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Lord of Glory, You Have Bought Us

Text:Eliza S. Alderson, 1818-1889, alt.
Music: Rowland H. Prichard, 1811-1887
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1 Lord of glo - ry, you have bought us with your life - blood

2 Grant us  hearts, dear Lord, to give you glad - ly, free - ly,

3 Won-drous hon - or you have giv - en to our hum - blest

4 Lord of glo - ry, you have bought us with your life - blood
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as the price, nev - er grudg-ing for the lost ones that tre -
of your own. With the sun - shine of your good-ness melt our
char - 1 - ty in your own mys-te - rious sen -tence,“You have
as  the price, nev - er grudg-ing for the lost ones that tre -
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men - dous sac - ri - fice; and with that have free - ly giv - en

thank -less hearts of stone till our cold and self - ish na - tures,

done it all to me.” Na - ked, sick, in pris - on, hun - gry
men - dous sac - ri - fice. Give us faith to trust you bold - ly,
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bless - ings count-less  as the sand to  theun - thank - ful

warmed by  you, at length be - lieve that more hap - py

in the least, your face we view, say - Ing by your
hope, to  stay our souls on you: but,  oh, best of
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and  the e - vil with your own un - spar - ing hand.
and more bless ed ‘tis to give than to re - ceive.
poor and  need y, “Give as I have giv’n to you”
all your  grac es, with your love our love re - new.
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CONFESSION, FORGIVENESS
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God, When Human Bonds Are Broken
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1 God, when hu-man bonds are bro-ken and we lack the love or skill
2 Throughthat still-ness, with your Spir - it come in - to our world of stress,
3 You in us are bruised and bro-ken: hear us as we seek re - lease
4 Send  us, God of new be - gin-nings, hum-bly hope-ful in - to life.
5 Give  us faith to be more faith-ful, give us hope to be more true,
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Text: Fred Kaan, b. 1929
Music: William H. Monk, 1823-1889
Text © 1989 Hope Publishing Company
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to  re - store the hope of heal-ing, give us grace and make us still.
for the sake of Christ for-giv - ing all the fail-ures we con - fess.
from the pain of ear - lier liv - ing; set wus free and grant us peace.
Use us as a means of bless-ing: make us stron-ger, give us faith.
give us love to go on learn-ing: God, en-cour-age and re - new!
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Go, My Children, with My Blessing

SENDING
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1 “Go, mychil-dren, with my bless-ing, nev - er a - lone.
2 “Go, mychil-dren, sins for-giv-en, at peace and pure.
3 “Go, my chil - dren, fed and nour-ished, clos - er to me.
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Wak - ing, sleep -ing, 1 am with you, you are my  own.
Here youlearned how much I love you, what 1 can cure.
Grow in love and love by serv-ing, joy - ful and free.
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In  my love’s bap-tis - mal riv - er 1 have made you mine for-ev - er

@

Here you heard my dear Son’s sto - ry, here you touched him, saw his glo - ry.

Here my Spir - it’s pow -er filled you, here my ten - der com-fort stilled you.

Q—H—? A ﬁ g F e ? ; e . i e £ P p e
P ! I - ,! !' | | [ / ] : h I IP_‘
' T | 1 1 ' ' | 1 ' F . I
Q ﬁ I I | K
7/ i— i\/ I gl o Ty ij i } di dx‘\/
5 T3 ® ' o
T f ﬂgfw]' rr o
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.”
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Text:Jaroslav]. Vajda, b. 1919, alt. ARHYD Y NOS
Music: Welsh traditional; arr. Ralph Vaughan Williams, 1872-1958 84848884

Text © 1983 Concordia Publishing House
Arr. © Oxford University Press




