FOURTH SUNDAY AFTER EPIPHANY 1-28-2024

Rise, Shine, You People!
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1 Rise, shine, you peo - ple! Christ the Lord has en - tered
2 See how he sends the pow’rs of e - vil reel - ing;
3 Come, cel - e - brate; your ban - ners high un - furl - ing,
4 Tell how the Fa - ther sent the Son to save us.
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our hu-man sto -ry; God in him 1is cen - tered. He comes to
he  brings us free - dom, light and life and heal - ing. All men and
your songs and prayers a - gainst the dark-ness hurl - ing. To all the
Tell of the Son, who life and free-dom gave us. Tell how the
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us, by death and sin sur-round -ed, with grace un - bound-ed.
wom - en, who by guilt are driv - en, now are for - giv - en.
world go out and tell the sto - ry of Je-sus” glo - ry.
Spir - it calls from ev-'ry na - tion God’s new cre - a - tion.

Text: Ronald A. Klug, b. 1939, alt.
Music: WOITKIEWIECZ, Dale Wood, 1934-2003
Text and music © 1974 Augsburg Publishing House, admin. Augsburg Fortress.

Duplication in any form prohibited without permission or valid license from copyright administrator.



FOURTH SUNDAY AFTER EPIPHANY 1-28-2024

Let My Spirit Always Sing
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1 Let my spir - it al - ways sing, though my heart be
2 Thoughmy bod -y be con - fined, let your word en -
3 Let your wis-dom grace my years, choose my words and
4 Let my Spir - it al - ways sing, to your Spir - it
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win - ter-ing, though the sea - son  of de - spair
gage my mind, let the in - ner  eye dis - cem
chase my fears, give. me wit to  wel - come change,
an - swer-ing, through the si - lence, through the pain
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give no  sign  that you are there, God 1o whom my
how much more there is to leam, see a world be -
0 ac - cept, and not es - trange, let my joy be
know my hope is not in  vain, like a feath - er
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days be - long, let there al - ways a  song.

com -ing whole through the win - dow of  the soul.

full and deep in the knowl - edge that 1 Kkeep.

on your breath trust your love, through life and death.
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Text: Shirley Eresa Murray, 1931-2020
Music: SPIRITSONG, Jane Marshall, 1924-2019
Teat © 1996 Hope Publishing Comnpany, Carol Stream, IL 60158 All tights reserved.

Music © 2005 Jane Marshall, acmin. Augsberg Foctress
Duplication i any form prohibsted without securing 3 pynight ad

from

or reporting usage under valid license,



There Is a Balm in Gilead

Refrain
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There is a balm in Gil-e-ad to  make the wound-ed whole;
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there is a balm in Gil-e-ad to heal the sin-sick soul.
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1 Some - times I feel dis-cour-aged and think my work’s in  vain,
2 If you can - not preach like Pe - ter, if you can - not pray like Paul,

3 Don’t ev - er be dis - cour-aged, for Je - sus is your friend;
— - > J,e 2P o o $ & o
P 5 | = ’
Refrain
0 . . . | | . .
A1 | ' K— ' ' 7) ' ' K I
(=== i
— | g
but then the Ho -1ly Spir - it re - vives my soul a - gain.
you can tell the love of Je - sus and say, “He died for all”
and if you lack for knowl-edge, he’ll ne’er re-fuse to  lend.
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Text: African American spiritual

Music: BALM IN GILEAD, African American spiritual
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Healer of Our Every Il
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Heal - er of our ev-'ry il light of each to - mor - row,
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give us peace be - yond our fear, and hope be-yond our sor - row
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1 You who know our fears and sad - ness, grace us with your
2 In the pain and joy be - hold - ing how  your grace is
3 Give us strength to love each oth - er, ev - 'ry sis - ter,
4 You who know each  thought and feel - ing, teach us all your
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peace and glad-ness; Spir-it of all com-fort, fill our hearts.
still  un-fold-ing, give us all your vi - sion, God of love.
ev - 'ty broth-er; Spir-it of all kind-ness, be our guide.

way of heal-ing; Spir-it of com-pas-sion, fill each  heart.

Text: Marty Haugen, b. 1950

Music: HEALER OF OUR EVERY ILL, Marty Haugen

Text and music © 1987 GIA Publications, Inc., 7404 S. Mason Ave., Chicago, IL 60638. www.giamusic.com. 800.442.3358.
All rights reserved. Used by permission.

Duplication in any form prohibited without permission or valid license from copyright administrator.



Songs of Thankfulness and Praise

man - i - fest

grace to

in

val - iant fight,
im - i - tate

thee now
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1 Songs of thank-ful - ness and praise, Je - sus, Lord, to thee we raise;
2 Man -i- fest at Jor-dan’s stream, proph-et, priest,and king su-preme;
3 Man -i-fest in mak-ing whole weak-ened bod -y, faint-ing soul;
4 Grant us grace to see thee, Lord, pres-ent in thy ho - ly word;
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man -1 - fest-ed by the star to the sa-ges from a - far,
and at Ca-na wed-ding guest in thy God-head man -i - fest;

quell-ing all the
and be pure, as

dev -il’s might;
pure art thou;
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an - thems be
an - thems be
an - thems be

and may praise thee, ev -
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er blest,
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branchof roy - al Da-vid’s stem in thy birth at Beth-le - hem:
man - i - fest in pow’r di - vine, chang-ing wa - ter in - to wine;
man - i - fest in gra-cious will, ev - er bring-ing good from ill:
that we might be - come like thee at  thy great e - piph - a - ny,
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God in flesh made man-1i - fest.
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Text: Christopher Wordsworth, 1807-1885, alt.
Music: SALZBURG, Jakob Hintze, 1622—1702; arr. Johann Sebastian Bach, 1685-1750



