All Saints Sunday 2009

Lord Jesus, Our Savior, why are you moved?
Power over death is already proved.

You’ve touched the dead, She rose from her bed,
But still you are scorned, doubted, reproved.

Jesus, Our Savior, Why are you shaken?
With bewail and lament overtaken

Lazarus in the tomb, Casts shadow of gloom,
Even though you knew he would awaken?
Lord Jesus, Our Savior, why do you weep
For all God’s commandments we’ve failed to keep?
You told us your fate, We fought to be great,
Then haggled the price to get your grace cheap.

Lord Jesus, Our Savior, why do you grieve

When doubt overcomes our will to believe?
Your promise is life, But we would chose strife,
By the gift of faith our fears you relieve.
Lord Jesus, Our Savior why do you cry,
In Lazarus see you the death you would die?
Glimpse of agony, by death on a tree

The crowd shouting crucify, crucify!
The enemies of death, division, and sin

Against our Lord Jesus will never win

He gave his last breath, To put death to death

Baptized in Him, the new life will begin.
There are bound to be times to weep and wail
It would be worse if He didn’t prevail

Victors of Glory, Pass on the story

Praise the risen One pieced by spear and nail!
Today we ponder the Saints gone before

Jesus stands weeping at sepulcher door
He cries with a shout, “Poor sinners come out,
And dwell with your savior forever more”!
