59 — Lord of All Hopefulness

1. Lord of all hopefulness, Lord of all joy,

Whose trust ever childlike, no cares could destroy,
Be there at our waking, and give us, we pray,
Your bliss in our hearts, Lord, at the break of the
day.

2. Lord of all eagerness, Lord of all faith,

Whose strong hands were skilled at the plane and the
lathe,

Be there at our labors, and give us we pray,

Your strength in our hearts, Lord, at the noon of the
day.

3. Lord of all kindliness, Lord of all grace,

Your hands swift to welcome, Your arms to embrace,
Be there at our homing, and give us, we pray,

Your love in our hearts, Lord, at the eve of the day.

4. Lord of all gentleness, Lord of all calm,

Whose voice is contentment, whose presence is
balm,

Be there at our sleeping, and give us, we pray,

Your peace in our hearts, Lord, at the end of the day.

446 — What Is the World to Me

1. What is the world to me
With all its vaunted pleasure
When Thou, and Thou alone,
Lord Jesus, art my Treasure!
Thou only, dearest Lord,

My soul’s Delight shalt be;
Thou art my Peace, my Rest.
What is the world to me!

2. The world is like a cloud
And like a vapor fleeting,

A shadow that declines,

Swift to its end retreating.

My Jesus doth abide,

Though all things fade and flee;
My everlasting Rock.

What is the world to me!

3. The world seeks to be praised
And honored by the mighty,

Yet never once reflects

That they are frail and flighty.
But what I truly prize

Above all things is He,

My Jesus, He alone.

What is the world to me!

4. The world seeks after wealth
And all that Mammon offers,

Yet never is content

Though gold should fill it coffers.
I have a higher good,

Content with it I’1l be:

My Jesus is my Wealth.

What is the world to me!

5. The world is sorely grieved
Whenever it is slighted

Or when its hollow fame

And honor have been blighted.
Christ, Thy reproach I bear
Long as it pleaseth Thee;

I’m honored by my Lord.
What is the world to me!

6. The world with wanton pride
Exalts its sinful pleasures

And for them foolishly

Gives up the heav’nly treasures.
Let others love the world

With all its vanity;

I love the Lord, my God.

What is the world to me!



7. The world abideth not;
Lo, like a flash *twill vanish;
With all its gorgeous pomp
Pale death it cannot banish;
Its riches pass away,

And all its joys must flee;
But Jesus doth abide.

What is the world to me!

8. What is the world to me!

My Jesus is my Treasure,

My Life, my Health, my Wealth,
My Friend, my Love, my Pleasure,
My Joy, my Crown, my All,

My Bliss eternally.

Once more, then, I declare:

What is the world to me!

443 — O That I Had a Thousand Voices

1. O that I had a thousand voices

To praise my God with thousand tongues!
My heart, which in the Lord rejoices,
Would then proclaim in grateful songs

To all, wherever I might be,

What great things God hath done for me.

2. O all ye pow’rs that He implanted,
Arise, and silence keep no more;

Put forth the strength that He hath granted,
Your noblest work is to adore.

O soul and body, be ye meet

With heartfelt praise your Lord to greet!

3. Ye forest leaves so green and tender,

That dance for joy in summer air;

Ye meadow grasses, bright and slender;
Ye flow’rs, so wondrous sweet and fair;
Ye live to show His praise alone,

With me now make His glory known.

4. All creatures that have breath and motion,
That throng the earth, the sea, the sky,

Now join me in my heart’s devotion,

Help me to raise His praises high,

My utmost pow’rs can ne’er aright

Declare the wonders of His might.

594 — On What Has Now Been Sown

1. On what has now been sown

Thy blessing, Lord, bestow;

The pow’r is Thine alone

To make it spring and grow.

Do Thou in grace the harvest raise,
And Thou alone shalt have the praise.

2. To Thee our wants are known,
From Thee are all our pow’rs;

Accept what is Thine own

And pardon what is ours.

Our praises, Lord, and prayers receive
And to Thy Word a blessing give.

3. O grant that each of us,

Now met before Thee here,

May meet together thus

When Thou and Thine appear

And follow Thee to heav’n, our home.
E’en so, Amen, Lord Jesus, come!



