
HYMNS FOR SUNDAY 15TH MAY 
FIFTH SUNDAY OF EASTER 

 
Introit hymn  Immortal, invisible, God only wise 
 
 Immortal, invisible, God only wise, 
 in light inaccessible hid from our eyes, 
 most blessèd, most glorious, the Ancient of Days, 
 almighty, victorious, thy great name we praise. 
 
 Unresting, unhasting, and silent as light, 
 nor wanting, nor wasting, thou rulest in might; 
 thy justice like mountains high soaring above 
 thy clouds which are fountains of goodness and love. 
 
 To all life thou givest – to both great and small; 
 in all life thou livest, the true life of all; 
 we blossom and flourish as leaves on the tree, 
 and wither and perish, but nought changeth thee. 
 
 Great Father of glory, pure Father of light, 
 thine angels adore thee, all veiling their sight; 
 all laud we would render: O help us to see 
 ‘tis only the splendour of light hideth thee. 
 
 
 
Gradual hymn Come down, O love divine 
 
 Come down, O love divine, 
 seek thou this soul of mine 
 and visit it with thine own ardour glowing; 
 O Comforter, draw near, 
 within my heart appear, 
 and kindle it, thy holy flame bestowing. 
 
 O let it freely burn 
 till earthly passions turn 
 to dust and ashes in its heat consuming; 
 and let thy glorious light 
 shine ever on my sight 
 and clothe me round, the while my path illuming. 
 
 Let holy charity 
 mine outward vesture be, 
 and lowliness become mine inner clothing; 
 true lowliness of heart, 
 which takes the humbler part 
 and o’er its own shortcomings weeps with loathing. 
 



 And so the yearning strong 
 with which the soul will long, 
 shall far outpass the power of human telling. 
 For none can guess its grace, 
 till he become the place 
 wherein the Holy Spirit makes his dwelling. 
 
 
 
Offertory hymn  Soul of my Saviour 
 
 Soul of my Saviour, sanctify my breast, 
 body of Christ, be thou my saving guest, 
 blood of my Saviour, bathe me in thy tide, 
 wash me with water flowing from thy side. 
 
 Strength and protection may thy passion be, 
 O blessèd Jesu, hear and answer me; 
 Deep in thy wounds, Lord, hide and shelter me, 
 so shall I never, never part from thee. 
 
 Guard and defend me from the foe malign, 
 in death’s dread moment make me only thine; 
 call me and bid me come to thee on high 
 where I may praise thee with thy saints for ay. 
 
 
 
Recessional hymn  I cannot tell 
 
 I cannot tell how he whom angels worship 
 should stoop to love the peoples of the earth, 
 or why as shepherd he should seek the wand’rer 
 with his mysterious promise of new birth. 
 But this I know, that he was born of Mary, 
 when Bethl’em’s manger was his only home, 
 and that he lived at Nazareth and laboured, 
 and so the Saviour, Saviour of the world, is come. 
 
 I cannot tell how silently he suffered, 
 as with his peace he graced the place of tears, 
 or how his heart upon the cross was broken, 
 the crown of pain to three and thirty years. 
 But this I know, he heals the broken-hearted, 
 and stays our sin, and calms our lurking fear, 
 and lifts the burden from the heaven laden, 
 for yet the Saviour, Saviour of the world is here. 
 
  



 
I cannot tell how he will win the nations, 

 how he will claim his earthly heritage, 
 how satisfy the needs and aspirations 
 of east and west, of sinner and of sage. 
 But this I know, all flesh shall see his glory 
 and he shall reap the harvest he has sown, 
 and some glad day his sun shall shine in splendour 
 when he the Saviour, Saviour of the world, is known. 
 
 I cannot tell how all the lands shall worship 
 when, at his bidding, every storm is stilled, 
 or who can say how great the jubilation, 
 when every heart with perfect love is filled. 
 But this I know, the skies will thrill with rapture, 
 and myriad, myriad human voices sing, 
 and earth to heaven, and heaven to earth will answer: 
 ‘At last the Saviour, Saviour of the world, is King!’  
  


