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Praise, My Soul, the God of Heaven
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1 Praise, my soul, the God of heav - en; joy - ful - ly your trib-ute bring.
2 God be praised for grace and fa - vor

3 Frail

as

sum-mer’s flow’r we flour - ish, blows the wind and

4 An - gels sing

our fore-bears in dis-tress.
it is gone;

to

ad - o - ra - tion, in God’s pres-ence, face to face.
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Ran-somed, healed, re - stored, for- giv - en,
God be praised,the same for-ev - er, slow to chide and swift to bless.
and per-ish, God en- dures un-chang-ing on.

but,
Sun

as

mor - tals rise
and moon and all

cre - a - tion,

ev - er - more God’s prais-es sing.

all who dwell in time and space.
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Al-le - lu-ia! Al-le - lu-ia! Prais-es ev-er - last-ing ring!
Al-le - Iu-ia!l Al-le - lu-ia! Glo-rious is God’s faith - ful - ness!
Al-le - lu-ia! Al-le - lu-ia! Praise the great E - ter - nal One!
Al-le - lu-ia!l Al-le - lu-ia! Praise with us the God of grace!

Text: Henry F. Lyte, 1793-1847; alt. Walter R. Bouman, 1927-2005
Music: PRAISE, MY SOUL, John Goss, 1800-1880

Duplication in any form prohibited without securing permission from copyright administrator or reporting usage under valid license.




God, When Human Bonds Are Broken
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1 God, when hu - man bonds are bro - ken and  we lack the
2 Through that still - ness, with your Spir - t come in - to our
3 You in us are bruised and bro - ken: hear us as  we
4 Send us, God of new be - gin - nings, hum - bly hope - ful
5 Give us  faith to be more faith - ful, give uvs hope to
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love  or skill to re - store the hope of  heal - ing,
world of  stress, for the sake of Christ for - giv - ing
seeck  re - lease from the pain of ear - lier liv - ing
in - to life.  Use us as a means of  bless - ing:
be  more frue, give us love to go on learn - ing:
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give us grace and make us still.
all the fail - ures we con - fess.
set us free and grant us peace.
make us stron - ger, give us faith.
God, en - ¢our - age and e - new!

Text: Fred Kaan, b, 1929

Music: MERTON, William H. Monk, 18231889
Text © 1989 Hope Publishing Company, Carol Stream, IE 66188, All rights reserved. Used by permission.

Duplication in any form prohibited without permission or valid Heense from copyright administeator.




When We Are Living

Pues si vivimos
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Pues si vi - vi - mos, pa-ra él Vi - vi - mos,
1 When we are liv - ing, it is in  Christ Je - sus,
2 'Mid times of sor - row and in times of pain, .. ..
3 A - cross this wide world, we shall al - ways find
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y si mo - ri - mos pa-ra él mo - ri - mos.
and when we’re dy - ing, it is in the Lord. . . .
when sens - ing beau - ty or in love’s em - brace, . . .
those who are cry - ing with no peace of mind; . . .
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Sea que vi - va - mos 0 que mu - ra - mos,
Both in our liv - ing and in our dy - ing,
wheth-er we  suf - fer, or sing re - joic - ing,
and when we help them, or when we feed them,
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so-mos del Se - Jor, so-mos del Se - fior.
we be-long to God, we be-long to God.
we be-long to God, we be-long to God.
we be-long to God, we be-long to God.




Go, My Children, with My Blessing
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t “Go, my chil -dren, with my bless-ing, nev - er a - lone.
2 “Go, my chil -dren, sins  for-giv-en, at peace and pure.
3 “Go, my chil - dren, fed and nour-ished, clos - er to  me.
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Wak - ing, sleep - ing, I am with you, vyou are my own
Here you learned how  much I love you, what I can cure.
Grow in  love and love by serv-ing, jJoy - ful and free.
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In  my love’s bap-tis - mal riv - er I have made you mine for-ev - er

Here you heard my dear Son’s sto - 1y,
Here my Spir - it’s pow - er filled you, here my

here you touched him, saw his glo - ry.
ten - der com-fort stilied you.
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Go, my chil-dren, with my bless-ing, you are my own”
Go, my chil-dren, sins for-giv - en, at peace and pure”
Go, my chil-dren, fed and nour-ished, joy - ful and free”

Text: faroslav J. Vajda, b. 1919, ak.
Music: AR HYD'Y NOS, Welsh traditional

Text © 1983 Concor

dia Publishing House

Duplication in any form prohibited without permission or valid Heense from copyright administrator.









