
Saturday 20th June Hymn Practice (otherwise known as Congo!) 
Light's abode, celestial Salem, 
vision whence true peace doth spring, 
brighter than the heart can fancy, 
mansion of the highest King; 
O how glorious are the praises 
which of thee the prophets sing! 
 
O how glorious and resplendent, 
fragile body, shalt thou be, 
when endued with so much beauty, 
full of health and strong and free, 
full of vigour, full of pleasure 
that shall last eternally. 
 
Laud and honour to the Father, 
laud and honour to the Son, 
laud and honour to the Spirit, 
ever Three and ever One, 
consubstantial, co-eternal, 
while unending ages run. 
 
Christ is made the sure foundation, 
Christ the head and cornerstone, 
chosen of the Lord and precious, 
binding all the church in one; 
holy Zion's help forever, 
and her confidence alone. 
 
Laud and honour to the Father, 
laud and honour to the Son, 
laud and honour to the Spirit, 
ever Three and ever One, 
One in might, and One in glory, 
while unending ages run. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Glorious things of thee are spoken, 
Zion, city of our God; 
he whose word cannot be broken 
formed thee for his own abode; 
on the Rock of Ages founded, 
what can shake thy sure repose? 
With salvation's walls surrounded, 
thou may'st smile at all thy foes. 
 
Saviour, if of Zion's city 
I, thro' grace, a member am, 
let the world deride or pity, 
I will glory in thy name; 
fading is the worldling's pleasure, 
all his boasted pomp and show; 
solid joys and lasting treasure 
none but Zion's children know 
 
Thy hand, O God, has guided 
Thy flock, from age to age; 
The wondrous tale is written, 
Full clear, on every page; 
Our fathers owned thy goodness, 
And we their deeds record; 
And both of this bear witness: 
One Church, one faith, one Lord. 
 
Thy mercy will not fail us, 
Nor leave thy work undone; 
With thy right hand to help us, 
The victory shall be won; 
And then, by men and angels, 
Thy name shall be adored, 
And this shall be their anthem: 
One Church, one faith, one Lord. 
 
The day you gave us, Lord, is ended, 
the darkness falls at your behest; 
to you our morning hymns ascended, 
your praise shall hallow now our rest. 
 
The sun, that bids us rest, is waking 
our brethren 'neath the western sky, 
and hour by hour fresh lips are making 
your wondrous doings heard on high. 
 
So be it, Lord; your throne shall never, 
like earth's proud empires, pass away; 
but stand and rule and grow forever, 
'til all your creatures own your sway. 



Let all mortal flesh keep silence, 
And with fear and trembling stand; 
Ponder nothing earthly-minded, 
For with blessing in his hand, 
Christ our God to earth descendeth, 
Our full homage to demand. 
 
King of kings, yet born of Mary, 
As of old on earth he stood, 
Lord of lords, in human vesture, 
In the body and the blood; 
He will give to all the faithful 
His own self for heavenly food. 
 
At his feet the six-winged seraph, 
Cherubim, with sleepless eye, 
Veil their faces to the presence, 
As with ceaseless voice they cry: 
Alleluia, Alleluia, 
Alleluia, Lord Most High! 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Abide with me, fast falls the eventide 
The darkness deepens Lord, with me abide 
When other helpers fail and comforts flee 
Help of the helpless, oh, abide with me 
 
I fear no foe, with Thee at hand to bless 
Ills have no weight, and tears no bitterness 
Where is death's sting? Where, grave, thy victory? 
I triumph still, if Thou abide with me 
 
Hold Thou Thy cross before my closing eyes 
Shine through the gloom and point me to the skies 
Heaven's morning breaks, and earth's vain shadows flee 
In life, in death, o Lord, abide with me 
 
I vow to thee, my country, all earthly things above, 
Entire and whole and perfect, the service of my love; 
The love that asks no questions, the love that stands the test, 
That lays upon the altar the dearest and the best; 
The love that never falters, the love that pays the price, 
The love that makes undaunted the final sacrifice. 
 
And there's another country, I've heard of long ago, 
Most dear to them that love her, most great to them that know; 
We may not count her armies, we may not see her King; 
Her fortress is a faithful heart, her pride is suffering; 
And soul by soul and silently her shining bounds increase,  
And her ways are ways of gentleness, and all her paths are peace. 
 

 


