
19th Sunday in Ordinary Time ~ August 9, 2020

Sing to the Mountains Dufford

Sing to the mountains, sing to the sea.
Raise your voices, lift your hearts.
This is the day the Lord has made.

Let all the earth rejoice.

I will give thanks to you, my Lord.
You have answered my plea.

You have saved my soul from death.
You are my strength and my song.

Holy, holy, holy Lord.

Heaven and earth are full of your glory.

This is the day that the Lord has made.
Let us be glad and rejoice.

He has turned all death to life.
Sing of the glory of God.

Responsorial Psalm 85

Lord let us see your kindness, and grant us your salvation.

Be Still and Know That I Am God Walker- Freeburg

Be still, and know that I am God
You are my chosen one, to whom my love I give

My life is yours, in you I live

Be still, be still, and know that I am God.

Be still, and know that I am God
You are my chosen one; I came to set you free

Give me your cares and rest in me

Be still, and know that I am God
You are my chosen one, to whom I show my ways

My love is with you all your days.

Precious Lord, Take My Hand Dorsey

Precious Lord, take my hand
Lead me on, let me stand

I'm tired, I'm weak, I'm 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 past and gone,
At the river I stand

Guide my feet, hold my hand:
Take my hand precious Lord, lead me home.

How Can I Keep from Singing Lowry

  
My life goes on in endless song

Above earth´s lamentations,
I hear the real, though far-off hymn

That hails a new creation.

No storm can shake my inmost calm,
While to that rock I´m clinging.

Since love is lord of heaven and earth
How can I keep from singing?

Through all the tumult and the strife
I hear its music ringing,

It sounds an echo in my soul.
How can I keep from singing?

While though the tempest loudly roars,
I hear the truth, it liveth.

And though the darkness 'round me close,
Songs in the night it giveth.


