
1 – Blessed Jesus, at Thy Word 
  
1. Blessed Jesus, at Thy Word 
We are gathered all to hear Thee; 
Let our hearts and souls be stirred 
Now to seek and love and fear Thee, 
By Thy teachings, sweet and holy, 
Drawn from earth to love Thee solely. 
  
2. All our knowledge, sense, and sight 
Lie in deepest darkness shrouded 
Till Thy Spirit breaks our night 
With the beams of truth unclouded. 
Thou alone to God canst win us; 
Thou must work all good within us. 
  
3. Glorious Lord, Thyself impart, 
Light of Light, from God proceeding; 
Open Thou our ears and heart, 
Help us by Thy Spirit’s pleading. 
Hear the cry Thy people raises, 
Hear and bless our prayers and praises. 
  
4. Father, Son, and Holy Ghost, 
Praise to Thee and adoration! 
Grant that we Thy Word may trust, 
And obtain true consolation 
While we here below must wander, 
Till we sing Thy praises yonder. 
  
 
412 – Come to Calvary’s Holy Mountain 
  
1. Come to Calv’ry’s holy mountain, 
Sinners, ruined by the fall; 
Here a pure and healing fountain 
Flows to you, to me, to all, 
In a full, perpetual tide, 
Opened when our Savior died. 
  
2. Come in poverty and meanness, 
Come defiled, without, within; 
From infection and uncleanness, 

From the leprosy of sin, 
Wash your robes and make them white; 
Ye shall walk with God in light. 
  
3. Come in sorrow and contrition, 
Wounded, paralyzed, and blind; 
Here the guilty, free remission, 
Here the troubled, peace may find. 
Health this fountain will restore; 
He that drinks shall thirst no more. 
  
4. He that drinks shall live forever; 
’Tis a soul-renewing flood. 
God is faithful; God will never 
Break His covenant of blood, 
Signed when our Redeemer died, 
Sealed when He was glorified. 
  
 
328 – Soul, Adorn Thyself with Gladness 
  
1. Soul, adorn thyself with gladness, 
Leave behind all gloom and sadness. 
Come into the daylight’s splendor; 
There with joy thy praises render 
Unto Him whose grace unbounded 
Hath this wondrous Supper founded. 
High o’er all the heav’ns He reigneth, 
Yet to dwell with thee He deigneth. 
  
3. He who craves a precious treasure 
Neither cost nor pain will measure, 
But the priceless gifts of heaven 
God to us hath freely given. 
Though the wealth of earth were proffered, 
Naught would buy the gifts here offered: 
Christ’s true body, for thee riven, 
And His blood, for thee once given. 
  
4. Ah, how hungers all my spirit 
For the love I do not merit! 
Oft have I, with sighs fast thronging, 
Thought upon this food with longing, 



In the battle well-nigh worsted, 
For this cup of life have thirsted. 
For the Friend who here invites us 
And to God Himself unites us. 
  
6. Human reason, though it ponder, 
Cannot fathom this great wonder, 
That Christ’s body e’er remaineth 
Though it countless souls sustaineth, 
And that He His blood is giving 
With the wine we are receiving. 
These great mysteries unsounded 
Are by God alone expounded. 
  
7. Jesus, Sun of Life, my Splendor, 
Jesus, Thou my Friend most tender, 
Jesus, Joy of my desiring, 
Fount of life, my soul inspiring— 
At Thy feet I cry, my Maker: 
Let me be a fit partaker 
Of this blessed food from heaven 
For our good, Thy glory, given. 
  
8. Lord, by love and mercy driven, 
Thou hast left Thy throne in heaven 
On the cross for me to languish 
And to die in bitter anguish, 
To forego all joy and gladness 
And to shed Thy blood in sadness. 
By this blood redeemed and living, 
Lord, I praise Thee with thanksgiving. 
  
9. Jesus, Bread of Life, I pray Thee, 
Let me gladly here obey Thee. 
By Thy love I am invited; 
Be Thy love with love requited. 
From this Supper let me measure, 
Lord, how vast and deep love’s treasure. 
Through the gifts Thou here dost give me 
As Thy guest in heav’n receive me. 
  
 
 

25 – O Holy Spirit, Grant Us Grace 
  
1. O Holy Spirit, grant us grace 
That we our Lord and Savior 
In faith and fervent love embrace 
And truly serve Him ever, 
So that when death is drawing nigh 
We to His open wounds may fly 
And find in them salvation. 
  
2. Help us that we Thy saving Word 
In faithful hearts may treasure; 
Let e’er that bread of life afford 
New grace in richest measure. 
Yea, let us die to ev’ry sin; 
For heav’n create us new within 
That fruits of faith may flourish. 
  
3. And when our earthly race is run, 
Death’s bitter hour impending, 
Then may Thy work in us begun 
Continue till life’s ending, 
Until we gladly may commend 
Our souls into our Savior’s hand 
To rest in peace eternal. 
 


