
All Who Are Thirsty 

Verse 

All who are thirsty, 

All who are weak, 

Come to the fountain. 

Dip your heart in the stream of life. 

Let the pain and the sorrow 

Be wash’d away 

In the waves of his mercy 

As deep cries out in deep (we sing) 

 

Chorus 1 (x2) 

Come, Lord Jesus, come. 

Come, Lord Jesus, come. 

 

Chorus 2 (x2) 

Holy Spirit, come. 

Holy Spirit, come. 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Be Still, My Soul: the Lord Is on Your Side! #455 

Verse 1 

Be still, my soul: the Lord is on your side! 

Bear patiently the cross of grief or pain; 

Leave to your God to order and provide 

In ev’ry change he faithful will remain. 

Be still, my soul: your best, your heav’nly friend  

Through thorny ways leads to a joyful end. 

 

Verse 2 

Be still, my soul: your God will undertake 

To guide the future as he has the past; 

Your hope, your confidence let nothing shake 

All now mysterious shall be bright at last. 

Be still, my soul: the waves and winds still know 

His voice who ruled them while he dwelt below. 

 

Verse 3 

Be still, my soul: the hour is hast’ning on  

When we shall be forever with the Lord, 

When disappointment, grief and fear are gone, 

Sorrow forgot, love’s purest joys restored. 

Be still, my soul: when change and tears are past, 

All safe and blessed we shall meet at last. 
 

 

Now the Green Blade Rises #244 

Verse 1 

Now the green blade rises from the buried grain,  

Wheat that in dark earth many days has lain;  

Love lives again that with the dead has been; 

Love is come again like wheat arising green. 

 

Verse 2 

In the grave they laid him, love by hatred slain, 

Thinking that he would never wake again; 

Laid in the earth like grain that sleeps unseen; 

Love to me again like wheat arising green. 

 

Verse 3 

Forth he came at Easter, like the risen grain,  

He that for three days in the grave had lain; 

Raised from the dead, my living Lord is seen; 

Love is come again like wheat arising green. 

 

Verse 4 

When our hearts are wint’ry, grieving, or in pain,  

Your touch can call us back to life again,  

Fields of our hearts that dead and bare have been; 

Love is come again like wheat arising green. 
 


