O Christ, the healer, we have come
to pray for health, to plead for friends.
How can we fail to be restored,

when reached by love that never ends?

From every ailment flesh endures
our bodies clamour to be freed;
yet in our hearts we would confess

that wholeness is our deepest need.

How strong, O Lord, are our desires,
how weak our knowledge of ourselves!
Release in us those healing truths

unconscious pride resists or shelves.

In conflicts that destroy our health,
we diagnose the world's disease;
our common life declares our ills:

is there no cure, O Christ, for these?

Grant that we all, made one in faith,
in your community may find
the wholeness that, enriching us,

shall reach the whole of humankind

Amazing grace (how sweet the sound)

that saved a wretch like me!
| once was lost, but now am found,

was blind, but now | see.

"Twas grace that taught my heart to fear,

and grace my fears relieved;
how precious did that grace appear
the hour I first believed!

Fred Pratt Green (1903-2000)
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Through many dangers, toils and snares
| have already come:
'tis grace has brought me safe thus far,

and grace will lead me home.

The Lord has promised good to me,
his word my hope secures;
he will my shield and portion be

as long as life endures.

Yes, when this flesh and heart shall fail,
and mortal life shall cease:
| shall possess, within the veil,

a life of joy and peace.

Thine arm, O Lord, in days of old

was strong to heal and save;

it triumphed o'er disease and death,
o'er darkness and the grave.

To thee they went, the deaf, the dumb,
the palsied, and the lame,

the beggar with his sightless eyes,

the sick with fevered frame.

And lo! thy touch brought life and health,
gave speech and strength and sight;
and youth renewed and frenzy calmed
owned thee, the Lord of light:

and now, O Lord, be near to bless,
almighty as of yore,

in crowded street, by restless couch,

as by Gennesaret's shore.

John Newton (1725-1807)



Be thou our great deliverer still,

thou Lord of life and death;

restore and quicken, soothe and bless,
with thine almighty breath:

to hands that work and eyes that see,
give wisdom's heavenly lore,

that whole and sick, and weak and strong,

may praise thee evermore.

Edward Hayes Plumptre (1821-1891)

Immortal love, forever full,
for ever flowing free,
for ever shared, forever whole,

a never-ebbing sea.

Our outward lips confess the name
all other names above;
love only knoweth whence it came

and comprehendeth love.

We may not climb the heavenly steeps
to bring the Lord Christ down;
in vain we search the lowest deeps,

for him no depths can drown.

Through Him the first fond prayers are said
our lips of childhood frame;
the last low whispers of our dead

are burdened with his name.

Alone, O love ineffable,
thy saving name is given;
to turn aside from thee is hell,

to walk with thee is heaven.

John Greenleaf Whittier (1807-1892)






