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7.

�

Aud,

�

O

�

Sy-

�

on,

�

thy

�

sa

�

lva

�

tion,

� �

Laud,

�

with

�

hymns

�

of

�

�

�

e

�

xu

�

lta
�

tion

� �

Christ

�

thy

�

king

�

and

�

she

�

pherd

�

true:

� � �

Spend

�

thy-

�

�

�

self,

�

his

�

ho

�

nour

�

rai-

�

sing;

� �

Who

�

su

�

rpa

�

sseth

�

all

�

thy

�

prai-
�

sing;

� �

�

�

Ne

�

ver

�

canst

�

thou

�

reach

�

his

�

due.

� � �

Sing

�

to

�

day,

�

the

�

my

�

st’ry

�

�

�

shew-

�

�

�

�

ing

�

�

Of

�

the

�

li-

�

ving,

�

life

�

be

�

sto

�

wing
�

�

Bread

�

from

�

heav’n

�

�

�

be-

�

fore

�

thee

�

set:

� � �

E’en

�

the

�

same

�

of

�

old

�

pro-

�

vi-

�

�

�

�

ded,

�

�

�

�

Where

�

the

�

twelve,

�

di-

�

vi

�

nely

�

gui-

�

ded,
�

�

At

�

the

�

ho-

�

ly

�

ta

�

ble

� �

�

met.

� � � � �

Full

�

and

�

clear

�

ring

�

out

�

thy

�

cha

�

nting,

�

�

Joy

�

nor

�

swee-

�

�

�

test

�

grace

�

be

�

wa

�

nting

�

�

To

�

thy

�

heart

�

and

�

soul
�

to

�

day;

� �

�

�

When

�

�

�

we

�

ga

�

ther
�

up

�

the

�

mea

�

sure

� �

Of

�

that

�

su

�

pper
�

and

�

its

�

trea

�

sure,

� �

�

�

Kee

�

ping

�

feast

�

in

�

glad

�

a

�

rray.

� � � � �

Lo!

�

the

�

new

�

Ki

�

ng’s ta

�

ble

�

�

�

gra-

�

cing,

�

�

This

�

new

�

pa

�

sso

�

ver

�

of

�

ble

�

ssing

�

�

Hath

�

fu

�

lfill’d

�

the

�

el-
�

�

�

der

�

rite:

� �

�

�

Now

�

the

�

new

�

the
�

old

�

ef-

�

fa-

�

ceth,

� �

Truth

�

re

�

veal’d

�

�

�

the
�

sha

�

dow

�

cha-

�

seth,

� �

Day

�

is

�

brea

�

king

�

on

�

the

�

night.

�

�

� �

�

What

�

�

�

he

�

did

�

at

�

su

�

pper

�

sea

�

ted,

� �

Christ

�

o

�

rdain’d

�

to

�

be

�

re

�

pea

�

ted,
�

�

�

�

His

�

me

�

mo

�

rial
�

ne’er
�

to
�

cease:
�

� �

And,

�

his

�

word

�

for

�

gui-

�

dance

�

�

�

ta-

�

king,

� �

Bread

�

and

�

wine

�

we

�

ha

�

llow,

�

ma-

�

king
�

�

This
�

our

�

sa-
�

�

�

cri-
�

fice
�

of
�

peace.
�

� �

This

�

the

�

truth

�

to

�

Chri

�

stians

�

gi-

�

ven

�

—

�

�

�

Bread

�

be-

�

comes

�

his

�

flesh

�

from

�

hea

�

ven,

� �

Wine

�

be-

�

comes

�

his

�

�

�

ho-
�

ly
�

blood.
�

� �

Doth

�

it

�

pass

�

thy

�

co

�

mpre

�

he

�

nding?

�

�

Yet

�

by

�

faith,

�

�

�

thy

�

sight

�

tra

�

nsce

�

nding,

� �

Wo

�

ndrous

�

things

�

are

�

u
�

nde
�

rstood.
�

� �

Yea,

�

�

�

be

�

neath

�

these
�

signs

�

are

�

hi

�

dden

� �

Glo

�

rious

�

things

�

to

�

sight

�

for-

�

�

�

bi

�

dden:
�

�

Signs,

�

not

�

things,
�

are
�

all

�

we
�

see.
�

� �

Wine

�

is

�

pour’d

�

and
�

�

�

bread

�

is

�

bro

�

ken,

� �

Yet

�

in

�

ei

�

ther

�

wo

�

ndrous

�

to

�

ken
�

�

Christ

�

e

�

ntire
�

�

�

we
�

know

�

to
�

be.
�

� �

Who-

�

so

�

of

�

this

�

food

�

pa

�

rta

�

keth,

� �

Re

�

ndeth

�

not

�

�

�

the

�

Lord,

�

nor

�

brea

�

keth:

�

�

Christ

�

is

�

whole

�

to

�

all
�

that
�

taste.
�

� � �

�

Thou

�

sands

�

are,

�

as

�

one,

�

re

�

cei

�

vers,

� �

One,

�

as

�

thou

�

sands

�

of

�

be-

� �

�

lie

�

vers,

�

�

Takes

�

the

�

food

�

that

�

ca
�

nnot
�

waste.
�

� �

Good
�

and

�

e-

�

vil

�

�

�

men

�

are

�

sha-

�

�

�

ring

� �

One

�

re

�

past,

�

a
�

doom

�

pre

�

pa-

�

ring

�

�

Va
�

ried
�

as
�

�

�

the

�

heart
�

of
�

man;
�

� �

Doom
�

of

�

life

�

or

�

death

�

a

�

war-

�

�

�

ded,

� �

As

�

their

�

�

�

days

�

shall

�

be

�

re-

�

co

�

rded

�

�

Which
�

from

�

one
�

be-

�

gi
�

nning
�

ran.
�

� �

�

�

When

�

the

�

sa

�

cra
�

ment

�

is
�

bro
�

ken,
�

�

Doubt
�

not

�

in

�

each

�

se

�

ver’d

�

�

�

to

�

ken,

� �

Ha

�

llow’d

�

by

�

the

�

word

�

once

�

spo

�

ken.

�

�

Re

�

steth

�

all

�

the

�

�

�

true
�

co
�

ntent:
�

� �

Nought

�

the

�

pre

�

cious
�

gift

�

di-
�

vi-
�

deth,
�

�

Brea
�

king

�

�

�

but

�

the

�

sign

�

be-

�

ti-

�

deth,

� �

He

�

hi

�

mself

�

the

�

same

�

a-

�

bi-

�

deth,

�

�

No-

�

�

�

thing

�

of

�

his

�

fu
�

lness
�

spent.
�

� �

Lo!

�

the

�

A

�

nge

�

l’s food

�

is

�

gi-
�

ven
�

�

To
�

�

�

the

�

pi

�

lgrim

�

who

�

hath

�

stri-

�

ven;

� �

See

�

the

�

chi

�

ldre

�

n’s bread

�

from

�

�

�

hea

�

ven,

� �

Which

�

to

�

dogs

�

may

�

not
�

be
�

cast;
�

� �

Truth

�

the

�

a

�

ncient

�

�

�

types

�

fu

�

lfil-
�

ling,
�

�

I
�

saac

�

bound,

�

a

�

vi

�

ctim

�

wil-

�

ling,

� �

Pa

�

schal

�

lamb,

�

�

�

its

�

li

�

feblood

�

spil-

�

ling,

� �

Ma

�

nna

�

sent

�

in

�

a
�

ges
�

past.
�

� �

Ve-
�

ry
�

bread,

�

�

�

good
�

she

�

pherd,

�

tend

�

us,

� �

Je-

�

su,

�

of

�

thy

�

love

�

be

�

friend

�

us,

� �

Thou
�

�

�

re

�

fresh

�

us,

�

thou

�

de-

�

fend

�

us,

� �

Thine

�

e-

�

te

�

rnal
�

goo

�

dness

�

send
�

�

�

us
�

�

In
�

the

�

land

�

of
�

life

�

to
�

see;
�

� �

Thou
�

who
�

all

�

things
�

canst

�

and

�

�

�

kno

�

west,

� �

Who

�

on

�

earth

�

such

�

food

�

be

�

sto

�

west,

� �

Grant
�

us

�

with

� �

�

thy

�

saints,

�

though

�

lo

�

west,

� �

Where

�

the

�

hea

�

v’nly
�

feast

�

thou

�

�

�

she

�

west,
�

�

Fe
�

llow-

�

heirs

�

and
�

guests

�

to
�

be.
�

� �

A-
�

men.
�

�

�

�

A

�

lle-
�

lu-

�

ya.
�

� �


