
 

 

 
Ninety and nine 
There were ninety and nine that safely lay 
In the shelter of the fold; 
But one was out on the hills away 
Far from the gates of gold, 
Away on the mountains wild and bare, 
Away from the tender Shepherd’s care. 
 
Lord, thou hast here thy ninety and nine; 
Are they not enough for thee? 
But the Shepherd made answer:  ‘this of mine 
Has wandered away from me; 
And although the road be rough and steep, 
I go to the desert to find my sheep.’ 
 
But none of the ransomed ever knew 
How deep were the waters crossed, 
Nor how dark was the night that the Lord passed through, 
Ere he found his sheep that was lost. 
Out in the desert he heard its cry, 
Sick and helpless and ready to die. 
 
Lord, whence are those blood-drops all the way 
That mark out the mountain’s track? 
They were shed for one who had gone astray, 
Ere the Shepherd could bring him back. 
Lord, whence are thy hands so rent and torn? 
They are pierced tonight by many a thorn. 
 
And all through the mountains, thunder-riven, 
And up from the rocky steep, 
There rose a cry to the gate of heaven: 
Rejoice, I have found my sheep. 
And the angels echoed around the throne: 
Rejoice, for the Lord brings back his own. 
 
Elizabeth C. Clephane, 1830-69; Metre 97 97 99 
Tune: Ninety and Nine (EH 584)   
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Great God of all creation 
Great God of all creation, 
Dear Lord of plain and hill, 
Of wisdom and of knowledge, 
All learning and all skill, 
We worship and adore thee 
With humble hearts again 
That by thy loving kindness, 
Man’s work is not in vain. 
 
As every new invention, 
Is teaching more skill, 
Give us the grace to use them, 
According to thy will, 
That none may need to hunger 
and earth become more fair, 
With bounteous gifts of harvest 
For all the world to share. 
 
For herdsman and for shepherd, 
We ask a special prayer, 
That every gentle creature 
Committed to their care 
May live in quiet comfort 
Supplying all our need, 
And never be exploited, 
To satisfy man’s greed. 
 
We thank thee, gracious Father, 
For all thy love provides, 
With ever-growing wonder 
For all that earth supplies, 
Rich tokens of thy kindness 
throughout the world we see. 
With grateful hearts we offer 
Our love and praise to thee. 
 
Mrs. L. M. Porch; Metre 76 76 D 
 
Suggested tunes:  Wir pflugen (‘We plough the fields’) 
 Morning light (‘Stand up, stand up for Jesus’) 
 Cruger (‘Hail to the Lord’s anointed’) 
 St. Theodulph (‘All glory, laud and honour’) 
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