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Come, ye thankful people come, 
Raise the song of harvest-home: 
All is safely gathered in 
Ere the winter storms begin; 
God our Maker doth provide 
For our wants to be supplied: 
Come to God’s own temple, come, 
Raise the song of harvest-home. 
 
2. All the world is God’s own field, 
Fruit unto His praise to yield; 
Wheat and tares together sown, 
Unto joy or sorrow grown; 
First the blade, and then the ear, 
Then the full corn shall appear: 
Lord of harvest, grant that we 
Wholesome grain and pure may be. 
 
3. For the Lord our God shall come, 
And shall take His harvest home; 
From His field shall in that day 
All offences purge away; 
Give His angels charge at last 
In the fire the tares to cast, 
But the fruitful ears to store 
In His garner evermore. 
 
4. Even so, Lord, quickly come 
To Thy final harvest-home: 
Gather Thou Thy people in, 
Free from sorrow, free from sin; 
There, for ever purified,  
In Thy presence to abide: 
Come, with all Thine angels come, 
Raise the glorious harvest-home. 
 

--------------------------------- 
 
 

Bless the Lord, O my soul,  
O my soul; 
Worship His holy Name. 
Sing like never before,  
O my soul, 
I’ll worship Your holy Name. 
 
The sun comes up;  
It’s a new day dawning; 
It’s time to sing Your song again. 
Whatever may pass  
And whatever lies before me, 
Let me be singing  
When the evening comes! 
 

Bless the Lord... 
 
2. You’re rich in love 
And You’re slow to anger. 
Your name is great  
And Your heart is kind. 
For all Your goodness  
I will keep on singing; 
Ten thousand reasons  
For my heart to find. 
 

Bless the Lord... 
 
3. And on that day 
When my strength is failing, 
The end is near  
And my time has come; 
Still my soul will sing  
Your praise unending; 
Ten thousand years, 
And then for evermore! 
 

Bless the Lord... 
 

--------------------------------- 
 
 
 
 
 
 



Evening Service:  
Peter Leyshon-Jones 
Reading: Mark 5 v 1 - 20 
Title: Chaos Theory 
 
Above the voices  
Of the world around me, 
My hopes and dreams,  
My cares and loves and fears, 
The long-awaited call of Christ  
Has found me, 
The voice of Jesus echoes in my ears: 
'I gave My life  
To break the cords that bind you, 
I rose from death  
To set your spirit free; 
Turn from your sins  
And put the past behind you, 
Take up your cross  
And come and follow Me.' 
 
2. What can I offer Him  
Who calls me to Him? 
Only the wastes of sin  
And self and shame; 
A mind confused,  
A heart that never knew Him, 
A tongue unskilled  
At naming Jesus' Name. 
Yet at Your call,  
And hungry for Your blessing, 
Drawn by that cross  
Which moves a heart of stone, 
Now Lord I come,  
My tale of sin confessing, 
And in repentance  
Turn to You alone. 
 
3. Lord, I believe;  
Help now my unbelieving; 
I come in faith  
Because Your promise stands. 
Your word of pardon  
And of peace receiving, 
All that I am  
I place within Your hands. 

Let me become  
What You shall choose to make me, 
Freed from the guilt  
And burden of my sins. 
Jesus is mine,  
Who never shall forsake me, 
And in His love  
My new-born life begins. 
 

--------------------------------- 
 

Out of my bondage, sorrow and night, 
Jesus, I come; Jesus, I come; 
Into Your freedom, gladness and light, 
Jesus, I come to You. 
Out of my sickness into Your health, 
Out of my want and into Your wealth, 
Out of my sin and into Yourself, 
Jesus, I come to You. 
 
2. Out of my shameful failure and loss, 
Jesus, I come; Jesus, I come; 
Into the glorious gain of Your cross, 
Jesus, I come to You. 
Out of earth’s sorrows into Your balm, 
Out of life’s storm and into Your calm, 
Out of distress to jubilant psalm, 
Jesus, I come to You. 
 
3. Out of unrest and arrogant pride, 
Jesus, I come; Jesus, I come; 
Into Your blessed will to abide, 
Jesus, I come to You. 
Out of myself to dwell in Your love, 
Out of despair into raptures above, 
Upward ascend on wings like a dove, 
Jesus, I come to You. 
 
4. Out of the fear and dread of the tomb, 
Jesus, I come; Jesus, I come; 
Into the joy and light of Your home, 
Jesus, I come to You. 
Out of the depths of ruin untold, 
Into the peace of Your sheltering fold, 
Ever Your glorious face to behold, 
Jesus, I come to You. 
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