Processional Hymn #345 King of Glory, King of Peace

King of glory, King of peace,

I will love thee;

and that love may never cease,

I will move thee.

Thou hast granted my request,
thou hast heard me;

thou didst note my working breast,
thou hast spared me.

Wherefore with my utmost art

I will sing thee,

and the cream of all my heart

I will bring thee.

Though my sins against me cried,
thou didst clear me;

and alone, when they replied,
thou didst hear me.

Seven whole days, not one in seven,
I will praise thee;

in my heart, though not in heaven,
[ can raise thee.

Small it is, in this poor sort

to enroll thee:

even eternity's too short

to extol thee.



Gradual Hymn #537
In the Cross of Christ I Glory

In the cross of Christ I glory,
towering o'er the wrecks of time,
all the light of sacred story
gathers round its head sublime.

When the woes of life o'ertake me,
hopes deceive, and fears annoy,
never shall the cross forsake me;
lo, it glows with peace and joy.

When the sun of bliss is beaming
light and love upon my way,

from the cross the radiance streaming
adds more luster to the day.

Bane and blessing, pain and pleasure,
by the cross are sanctified,

peace is there that knows no measure,
joys that through all time abide.

In the cross of Christ I glory,
towering o'er the wrecks of time,
all the light of sacred story
gathers round its head sublime.



Offertory Hymn #393
Immortal, Invisible, God Only Wise

Immortal, invisible, God only wise,

in light inaccessible hid from our eyes;

most blessed, most glorious, the Ancient of Days,
almighty, victorious, thy great name we praise.

Unresting, unhasting, and silent as light,

nor wanting, nor wasting, thou rulest in might,

thy justice like mountains high soaring above

thy clouds, which are fountains of goodness and love.

To all life thou givest, to both great and small;
in all life thou livest, the true life of all;

we blossom and flourish as leaves on the tree,
and wither and perish but nought changeth thee.

Great Source of all glory and wisdom and light,
thine angels adore thee, all veiling their sight,
all laud we would render, O help us to see

'tis only the splendor of light hideth thee.



Communion Hymn #615  Just As I Am

Just as I am, without one plea,

but that thy blood was shed for me,
and that thou biddest me come to thee,
O Lamb of God, I come, I come.

Just as I am, poor, wretched, blind;
sight, riches, healing of the mind,
vea, all I need, in thee to find,

O Lamb of God, I come, I come.

Just as I am, though tossed about
with many a conflict, many a doubt,
fightings and fears within, without,
O Lamb of God, I come, I come.

Just as I am, and waiting not

to rid my soul of one dark blot,

to thee, whose blood can cleanse each spot,
O Lamb of God, I come, I come.

Just as I am — thy love unknown
has broken every barrier down —

now to be thine, yea, thine alone,
O Lamb of God, I come, I come.



Recessional Hymn #378
Crown Him with Many Crowns

Crown him with many crowns,

the Lamb upon his throne:

hark, how the heavenly anthem drowns
all music but its own!

Awake, my soul, and sing

of him who died for thee,

and hail him as thy matchless King
through all eternity.

Crown him the Lord of life,
who triumphed o'er the grave,
and rose victorious in the strife
for those he came to save.

His glories now we sing

who died and rose on high,
who died eternal life to bring,
and lives that death may die.

Crown him the Lord of peace,

whose power a sceptre sways,

from pole to pole, that wars may cease,
absorbed in prayer and praise.

His reign shall know no end;

and round his pierced feet

fair flowers of paradise extend

their fragrance ever sweet.



Crown him the Lord of love,
behold his hands and side,

rich wounds yet visible above,

in beauty glorified.

All hail, Redeemer, hail!

For thou hast died for me;

thy praise shall never, never fail
throughout eternity.



