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Texts 
Now All the Vault of Heaven Resounds 
LASST UNS ERFREUEN 
Text: Paul Z. Strodach (1876-1947), alt. 
Music: Geistliche Kirchengesänge, Köln, 1623 
©1958 Service Book and Hymnal.  Augsburg Fortress Publishers.  
All rights reserved. Used by permission. OneLicense # A-711114. 

Now all the vault of heav'n resounds  
in praise of love that still abounds:  
"Christ has triumphed! He is living!"  
Sing, choirs of angels, loud and clear!  
Repeat their song of glory here:  
"Christ has triumphed! Christ has triumphed!"  
Alleluia, alleluia, alleluia! 

Eternal is the gift he brings,  
therefore our heart with rapture sings:  
"Christ has triumphed! He is living!"  
Now still he comes to give us life  
and by his presence stills all strife.  
Christ has triumphed! He is living! 
Alleluia, alleluia, alleluia! 

Oh, fill us, Lord, with dauntless love;  
set heart and will on things above  
that we conquer through your triumph;  
grant grace sufficient for life's day  
that by our lives we truly say:  
Christ has triumphed! He is living! 
Alleluia, alleluia, alleluia! 

Adoring praises now we bring  
and with the heav'nly blessed sing:  
"Christ has triumphed! Alleluia!"  
Be to the Father, and our Lord,  
to Spirit blest, most holy God,  
all the glory, never ending! 

When I Survey the Wondrous Cross 
HAMBURG 
Text: Isaac Watts (1674-1748) 
Music: Lowell Mason (1792-1872) 

When I survey the wondrous cross 
on which the Prince of glory died, 
my richest gain I count but loss, 
and pour contempt on all my pride. 

Forbid it, Lord, that I should boast, 
save in the death of Christ, my God! 
All the vain things that charm me most, 
I sacrifice them through his blood. 

See, from his head, his hands, his feet, 
sorrow and love flow mingled down. 
Did e'er such love and sorrow meet, 
or thorns compose so rich a crown?  

Were the whole realm of nature mine, 
that were a present far too small. 
Love so amazing, so divine, 
demands my soul, my life, my all. Amen. 

Before Thy Throne I Now Appear 
WENN WIR IN HÖCHSTEN NÖTEN SEIN 
Text: Bodo von Hodenberg (1604-1650),  
 tr. J. C. Jacobi (1670-1750) 
Music: Paul Eber (1511-1569) 

Before Thy throne I now appear, 
O Lord, bow down Thy gracious ear 
To me and cast not from Thy face 
Thy sinful child that begs for grace. 

Thou, Father of eternity, 
Thine image hast impressed on me. 
In Thee I am and live and move 
Nor can exist without Thy love. 

Thou hast redeemed me, Son of God, 
Hast shed for me Thy precious blood, 
The Law for my sake hast fulfilled, 
And thus Thy Father's wrath hast stilled. 

Thou art my Advocate for aye, 
My Savior, Comfort, and my Stay. 
Thine all-sufficient merit is 
On earth my peace, in heav'n my bliss. 

God Holy Spirit, Pow'r Divine, 
Thou workest in this heart of mine; 
Naught can be counted good in me 
But what proceeds alone from Thee. 

Through Thee I now my God adore 
And call Him Father evermore; 
Through Thee His Word and Sacrament 
I love and hold till life is spent. 

Grant that in peace I close mine eyes, 
But on the Last Day bid me rise 
And let me see Thy face fore'er-- 
Amen, Amen, Lord, hear my prayer! 



Lord, Thee I Love with All My Heart 
HERZLICH LIEB 
Text: Martin Schalling (1532-1608),  
 tr. Catherine Winkworth (1827-1878) 
Music: Matthias Gastritz (1530-1596) 

Lord, thee I love with all my heart; 
I pray thee, ne'er from me depart; 
with tender mercy cheer me. 
Earth has no pleasure I would share, 
yea, heav'n itself were void and bare 
if thou, Lord, were not near me. 
And should my heart for sorrow break, 
My trust in thee can nothing shake. 
Thou art the portion I have sought; 
thy precious blood my soul has bought. 
Lord Jesus Christ, my God and Lord, my God and Lord, 
forsake me not! I trust thy word. 

Yea, Lord, thine own rich bounty gave 
my body, soul, and all I have 
in this poor life of labor. 
Lord, grant that I in ev'ry place 
may glorify thy lavish grace 
and serve and help my neighbor. 
Let no false teaching me beguile, 
let Satan not my soul defile. 
Give strength and patience unto me 
to bear my cross and follow thee. 
Lord Jesus Christ, my God and Lord, my God and Lord, 
in death thy comfort still afford. 

Lord, let at last thine angels come, 
to Abr'ham's bosom bear me home, 
that I may die unfearing; 
and in its narrow chamber keep 
my body safe in peaceful sleep 
until thy reappearing. 
And then from death awaken me, 
that these mine eyes with joy may see, 
O Son of God, thy glorious face, 
my Savior and my fount of grace. 
Lord Jesus Christ, my prayer attend, my prayer attend, 
and I will praise thee without end! 

The Lord's My Shepherd 
BROTHER JAMES’ AIR 
Text: paraphrase of Psalm 23  
 from Psalter, Edinburgh, 1650 
Music: J. L. Macbeth Bain (1840-1925), alt.  

The Lord's my shepherd; I'll not want. 
He makes me down to lie 
in pastures green; he leadeth me 
the quiet waters by. 
He leadeth me, he leadeth me 
the quiet waters by. 

My soul he doth restore again, 
and me to walk doth make 
within the paths of righteousness, 
e'en for his own name's sake; 
within the paths of righteousness, 
e'en for his own name's sake. 

Yea, though I walk in death's dark vale, 
yet will I fear no ill; 
for thou art with me, and thy rod 
and staff me comfort still; 
for thou art with me, and thy rod 
and staff me comfort still. 

My table thou hast richly spread 
in presence of my foes; 
my head thou dost with oil anoint, 
and my cup overflows. 
My head thou dost with oil anoint, 
and my cup overflows. 

Goodness and mercy all my life 
shall surely follow me, 
and in God's house forevermore 
my dwelling place shall be; 
and in God's house forevermore 
my dwelling place shall be. 



Out of the Depths I Cry to Thee 
AUS TIEFER NOT 
Text: Martin Luther (1483-1546),  
 tr. Catherine Winkworth (1827-1878) 
Music: Martin Luther 

Out of the depths I cry to Thee; 
Lord, hear me, I implore Thee! 
Bend down Thy gracious ear to me, 
My prayer let come before Thee! 
If Thou remember each misdeed, 
If each should have its rightful meed, 
Who may abide Thy presence? 

Our pardon is Thy gift; Thy love 
And grace alone avail us. 
Our works could ne'er our guilt remove, 
The strictest life would fail us. 
That none may boast himself of aught, 
But own in fear Thy grace hath wrought 
What in him seemeth righteous. 

And thus, my hope is in the Lord, 
And not in mine own merit; 
I rest upon His faithful word 
To them of contrite spirit. 
That He is merciful and just,-- 
This is my comfort and my trust, 
His help I wait with patience. 

And though it tarry till the night 
And round till morning waken, 
My heart shall ne'er mistrust Thy might, 
Nor count itself forsaken. 
Do thus, O ye of Israel's seed, 
Ye of the Spirit born indeed, 
Wait for your God's appearing. 

Though great our sins and sore our woes, 
His grace much more aboundeth; 
His helping love no limit knows, 
Our utmost need it soundeth; 
Our kind and faithful Shepherd He, 
Who shall at last set Israel free 
From all their sin and sorrow. 

Sometimes I Feel Like a Motherless Child 
MOTHERLESS CHILD 
Text & Music: Afro-American spiritual 

Sometimes I feel like a motherless child. 
Sometimes I feel like a motherless child. 
Sometimes I feel like a motherless child, 
a long ways from home, a long ways from home. 

Sometimes I feel like I’m almost gone. 
Sometimes I feel like I’m almost gone. 
Sometimes I feel like I’m almost gone, 
a long ways from home, a long ways from home. 

By the Babylonian Rivers 
KAS DZIEDAJA (CAPTIVITY) 
Text: Ewald J. Bash (b. 1924) 
Music: Latvian folk tune 
From Songs for Today, © 1964 American Lutheran Church.  
Reprinted by permission of Augsburg Fortress.  
Used by permission. OneLicense # A-711114. 

By the Babylonian rivers 
we sat down in grief and wept, 
hung our harps up on a willow, 
mourned for Zion while we slept. 
 
There our captors in derision 
did require of us a song; 
so we sat with staring vision, 
and the days were hard and long. 
 
How shall we sing songs of Zion 
in a strange and bitter land? 
Can our voices veil the sorrow? 
O God, hear your lonely band. 



A Mighty Fortress Is Our God 
EIN FESTE BURG 
Text: Martin Luther (1483-1546),  
 tr. Frederic Henry Hedge (1805-1890) 
Music: Martin Luther 

A mighty fortress is our God, 
a bulwark never failing; 
our helper he, amid the flood 
of mortal ills prevailing. 
For still our ancient foe 
does seek to work us woe; 
his craft and power are great, 
and armed with cruel hate, 
on earth is not his equal. 

Did we in our own strength confide, 
our striving would be losing, 
were not the right Man on our side, 
the Man of God's own choosing. 
You ask who that may be? 
Christ Jesus, it is he; 
Lord Sabaoth his name, 
from age to age the same; 
and he must win the battle. 

And though this world, with devils filled, 
should threaten to undo us, 
we will not fear, for God has willed 
his truth to triumph through us. 
The prince of darkness grim, 
we tremble not for him; 
his rage we can endure, 
for lo! his doom is sure; 
one little word shall fell him. 

That Word above all earthly powers— 
no thanks to them—abideth; 
the Spirit and the gifts are ours 
through him who with us sideth. 
Let goods and kindred go, 
this mortal life also; 
the body they may kill: 
God's truth abideth still; 
his kingdom is forever!  

My Heart Is Longing to Praise My Savior 
PRINCESS EUGÉNIE 
Text: Princess Eugénie (1830-1889),  
 tr. Peter A. Sveeggen (1881-1959) 
Music: Norwegian folk melody, 19th century 

My heart is longing to praise my Savior, 
And glorify his name in song and prayer; 
For he has shown me his wondrous favor 
And offered me all heav'n with him to share. 
  
O blessed Jesus, what you have given, 
Through dying on the cross in bitter pain, 
Has filled my heart with the peace of heaven; 
My winter's gone and spring is mine again. 
  
O Christian friends, let our song ascending 
Give honor, praise to him who set us free! 
Our tribulations may seem unending; 
But soon with him we shall forever be. 
  
When we are home and we stand before him; 
What matter then what we have suffered here? 
Then he shall crown us, while we adore him; 
So death and all our pain will disappear. 

We Know that Christ Is Raised 
ENGELBERG 
Text: John Brownlow Geyer (b. 1932) 
Tune: Charles Villiers Stanford (1852-1924) 

We know that Christ is raised and dies no more. 
Embraced by death, he broke its fearful hold, 
and our despair he turned to blazing joy. Alleluia! 

We share by water in his saving death. 
Reborn, we share with him an Easter life 
as living members of our Savior Christ. Alleluia! 

The God of splendor clothes the Son with life. 
The Spirit's fission shakes the church of God. 
Baptized, we live with God the Three-in-One. Alleluia! 

A new creation comes to life and grows 
as Christ's new body takes on flesh and blood. 
The universe, restored and whole, will sing: Alleluia! 


