
Abba O Abba Father 

You are the potter 

And we are the clay, 

The work of your hands 

 

Mould us mould us and 

Fashion us, 

Into the image, 

Of Jesus your Son 

Of Jesus your Son. 

 

Father, may we be one in you, 

May we be one in you, 

As he is in you, 

And you are in him 

 

Glory, glory and praise to thee 

Glory and praise to thee 

Forever amen.... 

Forever amen.... 

Forever amen.... 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



 

Come to the feast of heaven and earth 

Come to the table of plenty! 

God will provide for all that we need, 

Here at the table of plenty. 

 

O come and sit at my table 

where saints and sinners are friends. 

I wait to welcome the lost and lonely 

to share the cup of my love. 

 

O come and eat without money; 

come to drink without price. 

My feast of gladness will feed your spirit 

with faith and fullness of life. 

 

My bread will ever sustain you 

through days of sorrow and woe. 

My wine will flow like a sea of gladness 

to flood the depths of your soul. 

 

Your fields will flower in fullness; 

your homes will flourish in peace. 

For I, the giver of home and harvest, 

will send my rain on the soil. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Sing of the Lord's goodness, Father of all wisdom,  

come to him and bless his name. 

Mercy he has shown us, his love is for ever,  

faithful to the end of days. 

 

Come, then, all you nations, sing of your Lord's goodness,  

melodies of praise and thanks to God. 

Ring out the Lord's glory, praise him with your music,  

worship him and bless his name. 

 

 

Power he has wielded, honour is his garment,  

risen from the snares of death. 

His word he has spoken, one bread he has broken,  

new life he now gives to all. 

 

 

Courage in our darkness, comfort in our sorrow,  

Spirit of our God most high; 

solace for the weary, pardon for the sinner,  

splendour of the living God. 

 

 

Praise him with your singing, praise him with the trumpet,  

praise God with the lute and harp; 

praise him with the cymbals, praise him with your dancing,  

praise God till the end of days. 

 

 

 


