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We Praise You, O God
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I We praise you, O God, our re - deem - er, cre - a - ftor
2 We wor - ship youu God of our fa - thers and mo - thers;
3 With voic - es u - mt-ed our prais - es we of - fer
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in grate - ful de - - tion our trib - ute we  bring.
through tri al and - pest our guide you have been.
and glad - ly our songs  of thanks-giv - ing we  raise.
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We lay it be - fore you; we kneel and a - dore you;
When per - ils o’er - take us, you  will not for - sake us,
With you, Lord, be - side us, your  strong arm will guide us.
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we  bless your ho-ly  name; glad  prais - es we  sing.
and with your help, O Lord, our strug-gles we win.
To  you, our great re - deem - er, for - ev - er be praise!

Text: Julia C. Cory, 1882-1963

Music: KREMSER, A. Valerius, Nederlandtsch Gedenckelanck, 1626
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The Trumpets Sound, the Angels Siﬁ'
The Feast Is Rey;
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1 The trum-pets sound, the an - gels sing, the  feast is
2 Ta - bles are la - den with good things; oh,  taste e
3 The bun - gry  heart he sat - is - fies, of - fers the
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read - y to be - gin. The gates of heav'n are 0 - pen wjg,
peace and joy  he brings. He'lll fill you wp  with love di - vine:

poor his par - a-dise.

Now hear all heav’n and earth
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and Je - sus wel - comes you in - side.
he’ll turn your wa - ter in - t0 wine,
the a-maz - ing good - mness of the Lord,
Refrain
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Sing with thank - ful - ness songs of pure de - light.
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Come and rev - el in heav - en’s love and light.
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Take your place at the ta - ble of the King.
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The feast is read - y to be - gin;
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the feast s read - y to be - gin.

Text: Graham Kendrick, b. 1950
Music: Graham Kendrick

Text and music © 1989 Make Wav Music. admin Muscin Qamrinse in #ha Wintamm B amionboann

THE FEASTIS READY
LM and refrain
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Lord, Be Glortfied
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[ In my lfe, Lord, Dbe go-n-fed be glo-m-fied;
> In o song, Lord, be glo-m-fed, be glo-m- fed;
3 In your church, Lord, be glo-m-ned, be glo-m- fed;
£ In your world, Lord, Dbe glo-m-fied, be glo-m-fed;
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m my  lfe, Lord, be go-n-fied to- day,
m o song, Lord,  be go-m-fied o - day,
i your chureh, Lord,  be glo-m-fied  to - day
o your  world, Lord, be go-n-fied  to- day

Text: Bob Kilpatrick, b. 1952
Music: BE GLORIFIED, Bob Kilpatrick
Text and music © 1978 Bob Kilpatrick Music, assigned 1998 to The Lorenz Corporation. All rights reserved.

Duplication in any form prohibited without permassion or valid icense from copyright admunisteator.
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Create n Me a Clean Heart
Offering Song
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Cre-att in me a clean heart, O God, and re-new a nght
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spir-1t with-in me.  Cast me not a-way from your pres-ence, and take
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not your Ho - ly Spir-it from me. Re-store to me the joy of
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your sal - va - tion, and up-hold me with your free Spir - it.

Music: Richard W. Hillert, b. 1923
Music © 1978 Lutheran Book of Worship, admin, Augsburg Fortress.

Duplication in any form prohibited without permission or valid license from copyright administrator.
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Rock of Ages, Cleft for Me
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I Rock of A - ges, cleft for me, let me hide my-self m thee;

2 Not the la - bors of my hands can ful - fill thy law’s de - mands;

3 Noth-ing in my hand 1 bring; sim-ply to thycross I cling.

4 While I draw this fleet-ing breath, when mine eye - lids close in  death,
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let  the wa - ter and the blood, from thy riv - en side which flowed,
could my zeal no res-pite know, could my tears for-ev -er flow,

Na - ked, come to thee for dress; help-less, look to thee for grace;
when [ soar to worlds un - known, see thee on thy judg-ment throne,
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be of sin the dou-ble cure; cleanse me from 1its guilt and pow'.
all for sin could not a-tone; thou must save, and thou a - lone.
foul, I to the foun-tain fly; wash me, Sav-1or, or [ die.
Rockof A - ges, cleft for me, let me hide my-self m thee.

Text: Augustus M. Toplady, 1740-1778
Music: TOPLADY, Thomas Hastings, 1784-1872
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I Heard the Voice of Jesus Say
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11 heard the voice of Je-sus say, “Come un-to me and rest
2 1 heard the voice of Je-sus say, “Be - hold, I free - ly  give
31 heard the voice of Je -sus say, “I am this dark world’s light;
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lay down, O wea-ry one, lay down your head up-on my breast.”
the  liv-ing wa-ter, thirst-y one; stoop down and drink and live.”
look un - to me, your morn shall rise, and all your day be bright.”
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I came to Je-sus as [ was, so wea-ry, womn, and sad;
[ came to Je - sus, and I drank of  that life - giv - ing stream;

| looked to Je - sus, and I found m  him my star, my sun;
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I  found in him a rest-ing-place, and he has made me glad.
my thirst was quenched, my soul re-vived, and now I live in him.
and in that light of  lhfe I'll walk ull trav-"ling days are done.

Text: Horatius Bonar, 1808-1889
Music: KINGSFOLD, English folk tune
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0 God, Our Help in Ages Past
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[ O God,our help i a-ges past, our hope for years to come,
2 Un-der the shad-ow of your throne your saimts have dwelt se - cure;
3 Be-fore the hills in  or-der stood or earth re-ceived its frame,
4 A thou-sand a - ges 1 your sight are lke an eve-nmg gone,
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our shel-ter from the storm-y blast, and our e - ter - nal home:
suf - fi-cient 18 your arm a- lone, and our de-fense is  sure.
from ev - er - last - ing you are God, to end-less years the same.
short as the watch that ends the night be - fore the 1is - mg sun.

5 Time, like an ever-rolling stream, 6 O God, our help in ages past,
bears all our years away; our hope for years to come,
they fly forgotten, as a dream still be our guard while troubles last
dies at the opning day. and our eternal home.

Text: Isaac Watts, [674-1748, alt.
Music: S1. ANNE, William Croft, 1678-1727

Duplication in any form prohibited without permission or valid license from copyright administrator



