HYMNS for December 13&14, 2025

348 The King Shall Come When Morning Dawns
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1 The Kingshall come when morn-ing dawns And light tri - um-phant breaks,
2 Not as of old a lit - tle child, To bear and fight and die,
3 Oh, bright-er than the ris - ing morn When Christ,vic - to-rious, rose
4 Oh, bright-er than that glo - rious morn Shall dawn up -on our race
5 The Kingshall come when morn-ing dawns And light and beau-ty brings.
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When beau -ty  gilds the east-ern hills And life to joy a-wakes.

But crowned with glo - ry like the sun That lights the morn-ing sky.
And left the lone-some place of death De - spite the rage of foes.
The day when Christ in splen-dorcomes And we shall see His face.
Hail, Christ the Lord! Your peo-ple pray: Come quickly, King of kings!



LSB 347 Comfort, Comfort Ye My People
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I “Com - fort, com - fort ye My peo - ple, Speak ye peace,” thus
2 Yea, her sins our God will par - don, Blot - ting out each
3 Hark, the her - ald’s voice is «cry - ing In the des - ert
4 Make ye straight what long was crook - ed; Make the rough - er
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saith our God; “Com-fort those who sit in dark-ness, Mourn-ing
dark mis-deed; All  that well de-served His an - ger He no
far and near, Call - ing sin-ners to re- pen-tance, Since the
plac - es plain. Let your hearts be true and hum-ble, As be -
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‘neath their sor - rows’ load. Speak ye to Je - ru - sa-lem
more  will see or heed. She hath suf-fered man-ya day,
King - dom now is here. O that warn - ing cry o - bey!
fits His ho - ly reign. For the glo - ry of the Lord
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Of the peace that waits for them; Tell her that her
Now  her griefs have passed a - way; God  will change her
Now  pre - pare for God a way; Let the val - leys
Now o’er earth 1S shed a-broad, And all flesh shall
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sins 1 «cov - er And her war - fare now i1s o - ver”
pin - ing sad - ness In - to ev - er-spring-ing glad - ness.

rise to meet Him And the hills bow down to greet Him.

see the to - ken That His Word 1S nev - er bro - ken.
Text: Johann Olearius, 1611-84; tr. Catherine Winkworth, 1827-78, alt.
Tune: Trente quatre Pseaumes de David, 1551, Geneva, ed. Louis Bourgeois
Text and tune: Public domain




LSB 354 Arise, O Christian People
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1 A - rise, O Chrs-tian peo - ple! Pre- pare your-selves to-
2 Pre - pare the way Dbe - fore Him; Pre - pare for Him the
3 The hum - ble heart and low - ly God rais - es up on
4 Pre - pare my heart, Lord Je - sus; Turn not from me a-
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day; Pre - pare to  greet the Sav - ior, Who takes your
best. Cast out what would of - fend Him, This great, this
high; Be - neath His feet in ter - ror The haugh - ty
side, And help me to re - ceive You This bless - ed
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sins a - way. To us by grace a - lone The
heav’n-ly  guest. Make straight, make plain the way: The
soul shall lie. The  heart sin - cere and right, That
Ad - vent - tide. From stall and man - ger low Come
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truth and light were giv - en; The prom -ised Lord from
low - ly val - leys rais - ing, The heights of pride a -
heeds God’s in - vi-ta - tion And makes true prep - a -
now to dwell with-in me; riu sing Your prais - es
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heav - en To all the world s shown.
bas - ing, His  path all e - ven lay.
ra - tion— It is the Lord’s de - light.
glad - ly And forth Your glo - ry show.

Text: Valentin Thilo, 1607-62; tr. Arthur T. Russell, 1806-74, alt.
Tune: New Catechismus Gesangbuichlein, 1598, Hamburg, alt.
Text and tune: Public domain




LSB 63

Soul, Adorn Yourself with Gladness
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1 Soul, a - domn your - self with glad - ness, Leave the
2 Has - ten as a bride to meet Him, And with
3 He who  craves a pre - cious trea - sure Nei - ther
4 Now in faith 1 hum - bly pon - der O - ver
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gloom-y haunts of sad-ness, Come in - to the day-light’s
lov - ing rev - ‘rence greet Him. For with words of life im -
cost nor  pain will mea-sure; But the price-less gifts of
this sur - pass - ing won - der That the bread of life is
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splen - dor, There with joy  your prais - es ren - der.
mor - tal He is  knock - ing at your por - tal
heav - en God to us has free - ly giv. - en.
bound-less Though the souls it feeds are count - less:
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Bless the One whose grace un-bound - ed  This a - maz - ing
O - pen wide the gates be-fore Him, Say - ing, as you
Though the wealth of earth were prof - fered, None could buy the
With  the choic-est wine of heav - en  Christ’s own blood to
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ban - quet found - ed; He, though heav’n-ly, high, and
there a - dore Him: Grant, Lord, that I now re -
gifts here of - fered: Christ’s true bod -y, for you
us is giv - en Oh, most glo - rious con - so -
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ho - ly, Deigns to dwell with you most low - ly.
ceive  You, That I nev - er - more will leave  You.
riv - en, And His blood, for you once giv - en.
la - tion, Pledge and seal of my sal - va - tion!




Jesus, source of lasting pleasure,
Truest friend, and dearest treasure,
Peace beyond all understanding,
Joy into all life expanding:
Humbly now, | bow before You;
Love incarnate, | adore You;
Worthily let me receive You
And, so favored, never leave You.

Jesus, sun of life, my splendor,

Jesus, friend of friends, most tender,
Jesus, joy of my desiring,
Fount of life, my soul inspiring:

At Your feet | cry, my maker,

Let me be a fit partaker
Of this blessed food from heaven,
For our good, Your glory, given.

Lord, by love and mercy driven,

You once left Your throne in heaven
On the cross for me to languish
And to die in bitter anguish,

To forego all joy and gladness

And to shed Your blood in sadness.
By this blood redeemed and living,
Lord, | praise You with thanksgiving.

Jesus, bread of life, | pray You,
Let me gladly here obey You.
By Your love | am invited,

Be Your love with love requited;
By this Supper let me measure,
Lord, how vast and deep love's treasure.
Through the gift of grace You give me
As Your guest in heav'n receive me.



