PRAISE, THANKSGIVING
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All People That on Earth Do Dwell
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1 Al peo-ple that on earth do dwell, sing to the
2 Know that the Lord is God in -~ deed; with - out our
3 Oh, en - ter then his gates  with  praise; ap - proach with
4 For  why? The Lord our God is good: his mer - Cy
5 To Fa - ther, Son, and Ho - ly Ghost, the God whom
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Lord with cheer - ful voice;  him serve with mirth, his
aid he did us make. We are his folk, he
joy his  courts un - to; praise, laud, and -bless his-
is for - ev - er sure;  his truth  at all times
heav’n and earth a - dore, from us' and from the
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praise forth tell;,  come , ye be - fore him and re - joice.
doth us feed, and for his sheep he doth us take.
name al - ways, for it is -seem-ly so to do.
firm - ly stood, and shall from age to age en - dure.
an - gel host be praise and glo -1y ev - er - more
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Text: William Kethe, d. c. 1594
Music: Louis Bourgeois, 1510-1561
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884 . Praise God, from Whom All Blessings Flow

Praise God, from whom all blessings flow;
praise him, all creatures here below;
praise him above, ye heav’nly host;

" praise Father, Son, and Holy Ghost.

Text: Thomas Ken, 1637-1711
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HEALING
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I came to Je-sus as I was, so wea -ry, worn, and sad;
I came to Je - sus, and I drank of that life - giv - ing stream;
I looked to Je - sus, and I found in him my star, my sun;
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I found in him a rest-ing-place, and he has made me glad.
my thirst was quenched, my soul re-vived, and now I live in him.

and in that light

of life I'll walk till trav-’ling days are done.

Healer of Our Every 11l
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Refrain
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Heal - er of our ev-’ry ill, light of each to - mor - row,
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give us peace be - yond our fear, and hope be-yond our sor - row.
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1 You who know our fears and sad - ness, grace us with your
2 In the pain and joy be-hold - ing how your grace is

3 Give us strength to love each oth - er, ev - 'ty sis - ter,
4 You who know each  thought and feel - ing, teach us all your
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peace and glad-ness; Spir-it of all com-fort, fill our  hearts.
still un-fold-ing, give us all your vi - sion, God of love.

ev - ’ry broth-er; Spir-it of all kind-ness, be our guide.
way of heal-ing; Spir-it of com-pas-sion, fill each  heart.

Text: Marty Haugen, b. 1950
Music: Marty Haugen
Text and music © 1987 GIA Publications, Inc.

HEALER OF OUR EVERY ILL
889 and refrain
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HOPE, ASSURANCE

I Know That My Redeemer Lives! - 619
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11 know that my Re - deem - er lives! What com - fort
2 He lives tri-um - phant from the grave; he lives e -
3 He lives to grant me rich sup - ply; he lives to
4 He lives to si - lence all my fears; he lives to
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this sweet sen - tence  gives! He lives, he lives, who
ter - nal - ly " to save; he lives ex - alt - ed,
guide me with his . eye;. he lives to com - fort
wipe a - way my tears; he lives to calm  my
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once was dead; he lives, my ev - er - liv - ing head!
throned a - bove; he lives to rule his church in love.
me when faint; he lives to hear my soul’s com - plaint.
trou - bled heart; he lives all bless - ings to im - part.
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5 He lives to bless me with his love;
he lives to plead for me above;
he lives my hungry soul to feed;
he lives to help in time of need.

6 He lives, my kind, wise, heav’nly friend;
he lives and loves me to the end;
he lives, and while he lives, I’1l sing;
he lives, my prophet, priest, and king!

Text: Samuel Medley, 1738-1799, alt.
Music: attr. John Hatton, d. 1793
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He lives and grants me daily breath;
he lives, and I shall conquer death;
he lives my mansion to prepare;

he lives to bring me safely there.

He lives, all glory to his name!

He lives, my Savior, still the same;
what joy this blest assurance gives:
I know that my Redeemer lives!
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