
  

 
 
 
 

Immortal, invisible, God only wise 
sung by St Martin’s Voices 

 
 

1. Immortal, invisible, God only wise,  
 in light inaccessible hid from our eyes,  
 most blessed, most glorious, the Ancient of Days,  
 almighty, victorious, thy great name we praise. 
 
2. 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. 
  
3. 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 naught changeth thee. 
 
4. Thou reignest in glory; thou dwellest in light;  
 thine angels adore thee, all veiling their sight;  
 all laud we would render:  O help us to see  
 'tis only the splendor of light hideth thee. 
 
 

W. CHALMERS SMITH (1824-1908) 
 

  



 
 
 
 
 

Eternal Ruler of the ceaseless round 

Eternal Ruler of the ceaseless round 
of circling planets singing on their way; 
guide of the nations from the night profound 
into the glory of the perfect day; 
rule in our hearts, that we may ever be 
guided and strengthened and upheld by thee. 
 
We are of thee, the children of thy love, 
the brothers of thy well-belovèd Son; 
descend, O Holy Spirit, like a dove 
into our hearts, that we may be as one: 
as one with thee, to whom we ever tend; 
as one with him, our Brother and our Friend. 
 
We would be one in hatred of all wrong, 
one in the love of all things sweet and fair, 
one with the joy that breaketh into song, 
one with the grief that trembleth into prayer; 
one in the power that makes thy children free 
to follow truth, and thus to follow thee. 
 
O, clothe us with thy heavenly armour, Lord, 
thy trusty shield, thy sword of love divine; 
our inspiration be thy constant word, 
we ask no victories that are not thine; 
give or withhold, let pain or pleasure be; 
enough to know that we are serving thee. 

J. W. CHADWICK (1840-1904) 

 

 
 
 
 
  



 
 
 

Jesus calls us o’er the tumult 
sung by St Martin’s Voices 

  

 
1 Jesus calls us: o’er the tumult 

of our life’s wild restless sea, 
day by day his sweet voice soundeth, 
saying, ‘Christian, follow me’: 

 
2  As of old Saint Andrew heard it 

by the Galilean lake, 
turned from home and toil and kindred 
leaving all for his dear sake. 

 
3  Jesus calls us from the worship 

of the vain world’s golden store, 
from each idol that would keep us, 
saying, ‘Christian, love me more.’ 
 

4  In our joys and in our sorrows, 
days of toil and hours of ease, 
still he calls, in cares and pleasures, 
that we love him more than these. 

 
5  Jesus calls us: by thy mercies, 

Saviour, make us hear thy call, 
give our hearts to thine obedience, 
serve and love thee best of all. 

 
 

 
Cecil Frances Alexander (née Humphreys) (1818-1895) 
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Ye holy angels bright 
sung by St Martin’s Voices 

 

1 Ye holy angels bright, 
 who wait at God's right hand, 
 or through the realms of light 
 fly at your Lord's command, 
 assist our song, 
 for else the theme 
 too high doth seem 
 for mortal tongue. 
 
2 Ye blessed souls at rest, 
 who ran this earthly race, 
 and now from sin released, 
 behold the Saviour's face, 
 his praises sound, 
 as in his sight 
 with sweet delight 
 ye do abound. 
 
3 Ye saints, who toil below, 
 adore your heavenly King, 
 and onward as ye go 
 some joyful anthem sing; 
 take what he gives 
 and praise him still, 
 through good and ill, 
 who ever lives. 
 
4 My soul, bear thou thy part, 
 triumph in God above, 
 and with a well-tuned heart 
 sing thou the songs of love; 
 let all thy days 
 till life shall end, 
 whate'er he send, 
 be filled with praise. 

 
Richard Baxter (1615-1691), John Hampden Gurney (1802-1862), Richard Robert Chope  

(1830-1928) 
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