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“WE’LL BUILD A LAND”  HYMN #121

We’ll build a land where we bind up the broken.
We’ll build a land where the captives go free,
where the oil of gladness dissolves all mourning.
Oh, we’ll build a promised land that can be.
(Chorus)
Come build a land where sisters and brothers,
anointed by God, may then create peace:
where justice shall roll down like waters,
and peace like an ever flowing stream.
We’ll build a land where we bring the good tidings
to all the afflicted and all those who mourn.
And we’ll give them garlands instead of ashes.
Oh, we’ll build a land where peace is born.

(Chorus)
We’ll be a land building up ancient cities,
raising up devastations from old;
restoring ruins of generations.
Oh, we’ll build a land of people so bold.

(Chorus)
Come, build a land where the mantles of praises
resound from spirits once faint and once weak;
where like oaks of righteousness stand her people.
Oh, come build the land, my people we seek.

(Chorus)


“THOUGH I MAY SPEAK WITH BRAVEST FIRE”  (HYMN # 34)

Though I may speak with bravest fire, and have the gift to all inspire,
and have not love, my words are vain as sounding brass and hopeless gain.
Though I may give all I possess, and striving so my love profess,
but not be given by love within, the profit soon turns strangely thin.
Come, Spirit, come, our hearts control, our spirits long to be made whole.
Let inward love guide every deed; by this we worship, and are freed.





“MAN OF LA MANCHA (I, DON QUIXOTE)”    
From the Original Broadway Production of Man of La Mancha
Sung by Richard Kiley & Irving Jacobsen

Hear me now, oh, thou bleak and unbearable world
Thou art base and debauched as can be
And a knight with his banners all bravely unfurled
Now hurls down his gauntlet glory

I am I, Don Quixote the Lord of La Mancha
My destiny calls and I go
And the wild winds of fortune will carry me onward
Oh, whither soever they blow
Whither soever they blow, onward to glory I go

I'm Sancho, yes, I'm Sancho
I'll follow my master till the end
I'll tell all the world proudly
I'm his squire, I'm his friend

Hear me heathens and wizards and serpents of sin
All your dastardly doings are past
For a holy endeavor is now to begin
And virtue shall triumph at last

I am I, Don Quixote, the Lord of La Mancha
(I'm Sancho, yes, I'm Sancho)
My destiny calls and I go
(I'll follow my master till the end)
And the wild winds of fortune will carry me onward
(I'll tell all the world proudly)
Oh, whither soever they blow
(I'm his squire, I'm his friend)
Whither soever they blow, onward to glory we go 

“THE IMPOSSIBLE DREAM”
From the Original Broadway Production of Man of La Mancha
Sung by Richard Kiley

To dream the impossible dream
To fight the unbeatable foe
To bear with unbearable sorrow
And to run where the brave dare not go
To right the unrightable wrong
And to love pure and chaste from afar
To try when your arms are too weary
To reach the unreachable star

This is my quest
To follow that star
No matter how hopeless
No matter how far

To fight for the right
Without question or pause
To be willing to march, march into Hell
For that heavenly cause

And I know if I'll only be true
To this glorious quest
That my heart will lie peaceful and calm
When I'm laid to my rest

And the world will be better for this
That one man, scorned and covered with scars
Still strove with his last ounce of courage
To reach the unreachable star.




