At Pentecost
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At Pen - te - cost, Christ's friends— a- wait - ing it—
For Christ's a - pos - tles— Gal - i-1le - ans each—
You, Spir -it, yet re - mind wus of Christ's words,
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heard roar-ing wind while tongues like fire split.
that roar of Spir - it then out-poured as speech.
still knit to - geth - er  from a - round the earth
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Up-on each head, a kin - dling flame a - lit.
In ev-'ry tongue, our Christ as Lord was preached!
one Bod-y— by your breath, a Liv - ing Church!
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Text: Constance Morgenstern, ©2011-18 WordSown.com
Tune: ENGELBERG by Charles V. Stanford, 1852-1924

This music may be freely copied for noncommercial use.
For other uses, check our copyright policy at WordSown.com.



