June 29th, 2021
Choral Prelude: Thomas Dorsey — Precious Lord

Precious Lord, take my hand,

Lead me on, let me stand;

I am tired, I am weak, I am worn.
Through the storm, through the night,
Lead me on to the light.

Take my hand, precious Lord;

Lead me home.

When my way grows drear,
Precious Lord, linger near,
When my life is almost gone,
Hear my cry, hear my call;
Hold my hand lest I fall.

Take my hand, precious Lord;
Lead me home.

When the darkness appears
And the night draws near,
And the day is almost gone,
At the river I stand;

Guide my feet, hold my hand,
Take my hand, precious Lord;
Lead me home.
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vv. 1,4
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1 Thee - ter - nal gifts of Christ the King, thea - pos - tles’
2 The princ-es of the Church are  they, tri - um - phant
3 Theirs is the stead - fast faith of  saints, the hope that
4 In them the Fa - ther’s glo - ry  shone, in them the
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glo -rious deeds we  sing, and all, with hearts of glad - ness, raise due
lead-ers in  the fray, in hea-ven’s hall a vic - tor band, true
nev - er yields nor faints; the  per-fect love of Christ they know: these
Spi-rit’s will was done, the Son him-self ex-ults in them; joy
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hymns of thank-ful love and praise.
lights that light - en ev -ery land.
lay the prince of this world low.
fills the new Je - ru-sa - lem. Al -
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Apostles. Alternative tune: Jesu, nostra redemptio (syllabic rhythm), 233.

Words: Ambrose of Milan (340-397); ver. Hymnal 1940, alt.
Music: Gonfalon Royal, Percy Carter Buck (1871-1947)
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vv. 1-3
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1 For all the saints, who from their la - bors rest, who
2 Thou wast their rock, their for - tress, and their might:
3 O may thy sol - diers, faith-ful, true, and bold,
4 O blest com - mun ion, fel - low-ship di - vine!
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thee by  faith be - fore the world con - fessed, " thy
thou, Lord, their Cap - tain in the well-fought fight;
fight as the saints who no - bly fought of  old, and
We feeb - ly  strug gle, they in glo - ry  shine; yet
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Name, O Je - sus, be for ev - er blessed.
thou, in the dark - ness drear, the one true  Light
win, with them, the vic - tor's crown of gold.
all are ___ one in thee, for all are thine.
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