636 How Small Our Span of Life
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1 How small our span of life, O God, our years from birth till death:
2 And yet our speck of life 1is spanmed by your in-fin - 1 - ty;
3 O Christ,you left e - ter - ni - ty  to plunge in time’s swift stream,
4 We thank you, God, for kind-ling faith that lights our tran - sient years,
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a sin - gle beat with ~ in the heart, the catch-ing of a breath,
our tick of time on earth is caught in your e-ter - mni - ty.
to  share the short-ness of our -span, our mor ~ tal lives re - deem.
il - lo-min-ing our pil-grim-age through mists of doubt and fears;
P e e
© — e
) ] ] T 70
a drop with-in the o-cean’s deep, a grain up-on the shore,

While suns and stars spin  end-less - ly through depths of cos-mic space,
You filled your cross-closed years with love; you loved us to the end
for hope that sees a life be-yond the swift - Iy pass-ing days;
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a flash of light be - fore we sleep to  see the sun no more.
while ae-ons roll and ag-es pass, you hold us in  your grace.
and touch us with your 1ris-en life that ours may time trans-cend.
for love,both hu - man and di-vine, that lifts our hearts to praise.

Text: Herman G. StuempfleJr., b. 1923 . KINGSFOLD
Music: English traditional CMD
Text © 1993 GLA Publications, Inc.
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Lord, Whose Love in Humble Service
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1 Lord, whose love in hum-ble ser - vice bore the weight of hu-man need,
2 Still your chil-dren wan-der home-less; still the hun - gry cry for bread;
3 As we wor-ship, grant us vi - sion, till your love’s re - veal-ing light
4 Called by wor-ship to your ser - vice, forth in your dear name we go,
.
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the cross, for - sak - en, worked your mer-cy’s per - fect deed:
free - dom; still

in grief we mourn our dead.

in its height and depth and great-ness dawns up - on our quick-ened sight,
to the child, the youth, the a - ged, love in liv-ing deeds to show;
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con - se - crat - ing
by your Spir - it send your pow - er
ar - dent ser - vice, your a - bun-dant life to share.
that your ser - vants, Lord, in free-dom may your mer - cy know and live.

stir-ring  us

to

to your pur- pose

we, your ser - vants, bring the wor-ship not of voice a - lone, but heart;
As vyou, Lord, in deep com-pas - sion healed the sick and freed the soul,
mak-ing known the needs and bur - dens your com-pas-sion bids wus bear,
hope and health, good-will and com - fort, coun-sel, aid, and peace we give,
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ev -ty gift which you im - part.

to our world to make it whole.
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Text: Albert F. Bayly, 1901-1984 BEACH SPRING
Music: The Sacred Harp, Philadelphia, 1844; arr. Selected Hymns, 1985 8787D

Text © Oxford University Press
Arr, © 1985 Augsburg Foriress
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Awake, My Soul, and with the Sun
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1 A - wake, and with  the sun thy
2 Al praise who safe  hast kept and
3 Loxd, I thee re - New. Dis -
4 Di - rect, con - trol, sug - gest,  this day, all
5 Praise God, from whom all bless - ings flow; praise
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dai - ly duo - ty run; shake off dull sloth, and
hast 1e - freshed me while slept. Grant, Lord, when 1 from
perse my morn - ing dew; guard my first springs of
1 de - do or say, that all my pow’rs, with
God, all here be - low; praise God a - bove, ye
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joy - ful pay thy momm - ing sac - ri - fice.
death  shall may end - less light par - take.
thought and will; and  with thy - self my spir - it fill.
all their i thy sole glo - 1y may u - mnite.
heav’n - ly  host; praise Fa - ther, Son, and Ho - ly Ghost.

Text: ThomasKen, 1637-1711, alt.
Music: Frangois H. Barthélémon, 1741-1808
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MORNING HYMN
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Lord God, We Praise You

2 Mon-arch of

things, fit
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1 Lord God, we praise you, now the night is o - ver, ac - tive and

us for your man - sions; ban - ish our

3 All - ho-1ly and e - qual Spir - it, Trin - 1 - ty
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Text: attr. Gregory I, 540-604; tr. composite

Music: Paris Antiphoner, 1681
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