
August 9, 2020 Hymn Sing 
 
#514 Let Us Talents and Tongues Employ 
 
Let us talents and tongues employ, 
Reaching out with a shout of joy: 
Bread is broken, the wine is poured, 
Christ is spoken and seen and heard. 
Jesus lives again; earth can breathe again. 
Pass the Word around: loaves abound! 
 
Christ is able to make us one, 
At the table He sets the tone, 
Teaching people to live to bless, 
Love in word and in deed express. 
Jesus lives again; earth can breathe again. 
Pass the Word around: loaves abound! 
 
Jesus calls us in, sends us out 
Bearing fruit in a world of doubt, 
Gives us love to tell, bread to share: 
God (Immanuel) everywhere! 
Jesus lives again; earth can breathe again. 
Pass the Word around: loaves abound! 
 
Words: Fred Kaan, 1975 
Music: Adapt. Doreen Potter, 1975 
© 1975 Hope Publishing Company 
Permission to reprint OneLicense A724697 
 
#40 Joy to the World vs. (1, 2, 4) 
 
Joy to the world! The Lord is come: 
Let earth receive her King; 
Let every heart prepare Him room, 
And Heaven and nature sing, 
And Heaven and nature sing, 
And Heaven, and Heaven, and nature sing. 
 
Joy to the world! The Savior reigns; 
Let us our songs employ; 
While fields and floods, rocks, hills and plains 
Repeat the sounding joy, 
Repeat the sounding joy, 
Repeat, repeat, the sounding joy. 
 

He rules the world with truth and grace, 
And makes the nations prove 
The glories of His righteousness, 
And wonders of His love, 
And wonders of His love, 
And wonders, wonders, of His love 
 
Words: Isaac Watts 
Music: by G.F. Handel 
 
#288 I Sing the Mighty Power of God 
 
I sing the mighty power of God  
That made the mountains rise; 
That spread the flowing seas abroad  
And built the lofty skies. 
I sing the wisdom that ordained  
The sun to rule the day; 
The moon shines full at God’s command,  
And all the stars obey. 
 
I sing the goodness of the Lord  
That filled the earth with food; 
God formed the creatures with a word,  
And then pronounced them good. 
Lord, how Thy wonders are displayed,  
Where’er I turn my eyes; 
If I survey the ground I tread,  
Or gaze upon the sky. 
 
There’s not a plant or flower below,  
But makes Thy glories known; 
And clouds arise, and tempests blow,  
By order from Thy throne; 
While all that borrows life from Thee 
Is ever in Thy care, 
And everywhere that we can be,  
Thou, God, art present there. 
 
Words: Isaac Watts 
Tune: Ellecombe 
 



#414 As Those of Old  
 
As those of old their first fruits brought 
Of vineyard, flock, and field 
To God, the giver of all good,  
The source of bounteous yield,  
So we today our first fruits bring,  
The wealth of this good land:  
Of farm and market, shop and home,  
Of mind and heart and hand. 
 
A world in need now summons us 
To labor, love, and give, 
To make our life an offering 
To God that all may live. 
The church of Christ is calling us 
To make the dream come true: 
A world redeemed by Christ-like love,  
All life in Christ made new. 
 
With gratitude and humble trust 
We bring our best to You, 
Not just to serve Your cause, but share  
Your love with neighbors too. 
O God who gave Yourself to us 
In Jesus Christ Your Son,  
Help us to give ourselves each day 
Until life's work is done. 
 
Words: Frank von Christierson  
Text: © 1989 The Hymn Society (admin. 
Hope Publishing Company), Permission to 
reprint OneLicense A724697 
Tune: Forest Green, Ralph Vaughan Williams 
 

#366 Jesus, Thy Boundless Love to Me 
 
Jesus, Thy boundless love to me 
No thought can reach, no tongue declare; 
O knit my thankful heart to Thee, 
And reign without a rival there! 
Thine wholly, Thine alone, I’d live, 
Myself to Thee entirely give.  
 
O grant that nothing in my soul 
May dwell, but Thy pure love alone; 
O may Thy love possess me whole, 
My joy, my treasure, and my crown! 
All coldness from my heart remove; 
May every act, word, thought, be love.  
 
O Love, how gracious is Thy way! 
All fear before Thy presence flies; 
Care, anguish, sorrow, melt away, 
Where’er Thy healing beams arise. 
O Jesus, nothing may I see, 
Nothing desire or seek, but Thee. 
 
Words: Paul Gerhardt, John Wesley trans. 
Tune: St. Catherine by Henri Frederick Hemy 
 
#432 Song of Hope (2 times thru) 
 
May the God of hope go with us every day,  
Filling all our lives with love  
and joy and peace. 
May the God of justice speed us on our way, 
Bringing light and hope  
to every land and race. 
 
Praying, let us work for peace, 
Singing, share our joy with all, 
Working for a world that’s new, 
Faithful when we hear Christ’s call. 
 
Words: Alvin Schutmaat 
Tune: Argentina folk melody 
 



#464 Joyful, Joyful, We Adore Thee 
 
Joyful, joyful, we adore Thee, 
God of glory, Lord of love; 
Hearts unfold like flowers before Thee, 
Opening to the sun above. 
Melt the clouds of sin and sadness; 
Drive the gloom of doubt away; 
Giver of immortal gladness, 
Fill us with the light of day! 
 
All Thy works with joy surround Thee, 
Earth and heaven reflect Thy rays, 
Stars and angels sing around Thee, 
Center of unbroken praise. 
Field and forest, vale and mountain, 
Flowery meadow, flashing sea, 
Chanting bird and flowing fountain, 
Call us to rejoice in Thee. 
 
Mortals, join the happy chorus 
Which the morning stars began; 
Love divine is reigning o’er us, 
Joining all in heaven’s plan. 
Ever singing, march we onward, 
Victors in the midst of strife, 
Joyful music leads us sunward 
In the triumph song of life. 
 
Words: Henry van Dyke 
Music: Ludwig van Beethoven 
 

#538 Lord, Dismiss Us with Thy Blessing 
 
Lord, dismiss us with thy blessing; 
Fill our hearts with joy and peace; 
Let us each, thy love possessing, 
Triumph in redeeming grace. 
Oh, refresh us, oh, refresh us, 
Traveling thru this wilderness. 
 
Thanks, we give and adoration 
For Thy gospel’s joyful sound; 
May the fruits of Thy salvation 
In our hearts and lives abound. 
Ever faithful, ever faithful 
To the truth may we be found. 
 
So that when Thy love shall call us, 
Savior, from the world away, 
Let no fear of death appall us, 
Glad Thy summons to obey. 
May we ever, may we ever 
Reign with Thee in endless day. 
 
Text: John Fawcett 
Music: Jean-Jacques Rousseau 
 
 


