filled. 
But this I know, the skies will thrill with 
rapture, 
And myriad, myriad human voices sing, 
And earth to heaven, and heaven to 
earth, will answer: 
At last the Saviour, Saviour of the world 
is King! 
 
William Y. Fullerton 

 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
Sunday 15th May 
 
 
Wonderful, merciful Saviour, 
Precious Redeemer and Friend, 
Who would have thought that a Lamb 
Could rescue the souls of men, 
Oh, you rescue the souls of men. 
 
Counsellor, Comforter, Keeper, 
Spirit we long to embrace, 
You offer hope when our hearts have 
Hopelessly lost our way, 
Oh, we've hopelessly lost the way. 
 
Chorus 
You are the One that we praise, 
You are the One we adore, 
You give the healing and grace 
Our hearts always hunger for, 
Oh, our hearts always hunger for 
 
Almighty, infinite Father, 
Faithfully loving your own 
Here in our weakness you find us 
Falling before your throne, 
Oh, we're falling before your throne 
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Thou who wast rich beyond all 
splendour, 
All for love's sake becamest poor; 
Thrones for a manger didst surrender, 
Sapphire paved courts for stable floor. 
Thou who was rich beyond all 
splendour, 
All for love's sake becamest poor. 
 
Thou who art God beyond all praising, 
All for love's sake becamest Man; 
Stooping so low, but sinners raising 
Heavenward by Thine eternal plan. 
Thou who art God beyond all praising, 
All for love's sake becamest Man. 
 
Thou who art love beyond all telling, 
Saviour and King, we worship Thee. 
Emmanuel, within us dwelling 
Make us what Thou wouldst have us be. 
Thou who art love beyond all telling 
Saviour and King, we worship Thee. 
 
F. Houghton 1934 

 
 
Come to me, come to me, 
Weak and heavy laden. 
Trust in me, lean on me, 
I will give you rest. 
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Praise You, Lord, 
For the wonder of Your healing, 
Praise You, Lord, 
For Your love so freely given; 
Outpouring, anointing, 
Flowing in to heal our wounds, 
Praise You, Lord for Your love for me. 
 
Praise You, Lord, 
For Your gift of liberation, 
Praise You, Lord, 
You have set the captives free; 
The chains that bind are broken, 
By the sharpness of Your sword, 

Praise You, Lord, You gave Your life for 
me. 
Praise You, Lord, 
You have borne the depths of sorrow, 
Praise You, Lord, 
For Your anguish on the tree; 
The nails that tore Your body, 
And the pain that tore Your soul, 
Praise You, Lord, Your tears they fell for 
me. 
 
Praise You, Lord, 
You have turned our thorns to roses, 
Glory, Lord, 
As they bloom upon Your brow; 
The path of pain is hallowed, 
For Your love has made it sweet, 
Praise You, Lord, and may I love you 
now. 
 

Nettie Rose ã Thankyou Music 1977 

 
 
 
Eat this bread, drink this cup, 
Come to him and never be hungry. 
Eat this bread, drink this cup, 
Trust in him and you will not thirst. 
 
Taizé 

 
 
I cannot tell why he whom angels 
worship, 
Should set his love upon the sons of 
men, 
Or why, as Shepherd, he should seek 
the wanderers, 
To bring them back, they know not how 
or when. 
But this I know, that he was born of 
Mary, 
When Bethlehem’s manger was his only 
home, 
And that he lived at Nazareth and 
laboured, 
And so the Saviour, Saviour of the world 
is come. 
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