HOLY BAPTISM
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so  learn his love, its
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one Lord, one faith, and
with kind and gen - tle

length and breadth, its

u - ni - ty,

one bap - tism,

hearts for - give
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as God

full - ness, depth, and height.
ver - y bond of peace.
God who made us

all.

in Christ for - gave.

Text and music © 1999 Augsburg Fortress

A - wake, a-rise, go forth in faith, and Christ shall give you life.
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Baptized and Set Free 453
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1 We are peo - ple cre - at - ed, cho - sen by God.
2 We are fed and we’re mnour - ished, filled and re - freshed.
3 We are nour-ished by wa - ter, all liv - ing  things,
4 Now with praise and thanks - giv - ing, we join the song.
A4 f i i T I f
1 1 | 1 ] ]
s 15
Then we’re washed, ev - er  gent-ly, in mer -cy and love.
Then our hun - ger re - turns and a- gain we are blessed.
and by life that the Spir - it a - bun - dant - ly brings.
All  are wel - come! We  gath -er to sing loud and  strong.
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Sin has pow - er no more. Je - sus o - pened the door
For what-ev - er the need, God is great - er in - deed:
As we jour - ney toward home, may your pres-ence be known:
Not en-slaved, but set free! From now on, all will be
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to a foun-tain bring-ing heal-ing, and whole-ness and more.
end-less o -cean, al-ways deep-er than all of our need.
pre-cious riv - er, ev-er - flow-ing,now car - ry us home.
one in Je-sus, one in wa - ter, bap - tized and set free!
Text: Cathy Skogen-Soldner, b. 1956 BAPTIZED AND SET FREE
Musie: Cathy Skogen-Soldner 74756685



TRUST, GUIDANCE

Amazing Grace, How Sweet the Sound
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1 A - maz - ing grace!— how sweet the sound— that
2 'Twas  grace that taught  my heart to fear, and
3 Through man - 'y dan - gers, toils, and snares 1
4 The Lord has prom - ised good to me; his
5 When we've been there ten thou - sand  years, bright
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saved a wretch like me! 1 once was lost, but
grace my fears re - lieved; how pre - cious did- that
have al - read - y come; tis grace has brought me
word my hope se - cures; he will my  shield and
shin - ing as the  sunm, we've 1o less days to
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now am found; was blind, but now I see.
grace ap - pear the ‘hour I first  be - lieved!
safe thus far, and grace will lead me home.
por tion be as long as life en - dures.
sing God’s praise than when we’d first be - gun.
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Text: John Newton, 1725-1807, alt., sts. 1-4; anonymous, st. 5 NEW BRITAIN

Music: W. Walker, Southern Harmony, 1835; arr. Edwin O. Excell, 1851-1921, alt.
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JUSTICE, PEACE

719  Where Cross the Crowded Ways of Life
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1 Where cross the crowd-ed ways of life, where sound the
2 In haunts of wretch-ed - ness and mneed, on shad - owed
3 From ten - der child-hood’s help - less - mess, from  hu - man
4

The cup of wa - ter givvn for you still holds  the
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cries of race and clan, a - bove the noise of
thresh-olds  dark with fears, from paths where hide the
grief and bur - dened toil, from fam - ished souls, from
fresh - ness  of your grace; yet long these mul - tio-
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self - ish strife, we hear your voice, O Son of Man.
lures of greed, we catch the vi - sion of your tears.
sor - row’s stress, your heart has nev - er known 1e - coil.
tudes to view the strong com - pas - siomn i your face.
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5 O Master, from the mountainside 6 Till all the world shall learn your love,

make haste to heal these hearts of pain; and follow where your feet have trod;
among these restless throngs abide; till glorious from your heav’n above
oh, tread the city’s streets again; shall come the city of our God.

Text: Frank M. North, 1850-1935, alt. WALTON

Music: W. Gardiner, Sacred Melodies, 1815 LM



