
Arise, your light is come! 

The Spirit's call obey; 

Show forth the glory of your God 

Which shines on you today. 

 

Arise, your light is come! 

Fling wide the prison door; 

Proclaim the captive's liberty, 

Good tidings to the poor. 

 

Arise, your light is come! 

All you in sorrow born, 

Bind up the brokenhearted ones 

And comfort those who morn. 

 

Arise, your light is come! 

The mountains burst in song! 

Rise up like eagles on the wing, 

God's pow'r will make us strong. 

 

God of grace and God of glory, 

on thy people pour thy power; 

crown the ancient church's story; 

bring its bud to glorious flower. 

Grant us wisdom, grant us courage, 

for the facing of this hour, 

for the facing of this hour. 

 

 Lo! the hosts of evil round us, 

scorn thy Christ, assail his ways! 

From the fears that long have bound us, 

free our hearts to love and praise. 

Grant us wisdom, grant us courage, 

for the living of these days, 

for the living of these days. 

 

 Cure thy children's warring madness, 

bend our pride to thy control; 

shame our wanton, selfish gladness, 

rich in things and poor in soul. 

Grant us wisdom, grant us courage, 

lest we miss thy kingdom's goal, 

lest we miss thy kingdom's goal. 

 

 Set our feet on lofty places; 

gird our lives that they may be 

armoured with all Christlike graces, 

pledged to set all captives free. 

Grant us wisdom, grant us courage, 

that we fail not them nor thee, 

that we fail not them nor thee! 

 

 Save us from weak resignation 

to the evils we deplore; 

let the search for thy salvation 

be our glory evermore. 

Grant us wisdom, grant us courage, 

serving thee whom we adore, 

serving thee whom we adore. 

 

Jesus calls us o'er the tumult 

of our life's wild, restless sea; 

day by day his sweet voice soundeth, 

saying "Christian, follow me." 

 

 As, of old, apostles heard it 

by the Galilean lake, 

turned from home and toil and kindred, 

leaving all for his dear sake. 

 

 Jesus calls us from the worship 

of the vain world's golden store, 

from each idol that would keep us, 

saying "Christian, love me more." 

 

 In our joys and in our sorrows, 

days of toil and hours of ease, 

still he calls, in cares and pleasures, 

"Christian, love me more than these." 

 

 Jesus calls us; by thy mercies, 

Savior, may we hear thy call, 

give our hearts to thine obedience, 

serve and love thee best of all. 


