
543 – Rejoice, Rejoice, Believers

1. Rejoice, rejoice, believers,
And let your lights appear;
The evening is advancing,
And darker night is near.
The Bridegroom is arising
And soon is drawing night.
Up, pray and watch and wrestle;
At midnight comes the cry.

2. The watchers on the mountain
Proclaim the Bridegroom near;
Go forth as He approaches
With alleluias clear.
The marriage feast is waiting;
The gates wide open stand.
Arise, O heirs of glory;
The Bridegroom is at hand.

3. The saints, who here in patience
Their cross and suff’rings bore,
Shall live and reign forever
When sorrow is no more.
Around the throne of glory
The Lamb they shall behold;
In triumph cast before Him
Their diadems of gold.

4. Our hope and expectation,
O Jesus now appear;
Arise, O Sun so longed for,
O’er this benighted sphere.
With hearts and hands uplifted,
We plead, O Lord, to see
The day of earth’s redemption
That sets Your people free!

539 – Jerusalem, My Happy Home

1. Jerusalem, my happy home,
Name ever dear to me!
When shall my labors have an end?
Thy joys when shall I see?

2. O happy harbor of the saints!
O sweet and pleasant soil!
In thee no sorrow may be found,
No grief, no care, no toil.

3. In thee no sickness may be seen,
No hurt, no ache, no sore;
In thee there is no dread of death,
But life forevermore.

4. Thy saints are crowned with glory great;
They see God face to face;
They triumph still, they still rejoice:
Most happy is their case.

5. There David stands with harp in hand
As master of the choir;
Ten thousand times that man were blest
That might this music hear.

6. There Mary signs Magnificat
With tune surpassing sweet;
And all the virgins chant their parts,
Sitting about her feet.

7. There Magdalene hath left her moan
And cheerfully doth sing
With blessed saints whose harmony
In ev’ry street doth ring.

8. Apostles, martyrs, prophets there
Around my Savior stand;
And soon my friends in Christ below
Will join the glorious band.

9. Jerusalem, my happy home!
My soul still pants for thee;
Then shall my labors have an end,
When I thy joy shall see.



511 – Lord Jesus Christ, with Us Abide

1. Lord Jesus Christ, with us abide,
For round us falls the eventide;
Nor let Thy Word, that heav’nly light,
For us be ever veiled in night.

2. In these last days of sore distress
Grant us, dear Lord, true steadfastness
That pure we keep, till life is spent,
Thy holy Word and Sacrament.

3. Lord, Jesus, help, Thy Church uphold,
We are so sluggish, thoughtless, cold,
O prosper well Thy Word of grace
And spread its truth in ev’ry place!

4. O keep us in Thy Word, we pray;
The guile and rage of Satan stay!
O may Thy mercy never cease!
Give concord, patience, courage, peace.

5. O God, how sin’s dread works abound!
Throughout the earth no rest is found,
And falsehood’s spirit wide has spread,
And error boldly rears its head.

6. And ever is there something new
Devised to change Thy doctrines true;
Lord Jesus! As Thou still dost reign,
Those vain presumptuous minds restrain;

7. And as the cause and glory, Lord,
Are Thine, not ours, to us afford
Thy help and strength and constancy,
And keep us ever true to Thee.

8. Thy Word shall fortify us hence,
It is Thy Church’s sure defense;
O let us in its pow’r confide,
That we may seek no other guide.

9. O grant that in Thy holy Word
We here may live and die, dear Lord;

And when our journey endeth here,
Receive us into glory there.

544 – Wake, Awake, for Night Is Flying

1. “Wake, awake, for night is flying,”
The watchmen on the heights are crying,

“Awake, Jerusalem, arise!”
It is midnight, we are weary,

With voices strong they call us clearly:
“Where are you now, O virgins wise?

The Bridegroom comes, awake!
Arise! Your lamps now take!

Alleluia!
With bridal care

Yourselves prepare
To feast with Him, your Groom most fair.”

2. Zion hears the watchword sounding,
With bridal joy her heart is bounding,

She wakes, and breaks the spell of sleep.
For her Lord comes forth in splendor,

All rich in grace, truth’s strong Defender!
Her Star grows bright mid darkness deep.

Now come, O precious Crown,
Lord Jesus, God’s own Son.

Hail, Hosanna!
We enter all,

The marriage hall,
To eat the Supper at Your call.

3. All the Church in Christ rejoices
With human and angelic voices,

With harp and cymbal’s merry tone.
All twelve gates of that blest city

Gleam forth with pearls of heav’nly beauty;
We worship there around the throne.

No vision ever brought,
No ear hath ever caught

Such great glory.
Blessed, will we,

Sweet jubilee,
Sing “Gloria” eternally.



420 – Blest Be the Tie That Binds

1. Blest be the tie that binds
Our hearts in Christian love;
The fellowship of kindred minds
Is like to that above.

2. Before our Father’s throne
We pour our ardent prayers;
Our fears, our hopes, our aims are one,
Our comforts and our cares.

3. We share our mutual woes,
Our mutual burdens bear,
And often for each other flows
The sympathizing tear.

4. When here our pathways part,
We suffer bitter pain;
Yet, one in Christ and one in heart,
We hope to meet again.


