
THE SIXTH SUNDAY AFTER PENTECOST HYMNS 
 
548 Thanks to Thee, O Christ, Victorious 

 

 

 

 

 
Text and tune: Public domain 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

755 In the Very Midst of Life 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
Text: © 1941 Concordia Publishing House. Used by permission: LSB Hymn License no. 110005617 
Tune: Public domain 
 
 
 



552 O Christ, Who Shared Our Mortal Life 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

5 Raising of Jairus’ daughter (Matthew 9:18–19, 23–26 or Mark 5:21–43) 

A ruler proud but bent by grief 

    Knelt down before Your feet: 

“My precious daughter’s gripped by death! 

    Come now and death defeat!” 

A multitude had gathered round 

    To hear the truth You taught, 

But, leaving them, You turned to help 

    A father sore distraught. 

 

6 You pressed through crowds to reach the child 

    Whose limbs with death grew cold. 

“She is not dead; she only sleeps!” 

    The weeping folk You told. 

And then You took her hand and called, 

    “My child, I bid you rise!” 

She rose! And all stood round You, Lord, 

    With awed and wond’ring eyes! 

 

4 Death’s power holds us still in thrall 

    And bears us toward the tomb. 

Death’s dark’ning cloud hangs like a pall 

    That threatens earth with doom. 

But You have broken death’s embrace 

    And torn away its sting. 

Restore to life our mortal race! 

    Raise us, O Risen King! 
Text: © 2003 GIA Publications, Inc. Used by permission: LSB Hymn License no. 110005617 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



750 If Thou But Trust in God to Guide Thee 

 

 

 

 
 

5 Nor think amid the fiery trial 

    That God hath cast thee off unheard, 

That he whose hopes meet no denial 

    Must surely be of God preferred. 

Time passes and much change doth bring 

And sets a bound to ev’rything. 

 

6 All are alike before the Highest; 

    ’Tis easy for our God, we know, 

To raise thee up, though low thou liest, 

    To make the rich man poor and low. 

True wonders still by Him are wrought 

Who setteth up and brings to naught. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

7 Sing, pray, and keep His ways unswerving, 

    Perform thy duties faithfully, 

And trust His Word; though undeserving, 

    Thou yet shalt find it true for thee. 

God never yet forsook in need 

The soul that trusted Him indeed. 
Text and tune: Public domain 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



820 My Soul, Now Praise Your Maker 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
Text and tune: Public domain 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

619 Thy Body, Given for Me, O Savior 

 

 

 

 
Text: © 1941 Concordia Publishing House. Used by permission: LSB Hymn License no. 110005617 
Tune: Public domain 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



738 Lord of All Hopefulness 

 

 

 

 
Text: © Oxford University Press. Used by permission: LSB Hymn License no. 110005617 
Tune: Public domain 
 


