Opening Hymn “Jesus Christ, My Sure Defense” LSB 741
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1 Je - sus Christ, my sure de-fense And my Sav - ior, now is

2 Je - sus, my Re-deem - er, lives; Like - wise I to life shall
3 No, too close-1ly 1 am bound By my hope to Christ for-
41 am flesh and must re - turn To the dust, whence I am
5Glo - - fiedf I shall a-new With this flesh then be en-
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liv. - ing! Know - ing this, my con - fi-dence
wak - en. He will bring me  where He is;
ev - er; Faith’s strong hand the Rock has found,
tak - en; But by faith I now dis - cern
shroud - ed; In this bod - ¥y I shall view
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Rests up - on the hope here giv - en, Though the
Shall my cour-age then be shak - en? Shall I
Grasped it, and will leave it nev - er; E - ven
That from death I shall a - wak - ‘en With my
God, my Lord, with eyes un-cloud - ed; In this
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night of death be franght Still with man-yan anx - ious thought.
fear, or could the Head Rise and leave His mem - bers dead?
death now can - not part From its Lord the trust - ing heart.
Sav - jor to a - bide In His glo - ry, at His  side.
flesh I then shall see Je - sus Christ e - ter - nal - ly.

Text and tune: Public domain



Hymn (Hymn of the Month) ““O Little Flock, Fear Not the Foe” LSB 666
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1 O lit - tle flock, fear not the foe Who mad - ly
2 Be of good cheer; your cause be - longs To Him who
3 As true as God’s own Word is ftrue, Not earth nor
4 A-men, Lord Je - sus, grant our prayer; Great Cap - tain,
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seeks  your o - ver-throw; Dread not his rage and pow'r.
can a - venge your wrongs; Leave it to Him, our Lord.
hell’s sa - tan - ic crew A - gainst us shall pre- vail
now Thine arm make bare, Fight for us once a - gain!
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And though your cour -  age some-times faints, His seem-ing
Though hid - den yet from mor - tal eyes, His Gid - eon
Their might? A joke, a mere fa - cade! God is with
So shall Thy saints and mar - tyrs raise A might -y
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tri - umph o’er God’s saints Lasts but a it - tle hour.
shall for you a - rise, Up - hold you and His Word.
us and we with God— Our vic - try can-not fail
cho - tus to Thy praise For - ev - er-more. A - men.

Text and tune: Public domain



Hymn of the Day “Lord, Enthroned in Heavenly Splendor” LSB 534
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1 Lord, en-throned in heav'n-ly splen - dor, First - be - got - ten
2 Though the low - liest form now veil You As of old in
3 Pas - chal Lamb, Your of - fring, fin - ished Once for all when
4 Life - im - part - ing heav’'n-ly man - na, Strick-en rock with
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from the dead, You a - lone, our strong de - fend - er,
Beth - le - hem, Here as there  Your an - gels hail You,
You were slain, In its full - ness un - di - min -ished

stream-ing side, Heav’'n and earth with loud ho - san - na
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Lift - ing up Your peo-ple’s head. Al-le - lu - 1ia,
Branch and flowr  of Jes - se’s  stem. Al-le - lu - ia,
Shall for - ev - er - more re - main, Al-le - lu - ia,
Wor - ship You, the Lamb who died, Al-le - lu - 1a,
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al - le - lu-ia, al-le-lu - ia! Je - sus, true and
al - le - lu-ia, al-le-lu - ia! We in wor - ship
al - le - Iu-ia, al-le-lu - ia! Cleans-ing souls from
al - le - lu-ia, al-le-lu - ia! Ris’n, as - cend - ed,
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liv - ing bread! Je - sus, true and liv - ing bread!
join  with them; We in  wor - ship join with them.
ev - ry stain; Cleans-ing souls from ev -'ry stain.
glo - i - fied! Ris’n, as - cend - ed, glo - - fied!

Text and tune: Public domain



Closing Hymn

“Jesus Christ, My Sure Defense” LSB 741
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6 Then take com - fort and re - joice, For His mem - bers Christ will
7 Laugh to scorn the gloom - y grave And at death no long-er
8 O, then, draw a - way yourhearts From all plea- sures base and
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cher - ish. Fear not, they will hear His voice;
trem - ble; He, the Lord, who came to save
hol - low; Strive to share  what He im - parts
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Dy - ing, they will nev - er per - ish; For the
Will at last His own as - sem - ble. They will
While you here His foot-steps fol - low. As you
o) . .
|- 4 I | | J‘ } I — ’ P " ' I
'Z%Fﬂjj » & 77 | ‘}' I I 7 ]
ver - y grave is stimed When the trum-pet’s blast is heard.
g0 their Lord to meet, Tread-ing death be-neath their feet.
now still wait to rise, Fix yourhearts be-yond the skies!

Text and tune: Public domain



