
Lyrics for Sunday, September 20 
 
 

O Worship the King 
 

O worship the king, all glorious above, 
O gratefully sing God's power and God's love; 
Our Shield and Defender, the Ancient of Days, 
Pavilioned in splendor, and girded with praise. 

 
O tell of God's might, O sing of God's grace, 

Whose robe is the light, whose canopy space, 
Whose chariots of wrath the deep thunderclouds form, 

And dark is God's path on the wings of the storm. 
 

Thy bountiful care, what tongue can recite? 
It breathes in the air, it shines in the light, 

It streams from the hills, it descends to the plain, 
And sweetly distills in the dew and the rain. 

 
Frail children of dust, and feeble as frail, 
In thee do we trust, nor find thee to fail; 

Thy mercies how tender, how firm to the end, 
our Maker, Defender, Redeemer, and Friend. 

 
 

Here I Am, Lord 
 
 

I, the Lord of sea and sky, 
I have heard My people cry. 

All who dwell in dark and sin, 
My hand will save. 

 
I who made the stars of night, 

I will make their darkness bright. 
Who will bear My light to them 

Whom shall I send 
 

Chorus 
Here I am Lord, Is it I Lord 

I have heard You calling in the night. 
I will go Lord, if You lead me. 

I will hold Your people in my heart. 
 

I, the Lord of snow and rain, 
I have born my peoples pain. 
I have wept for love of them,  

They turn away. 
 
 

 
I will break their hearts of stone, 
Give them hearts for love alone. 

I will speak My word to them, 
Whom shall I send 

 
Chorus 

Here I am Lord, Is it I Lord 
I have heard You calling in the night. 

I will go Lord, if You lead me. 
I will hold Your people in my heart. 

 
I, the Lord of wind and flame, 
I will tend the poor and lame. 

I will set a feast for them, 
My hand will save 

 
Finest bread I will provide, 
Till their hearts be satisfied. 
I will give My life to them, 

Whom shall I send 
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