Hymn Lyrics
Opening Song #689

Praise & Thanksgiving

Praise and thanksgiving, God, we would oﬀer
for all things living, you have made good:
harvest of sown ﬁeld, fruits of the orchard,
hay from the mown ﬁelds, blossom and wood.
God, bless the labor we bring to serve you,
that with our neighbor we may be fed.
Sowing or ?lling, we would work with you,
harves?ng, milling for daily bread.

Light of my soul, aLer victory won,
may I reach heaven’s joys, O heaven’s Sun!
Heart of my own heart, whatever befall,
s?ll be my vision, O Ruler of all.

Sending Song #679

For the Fruit of All CreaIon

For the fruit of all crea?on, thanks be to God.
For these giLs to ev’ry na?on, thanks be to God.
For the plowing, sowing, reaping,
silent growth while we are sleeping,
future needs in earth’s safekeeping, thanks be to God.

Father, providing food for your children,
by Wisdom’s guiding teach us to share
one with another, so that, rejoicing
with us, all others may know your care.
Then will your blessing reach ev’ry people,
freely confessing your gracious hand.
Where you are reigning, no one will hunger;
your love sustaining showers the land.

Sermon Song #793

Riches I heed not, nor vain, empty praise,
thou mine inheritance, now and always;
thou and thou only, the ﬁrst in my heart,
great God of heaven, my treasure thou art.

Be Thou My Vision

Be thou my vision, O Lord of my heart;
naught be all else to me, save that thou art:
thou my best thought both by day and by night,
waking or sleeping, thy presence my light.
Be thou my wisdom, and thou my true word;
I ever with thee and thou with me, Lord.
Thou my soul’s shelter, and thou my high tow’r,
raise thou me heav’nward, O Pow’r of my pow’r.

In the just reward of labor, God’s will is done.
In the help we give our neighbor, God’s will is done.
In our worldwide task of caring
for the hungry and despairing,
in the harvests we are sharing, God’s will is done.
For the harvests of the Spirit, thanks be to God.
For the good we all inherit, thanks be to God.
For the wonders that astound us,
for the truths that s?ll confound us,
most of all, that love has found us, thanks be to God.

