
Rise Up O Saints of God 

Rise up O Saints of God! 

From vain ambitions turn 

Christ rose triumphant that your hearts 

With nobler zeal might burn. 
 

Speak out, O saints of God! 

Despair engulfs earths frame 

As heirs of God’s baptismal grace 

The word of hope proclaim. 
 

Rise up, O saints of God! 

The kingdom’s task embrace 

Redress sin’s cruel consequence 

Give justice larger place 
 

Give heed, O saints of God 

Creation cries in pain 

Stretch forth your hand of healing now, 

With love the weak sustain. 
 

Commit your hearts to seek 

The paths which Christ has trod 

And, quickened by the Spirit’s pow’r 

Rise up O saints of God! 

 

Around You O Lord Jesus 

Around you O Lord Jesus 

Your own you gather still 

To share the feast you give us 

With grace our lives to fill 

You say to us so lovingly 

“Take eat! This is my body! 

Take, drink! This is my blood!” 
 

We hear you invitation, 

And heed, O Lord, your call 

Your word of consolation 

Is spoken here to all 

It draws us to your loving heart 

It brings to us your blessings 

Which never will depart. 
 

We are you own forever 

Until our final breath 

We will be true and never 

In joy, in grief, in death 

Depart from you, for you are still 

Among your people dwelling 

As you have said you will 

O Living Bread from Heaven 

O Living Bread from heaven 

How well you feed your guest 

The gifts that you have given 

Have filled my heart with rest 

O wondrous food of blessings 

O cup that heals our woes 

My heart this gift possessing 

In thankful song o’erflows! 
 

My Savior, you have led me 

Within your holiest place 

And here yourself have fed me 

With treasures of your grace 

For you have feely given  

What earth could never buy 

The bread of life from heaven 

That now I shall not die. 
 

You gave me all I wanted 

This food can death destroy 

And you have freely granted  

The cup of endless joy 

My Lord, I do not merit 

The favor you have shown 

And all my soul and spirit  

How down before your throne. 
 

Oh, grant me then, well strengthened 

With heav’nly food while here 

My course on earth is lengthened 

To serve you, free from fear 

And bring me home to praise you 

Where none can peace destroy 

Where I will ever raise you 

Glad songs in endless joy.  
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Psalm 146 
Praise the Lord! 
Praise the Lord, O my soul! 
2 I will praise the Lord as long as I live; 
    I will sing praises to my God while I have my being. 
3 Put not your trust in princes, 
    in a son of man, in whom there is no salvation. 
4 When his breath departs, he returns to the earth; 
    on that very day his plans perish. 
5 Blessed is he whose help is the God of Jacob, 
    whose hope is in the Lord his God, 
6 who made heaven and earth, 
    the sea, and all that is in them, 
who keeps faith forever; 
7     who executes justice for the oppressed, 
    who gives food to the hungry. 
The Lord sets the prisoners free; 
8     the Lord opens the eyes of the blind. 
The Lord lifts up those who are bowed down; 
    the Lord loves the righteous. 
9 The Lord watches over the sojourners; 
    he upholds the widow and the fatherless, 
    but the way of the wicked he brings to ruin. 
10 The Lord will reign forever, 
    your God, O Zion, to all generations. 
Praise the Lord! 


