AT THE EUCHARIST
(Tune:  PILGRIMS*  11.10.11.10.9.10.)

Lord, in the stillness, at your altar kneeling, 

Open our hearts to what you’d have us be.

Here, as we meet you, every sense and feeling

Yearns for your grace, the love that sets us free.

As you commanded, so we are fed:

Our bread your body, our wine the blood you shed.

Guide, Lord, our thoughts, away from life’s distraction: 

Help set the busy, bustling world aside.

Grant us in you that peace and satisfaction

Promised to all your people, when you died.

As you commanded, so we are fed:

Our bread your body, our wine the blood you shed.

Drinking the wine, that you so richly pour us, 

Sorrow is joy, and respite comes from strife.

Sharing the bread, as did the Twelve before us,

We draw from you true nourishment for life.
As you commanded, so we are fed:

Our bread your body, our wine the blood you shed.
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