THE FIFTH SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY

589 Speak, O Lord, Your Servant Listens
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lis - tens, Let Your Word to
near You And to lis - ten

1 Speak, O Lord, Your ser - vant
2 Oh, what bless - ing to be

3 Lord, Your words are wa - ters liv - ing When my thirst - ing
4 As I pray, dear Je - sus, hear me; Let Your words in
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me come near; New-born life and spir - it give me,
to Your voice; Let me ev - er love and hear You,

Lord, Your words are bread life - giv - ing;

spir - it pleads.
May Your Spir - it e’er be near me

me take root.
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Let each prom-ise still —my fear. Death’s dread pow’r, its in- ward
Let Your Word be now my choice! Man - y  hard-ened sin-ners,
On Your wordsmy spir - it feeds. Lord, Your words will be my

That I bear a-bun - dant fruit. May | dai - ly sing Your
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strife, Wars a - gainst Your Word of life; Fill me, Lord, with
Lord, Flee in ter - ror at Your Word; But to all who
light Through death’s cold and drea - ry night; Yes, they are my
praise, From my heart glad an-thems raise, Till my high - est
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love’s strong fer - vor That I «cling to You for - ev - er!
feel sin’s  bur - den You give words of peace and par-don.
sword pre - vail - ing And my cup of joy un - fail - ing!
praise is giv - en In the end-less joy of heav-en.

Tune and text: Public domain

682 God of the Prophets, Bless the Prophets’ Sons
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1 God of the  proph - ets, bless the proph-ets’ sons;
2 A - noint them proph - ets, men who are in - tent
3 A - noint them priests, strong in - ter - ces - sors they,
4 A - noint them kings, yes, king - ly kings, O Lord.
5 Make them a - pos - tles, her - alds of Your cross;
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E - li - jah’s man - tle oer E - li - sha cast
To be Your wit - ness - es in word and deed,
For par - don and for love and hope and peace,
- noint them with  the Spir - it of Your Son.
Forth let them go to tell the world of grace.
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Each age its sol - emn task may claim but once;
Their hearts a - flame, their lips made el - o - quent,
That, through their plead - ing, guilt - y sin - ners  may

Theirs not a jew - eled crown, a  blood-stained sword;
In - spired by You, may they count all but loss
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Make each one no - bler, strong - er than the last.
Their eyes a - wake to ev - 'ry hu - man need.
Find Je - sus’ mer-cy and from sin re - lease.
Theirs, by sweet love, for Christ a king - dom won.
And stand at last with joy be - fore  Your face.

Text and tune: Public domain



58n6 Preach You the Word
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1 Preach you the Word and plant it home To men who
2 We know how hard, O Lord, the task Your ser - vant
3 The sow - er sows; his reck-less love Scat - ters a-
4 Though some be snatched and some be scorched And some be
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like or like it not, The Word that shall en -
bade us  un - der - take: To preach Your Word  and
broad the good - ly seed, In - tent a - lone that
choked and mat - ted flat, The sow - er sows; his
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dure and stand When flow’rs and men shall be for - got.
nev - er ask What opride - ful prof - it it may make.
all may have The  whole-some loaves that all men need.
heart cries out, “Oh, what of that, and what of that?”

5  Of all his scattered plenteousness
One-fourth waves ripe on hill and flat,

And bears a harvest hundredfold:
“Ah, what of that, Lord, what of that!”

6  Preach you the Word and plant it home
And never faint; the Harvest Lord
Who gave the sower seed to sow
Will watch and tend His planted Word.

Text: © 1971 The Franzmann Family. Used by permission: LSB Hymn License no. 110005617
Tune: Public domain

688 “Come, Follow Me,” the Savior Spake
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1 “Come, fol - low Me,” the Sav - ior spake, “All in My
24 am  the light, I light the way, A god - ly
3 “My heart a-bounds in low - 1i - ness, My  soul with
4“1 teach you how to shun and flee What harms your
5 Then let us fol - low Christ, our Lord, And take the
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way a - bid - ing; De - ny your-selves, the world for-sake,
life  dis - play - ing; I bid you walk as in the day;
love is glow - ing; And gra - cious words My lips ex-press,
soul’s sal - va - tion, Your heart from ev - ’'ry guile to free,
cross ap -point - ed And, firm - ly «cling - ing to His Word,
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O - bey My call and guid - ing. O bear the cross, what-
I keep your feet from stray - ing. 1 am  the way, and
With meek-ness o - ver - flow - ing. My  heart, My mind, My
From sin and its temp - ta - tion. I am  the ref - uge
In suf - f’ring be un-daunt - ed. For those who bear the
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e’er be -tide, Take My ex-am - ple for your guide.
well I show How you must so - journ here be - low.
strength, My all, To God I yield, on Him I call.
of the soul And lead you to your heav'n - ly  goal”
bat - tle’sstrain The crown ofheav’n - ly life ob - tain.

Tune and text: Public domain



61n8 I Come, O Savior, to Thy Table
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11 come, O Sav - ior, to Thy ta - ble, For weak and
2 Thy  heart is filled with fer-vent yearn -ing That sin - ners
3 Un - wor-thy though I am, O Sav - ior Be - cause 1
4 Wea - ry am I and heav-y lad - en;  With sin my
5 What high - er gift can we in - her - it? It 1s  faith’s
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wea - ry is my soul; Thou, Bread of Life, a -
may sal - va - tion see Who, Lord, to Thee in
have a sin - ful heart, Yet Thou Thy lamb  wilt
soul is sore op - pressed; Re - ceive me gra - cious
bond and sol - id base; It is the  strength of
ol
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lone art a - ble To sat - is - fy and make me whole:
faith are turn - ing; So I, a sin - ner, come to Thee.
ban - ish nev - er, For Thou my faith - ful shep-herd art:
ly and glad - den My heart, for I am now Thy guest.
heart and spir - it, The cov - e - nant of hope and grace.
A Refrain ) .
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Lord,may Thy bod-y and Thy blood

Be
Tune: Public domain
Text: © 1941 Concordia Publishing House. Used by permission: LSB Hymn License no. 110005617

for my soul the high-est good!

619 Thy Body, Given for Me, O Savior
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1 Thy bod -y, givin for me, O Sav -ior, Thy blood which Thou for
2 With Thee,Lord, I am now u - nit - ed; 1 live in  Thee and
3 Who can con-demn me now? For sure - ly The Lord is nigh, who
4 Though death may threat-en with dis-as - ter, It can - not rob me
5 My heart has now be-come Thy dwell-ing, O bless - ed, ho - ly
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me didst  shed, These are my life and strength for -
Thou in me. No sor - row fills my soul, de -
jus - ti - fies. No hell 1 fear, and thus se -
of my cheer; For He who is of death the
Trin - 1 - ty. With an - gels I, Thy  prais - es
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ev - er, By them my hun - gry soul is fed.
light - ed It finds its on - ly joy in  Thee.
cure - ly With  Je - sus I to  heav - en rise.
mas - ter With aid and com - fort e’er is near.
tell - ing, Shall live in joy e - ter - nal - ly.
A Refrain \
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Lord, may Thy bod - y and Thy blood Be
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for my soul the high - est good!

Tune: Public domain

Text: © 1941 Concordia Publishing House. Used by permission: LSB Hymn License no. 110005617



631 Here, O My Lord, | See Thee Face to Face
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1 Here, 0] my Lord, I see  Thee face to face;
2 Here would I feed up - on the bread of God,
3 This is the hour of ban - quet and of song;
41 have no help but Thine; nor do I need
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Here would 1T touch and han - dle  things un - seen;
Here drink with Thee  the roy - al wine of heav’n;
This is the heav'n - ly ta - ble spread for me;
An - oth - er arm but Thine to lean up - on.
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Here grasp with  firm - er hand thee - ter - nal grace,
Here would 1 lay a - side each earth-ly load,
Here let me feast and, feast - ing, still pro - long
It is e - nough, my Lord, e - nough in - deed;
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And all my wea - r1i - ness up - on Thee lean.
Here taste a - fresh the calm  of sin  for - giv'n.
The brief bright hour of fel - low - ship with Thee.
My strength is in Thy might, Thy might a - lone.

5  Mine is the sin, but Thine the righteousness;
Mine is the guilt, but Thine the cleansing blood;
Here is my robe, my refuge, and my peace:
Thy blood, Thy righteousness, O Lord my God.

6  Too soon we rise; the vessels disappear;
The feast, though not the love, is past and gone;
The bread and wine remove, but Thou art here;
Nearer than ever; still my shield and sun.

7  Feast after feast thus comes and passes by,
Yet, passing, points to that glad feast above,
Giving sweet foretaste of the festal joy,
The Lamb’s great marriage feast of bliss and love.

Text and tune: Public domain

681 Send, O Lord, Your Holy Spirit
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Send, O Lord, Your Ho - ly

Spir - it On Your ser - vant

2 You, O Lord, Your-self have called him For Your pre - cious
3 Help, Lord Je - sus, help him nour - ish All  our chil - dren
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now, we pray; Let him prove a  faith - ful  shep-herd
lambs to care; But to pros - per in his call - ing,
with Your Word That in  fer - vent love they serve You
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That no lamb be led a - stray. Your pure teach-ing to pro-
He the Spir - it’s gifts must share. Give him wis-dom from a -
Till in heav’n their song is heard. Bound -less bless-ings, Lord, be -
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claim, To ex - tol Your ho - ly  name, And to feed Your
bove, Fill his heart with ho - ly love; In  his weak-ness,
stow On his faith - ful toil be - low Till by grace to
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Make his aim and sole en - deav - or.
his prayers, Good Shep - herd, hear him.
the crown of heav-en.

lambs, dear Sav - ior,
Lord, be near him, In
him be giv - en His  re - ward,

Text and tune: Public domain



