Hymns for 17 September 2023

Come, You Faithful, Raise the Strain 230

Aunrib, ro John of Damascus (. 8%6-c. 754 ce) Exod. 15; Luke 24
Transl. John Mason Neale, 1872 alr,

| Come, you faith - ful, raise the sirain of  tri - um - phant glad - ness;
2 Spring has dawned on  earth to - day;  Christ has burst from pris - on,
3 Now the joy - ous sea-son,bright with the day of splen - dor,
4 Nei - ther might the gates of death, nor the tomb's dim por - tal,
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God has  brought all Is - ra - el in - to joy from sad - ness;
And from three days' sleep in death as the sun has s - em
With the roy - al feast of feasts, comes its joys to ren - der;
Mor the watch - ers, nor the seal hold you as a mor - tal;
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Loosed from Pha-raoh’s bit - ter yoke Ja-cob's sons and  daugh - ters;
Al the win - ter  of our sins, long and gray, is fly - ing
Comes to glad Je - m - sa-lem who with true af - fec - tion
But to - day a - mid the twelve you still stand, be - stow - ing
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Led them with un - moist-ened foot through the Red Sea  wa - fers.
From the Light, to  whom we give laud and praiseun - dy - ing.
Wel-comes in un - wear - jed strains Je - sus’ res -ur - rec - tion.
Peaceand joy which ev - er-more  pass - es hu-man know - ing.
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Be Now My Vision

Ancient Irish text, c. 8th century; transl. Mary E. Byrne, 1905

Versified by Eleanor H. Hull, 1912; adapt.
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1 Be now my vi - sion, O God of my  heart;
2 Be now my wis - dom, and be my true word;
3 Rich - es I need not, nor life’s emp -ty  praise,
4 Sov-ereign 0 heav - en, my vic - to - 1Y won,
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noth-ing sur - pass - ¢§ the love you im - part—
ev - er with - in me, my soul is as - sured;
you, my in - - i = tance, now and al - ways;
may | reach heavcn s joys, 0 bright heav-en’s  Sun!
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You my best  thought, by day or by night,
Moth - er and Fa - ther, you are both to me,
You and you on - ly are first in my heart,
Heart of my own heart, what - ev -er be - fall,
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wak - ing  or sleep - ing, your pres - ence my light.
now and for - ev - er  your child I will be.
great God, my trea - sure, may we ney - er part.
still be my vi - sion, O . Rul - er of all.
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Guide Me, O My Great Redeemer

Exod, 13:21; 16:4; 17:6; Ps. 105:39-44; Rev. 22:1-2

William Williams, 1743

St. 1, transl. Peter Williams, 1771; all.
St 2-3, transl. William Williams, 1772; alt.
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1 Guide me, O my great Re - deem-er, pil - grim through this
2 O - pen now the crys - tal foun-tain, where the heal - ing
3 When | reach the Riv - er Jor -dan, bid my anx - ious
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bar - ren land; I am weak, but  you are might - y;
wa - ters  flow. Let the fire and cloud - y pil - lar
fears sub - side. Death of death, and hell's de - struc-tion,
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hold me with your power-ful hand. Bread of heav - en,
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bread of heav-en,

lead me all my jour-ney through. Strong de-liv - erer, strong de-liv - erer,
land me safe on heav-en’s side. Songs of prais - es, songs of prais-es
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feed me till I want no more, feed me tll | wanl no more.
ev - er be mystrengthand shield, ev - er be my strengthand shield.
I will ev-er sing to you, I willev - er sing to  you,
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