THE TRANSFIGURATION OF OUR LORD HYMNS

414 ’Tis Good, Lord, to Be Here
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1 ’Tis good, Lord, to be here! Thy
2 ’Tis good, Lord, to be here, Thy
3 Ful - fill - er of the past And
4 Be - fore we taste of death, We
5 °’Tis good, Lord, to be here! Yet
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glo - ry fills  the night; Thy face and  gar - ments,
beau - ty to be - hold Where Mo - ses and E
hope of things to be, We hail Thy bod - y
see Thy king - dom come; We long to hold  the
we may not re - main; But since Thou bidst us
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like  the sun, Shine with  un - bor - rowed light.

li - jah stand, Thy mes - sen - gers of old.
glo - 1 - fied And our re - demp - tion see.

vi - sion bright And make this hill our home.
leave the mount, Come with  us to the plain.

Tune and text: Public domain
413 O Wondrous Type! O Vision Fair
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1 0O won - drous type! 0] vi - sion fair
2 With Mo - ses and E - 1i - jah nigh
3 With shin - ing face and bright ar - ray
4 And faith -  ful hearts are raised on high
AS50 Fa -  ther, with thee - ter - nal Son
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of glo - 1y that the Church may share,
Theijn - car - nate Lord holds con - verse high;
Christ deigns to man - i - fest to - day
By this great vi - sion’s mys - ter Y,
And Ho - Iy Spir - it ev - er one,
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Which Christ up - on the moun - tain shows,
And  from the  cloud the Ho - ly One
What glo -1y shall be theirs a bove
For  which in  joy ful  strains we raise
We pray Thee, bring us by  Thy grace
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Where bright - er than the sun  He glows!
Bears rec - ord to the on - ly Son.
Who joy in  God with per - fect love.
The voice of prayer, the hymn of praise.
To see Thy glo Iy face to face.
Tune and text: Public domain
401 From God the Father, Virgin-Born
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1 From God the Fa - ther, ir - gin-bom To us the
2 Be - gin - ning from His home on high, In hu - man
3 Glide on, O glo - rious Sun, and bring The gift of
4 A - bide with us, 0] Lord, we pray; The gloom of
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on - ly Son came down; By death the font con - se-
flesh He came to die; Cre - a - tion by His death re-
heal - ing on Your wing; ev - ty dull and cloud - ed
dark - ness chase a - way; Your work of heal -ing, Lord, be-
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crate, The faith - ful re - gen - er - ate.
stored, And shed new of life a - broad.
sense  The clear - ness Your light dis - pense.
gin, And  take a - the  stain sin.

5 Lord, once You came to earth’s domain

And, we believe, shall come again;
Be with us on the battlefield,

From ev’ry harm Your people shield.

A6  ToYou, O Lord, all glory be

For this Your blest epiphany;
To God, whom all His hosts adore,
And Holy Spirit evermore.



81n0 O God of God, O Light of Light
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O God of God, O Light of Light, O
or deep in proph-ets’ sa - cred page, And grand in

Prince of Peace and

po - ets’

of truth, those deeds of love, That death so steeped in
hen raise to Christ a might-y song, And shout His name, His
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King of kings: To You in heav-en’s glo - ry bright The song of
wing-ed word, Slow - ly in type, from age to age The na - tions
hate and scorn— These all are past, and now a- bove He reigns, our
mer-cies tell! Sing, heav'n-ly host, your praise pro-long, And all on
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praise for - ev - er rings. To Him who sits up - on the throne,
saw their com - ing Lord; Till through the deep Ju - de - an night
King once crowned with thorn. Lift wup your heads, O might-y gates!
earth, your  an - them swell! All hail, O Lamb for sin-ners slain!
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The Lamb once slain but raised a - gain, Be all the glo - ry
Rang out the song, “Good-will to men!” Sung once by first-born
So sang that host be - yond our ken. Lift wup your heads, your
For - ev - er let the song as-cend! Wor - thy the Lamb, en-
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He has won, All thanks and praise! A - men, a - men.
sons of light, It ech - oes now, “Good - will!” A - men
King a - waits. We lift them up. A - men, a - men
throned to reign, All glo - ry, pow’r! A - men, a - men
Tune and text: Public domain
713 From God Can Nothing Move Me
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1 From God can noth-ing move me; He will not step a - side

2 When those whom I re - gard - ed As
3 The Lord my life ar - rang - es;
4 Each day at His good plea - sure God’s gra - cious will is

trust - wor - thy and sure
Who can His work de - stroy?

done.
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But gent - ly will re-prove me And be my con-stantguide.
Have long from me de - part - ed, God’s grace shall still en - dure.
In His good time He chang - es All sor-row in - to joy.
He sent His great-est trea - sure In Je - sus Christ, His Son.
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He stretch-es out His hand In eve - ning and in morn - ing,
He res - cues me from sin  And breaks the chains that bind me.
So let me then be still: My bod - y, soul, and spir - it
He ev - 'ty gift im-parts. The bread of earth and heav - en
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My life with grace a - dorn-ing Wher-ev - er [ may stand.
I leave death’s fear be - hind me; His peace I have with - in.
His ten - der care in - her - it Ac - cord-ing to His will
Are by His kind-ness giv - en. Praise Him with thank - ful hearts!

5 Praise God with acclamation

And in His gifts rejoice.

Each day finds its vocation
Responding to His voice.
Soon years on earth are past;

But time we spend expressing

The love of God brings blessing
That will forever last!

6  Yeteven though I suffer

The world’s unpleasantness,

And though the days grow rougher
And bring me great distress,
That day of bliss divine,

Which knows no end or measure,

And Christ, who is my pleasure,
Forever shall be mine.

For thus the Father willed it,
Who fashioned us from clay;
And His own Son fulfilled it
And brought eternal day.
The Spirit now has come,
To us true faith has given;
He leads us home to heaven.
O praise the Three in One!

Tune: Public domain
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1 Draw near and take the bod - y of the Lord,

2 He who  His saints  in this world rules and shields,
3 Come for - ward  then with faith - ful hearts sin - cere,
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And drink the ho - ly blood for you out- poured;
To all be - liev - ers life e - ter - nal yields;
And take the pledg - es of sal - va - tion here.
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Of - fered was He for great - est and for  least,

With  heav’'n - ly bread He makes the hun - gry whole,

O Lord, our hearts with grate - ful thanks en - dow
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Him - self the vic - tim  and Him - self the priest.

Gives liv - ing wa - ters to  the thirst - ing soul.

As in this feast of love You bless us now.

Text and tune: Public domain

417 Alleluia, Song of Gladness
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1 Al - le - lu-ia, song of glad - ness, Voice of joy that
2 Al - le - lu-1a, thou re-sound - est, True Je - ru - sa -
3Al - le - lu-ia can - not al - ways Be our song while
4 There-fore in our hymns we pray Thee, Grant us, bless - ed
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can - not die; Al -le - lu - 1a 18 the an - them
lem and free; Al-le - lu - ia, joy - ful moth - er,
here be - low; Al -le - lu - ia, our trans - gres - sions
Trin -1 - ty, At the last to keep Thine Eas - ter
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Ev - er raised by choirs on high; In the house of
All  thy chil - dren sing with thee, But by Bab -y -
Make us for a  while for - go; For  the sol - emn
With Thy faith - ful saints on high; There to  Thee for -
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God a - bid - ing Thus they sing e - ter - nal - ly.
lon’s sad  wa - ters Mourn - ing ex - iles now are  we.
time is com -ing When our tears for sin must flow.
ev - er sing-ing Al - le - Iu - ia joy - ful - ly.

Text and tune: Public domain



