CHRIST’S RETURN AND JUDGMENT

366 Love Divine, All Loves Excelling
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1 Love di - vine, all loves ex - cel - ling, Joy of heaven, to
2 Breathe, O breathe thy lov - ing Spir - it in - to ev - ery
3 Come, Al - might - vy, to de - liv - er; let us all thy
4 Fin - ish then thy new «cre-a - tion; pure and spot - less
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earth come down, fix in us thy hum-ble dwell-ing; all thy
trou - bled breast; let us all in thee in - her - it; let us
life re - ceive; sud - den-ly re - turn, and nev - er, mnev - er -
let us be; let wus see thy great sal - va - tion per - fect-
/—\
F ., * . fJ.Jr#ﬁf o o | E
ray o . T T .
Ml Corm 2 = I
e = —
[—T " L A N2 B
! [ . \ |~ [ PN
p I — I - ¢ — T ] ——
& 3o .3 - . e ”—ijﬁ
P e r
faith-ful mer - cies crown. Je - sus, thou art all com-pas - sion;
find the prom-ised rest. Take a - way the love of sin - ning;
more thy tem - ples leave. Thee we would be al - ways bless -ing,
ly re - stored in thee: changed from glo - ry in - to glo - ry
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This text and this tune occur in almost all English-language hymnals (though not always together). The
transforming power of love motivates the unending praise of the life to come, and this fine Welsh tune
(whose name means “delightful”) gives us a foretaste of endless song.

TEXT: Charles Wesley, 1747, alt.
MUSIC: Rowland Hugh Prichard, 1831, alt.
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CHRIST’S RETURN AND JUDGMENT
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pure, un - bound -ed love thou art; vis - it us with
Al - pha and O-me - ga be; end of faith, as
serve thee as thy hosts a - bove, pray, and praise thee
till in  heaven we take our place, till we cast  our
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thy sal - va - ton; en - ter ev - ery trem - bling heart
its be - gin - ning, set our hearts at lib - er - ty.
with - out ceas - ing, glo - ry in thy per - fect love.
crowns be - fore thee, lost in  won - der, love, and praise.
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LORD’S SUPPER
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Loaves Were Broken,
Words Were Spoken
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1 Loaves were bro - ken, words were spo - ken by the Gal - i -
2 Loaves were bro - ken, words were spo - ken in a qui - et
3 Loaves are bro - ken, words are spo - ken, as in faith we
4 By the loaves yvou break and give us, send wus in  your
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le - an shore. Je - sus, Bread of Life from heav - en, was their

room one night. In

the bread and wine you

gave them, Christ, you

gath - er here. Je - sus speaks a - cross the a - ges: “I  am
name to share bread for which the mil-lions hun - ger, words that
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food for - ev - er - more.
came as Light from Light.
with you; do not fear!” By your bod y bro - ken
tell your love and care.
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for us, by your wine of life out-poured, Je - sus, feed a -
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gain your peo - ple. Be our Host, our Life, our Lord.

Guitar chords do not correspond with keyboard harmony.

The first two stanzas of this text deal with events in the past (the feeding of the multitude and the Last
Supper) and the final two with events in the present. The recurring last four lines of each stanza serve as
an affirmation of Christ’s continuing presence at all times.
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TEXT: Herman G. Stuempfle Jr., 2005

MUSIC: The Sacred Harp, 1844; harm. James H. Wood, 1958

Text © 2006 GIA Publications, Inc.

Music Harm. © 1958, ren. 1986 Broadman Press/Van Ness Press, Inc. (admin. Music Services)



LIVING AND DYING IN CHRIST

834 Precious Lord, Take My Hand
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1 Pre - cious Lord, take my hand; lead me on, help me
2 When my way grows drear,  pre-cious Lord, lin - ger
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stand; I am tired, I am weak, I am worn.
near; when my life is al - most gone,
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Through the storm, through the night, lead me on to the
hear my cry, hear my «call, hold myhand lest I
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light;  take my hand, pre-cious Lord, lead me home.
fall; take my hand, pre-cious Lord, lead me home.
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This black gospel song, like much hymnody, sprang out of the author’s deep personal loss (the death of his
wife and newborn son), yet it has brought solace to many. He thought his fingers were playing new music,
but they unlocked a deep memory of a tune almost a century old.

TEXT: Thomas A. Dorsey, 1938
MUSIC: George N. Allen, 1844; arr. Thomas A. Dorsey, 1938
Text and Music Arr. © 1938, ren. Warner-Tamerlane Publishing Corp. (admin. Alfred Publishing Co., Inc.)
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