
If We Are The Body 
Verse 1 
 
It's crowded in worship today 
As she slips in trying to fade into the faces 
The girls' teasing laughter is carrying 
Farther than they know 
Farther than they know 
 
Chorus 
 
(But) if we are the body 
Why aren't His arms reaching 
Why aren't His hands healing 
Why aren't His words teaching 
And if we are the body 
Why aren't His feet going 
Why is His love not showing them there is a way 
(There is a way) 
 
Verse 2 
 
A traveler is far away from home 
He sheds his coat and quietly 
Sinks into the back row 
The weight of their judgmental glances 
Tells him that his chances are better 
Out on the road 
 
Bridge 
 
Jesus paid much too high a price 
For us to pick and choose who should come 
And we are the body of Christ 
 
Ending 
 
Jesus is the way  



We Plough the Fields 
We plough the fields and scatter the good seed on the land, 
but it is fed and watered by your almighty hand; 
you send the snow in winter, the warmth to swell the grain, 
the breezes and the sunshine, and soft refreshing rain. 
 
All good gifts around us are sent from heaven above; 
we thank you, God, O holy God, for all your love. 
 
You only are the maker of all things near and far; 
you paint the wayside flower, you light the evening star; 
the winds and waves obey you, by you the birds are fed; 
much more to us, your children, you give us daily bread. 
 
All good gifts around us are sent from heaven above; 
we thank you, God, O holy God, for all your love. 
 
We thank you then, O Maker, for all things bright and good, 
the seedtime and the harvest, our life, our health, our food; 
accept the gifts we offer for all your love imparts, 
and, what from us you long for, our humble, thankful hearts. 
 
All good gifts around us are sent from heaven above; 
we thank you, God, O holy God, for all your love.  



The Servant Song (We Are Pilgrims) 
We are pilgrims on a journey, fellow travellers on the road; 
we are here to help each other walk the mile and bear the load. 
 
Sister, let me be your servant, let me be as Christ to you; 
pray that I may have the grace to let you be my servant too. 
 
I will hold the Christ-light for you in the nighttime of your fear; 
I will hold my hand out to you, speak the peace you long to hear. 
 
I will weep when you are weeping, when you laugh I'll laugh with you; 
I will share your joy and sorrow, till we've seen this journey through. 
 
When we sing to God in heaven, we shall find such harmony, 
born of all we've known together of Christ's love and agony. 
 
Brother, let me be your servant, let me be as Christ to you; 
pray that I may have the grace to let you be my servant too. 
 
 
 


