
Anthem Text: 
 
 

It Is Well with My Soul
arr. Yu-Shan Tsai

 
When peace like a river attendeth my way, 

when sorrows like sea billows roll, 
whatever my lot, thou hast taught me to say, 

it is well, it is well with my soul. 
 

It is well with my soul, it is well, it is well with my soul.
 

He lives oh, the bliss of this glorious thought; 
my sin, not in part, but the whole, 

is nailed to his cross and I bear it no more. 
Praise the Lord, praise the Lord, O my soul!

 
It is well with my soul, it is well, it is well with my soul.

 
Lord, hasten the day when our faith shall be sight, 

the clouds be rolled back as a scroll,
the trumpet shall sound and the Lord shall descend;

even so, it is well with my soul. 
 

It is well with my soul, it is well, it is well with my soul.
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Offertory Text: 
 
 

Be thou my vision
 Bob Chilcott

 
Be thou my vision, O Lord of my heart, 

Be all else but naught to me, save that thou art;
Be thou my best through in the day and the night, 
Both waking and sleeping, thy presence my light. 

 
Be thou my wisdom, be thou my true word; 
Be thou ever with me, and I with thee, Lord; 
Be thou my great Father, and I thy true son;

Be thou in me dwelling, and I with thee one. 
 

Be thou and thou only the first in my heart; 
O Sovereign of heaven, my treasure thou art; 
Great heart of my own heart, whatever befall, 

Still be thou my vision, O Ruler of all. 
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