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Entrance Hymn

Jesus, where’er thy people meet, 
there they behold thy mercy-seat; 
where’er they seek thee thou art found, 

	 and every place is hallowed ground.

For thou, within no walls confined, 
inhabitest the humble mind; 
such ever bring thee when they come, 
and, going, take thee to their home.

Dear Shepherd of thy chosen few, 
thy former mercies here renew; 
here to our waiting hearts proclaim 
the sweetness of thy saving name.

Here may we prove the power of prayer 
to strengthen faith and sweeten care, 
to teach our faint desires to rise, 
and bring all heaven before our eyes.

Lord, we are few, but thou art near; 
nor short thine arm, nor deaf thine ear: 
O rend the heavens, come quickly down, 
and make a thousand hearts thine own!

Words 
William Cowper (1731-1800)
Music | “Wareham”
William Knapp (1698-1768)

Collect

O God, you declare your almighty power most 
chiefly in showing mercy and pity: mercifully 
grant to us such a measure of your grace, 

that we, running the way of your commandments, 
may receive your gracious promises, and be made 
partakers of your heavenly treasure; through Jesus 
Christ your Son our Lord, who is alive and reigns with 
you and the Holy Spirit, one God, now and for ever. 
Amen.

Psalm 67

May God be gracious to us and bless us and make 
his face to shine upon us, that your way may be 
known upon earth, your saving power among all 
nations. Let the peoples praise you, O God; let all 
the peoples praise you. Let the nations be glad 
and sing for joy, for you judge the peoples with 
equity and guide the nations upon earth. Let the 
peoples praise you, O God; let all the peoples 
praise you. The earth has yielded its increase; 
God, our God, has blessed us. May God continue 
to bless us; let all the ends of the earth revere him. 

Music
Plaengan | Plainsong

Romans 11:1-2a, 29-32

I ask, then, has God rejected his people? By no 
means! I myself am an Israelite, a descendant of 
Abraham, a member of the tribe of Benjamin. God 

has not rejected his people whom he foreknew. For 
the gifts and the calling of God are irrevocable. Just 
as you were once disobedient to God but have now 
received mercy because of their disobedience, so 
they have now been disobedient in order that, by 
the mercy shown to you, they too may now receive 
mercy. For God has imprisoned all in disobedience so 
that he may be merciful to all.

Matthew 15:21-28

Jesus left that place and went away to the district 
of Tyre and Sidon. Just then a Canaanite woman 
from that region came out and started shouting, 

‘Have mercy on me, Lord, Son of David; my daughter 
is tormented by a demon.’ But he did not answer her 
at all. And his disciples came and urged him, saying, 
‘Send her away, for she keeps shouting after us.’ 
He answered, ‘I was sent only to the lost sheep of 
the house of Israel.’ But she came and knelt before 
him, saying, ‘Lord, help me.’ He answered, ‘It is not 
fair to take the children’s food and throw it to the 
dogs.’ She said, ‘Yes, Lord, yet even the dogs eat 
the crumbs that fall from their masters’ table.’ Then 
Jesus answered her, ‘Woman, great is your faith! Let 
it be done for you as you wish.’ And her daughter was 
healed instantly.
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Offertory Hymn

And can it be that I should gain 
an interest in the Saviour’s blood? 
Died he for me, who caused his pain? 

For me, who him to death pursued? 
Amazing love! How can it be 
that thou, my God, shouldst die for me? 
Amazing love! How can it be 
that thou, my God, shouldst die for me?

’Tis mystery all: th’Immortal dies! 
Who can explore his strange design? 
In vain the first-born seraph tries 
to sound the depths of love divine. 
’Tis mercy all! Let earth adore, 
let angel minds enquire no more. 
’Tis mercy all! Let earth adore, 
let angel minds enquire no more.

He left his Father’s throne above – 
so free, so infinite his grace – 
emptied himself of all but love, 
and bled for Adam’s helpless race. 
’Tis mercy all, immense and free; 
for, O my God, it found out me! 
’Tis mercy all, immense and free; 
for, O my God, it found out me!

Long my imprisoned spirit lay 
fast bound in sin and nature’s night; 
thine eye diffused a quickening ray; 
I woke, the dungeon flamed with light; 
my chains fell off, my heart was free, 
I rose, went forth, and followed thee. 
My chains fell off, my heart was free, 
I rose, went forth, and followed thee.

No condemnation now I dread; 
Jesus, and all in him, is mine! 
Alive in him, my living Head, 
and clothed in righteousness divine, 
bold I approach th’eternal throne, 
and claim the crown, through Christ, my own. 
Bold I approach th’eternal throne, 
and claim the crown, through Christ, my own.

Words
Charles Wesley (1707-1788)
Music | “Sagina”
The Bouquet (1825)

Post-Communion Hymn

O Lord, all the world belongs to you 
and you are always  
		  making all things new. 

What is wrong, you forgive, 
and the new life you give 
is what’s turning the world upside down.

The world’s only loving to its friends, 
but you have brought us love that never ends, 
loving enemies too; 
and this loving with you 
is what’s turning the world upside down.

The world lives divided and apart, 
you draw us all together, and we start 
in our friendship to see 
that in harmony we 
can be turning the world upside down.

The world wants the wealth to live in state, 
but you show us a new way to be great: 
like a servant you came, 
and if we do the same, 
we’ll be turning the world upside down.

O Lord, all the world belongs to you 
and you are always making all things new. 
Send your Spirit on all 
in your Church whom you call 
to be turning the world upside down. 

Words 
Patrick Appleford (1925-2018)
Music | “All Things New”
Patrick Appleford (1925-2018) 

Atgynhyrchir deunydd yma o dan CLL 280874. 
Material here is reproduced under the CLL 280874.
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