PRAISE, THANKSGIVING

Crown Him with Many Crowns

855

by — == ——
T ! Y } [
s 514
1 Crown him with man - y crowns, the Lamb up - on his throne;
2 Crown him the vir - gin’s Son, the God in - car - nate bom,
3 Crown him the Lord of love— be - hold his hands and side,
4 Crown him the Lord of life, who  tri - umphed o’er the grave
5 Crown him the Lord of vyears, the po - ten - tate of time,
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hark, how the heav'n-ly  an - them drowns all mu - sic but its own.
whose arm those crim-son  tro - phies won which now his brow a - dorn;
rich wounds,yet vis - i - ble a - bove, in beau-ty glo - ri - fied.
and rose vic - to-rious in the strife for those he came to save.
cre - a - tor of the roll-ing spheres, in - ef - fab-1ly sub-lime.
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A - wake, my soul, and sing of him who died for thee,
fruit of the mys-tic rose, yet of that rose the stem,
No an - gels in the sky can ful - ly bear that sight,
His glo - ries now we sing, who died and rose on high,
All  hail, Re-deem-er, hail! For thou hast died for me,
J I T i I 1 | | ¥
d o v I = ! I I ! ! 1 !
l J i'\’ djl J } T } i ] i T T
! 1 |
o 3 — a——%—d—dr—g —
and hail him as thy match-less king through all e - ter - ni - ty.
the root whencemer-cy ev - er flows,the babe of Beth-le - hem.
but down - ward bend their burn - ing eyes at  mys-ter-ies so bright.
who died, e - ter-nal life to bring,and lives that death may die.
thy praise and glo - ry shall not fail through-out e - ter - ni - ty.
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Text: Matthew Bridges, 1800-1894, sts. 1-3, 5; Godfrey Thring, 1823-1903,51.4 DIADEMATA

Music: GeorgeJ. Elvey, 1816-1893
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SENDING
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grace the har - vest raise, and yours a - lone shall be the praise!
Lord, and prayers re - ceive and to your word a bless-ing give.
you to heav’n, our home. E’'en so, A - men! Lord Je - sus, come!
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The Spirit Sends Us Forth to Serve 551
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1 The Spir - it sends us forth to serve; we go in
2 We go to com - fort those who mourn and set the
3 We go to be the  hands of Christ, to scat - ter
4 Then let wus i) to serve  in  peace, the gos - pel
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Je - sus’ name to bring glad tid - ings
bur - dened free; where hope is dim, to
joy like seed and, all our days, to
to pro - claim. God’s Spir - it has em -
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to the poor, God’s fa - vor to pro - claim.
share a dream and help the blind to see.
cher - ish life, to do the lov - ing deed.
pow - ered us; we go in Je - sus’  name.
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Text: Delores Dufner, oss, b. 1939 CHESTERFIELD
Music: attr. Thomas Haweis, 1734-1820 cm

Text © 1993 Delores Dufner, admin. OCP Publications



TRUST, GUIDANCE When Peace like a Rivel'
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It Is Well with My Soul
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1 When peace like a riv - er at - tend - eth my way, when
2 Though Sa - tan should buf - fet, though tri - als should come, let
3 He lives—oh, the bliss of this

4 Lord, has - ten the day when our

glo - ri-ous thought; my
faith shall be sight, the
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sor - rows like sea bil - lows roll,
this blest as - sur-ance con - trol,

clouds be rolled back as a  scroll,

what -ev - er my lot, thou hast
that Christ hath re - gard - ed my

sin, not in part, but the whole, is

nailed to his cross and 1

the trum - pet shall sound and the
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taught me to say, it is well, it is well with my soul
help - less es - tate, and hath shed his own blood for my soul.
bear it no more. Praise the Lord, praise the Lord, O my soul!
Lord shall de-scend; e - ven so it is well with my soul
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Itis well with my soul, it is well, it is well with my soul.

It is well with my soul,
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Text: Horatio G. Spafford, 1828-1888
Music: Philip P. Bliss, 1838-1876
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