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GATHERING
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1 Here in this place the new light is stream-ing, now is the dark - ness

2 We are the young, our lives are a mys-try, we are the old who

3 Here we will take the wine and the wa - ter, here we will take the

4 Not in the dark of build-ingscon-fin - ing, not in some heav - en,
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van - ished a - way; see in this space our fears and our dream-ings
yearn for your face; we havebeen sung through-out all of his - try,
bread of new birth, here you shall call your sons and your daugh-ters,
light years a - way— here in this place the new light is shin - ing,
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brought here to you in the light of this day.
called to be light to the whole hu - man race.
call us a-new to be salt for the -earth.
now is the king-dom, and now is the day.
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Gath-er wus in, the lost and for - sak - en, gath-er us in, the
Gath-er us in, the rich and the haugh-ty, gath-er wus in, the
Give us to drink the wine of com-pas-sion, give us to eat the

Gath-er wus in and hold us for-ev - er, gath-er us in and
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blind and the lame; call to wus now, and we shall a - wak-en,
proud and the strong; give us a heart, so meek and so low - ly,
bread that is you, nour-ish us well, and teach us to fash-ion
make us your own; gath-er us in, all peo-ples to - geth -er,
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we shall a - rise at the sound of our name.
give us the cour-age to en - ter the song.
lives that are ho - ly and hearts that are true.
fire .. of love in our flesh and our bone.
Text: Marty Haugen, b. 1950 ‘ GATHER US IN

Music: Marty Haugen 1091010D
Text and music © 1982 GIA Publications, Inc.



TRUST, GUIDANCE
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all those who search for God, you find and by your grace set
in - form the mind and pu - 11 - fy
and those who put their trust in you

free.

the heart.

not death nor hell shall harm.

that truth to keep, that life - to win, whose joys e - ter - nal flow.
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1 My  faith looks up to thee, thou Lamb of Cal - va -1y,

2 May thy rich grace im - part strength to  my faint - ing heart,

3 While life’s dark maze 1 tread and griefs a - round me spread,

4 When ends life’s tran - sient dream, when death’s cold,

sul - len stream
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Sav - ior di - vine! Now hear me while I pray, take all my
my zeal in - spire; as  thou hast died for me, oh, may my
be thou my guide; bid dark-ness turn to day, wipe sor-row’s
shall o’er me roll; blest Sav-ior, then, in love fear and dis -
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guilt a-way, oh, let me from this day be whol - ly thine!
love to thee  pure, warm, and change-less be, a liv - ing fire!
tears a-way, nor let me ev - er stray from thee a - side.
trust re-move; oh, bear me safe a-bove, a ran - somed soul!
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Text: Ray Palmer, 1808-1887

Music: Lowell Mason, 1792-1872
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PRAISE, THANKSGIVING

879 | For the Beauty of the Earth
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For the beau-ty of the earth, for the beau-ty of the skies,

For the won-der of each hour ~of the day and of the night,

For the joy of ear and eye, for the heart and mind’s de - light,

For the joy of hu-man love, broth-er, sis - ter, par - ent, child,
For each  per-fect gift of thine, peace on earth and joy in heav’n;
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for the love which from our birth o-ver and a-round us les:
hill and vale and tree and flow’r, sun and moon and stars of light:
for the mys-tic har-mo-ny link-ing sense to sound and sight:

friends on  earth and friends a - bove; for all gen - tle thoughts and mild:
for ~ thy - self, best gift di-vine, to  our world so free - ly giv'n: e
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Christ, our  God, to thee we raise this our sac-ri-fice of praise.
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Text: Folljott S. Pierpoint, 1835-1917, alt. ’ DIX
Music: Conrad Kocher, 1786-1872 777777



