DEILIG ER JORDEN

Deilig er jorden, prektig er Guds himmel,
skjonn er sjelenes pilgrimsgang! Gjennom de fagre
riker pd jorden gir vi til paradis med sang.

Tider skal komme, tider skal henrulle,
slekt skal folge slekters gang; aldri forstummer
tonen fra himlen i sjelens glade pilgrimssang.

Englene sang den forst for markens hyrder;
skjont fra sjel til sjel det lod: Fred over jorden,
menneske, fryd deg! Oss er en evig Frelser fadt!

Trond Burger Larsson
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Takk for at du kom og var med oss i dag!
Familien

Prest: @yvind Oksavik
Organist: Kelemen Matis
Kirketjener: Egil Klevberg
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AMAZING GRACE!

Amazing grace! How sweet the sound
that saved a wretch like me!
I once was lost, but now I'm found,
was blind, but now I see.

"Twas grace that taught my heart to fear,
and grace my fears relieved.
How precious did that grace appear
the hour I first believed!

Through many dangers, toils, and snares,
[ have already come;
This grace has brought me safe thus far,
and grace will lead me home.

The Lord has promised good to me:
His word my hope secures.
He will my shield and portion be
as long as life endures.

And when this flesh and heart shall fail,
and mortal life shall cease,
I shall possess within the veil
a life of joy and peace.

When we've been there ten thousand years,
bright shining as the sun,
we've no less days to sing God's praise
than when we first begun.
T John Newton 1779 - M Columbian Harmony 1829

MORNING HAS BROKEN

Morning has broken like the first morning,
blackbird has spoken like the first bird.
Praise for the singing, praise for the morning,

praise for them, springing fresh from the World!

Sweet the rain's new fall sunlit from heaven,
like the first dewfall on the first grass.
Praise for the sweetness of the wet garden,
sprung in completeness where his feet pass.

Mine is the sunlight; mine is the morning,
born of the one light Eden saw play!
Praise with elation, praise every morning,
God's re-creation of the new day!

T Eleanor Farjeon 1931 - M Geelisk folketone

GJE MEG HANDA DI, VEN

Gje meg handa di, ven, ndr det kveldar,
det blir mgrkt og me treng ei hand.
La dei ljose og vennlege tankar
fylgje oss inn i draumars land.

La varmen frd ein som er glad i deg,
tenne stjerner i mgrkaste natt!

Gje meg handa di, ven, ndr det kveldar,
det blir merkt og me treng ei hand.

Varme tankar og hender som trgystar
er som sol over frosen jord.
Kjenne varmen frd ein som er ner deg
gjev langt meire enn store ord.

La varmen frd ein som er glad i deg,
tenne stjerner i mgrkaste natt!

Gje meg handa di, ven, ndr det kveldar,
det blir merkt og me treng ei hand.
T/M: Sondre Bratland



