Now to Your Table Drawing Near – TIS 76
French 86.86

Melody from the Scottish Psalter 1615

Now to your table drawing near,
In deep humility,
A place for sharing wine and bread,
And our divinity.

You came among us God of clay,
And met us face to face;
Your selfless love our world embraced,
Your passion feeds us still.

Clay body broken on a hill,
For our eternal food;
Clay vessel shattered for our sake,
Our cup to overflow.

Here at your table we would dwell,
In deep’ning mystery;
Here perfect grace the tie that binds,
And builds community.
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