All Are Welcome

COMMUNITY IN CHRIST

641

n 1 il
Y 1 ] 1 ] f | |
r——13- J P — Jl J | } il g
o o
1 Let us build a house where love can dwell and all can safe - ly
2 Let us build a house where proph-ets speak, and words are strong and
3 Let us build a house where love is found in wa - ter, wine and
4 Let us "build a house where hands will reach be - yond the wood and
5 Let us build a house where all are named, their songs and vi - sions
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live, a place where saints and  chil - dren tell how
true, where all God’s chil - dren dare to seek fo
wheat: a ban - quet hall on ho - ly ground where
stone to heal and strength - en, serve and teach, and
heard and loved ~and trea - sured, taught and claimed as
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hearts learn to  for - give. Built of hopes and dreams and
dream God’s reign a - new.’ Here the cross shall stand as
peace and jus - tice meet. Here the love of God, through
live the  Word they’ve known. Here the out - cast and the
words with - in  the Word. Built of tears and cries and
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vi - sions, rock of faith and vault of  grace; here the love of
wit - ness and as sym - bol of God’s grace; here as one we
Je - sus, is re-vealed in time and space; as we share in
strang - er bear the im - age of God’s face; let us bring an
laugh-ter, prayers of faith and songs of  grace, let this house pro-
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Christ shall  end di - vi - sions:
claim the  faith of Je - sus:
Christ the  feast  that frees us: All are wel - come,
end to fear and dan - gen:
claim from floor to raf - fer
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all are wel-come, all are wel - come in  this place.
TWO OAKS

Text: Marty Haugen, b, 1950
Music: Marty Haugen
Text and music © 1994 GIA Publications, Inc.
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Come, Let Us Eat

N Leader or All
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1 Come, let us eat, for now the feast is spread,
2 Come, let us drink, for now the wine 1S poured,
3 In Je - sus’ pres - ence now we  meet and rest,

4 Rise, then, to spread a - broad God’s might-y word,
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come, let us eat, for now the feast 1is spread.

come, let us drink, for now the wine 1S poured.

in Je - sus’  pres - ence now Wwe meet and  rest.

rise, then, to spread a - broad God’s might-y  word.
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Our Lord’s bod -y let us take to - geth -erm

Je - sus’ blood poured let us drink to - geth - er

In the pres - ence of our Lord we  gath - er,

Je - sus ris - en will bring in the king - dom,
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our Lord’s bod - y let us take to - geth - er

Je - sus’ blood poured let us drink to - geth - er

in  the pres - ence of our Lord we gath - er.

Je - sus 1is - en will bring in the king - dom.

Text: Billema Kwillia, b, 1925, sts. 1-3; Gilbert E. Doan Jr., b. 1930, st. 4, alt.; tr. Margaret D. Miller, b. 1927, sts. 1-3, alt.

Music: A VA DE, Billema Kwillia, adapt.
Text sts. 13 and tune © Lutheran World Federation; text st. 4 and music adapt. © 1972 Contemporary Worship +, admin, Augsburg Fortress.

Duplication in any form prohibited without permission or valid license from copyright administrator.



Let Streams of Living Justice
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1 Let streams of liv-ing jus - tice flow down up - on the earth;
2 For heal - ing of the na - tions, for peace that will not end,
3 Your ci - ty’s built to mu - sic, we are the stones you seek;
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give free-dom’s light to cap - tives, let all the poor have worth.
for love that makes us lov - ers, God grantus grace to mend.
your har - mo - ny is lan - guage; we  are the words you speak.
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The hun - gry’s hands are plead -ing, the work - ers claim their rights,
Weave our var - ied gifts to - geth - er; knit our lives as they are spun;
Our faith we find in ser - vice, our hope in oth - ers’ dreams,
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the mourn-ers long for laugh - ter, the  blind-ed seek for sight.
on your loom of time en - roll  us till our thread of life is run.
our Jove in hand of neigh - bor; our  home-land bright-ly gleams.
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Make lib - er -ty a bea - con, strike down the 1 - ron pow'’s;
O great weav - er of  our fab - ric, bind church andworld in  one;
In_ - scribe our hearts with jus - tice; your way—the path un - tried;
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a - bol - ish an-cient ven-geance: pro - claim your peo-ple’s hour.

dye our tex - ture with your ra - diance,

your

truth—the heart of

Text: Willlam Whitla, b, 1934
Music: THAXTED, Gustav Holst, 18741934
Text © 1989 William Whitla.

Duplication in any form prohibited without permission or valid license from copyright administrator,

strang - er;

your

life—the

light our col - ors with your sun.
Cru - ci - fied.




