
OPENING HYMN 

“I Am Jesus’ Little Lamb” 740 

1 I am Jesus’ little lamb, 

Ever glad at heart I am; 

For my Shepherd gently guides me, 

Knows my need and well provides me, 

Loves me ev’ry day the same, 

Even calls me by my name. 
 

2 Day by day, at home, away, 

Jesus is my staff and stay. 

When I hunger, Jesus feeds me, 

Into pleasant pastures leads me; 

When I thirst, He bids me go 

Where the quiet waters flow. 
 

3 Who so happy as I am, 

Even now the Shepherd’s lamb? 

And when my short life is ended, 

By His angel host attended, 

He shall fold me to His breast, 

There within His arms to rest. 
Text: Public domain 

 

SERMON HYMN 

“The King of Love My Shepherd Is” 709 

1 The King of love my shepherd is, 

    Whose goodness faileth never; 

I nothing lack if I am His 

    And He is mine forever. 
 

2 Where streams of living water flow, 

    My ransomed soul He leadeth 

And, where the verdant pastures grow, 

    With food celestial feedeth. 
 

3 Perverse and foolish oft I strayed, 

    But yet in love He sought me 

And on His shoulder gently laid 

    And home rejoicing brought me. 

 

4 In death’s dark vale I fear no ill 

    With Thee, dear Lord, beside me, 

Thy rod and staff my comfort still, 

    Thy cross before to guide me. 
 

5 Thou spreadst a table in my sight; 

    Thine unction grace bestoweth; 

And, oh, what transport of delight 

    From Thy pure chalice floweth! 
 

6 And so through all the length of days 

    Thy goodness faileth never; 

Good Shepherd, may I sing Thy praise 

    Within Thy house forever! 
Text: Public domain

 

 

  



CLOSING HYMN 

“The Lord’s My Shepherd, I’ll Not Want” 710 

1 The Lord’s my shepherd, I’ll not want; 

    He makes me down to lie 

In pastures green; He leadeth me 

    The quiet waters by. 
 

2 My soul He doth restore again 

    And me to walk doth make 

Within the paths of righteousness, 

    E’en for His own name’s sake. 
 

3 Yea, though I walk in death’s dark vale, 

    Yet will I fear no ill; 

For Thou art with me, and Thy rod 

    And staff me comfort still. 
 

4 My table Thou hast furnishèd 

    In presence of my foes; 

My head Thou dost with oil anoint, 

    And my cup overflows. 
 

5 Goodness and mercy all my life 

    Shall surely follow me; 

And in God’s house forevermore 

    My dwelling place shall be. 
Text: Public domain 

 


