
 
Sunday Worship Music

Introit                                            Like the Murmur of the Dove's Song                        Carl P. Daw, 1982

Like the murmur of the dove's song, like the challenge of her flight,

like the vigor of the wind's rush, like the new flame's eager might:


Come, Holy Spirit, Come.


With the healing of division, with the ceaseless voice of prayer,

with the power to love and witness, with the peace beyond compare:


Come, Holy Spirit, Come.


Hymn 1                                                         Holy, Holy, Holy                               text by  R. Heber, 1827

                                                                                                                                        music by J. B. Dykes, 1861


Holy, holy, holy! Lord God Almighty!

Early in the morning our song shall rise to thee.


Holy, holy, holy! merciful and mighty!

God in three persons, blessed Trinity!


Holy, holy, holy! all the saints adore thee,

casting down their golden crowns around the glassy sea;


cherubim and seraphim falling down before thee,

who wert, and art, and evermore shalt be.


Holy, holy, holy! though the darkness hide thee,

though the eye of sinfulness thy glory may not see,


only thou art holy; there is none beside thee,

perfect in power, in love and purity.


Holy, holy, holy! Lord God Almighty!

All thy works shall praise thy name, in earth and sky and sea.


Holy, holy, holy! merciful and mighty!

God in three persons, blessed Trinity!


Anthem                                                How Lovely, Lord (Psalm 84)                                 Hal H. Hopson  


How lovely, Lord, how lovely is your abiding place;

my soul is longing, fainting to feast upon your grace.

The sparrow finds a shelter, a place to build her nest;


and so your temple calls us within its walls to rest.


In your blest courts to worship, O God, a single day

is better than a thousand if I from you should stray.


I'd rather keep the entrance and claim you as my Lord

than revel in the riches the way of sin afford.


A sun and shield forever are you, O Lord, most high;

you shower us with blessings; no good will you deny.


The saints, your grace receiving, from strength to strength shall go,

and from their life shall rivers of blessing overflow.
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Hymn 822                                                When We Are Living                       text by R. Escamilla, 1983

                    Spanish folk melody


When we are living, it is in Christ Jesus,

and when we're dying, it is in the Lord.


Both in our living and in our dying,

we belong to God; we belong to God.


Through all our living, we our fruits must give.

Good works of service are for offering.

When we are giving, or when receiving,

we belong to God; we belong to God.


'Mid times of sorrow and in times of pain,

when sensing beauty or in love's embrace,


whether we suffer, or sing rejoicing,

we belong to God; we belong to God.


Across this wide world, we shall always find

those who are crying with no peace of mind,


but when we help them, or when we feed them,

we belong to God; we belong to God.


