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THE FOURTH SUNDAY IN ADVENT HYMNS I?eiF T e
cap - t@ve Is - a - el, That mourns in lone - ly
345 Hark! A Thrilling Voice Is Sounding fmhes on ST - nais hght In  an - ciont dmes didst
A . | Sa - tan’s tyr - an - ny That trust Thy might - y
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1 Hark! A thrill - ing voice  is sound - ing! “Christ 1is
2 Star - tled at the sol - emn warn - ing, Let the
3 See, the Lamb, so long ex - pect - ed, Comes with
4 So, when next He comes in glo - ry And the
A5 Hon - or, glo - ry, might, do - min - ion To the
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near,” we hear it say. “Cast a - way the
earth - bound  soul a - rise; Christ,  its sun, all
par - don down from heav'n. Let us haste, with
world is  wrapped in fear, He will ~ shield  us
Fa - ther and the Son With the ev - er -
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works of dark - ness, All you chil - dren of the day!”

sloth dis - pel - ling, Shines up - on the morn-ing skies.
tears of sor - row, One and  all, to be for - giv'n;
with His mer - cy And  with words of love draw near.
liv - ing Spir - it While e - ter - nal a - ges run!

Text and tune: Public domain

357 O Come, O Come, Emmanuel

u - el, And ran - som
on high, Who or - d’rest
of mightt Who to  Thy
se’s tree, Free them from

-

O come, O come, Em - man -
O come, Thou Wis - dom from

O come, O come, Thou Lord
O come, Thou Branch of Jes -

ex - ile here Un - til the Son of God ap - pear.
knowl - edge show, And teach us in her ways to go.
give the Law In «cloud and maj - es - ty and awe.
pow’r to save, And give them vic - t'ry oO’er the grave.
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Re - joice! Re - joice! Em - man - u - el
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Shall come to thee, Is - ra - el
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5 O come, Thou Key of David, come,
And open wide our heav’nly home;
Make safe the way that leads on high,
And close the path to misery. Refrain

6 O come, Thou Dayspring from on high,
And cheer us by Thy drawing nigh;
Disperse the gloomy clouds of night,
And death’s dark shadows put to flight. Refrain

7 O come, Desire of nations, bind
In one the hearts of all mankind;
Bid Thou our sad divisions cease,
And be Thyself our King of Peace. Refrain

Text and tune: Public domain



333 Once He Came in Blessing O 4
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o) . B . With true fore - run-ner’s zeal The great-er One he named,

1 Once He came in bless - ing, Al_] our sins  re - By Jor-dan’s roll - ing stream, A new E - li -jah bold,

2 Now He gent - ly leads us;  With Him - self He Be - hold the Lamb of God, Who takes a - way our sin,

3 Soon will come that hour When with might - y That glad -ly we may walk Up - on our Sav-ior's way

4 Come, then, 0] Lord Je - sus, From our sins re -
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) ! . ' g And Him, as yet un-known, As Sav - ior he pro - claimed.
dress - ing; Came  in like - ness low - ly, He tes-ti-fied of Him Of whom the proph-ets told:
feeds us Pre - cious food  from heav. - en, Who for our peace and joy ~ Will full a - tone-ment win.
pow - er Christ ~ will  come in splen - dor Un - til we live with Him In His e - ter - nal  day.
lease us. Keep our hEEJItS be - ]lCV - mng, Text: © t?41dConcordia Publishing House. Used by permission: LSB Hymn License no. 110005617

Tune: Public domain
0|
HAA— T f { —t—T— ] — T I —
o S S S E—— — I — 338 Come, Thou Long-Expected Jesus
~T O
Son  of God most ho - ly; Bore the cross to > !
Pledge of peace here  giv - en, Man - na that will
And  will judg-ment ren - der, With the faith - ful I Come, Thoulong-ex - pect-ed Je-sus, Born to set Thy peo-ple free;
That  we, grace re - ceiv - ng, Ev - er may con - 2 Born Thy peo-ple to de-liv-er; Born a child and yet a king!
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save us; Hope and free - dom gave us.
nour - ish Souls that  they may flour - ish. From our fears and sins re-lease us; Let us find our rest in Thee.
13“2;; - ,1{':)% ‘"]F?ﬂ ]13: 'h)é(;l‘:fjn CV?I? - E?erss - {;:)%J Born to reign in  us for-ev - er, Now Thy gra - cious king-dom bring.
Text (sts. 2-3): © 2006 Concordia Publishing House. Used by permission: LSB Hymn License no. 110005617
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346 When All the World Was Cursed Is - rael’s strength and con-so - la-tion, Hope of all the earth Thou art,
| Qﬂu i , i - ‘ i - By Thine own e - ter-nal Spir-it Rule in all our hearts a - lone;
] | ] I | [ | T 1 I
e =
1 When all the world was cursed By Mo-ses’ con - dem-na - tion,
2 Be - fore he yet was born, He leaped in joy - ful meet - ing,
3 Be - hold the Lamb of God That bears the world’s trans-gres - sion, Dear de - sire of ev-ry na-tion, Joy of ev-'ry long-ing heart.
40 grant, dear Lord of love, That we re-ceive, re - joic - ing, By Thine all - suf - fi - cient mer-it Raise us to Thy glo-rious throne.
A u ) ) ) ‘ Text and tune: Public domain
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Saint John the Bap - tist came With words of con-so-la - tion.
Con - fess-ing Him as Lord Whose moth-er he was greet - ing.
Whose sac - 11 - fice re - moves The dev-il’s dread op - pres - sion.
The word pro-claimed by John, Our  true re - pen-tance voic - ing,



342 What Hope! An Eden Prophesied
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| What hope! An E - den proph-e - sied Where tame live with the wild;
2 A shoot will sprout from Jes - se’sstem, A  branch from Da-vid’s line,
3 As ban-ner of God’slove un-furled,Christ came to suf-fer loss,
4 Come, Je-sus, come, Mes - si - ah Lord, Lost Par - a- dise re-store;
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The lamb and i - on side by side, Led by a lit - tle child!
A Prince of Peace in Beth-le - hem: The fruitof God’s de - sign.
That by His death a dy - ing world Would ral-ly to the cross.

Lead past the an-gel’s flam-ing sword— Come, o-pen heav-en’s door.
Text: © 1998 Stephen P. Starke, admin. Concordia Publishing House. Used by permission: LSB Hymn License no. 110005617
Tune: Public domain

63n1 Here, O My Lord, | See Thee Face to Face
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1 Here, 0] my Lord, I see  Thee face to face;
2 Here would I feed up - on the bread of God,
3 This is the hour of ban - quet and of song;
41 have no help but Thine; nor do I need
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Here would 1T touch and han - dle  things un - seen;
Here drink with Thee  the roy - al wine of heav’n;
This is the heav'n - ly ta - ble spread for me;
An - oth - er arm but Thine to lean up - on.
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Here grasp with  firm - er hand thee - ter - nal grace,
Here would 1 lay a - side each earth-ly load,
Here let me feast and, feast - ing, still pro - long
It is e - nough, my Lord, e - nough in - deed;
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And all my wea - r1i - ness up - on Thee lean.
Here taste a - fresh the calm  of sin  for - giv'n.
The brief bright hour of fel - low - ship with Thee.
My strength is in Thy might, Thy might a - lone.

5  Mine is the sin, but Thine the righteousness;
Mine is the guilt, but Thine the cleansing blood;
Here is my robe, my refuge, and my peace:
Thy blood, Thy righteousness, O Lord my God.

6  Too soon we rise; the vessels disappear;
The feast, though not the love, is past and gone;
The bread and wine remove, but Thou art here;
Nearer than ever; still my shield and sun.

7  Feast after feast thus comes and passes by,
Yet, passing, points to that glad feast above,
Giving sweet foretaste of the festal joy,
The Lamb’s great marriage feast of bliss and love.

Text and tune: Public domain

350 Come, Thou Precious Ransom, Come
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1 Come, Thou pre - cious Ran - som, come, On - ly hope for
2En - ter now my  wait - ing heart, Glo - rious King and
3 My ho - san - nas and my palms Gra - cious - ly re -
4 Hail! Ho - san - na, Da - vid’s Son! Je - sus, hear our
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sin - ful mor - tals! Come, O  Sav - ior of the world!
Lord most ho - ly. Dwell in me and ne’er de - part,
ceive, [ pray Thee; Ev - er- more, as best I can,
sup - pli - ca - tion! Let Thy king - dom, scep-ter, crown,

O - pen are to Thee all por - tals. Come, Thy beau - ty
Though I  am but poor and low - ly. Ah, what rich - es
Sav - jor, 1 will hom-age pay Thee, And in faith I
Bring us bless-ing and sal - va - tion, That for - ev - er
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let us see; Anx - ious - ly we wait  for Thee.
will be mine When Thou art my  guest di - vine!
will em - brace, Lord, Thy mer - it through Thy grace.
we may sing: Hail!  Ho - san - na to our King.

Text and tune: Public domain



