      These are the  days of    E –   li– jah

      Voi – ci       les  jours       d’E–li

Nous  som - mes dans les  jours       d’E-li

De –   clar- ing the Word  of the  Lord

Les pa-roles du  Seigneur  dé-clar-ées

Déclar-ons   les pa– roles du Seig-neur

And these are the days of Your ser - vant Mo - ses

Righ – teous - ness be - ing re - stored

And though these are days of great tri - als

Of fa -mine and dark - ness and sword

Still we are the voice in the des - ert cry - ing

Pre - pare ye the way of the Lord

Be - hold He comes ri - ding on the clouds

Shi - ning like the sun at the trum - pet call

Lift your voice it's the Year of Jub – i - lee

Out of Zi - on's hill sal – va - tion comes

These are the days of E – ze - kiel

The dry bones be – com - ing as flesh

And these are the days of Your ser - vant Da - vid

Re – buil - ding a tem - ple of praise

And these are the days of the har - vest

The fields are as white in Your world

And we are the la – bo - rers in Your vine - yard

De – cla - ring the Word of the Lord

These are the days of E–li–jah De–clar-ing the Word  of the  Lord And these are the days of Your ser-vant Mo-ses Righ–teous-ness be-ing re-stored And though these are days of great tri-als Of fa-mine and dark-ness and sword Still we are the voice in the des-ert cry-ing Pre-pare ye the way of the Lord  Be-hold He comes ri-ding on the clouds Shi-ning like the sun at the trum-pet call Lift your voice it's the Year of Jub-i-lee Out of Zi-on's hill sal-va-tion comes  These are the days of E-ze-kiel The dry bones be-com-ing as flesh And these are the days of Your ser-vant Da-vid Re-buil-ding a tem-ple of praise And these are the days of the har-vest The fields are as white in Your world And we are the la-bo-rers in Your vine-yard De-cla-ring the Word of the Lord 

Également les jours de ton serviteur Moïse la justice qui se renouvelle Malgré qu’ils soient les jours de défis, des famines et des ténèbres nous sommes toujours la vois dans le désert qui cri, ”Frayez le chemin du Seigneur » Voici il vient, planant sur les nuées comme le soleil qui brille au son de la trompette, lève-toi ta voix, c’est l’année de jubilé venant du Sion le salut vient. Voici les jours d’Ézekiel, les os secs en devenant chair, Également les jours de ton serviteur David, Rebâtissant un temple de louange, Et voici les jours de la moisson, Les champs sont blancs dans le monde, et nous sommes les ouvriers dans ton vigne, déclarent la parole du Seigneur

