May 12th,; 2021
Choral Prelude: William Dawson — Ev'ry Time I Feel the Spirit

Every time I feel the Spirit

moving in my heart I will pray.

Yes, every time I feel the Spirit

moving in my heart I will pray.

Upon the mountain, when my Lord spoke,
out of God’s mouth came fire and smoke.
Looked all around me, it looked so fine,
till T asked my Lord if all was mine.
Jordan River, chilly and cold,

it chills the body but not the soul.

There is but one train upon this track.

It runs to heaven and then right back.



Sweet, Sweet Spirit
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ex - press-ions on each face,

There are sweet

of _the Lord.

Spir-it
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_ And I know they feel the pres-ence of _the Lord._ Sweet Ho-ly
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Spir-it, Sweet Heav-en-ly Dove, Stay right here with us,___ fill-ing us with_your
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love. And for these bless- ings__~ we lift our hearts in praise; With-out a

QQ;>§D

h 4 4 N | t T
&~ S I\/ | ,)I | | ——| :
i e
=
! m

v
4 o)
—
i )
-
(g
P
I\ kag
~

4

33
f) | | | | | )
A, . [ r—~— =[] — [ 1 1 [ |
G = e e ==
[y, ~ ~
doubt we'll know that we havebeen re- vived when we shallleave this place.
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LEVAS 120 Words: Doris Akers (b. 1922) Music: Doris Akers Copyright 1962.



The Holy Spirit
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1 Comedown, O Love di - Vvine, seek thou this soul of mine,
2 O let it free - ly burn, till earth -ly pas - sions turn
3 And so the yearn -ing strong, with which the  soul will long,
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and vis - it it with thine own ar - dor glow -  ing;
to dust and ash - es in its heat con - sum - ing;
shall far out-pass the power of hu - man tell - ing;
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O Com-fort - er, draw near, with - in my heart ap - pear,
and let thy glo - rious light shine ev - er on my sight,
for none can guess its grace, till  Love cre - ate a place
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and kin - dle it, thy ho - ly flame be - stow - ing.
and clothe me round, the whilemy path il - lum - ing.
where - in the Ho - ly Spi - rit makes a dwell - ing.
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Words: Bianco da Siena (d. 1434?); tr. Richard Frederick Littledale (1833-1890), alt. J=54
Music: Down Ampney, Ralph Vaughan Williams (1872-1958) 66. 11. D





