The House that Christ Built

By Jeanan Jackson

Houston, Texas

Here is the cornerstone, eternal and wise, 

The firm foundation that heals our lives,
God’s love for us in human guise,
Here in the house that Christ built.

Here are the worshipers, warts and all,
Who congregate in the fellowship hall

each week in response to the tender call

of Him who heals our broken lives,
Here in the house that Christ built.

Here are the ushers, friendly and kind

Who help those who worship their seats to find

And collect the off’rings of saints so inclined

Who congregate in the fellowship hall

To praise the One who heals us all
Here in the house that Christ built.

Here are the music makers, gifts diverse,

Who sing and play and ring and rehearse

And lift our hearts through verse after verse

Of hymns to Him who took on our Curse;
Who beckons the ushers, friendly and kind,

To prepare a comfortable seat to find
for all those who congregate in this hall

to praise the One who heals us all,

Here in the house that Christ built. 

Here are the servants who serve the wine
And distribute the bread on which we dine

In joyful remembrance of love Divine

While hymns are sung, and played, and rung,

And ushers pass the plates among
those who congregate in this hall

To praise the One who heals us all,

Here in the house that Christ built.

Here is the Liturgist, nervous but dear,

Who speaks the words and the prayers that we hear

with heart and mind and soul and ear.
Musicians, ushers, servants all,

We, who congregate in this hall,

give praise to the One who heals us all
Here in the house that Christ built.

Here is the Pastor whose sermon inspires 

Each to find what God requires

Of us as a sacrifice, living and whole,
Who, in our going, preach Christ’s role

In our lives by commitment to The Way
In all we do and all we say.
While bread and wine and prayers impart

The patient work of Christ in our hearts

And hymns are sung, and played, and rung,

And ushers pass the plates among

Those who congregate in this hall

To praise the One who heals us all,

Here in the house that Christ built.

Here are the people who joyfully sow

Their time and talents so the church may grow.

Regularly they volunteer

to mulch flower beds or lend an ear

or cook or teach or organize 
or lead a prayer or count the tithes

that we may be sacrifices, living and whole,

who, in our going, preach Christ’s role
while bread and wine and prayers impart

the patient work of Christ in our hearts

and hymns are sung and played and rung,

and ushers pass the plates among

those who congregate in this hall

to praise the One who heals us all

Here in the house that Christ built.

About the Author:  Jeanan wrote this poem just so she could tear it down again.  “I needed something for a Moment for Mission sketch reflecting the Worship & Arts Council’s “volunteer for a year” theme.  In the skit, there are two children reading the poem with a third child holding the microphone for them.  After reading about one and a half stanzas, the microphone holder takes over with a diatribe about how hard it is to run a church without volunteers.  While very little of the poem actually made it into the sketch, I needed to write the full poem because . . .um . . . I guess I couldn’t just leave it dangling after a couple of stanzas.  That would be like walking into a room with only part of the walls painted.  Working off of an incomplete piece would just be too distracting.”
Jeanan has devoted much of her time and creative energy in teaching an AIM drama class.  AIM is an acronym for “Adventures in Music” – the music & arts program for elementary age kids at Windwood Presbyterian Church.  Drama is one of the electives in the program.

