I hold the hand of Him


I hold the hand of him who holds the Heavens in their place.
I speak with him who quietly speaks with whirlwinds face-to-face.
And I light my seeing from the lamp that lit the Sun and Moon,
And I ground my thinking on the rock from which the rocks are hewn,
And I hold the hand of him who holds the Heavens in their place.

I eat the bread of him who is bread, gave multitude to dine.
The cup I drink is his whose cup holds water, water turned to wine.
I reach the Hand of him, whose Hand out reaches time and space.
I dwell with him, who’s dwelling place, the high and holy place.

Words: Peter Henneker Heaton
Music: Andrew D Brewis
