
230 – Speak, O Lord, Thy Servant Heareth 
  
1. Speak, O Lord, Thy servant heareth, 
To Thy Word I now give heed; 
Life and spirit Thy Word beareth, 
All Thy Word is true indeed. 
Death’s dread power in me is rife; 
Jesus, may Thy Word of Life 
Fill my soul with love’s strong fervor 
That I cling to Thee forever. 
  
 3. Lord, Thy words are waters living 
Where I quench my thirsty need. 
Lord, Thy words are bread life-giving, 
On Thy words my soul doth feed. 
Lord, Thy words shall be my light 
Through death’s vale and dreary night; 
Yea, they are my sword prevailing 
And my cup of joy unfailing. 
  
4. Precious Jesus, I beseech Thee, 
May Thy words take root in me; 
May this gift from heav’n enrich me 
So that I bear fruit for Thee! 
Take them never from my heart 
Till I see Thee as Thou art, 
When in heav’nly bliss and glory 
I shall greet Thee and adore Thee. 
  
 
465 – From God Shall Naught Divide Me 
  
1. From God shall naught divide me, 
For He is true for aye, 
And on my path will guide me, 
Who else should often stray; 
His ever bounteous hand 
By night and day is heedful, 
And gives me what is needful, 
Where’er I go or stand. 
  
 
 

2. When man’s help and affection 
Shall unavailing prove, 
God grants me His protection 
And shows His pow’r and love. 
He helps in ev’ry need, 
From sin and shame redeems me, 
From chains and bonds reclaims me, 
Yea, e’en from death I’m freed. 
  
4. Whate’er shall be His pleasure 
Is surely best for me; 
He gave His dearest treasure, 
That our weak hearts might see 
How good His will toward us; 
And in His Son He gave us 
Whate’er could bless and save us; 
Praise Him who loveth thus! 
  
8. Then, though on earth I suffer 
Much trial, well I know 
I merit ways still rougher; 
Yet ’tis to heav’n I go; 
For Christ I know and love, 
To Him I now am hasting, 
And gladness everlasting 
With Him my heart shall prove. 
  
9. For such His will who made us; 
The Father seeks our good; 
The Son hath grace to aid us, 
And save us by His blood; 
His Spirit rules our ways, 
By faith in us abiding, 
To heav’n our footsteps guiding; 
To Him be thanks and praise. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



309 – A Wondrous Mystery Is Here (tune, St. 
Crispin) 
  
1. A wondrous mystery is here 
To hold in faith and holy fear: 
The Savior comes as food divine, 
Concealed in earthly bread and wine. 
  
2. This world is loveless, but above, 
What wondrous boundlessness of love! 
The King of Glory stoops to me 
My spirit’s life and strength to be. 
  
3. In consecrated wine and bread 
No eye perceives the myst’ry spread; 
But Jesus’ words are strong and clear: 
“My body and My blood are here.” 
  
4. How dull are all the pow’rs of sense 
Employed on proofs of love immense! 
The richest food lies hid from view, 
The highest gifts we have below. 
  
5. We have no greater boon on earth, 
And faith alone discerns its worth, 
The Word, not sense, must be our guide, 
Christ’s words assure though sight’s denied. 
  
6. Lord, show us still that You are good, 
And grant us evermore this food 
To strengthen ev’ry humble soul 
And make each wounded spirit whole. 
  
 
517 – If God Himself Be for Me (tune, Valet Will 
Ich Dir Geben) 
  
 2. This I believe, yea, rather, 
In this I make my boast, 
That God is my dear Father, 
The Friend who loves me most; 
And that, whate’er betide me, 
My Savior is at hand 

Though stormy seas to guide me 
And bring me safe to land. 
  
13. Not fire, nor sword, nor thunder, 
Shall sever me from Thee; 
Though earth be rent asunder 
Thou’rt mine eternally. 
Not hunger, thirst, nor danger, 
Not pain, nor pinching want, 
Nor mighty princes’ anger, 
My fearless soul shall daunt. 
  
14. No angel, and no gladness, 
No throne, no pomp, nor show, 
No love, no hate, no sadness, 
No pain, no depth of woe, 
No scheme of man’s contrivance, 
Though it be great or small, 
Shall draw me from Thy guidance, 
Not one of these, nor all! 
  
 
596 – Praise to Thee and Adoration 
  
1. Praise to Thee and adoration, 
Blessed Jesus, Son of God, 
Who, to serve Thine own creation, 
Didst partake of flesh and blood. 
Teach me that I never may 
From Thy fold or pastures stray, 
But with zeal and joy exceeding 
Follow where Thy steps are leading. 
  
2. Let me never, Lord, forsake Thee, 
E’en though bitter pain and strife 
On my way shall overtake me; 
But may I through all my life 
Walk in fervent love to Thee, 
In all woes for comfort flee 
To Thy birth, Thy death and passion; 
Till I see Thy full salvation. 
 
 



 
 


