THE THIRD SUNDAY AFTER TRINITY HYMNS

569 In Adam We Have All Been One 61n1 Chief of Sinners Though | Be
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1 In Ad - am  we have all been one, One huge re - bel-lious man; I Chief of sin - ners though I  be, Je - sus shed His
2 We  fled Thee, and in los - ing Thee We lost our broth-er too; 2 Oh, the height of Je - sus’ love, High - er than the
3 But Thy strong love, it sought us still And sent Thine on - ly Son 30n - ly Je - sus can im - part Balm to  heal the
4 0 Thou who, when we loved Thee not, Didst love and save us all, 4 Chief of sin - ners though 1 be, Christ  is all in
A 50 my Sav - ior, help af - ford By Your Spir - it
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We all have fled that eve - ning voice That sought us as  we ran. ) : : :
Each  sin - gly sought and claimed his own; Each man his broth-er slew. blood for me, Died that I  might live on  high,
That we might hear His Shep-herd’s voice And, hear-ing Him, be one. heav’ns a - bove, Deep - er than the depths of sea,
Thou great Good Shep-herd of man-kind, O hear us when we call. wound -ed heart, Peace that flows from sin for - giv'n,
all to  me; All my wants to Him are known,
5 Send us Thy Spirit, teach us truth; and Your Word! When my way - ward heart would stray,
Thou Son, O set us free 5 . — — . i —
From fancied wisdom, self-sought ways, - i i . ! | - -
To make us one in Thee. Lives that I might nev - er die. As the branch is
. . Last-ing as e - ter - ni - ty! Love that found me—
A 6  Then shall our song united rise Joy that lifts the soul to heav’n, Faith and hope to
To Thine eternal throne, All  my sor-rows are His own. He sus - tains  the
Where with the Father evermore Keep me in the nar - row way; Grace in time  of
And Spirit Thou art one. R i : : : — 0
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to the vine, I am His, and He is mine.

won - drous thought! Found me when [  sought Him not.
walk with  God In the way that E - noch trod.
hid - den life Safe with Him from earth - ly strife.
need sup - ply While I live and when I die.

Tune and text: Public domain



608 Lord, to You | Make Confession 623 Lord Jesus Christ, We Humbly Pray
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1 Lord, to You 1 make con - fes - sion: 1 have sinned and 1 Lord Je - sus Christ, we hum-bly pray That  we may
2 Yet, though con-science’ voice ap - pall me, Fa - ther, I will 2 Give us, who share this won-drous food, Your bod - vy
3 For Your Son has suf-fered for me, Giv'n Him - self to 3 By faith  Your Word has made us bold To seize the
4 Lord, on You 1 cast my bur - den— Sink 1t mn the 4 One bread, one  cup, one bod - Y, we, Re - joic - lng
A . 5 Lord Je - sus Christ, we hum -bly pray: O keep us
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gone a - stray, 1 have mul - ti - plied trans - gres - sion, HH— » s - 2. &  — & —
seek Your face; Though Your child I dare not call me, o
res - cue  me, Died to save me and re - store me, feast  on You to - day; Be - neath these forms of
deep - est sea! Let me know Your gra-cious par - don, bro - ken and  Your blood, The grate - ful peace of
gift of love re - told; All that You are we
| Qﬂ | . T I — T — in our u - ni -ty Pro - claim  Your love un -
e — 1 —1 ‘ ] stead - fast till  that  day When  each will be Your
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Cho - sen for my-self my way. Led by You to f . T i , — . I
Yet re - ceive me in Your grace. Do not for my : 2 = — I ] H
Rec - on - ciled and set me free. Je - sus’ cross a - o i ! — ' = H
Cleanse me from in - iq - ui -ty Let Your Spir - it bread and wine En - rich us with Your grace di - vine.
Au ‘ ‘ sins for - giv’n, The «cer - tain joys of  heirs of heav’n.
o — P — — e s s s e ——— — here re - ceive, And all we are to  You we give.
[ \au I | 1 = — — — & e d—— ) —1u til You come To  bring Your scat - tered loved ones home.
wel - comed guest In heav - en’s high and ho - ly feast.
see  my er - rors, Lord, 1 trem-ble at Your ter - rors. Text and tune: Public domain

sins for - sake me; Let Your wrath not o - ver - take me.
lone can van - quish These dark fears and soothe this an - guish.
leave me nev - er; Make me on - ly Yours for - ev - er

Text and tune: Public domain



61n8 I Come, O Savior, to Thy Table

619 Thy Body, Given for Me, O Savior
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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 is  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
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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 L
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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!
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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.
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



922 Go, My Children, with My Blessing
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1 Draw near and take the bod - vy of the Lord, 1 Go, My chil-dren, with My bless - ing, Nev - er a - lone.
2 He who His saints in this world rules and shields, 2 Go, My chil-dren, sins for - giv - en, At peace and pure.
3 Come for - ward  then with faith - ful hearts sin - cere, 3 Go, My chil-dren, fed and nour-ished, Clos - er to Me;
A 41 the Lord will bless and keep you And give  you peace;
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And drink the ho - ly blood for you out - poured; % ; ; ;
To all be - liev - ers life e - ter - nal yields; Wak - ing, sleep-ing, I am with you; You are My own. In My
And take the pledg - es of sal - va - tion here. Here you learned how much I love you, What I can cure. Here you
A Grow in love and love by serv-ing, Joy - ful and free. Here My
[ ;" - - —i T — - S— — ] I the Lord will smile up-on you And give youpeace: I the
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Of - fered was He for great - est and for  least, Hey— L | | H o e
With  heav’'n - ly bread He makes the hun - gry whole, g ! !
(0] Lord, our hearts with grate - ful thanks en - dow love’s bap - tis - mal riv - er I have made you Mine for - ev - er
A heard My dear Son’s sto - ry; Here you touched Him, saw His glo - ry.
[ — T ro—| . | — I I n Spir - it’s pow - er filled you; Here His ten - der com - fort stilled you.
f %“VB z s j —g o - r | z 5 — ,.I Lord will be your Fa - ther, Sav - ior, Com - fort - er, and Broth-er.
Him - self the vic - tim and Him - self the priest. o P—— N I T 1 |
Gives liv - ing wa - ters to  the thirst - ing soul. s
As in this feast of love You bless us now.
Text and tune: Public domain Go, My chil-dren, with My bless-ing— You are My own.
Go, My chil-dren, sins for - giv - en, At peace and pure.
Go, My chil-dren, fed and nour-ished, Joy - ful and free.
Go, My chil-dren; I will keep you And give  you peace.

Text: © 1983 Concordia Publishing House. Used by permission: LSB Hymn License no. 110005617
Tune: Public domain



