TRUST, GUIDANCE

O Holy Spirit, Enter In 786
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1 O Ho-1ly Spir-it, en - ter in, and in our hearts your
2 Left to our-selves, we sure - ly stray; oh, lead us on the
3 O might-y Rock, O Source of life, let your good Word in
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work be - gin, and make our hearts your dwell-ing. Sun of the soul,
nar - row way, with wis - est coun - sel guide us; and give us stead-
doubt and strife be in us strong-ly burn-ing, that we be faith -
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O Light di-vine, a-round and in us bright-ly shine, your strength
fast-ness, that we may fol - low you for - ev - er free, no mat -

ful wun - to death and live in love and ho - ly faith, from you
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in us up-well-ing. In your ra-diance life from heav-en now is
ter who de-rides us. Gent - ly heal those hearts now bro -ken; give some
true wis - dom learn-ing. Lord, your mer - cy on us show-er; by your
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giv-en o - ver-flow-ing, gift of gifts be - yond all know -ing.
to - ken you are near us, whom we trust to light and cheer us.
pow-er Christ con-fess-ing, we will cher - ish all your bless - ing.

Text: Michael Schirmer, 1606-1673; tr. Catherine Winkworth, 1827-1878, adapt. WIE SCHON LEUCHTET
Music: Philipp Nicolai, 1556-1608 PM
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When Peace like a River
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 glo - 1ri-ous thought; my
4 Lord, has - ten the day when our faith shall be sight, the
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sor - rows like sea bil-lows roll, what-ev - er my lot, thou hast
this blest as - sur-ance con - trol, that Christ hath re - gard - ed my
sin, mnot in part, but the whole, is mnailed to his cross and I
clouds be rolled back as a scroll, 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

VILLE DU HAVRE
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Just a Closer Walk wit

h Thee

1 I am weak but thou art strong:
2 Through this world of toil and snares,
3 When my fee-ble life is oer,
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Refrain Just a clos-er walk with thee, grant it, Je-sus, is my plea;

Je - sus, keep me from all wrong;
fal - ter, Lord, who cares?
time for me will be no more;
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dai - ly walk-ing close to thee, let it be, dear Lord, let it be.
I'll be sat-is-fied as long as I walk, let me walk close to thee. Ref.

Who with me my bur-den shares? None but thee,

guide me gent-ly, safe-ly o’er to thy king - dom shore, to

dear Lord,none but thee. Ref.

thy shore. Ref.
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Text: North American traditional CLOSER WALK

Mausic: North American traditional
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How Long,

Irregular

O God
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1 “How long, O God?’ the psalm-ist cries, a cry we make our own,
2 The e - vil lurks with -in, with-out, it threat-ens to de - stroy
3  Your grace, O God, seems far a - way; will heal -ing ev - er come?
4 How can we hope? How can we sing? O God, set free our voice
5 “How long, O God?”’the psalm-ist cries, a cry we make our own.
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Text: Ralph F. Smith, 1950-1994
Music: North American traditional; arr. hymnal version

Text © 2003 Augsburg Fortress
Arr. © 2006 Augsburg Fortress
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