Gather Us In

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-ings con-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 have been sung through-out all of his - t'ry,
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 wuws in and hold us for-ev - er, gath-er wus in and
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blind and the lame; call to us 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 wus in, all peo-ples to - geth - er,
04
’{_ ‘"E ' | | 1 Il I
T | | | |
G T S
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
Music: Marty Haugen
Text and music @ 1982 GIA Publications, Inc.
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What a Friend We Have in Jesus

PRAYER

742

==

!
E}j :
1 What a friend we have in Je - sus,

2 Have we tri - als and temp-ta - tions?
3 Are we weak and heav-y - lad - en,
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our sins and griefs to bear!
Is there trou-ble an - y-where?
cum-bered with a load of care?

Oh, what peace we
Can we find

of - ten for - feit;

a friend so faith - ful
Do your friends de-spise, for - sake you?
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What a priv-i-lege to car - 1y ev - ry-thing to God in prayer!
We should nev-er be dis-cour - aged— take it to the Lord in prayer.
Pre-cious Sav-ior, still our ref - uge— take it to the Lord in prayer.
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oh, what need-less pain we bear—
who will all our sor-rows share?
Take it to the Lord in prayer.
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all be-cause we
Je - sus knows our

do not car - ry

ev-'ry weak-ness— take it
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ev - ’ry-thing to God in prayer!

to the Lord in prayer.
In his arms he’ll take and shield you; you will find a so-lace there.
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Text: Iéseph Scriven, 1820-1886
Music: Charles C. Converse, 1832-1918
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TRUST, GUIDANCE

795

Jesus, Savior, Pilot Me
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1 Je - sus, Sav - ior, pi - lot me o - ver
2 As a moth - er stills  her child, thou canst
3 When at last I near the  shore, and the
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life’s tem - pes - tuous  sea; un - known waves be - fore me
hush the o - cean wild, bois -t’rous waves 0o - bey thy
fear - ful break-ers roar twixt me and the peace-ful
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roll, : hid - ing rock and treach-’rous shoal; chart and
will when thou say’st to them: “Be still” Won - drous
rest, then, while lean ing on thy breast, may I
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com - pass come from thee. Je - sus, Sav - ior, pi-lot me.
sov - ’reign of the sea, Je - sus, Sav - or, pi-lot me.
hear thee say to me: “Fear not, I will pi-lot thee.”
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Text: Edward Hopper, 1818-1888
Music: John Edgar Gould, 1822-1875
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