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Open Now Thy Gates of Beauty

let  my soul, where it

is
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1 O - pen now thy gates of beau-ty, Zi - on, let me en - ter there,
2 Gra-cious God, I come be - fore thee; come thou al - so un-to me;
3 Here thy praise is glad - ly chant-ed, here thy seed is du - ly sown;
4 Thou my faith in-crease and quick-en, let me keep thy gift di- vine;
5 Speak,O God, and I will hear thee, let thy will be done in-deed;
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where my soul in joy - ful du -ty waits for God who an - swers prayer.
where we find thee and a - dore thee, there a heav’n on earth must be.

plant-ed, bring forth pre- cious sheaves a - lone,
how - so-e’er temp -ta - tions thick-en, may thy word still o’er

me shine

may 1 un - dis-turbed draw near thee while thou dost thy peo - ple feed.
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Oh, how bless-ed is  this place, filled with so - lace, light, and grace!
To my heart,oh, en - ter thou, let it be thy tem-ple now!
so that all I hear may be fruit - ful un - to life in me.
as my guid-ing star through life, as my com-fort in all strife.
Here of life the foun - tain flows; here is balm for all our woes.
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Text: Benjamin Schmolck, 1672-1737; tr. Catherine Winkworth, 1827-1878, alt,

Music: Joachim Neander, 1650-1680
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Oh, That the Lord Would Guide My Ways
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1 Oh, that the Lord would guide my ways to keep his stat-utes still!
2 Or - der my foot-steps by your word and make my heart sin - cere;
3 As - sist my soul, too apt to stray, a strict-er watch to keep;
4 Make me to walk in  your com-mands,’tis a de-light-ful road;
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Oh, that my God would grant me grace to know and do his  will!

let sin have no do - min-ion, Lord, but keep my con-science clear.
and should I e’er for - get your way, re - store your wan-d’ring sheep.

nor let my head or heart or hands of - fend a- gainst my God.
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Text: Isaac Watts, 1674—1748, alt.
Music: EVAN, William H. Havergal, 1793-1870




Glorious Things of You Are Spoken
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1 Glo - rious things of you are spo - ken, Zi - on, cit -y
2 See, the streams of liv - ing wa - ters, spring - ing from e -
3 Round each hab - i - ta - tion hov - ring, see the cloud and
4 Sav - ior, since of Zi - on’s cit - y I through grace a
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of our God! He whose word can - not be bro - ken
ter - mnal love, well  sup - ply your sons and daugh - ters,
fire ap - pear for a glo - ry and a cov - ring,
mem - ber am, let the world de - ride or pit - vy,
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formed you for his own a - bode. On the Rock of A - ges
and all fear of want re - move. Who can faint, while such a
show - ing that the Lord is near. Thus de-riv - ing from their
I will glo - ry in your name. Fad - ing are the  world’s vain
> S
I .- e 4. e £ e .
o e * : $ ¢ .
Jo e . s
f [ [ ' I [ 1 |
0 | e e e e
(= s e e , 2 ° » .,
\\av P m—7)  —" r
) = S~
found-ed, what can shake your sure re - pose? With  sal -
rnv - er ev - er will their  thirst as - suage? Grace which,
ban - ner light by night and shade by day, safe  they
plea-sures, all their boast - ed pomp and show; sol - id
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va - tion’s walls sur-round-ed, you may smile at all your foes.

like the Lord, the giv - er, nev - er fails from age to age.
feed up - on the man - na which God gives them on their way.
joys and last - ing trea-sures none but Zi - on’s chil -dren know.
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Text: John Newton, 1725-1807, alt.
Music: BLAENWERN, William P. Rowlands, 1860-1937



HOLY COMMUNION
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Son  to us im-parts. Lord, you have made all for your plea - sure,
formed un - to your will.  As grain, once scat-tered on the hill - sides,
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and giv’n us food for all our days, giv - ing in Christ the
was in this bro-ken bread made one, so from all lands your
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bread e - ter - nal; yours is the pow’r, yours be the praise.
church be gath - ered in - to your king-dom by your Son.

We Come to the Hungry Feast
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1 We come to the hun-gry feast hun-gry for a word of peace.
2 We come to the hun-gry feast hun-gry for a world re - leased
3 We come to the hun-gry feast hun-gry that the hun - ger cease,
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To  hun - gry hearts un - sat - is - fied the love of God is
from hun - gry folk of ev - ry kind, the poor in bod -y,
and know-ing, though we eat our fill, the hun-ger will stay
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not de - nied. We come, we  come to the hun - gry feast.
poor in mind. We come, we come to the hun - gry feast.
with us; still we come, we  come to the hun - gry feast.
Text: Ray Makeever, b. 1943 HUNGRY FEAST
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Music: Ray Makeever

Text and music © 1982 Ray Makeever, admin. Augsburg Fortress





