Songs for Worship

My Country Tis of Thee
My country, Tis of Thee, 
Sweet land of liberty,

Of Thee I sing;

Land where my fathers died,

Land of the pilgrims’ pride:

From every mountainside,

Let freedom ring.

Our fathers’ God, to Thee,
Author of liberty,

To Thee we sing;

Long may our land be bright

With freedom’s holy light;

Protect us from Thy might,

Great God, our King!
Michael, Row the Boat Ashore
Michael, row the boat ashore, Alleluia,

Michael, row the boat ashore, Alleluia,

Jordan’s River is chilly and cold, Alleluia,

Kills the body but not the soul, Alleluia,

Jordan’s River is deep and wide, Alleluia,

Meet my mother on the other side, Alleluia,

Gabriel, blow the trumpet horn, Alleluia,

Blow the trumpet loud and long, Alleluia,

Brother, lend a helping hand, Alleluia,

Brother, lend a helping hand, Alleluia,

Michael’s boat’s a gospel boat, Alleluia,

Michael’s boat’s a gospel boat, Alleluia,

Michael, row the boat ashore, Alleluia,

Michael, row the boat ashore, Alleluia,

SONG (Amazing Grace)

Amazing grace, how sweet the sound

That saved a wretch like me.

I once was lost, but now I'm found;

Was blind, but now I see

'Twas grace that taught my heart to fear,

And grace my fear relieved.

How precious did that grace appear

'Me hour I first believed.

Through many dangers, toils and snares

We have already come.

'Twas grace that brought us safe this far,

And grace will bring us home.

SONG (What a Wonderful World)

I see trees of green…red roses too,

I see ‘em bloom…for me and for you,

And I think to myself…what a wonderful world.

I see skies of blue…clouds of white,

Bright blessed days…dark sacred nights,

And I think to myself…what a wonderful world.

The colors of the rainbow…so pretty…in the sky,

Are also on the effaces…of people…going by,

I see friends shaking hands…sayin’ how do you do,

They’re really saying…I love you.

I hear babies cry…I watch them grow,

They’ll learn much more…than I’ll ever know,

And I think to myself…what a wonderful world.

Morning Has Broken

Morning has broken, Like the first morning,

Blackbird has spoken, Like the first bird,

Praise for he singing!  Praise for the morning!

Praise for them springing fresh from the word.

Sweet the rain’s new fall sunlit from heaven,

Like the first dewfall on the first grass,

Praise for the sweetness of the wet garden,

Sprung in completeness Where His feet pass.

Mine is the sunlight!  Mine is the morning,

Born of the one light Eden saw play!

Praise with elation, Praise every morning,

God’s recreation of the new day.

America the Beautiful

O beautiful for spacious skies

For amber waves of grain,

For purple mountain majesties

Above the fruited plain

America!  America!

God shed his grace on thee,

And crown thy good with brotherhood

From sea to shining sea!

O beautiful for patriot dream

That sees beyond the years

Thine alabaster cities gleam, 

Undimmed by human tears!

America!  America!

God shed his grace on thee,

And crown thy good with brotherhood

From sea to shining sea!
God Bless America

God Bless America, land that I love

Stand beside her, and guide her,

Through the night with the light from above.

From the mountains, to the prairies, 

To the ocean, white with foam.

God bless America, my home sweet home.

God bless America, my home sweet home.

Scout Vespers

Softly falls the light of day,

As our campfire fades away.

Silently, each Scout should ask,

"Have I done my daily task?"

"Have I cared and have I tried, 
Can I guiltless sleep tonight?

Have I done and have I dared,

Every thing to be prepared?"

