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segue "Welcome Home"
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Father:

7

Son 1:

13

Mother:

ThankGod, son, thatyou'rehome.

I'm ahap-py man!

AndI'll doall I can tode- serve it.

Wakethe

ThankGod, son,

house! Light the

thatyou'rehome.

lights! Kill thefat-ted calf.

I'm the hap - py one!
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17

Son 2:

22

27

32

Let thewine, thering,

Let thewine, thering,

therobe con -

therobe con -

firm it.

firm it.

I'veal-wayslis -

tened to ev' - ry-thing yousay. Can youname atime I'vedone

an - y of youwrong. Butnoone lis - tens to a

sing - le thing I say. And I'veslaved foryou foroh so long.



37

Father:

43

47

51

My dearchild, lis -ten to whatI'mgoing tosay. Youhaveev-'ry-thing:

all I have, all I am. Come andre - joice,

re - joice, and cel - e-brate withme that your lost broth-er

has comehome a-gain. Cel-e-brate that he'scomehome a-gain.



56

62

67

72

78

Your lost broth-er hascome home a-gain. Yourlost

broth-er hascomehome a-gain. Ohh, hmm.


