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praise our God and Lord, Cre - a - tor, Spir - it, Word.
wor - ship him with song for sav - ing us from wrong.
a - tor of the world, our on - ly strength for good.
praise your ho - ly name, from age to age the same!
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The King Shall Come 260
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1 The King shall come when morn-ing dawns and light tri - um-phant breaks,
2 Not as of old a lit - tle child, to bear and fight and die,
3 Oh, bright-er than the ris - ing morn when Christ, vic - to-rious, rose
4 Oh, bright-er than that glo - rious morn shall dawn up - on our race
5 The King shall come when morn-ing dawns and light and beau-ty brings. -
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when beau - ty  gilds the east-ern hills and life to joy a-wakes.
but crowned with glo - ry like the sun that lights the morn-ing sky.
and left the lone-some place of death, de - spite the rage of foes.

the day when Christ in splen-dor comes, and we shall see his face.
Hail, Christ the Lord! Your peo- ple pray: come quick-ly, King of kings.
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Text:John Brownlie, 1859-1925 CONSOLATION
Music: A, Davisson, Kentucky Harmony, 1816; arr. Theodore A. Beck, 1929-2003 cMm

Arr; © 1969 Concordia Publishing House
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Hymns

Hark, the Glad Sound!
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1 Hark,the glad sound! The Sav - ior comes, the Sav - ior
2 He comes the pris - ’‘ners to re - lease, in Sa - tan’s
3 He comes the bro - ken heart to bind, the bleed - ing
4 Our glad ho - san - nas, Prince of peace, your wel - come
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Text: Philip Doddridge, 1702-1751
Music: Thomas Haweis, 1734-1820
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prom - ised long; let ev - Iy heart pre -
bond - age held. The gates of brass be -
soul to cure, and with the trea -  sures
shall pro - claim, and heav’n’s e - ter - nal

—7t 1 # —. F

S — ! | & ,

0 | —~| , | .
J 1 r. i i]//‘ | i i ﬁ} N i }

Ei f—? — & ¢ &
pare a  throne and ev - 'ry voice a song.
fore him burst, the i - ron fet - ters yield.
of his grace toen - rich the hum -  ble poor.
arch - es ring with your be - lov - ed name.
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Light One Candle to Watch for Messiah 240
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1 Light one can-dle to watch for Mes-si - ah:  let the light ban-ish dark - ness.

2 Light two can-dles to watch for Mes-si - ah:  let the light ban-ish dark - ness.

3 Light three can-dles to watch for Mes-si - ah:  let the light ban-ish dark - ness.

4 Light four can-dles to watch for Mes-si - ah:  let the light ban-ish dark - ness.
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He shall bring sal - va-tion to Is-ra-el, God ful - fills the prom - ise.
He shall feed the flock like a shep-herd, gent-ly lead them home-ward.
Lift your heads and lift high the gate-way for the King of glo - ry.
He is com -ing, tell the glad tid - ings. Let your lights be shin - ing!

Text: Wayne L. Wold, b. 1954
Music: Yiddish folk tune
Text © 1984 Fortress Press
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ADVENT

he came down that we may have love;
he came down that we may have light;
he came down that we may have peace;
he came down that we may have joy;

LIS

hal-le - lu - jah for-ev-er - more.
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Come, Thou Long-Expected Jesus 254
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1 Come, thou long-ex - pect-ed Je-sus, born to set thy peo-ple free;
2 Born thy peo-ple to de - liv-er, born a child,and yet a king;
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from our fears and sins re - lease us; let us find our rest in thee.
born to reign in us for-ev -er, now thy gra-cious king-dom bring.
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Is -rael’s strength and con-so - la-tion, hope of all the earth thou art,
By thine own e - ter-nal Spir-it rule in all our heartsa - lone;
0 e :
' o o T | e
J J 3 | I
dear de - sire of ev-’ry na-tion, joy of ev-ry long-ing heart.
by thine all-suf - fi - cient mer-it raise us to thy glo-rious throne.

Text: Charles Wesley, 1707-1788

Music: W. Walker, Southern Harmony, 1835
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