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November 24, 2024






Crown Him with Many Crowns
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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 born,
3 Crown him the lord of love— be - hold his hands and side,
4 Crown him the Lord of life, who ftri-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 - 1 - 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-ly sub-lime.
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A - wake, my soul, and sing of him who died for  thee
fruit of the mys - tic Tose, 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;
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and haill  him as thy match-less king through all e - ter - ni - ty.

the root whence mer - cy

but down - ward bend their burn - ing eyes
who died,
thy praise

e - ter - nal
and glo - ry

ev - er flows, the

life

at

to bring, and
shall not fail through-out

Text: Matthew Bridges, 1800-1894, sts. 1-3, 5: Godfrey Thring, 1823-1903, st. 4
Music: DIADEMATA, George 1. Elvey, 18161893

babe of Beth-le - hem.

mys-ter - ies
lives that death may die.
e - ter - ni -~ ty.

so  bright.




Oh, Worship the King
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1 Oh, wor - ship the King, all - glo - rious a - bove.
2 The earth with its store of won - ders  un - told,
3 Your boun - ti - ful care what tongue can re - cite?
4 Fraill chil - dren  of dust, and fee - ble as trail,
s O mea - sure - less might, in - ef - fa - ble {ove,
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Oh, grate -~ ful - ly sing God’s pow - er and love;
Al - might - y, your pow’r has  found - ed of old;
It breathes in the air, it shines in the light,
in you do we  frust, nor find  you to fail;
while an - gels de - light to hymn you a - bove,
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our shield and de - fend - er, the An - cient of  Days,
es tab - lished it fast by a change-less  de - cree,
it streams from the  hills, it de - scends o the  plain,
your  mer - cies, how ten - der, how firm to the end,
the hum - bler cre - a - tion, though fee - ble their lays,
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pa - vil - ioned in splen -dor, and gird - ed with  praise.
and round it has cast, like a man - tle, the sea.
and sweet-ly dis - tills in  the dew and the rain.
our mak - er, de - fend - er, re - deem -er, and friend.
with true ad - o - 7ra - tion shall sing to vyour  praise.

Text: Robert Grant, 17791838, alt.

Music: HANGVER, William Croft, 16781727




Beautitul Savior
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i Beau -t - ful Sav - lor, King of cre - a - tion,
2 Fair are the mead - ows, fair are the wood - lands,
3 Fair 18 the sun - shine, fair is  the moon - light,
4 Beau -ti - ful  Sav - ior, Lord of the na - tions,
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Son of God and Son of Man!
robed in flow’rs of bloom - ing spring;
bright  the spar - Kkling stars on high;
Son of God and Son of Man!
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Tre - Iy I'd love thee, tu - ly Id serve  thee,
Je - sus  is fair - er, Je - sus is pur - er,
Je - sus shines  bright - er, Je - sus shines pur - er
Glo - ry and hon - or praise, ad - o ra - tion,
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light of my soul, my JoY. my crown.
he makes our sor - rowing spir - it sing.
than all  the an - gels n the sky.
now and for - ev - er - more he thine!

Text: Ge’saf-;g_fmch, Miinster, 1677; tr. Joseph A. Seiss, 1823-1904
Music: SCHONSTER HERR JESU, Silesian folk tune, 19th cent.




Let All Mortal Flesh Keep Silence
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i Let all mor -tal flesh keep si - lence,and with fear and trem - bling stand;
2 King of kings, yet born of Mar-y, as of old on earth he stood,
3 Rank on rank the host of heav-en spreads its van-guard on  the way;
4 At his feet the six - winged ser-aph, cher - u - bim with sleep-less eye,
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pon -der noth-ing earth-ly - mind-ed, for with bless-ing in  his  hand

Lord of lords in hu-man ves-ture, in the bod - y and the blood,
as the Light of light, de - scend-ing from the realms of end - less day,

vell their fac - es to the  pres-ence, as  with cease-less voice they cry:
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Christ our God  to earth de-scend - ing comes full hom-age to  de - mand.
he  will give to all the faith - ful  his own sell for heav'n-ly food
comes, the pow’rs of hell to van - quish, as the dark-ness clears a -

‘Al - le - Tu-ial Al-fe-ln - 1l Al - le - lu - ia, Lord Most ngh’”

¢

Text: Liturgy of 8t. James; tr. Gerard Moudtrie, 18291885, alt.
Music: PICARDY, French folk tune, 17th cent,



Betore You, Lord, We Bow
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I Be - fore you, Lord, we  bow, our God who reigns a - bove and
2 May ev-'ry moun-tain height, each wvale and for - est green, shine
3 Earth,hear your mak-er’s voice; your great Tte - deem-er own; be -
4 And when in pow’r he comes, oh, may then ev - ry land from
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rules the world be - low with bound-less pow’t and love. Our thanks we
forth in  wis-dom’s light, and s rich fruits be seen! May ev - 1y
lieve, 0 - bey, re - joice, and wor - ship God a - lone. Cast down your
ali 1its rend - ing tombs send forth a  glo - rious band, a  count-less
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bring in  joy and praise, our hearts we raise, o  you we sing!
tongue be tuned to praise and  join to raise a gratc-ful  song.
pride, your sin de-plore, and bow  be - fore the Cru - ci - fied.

throng, with joy to sing

Text: Francis Scott Key, 1779-1843, alt.
Music: BARWALL'S 148TH, John Darwall, 17311789

to heav'n’s high king sal - va - tion’s song!







