
The Spacious Firmament on High 

The spacious firmament on high, 

with all the blue ethereal sky, 

and spangled heavens, a shining frame, 

their great Original proclaim. 

The unwearied sun from day to day 

does his Creator's power display, 

and publishes to every land 

the work of an almighty hand. 

Soon as the evening shades prevail 

the moon takes up the wondrous tale, 

and nightly to the listening earth 

repeats the story of her birth; 

whilst all the stars that round her burn, 

and all the planets in their turn, 

confirm the tidings, as they roll, 

and spread the truth from pole to pole. 

What though in solemn silence all 

move round the dark terrestrial ball; 

what though nor real voice nor sound 

amid their radiant orbs be found; 

in reason's ear they all rejoice, 

and utter forth a glorious voice, 

for ever singing as they shine, 

'The hand that made us is divine.' 
 

James Addison 1712 

 

O Worship the King  

O worship the King all-glorious above, 

O gratefully sing his power and his love: 

our shield and defender, the Ancient of Days, 

pavilioned in splendor and girded with praise. 

O tell of his might and sing of his grace, 

whose robe is the light, whose canopy space. 

His chariots of wrath the deep thunderclouds form, 

and dark is his path on the wings of the storm. 

Your bountiful care, what tongue can recite? 

It breathes in the air, it shines in the light; 

it streams from the hills, it descends to the plain, 

and sweetly distills in the dew and the rain. 

Frail children of dust, and feeble as frail, 

in you do we trust, nor find you to fail. 

Your mercies, how tender, how firm to the end, 

 

 

our Maker, Defender, Redeemer, and Friend! 

O measureless Might, unchangeable Love, 

whom angels delight to worship above! 

Your ransomed creation, with glory ablaze, 

in true adoration shall sing to your praise!  
 

Robert Grant 1833 

 

Scripture References: 

st. 1 = Ps. 18:2, Dan. 7:9, 13, 22 

st. 2 = Ps. 18:9-12, Ps. 104:1-3 

st. 3 = Ps. 104:7-10 

st. 5 = Ps. 145:10 

 

 

How Great Thou Art 

O Lord, my God, when I in awesome wonder 

consider all the works thy hand hath made, 

I see the stars, I hear the mighty thunder, 

thy power throughout the universe displayed; 

Then sings my soul, my Savior God, to thee: 

how great thou art, how great thou art! 

Then sings my soul, my Savior God, to thee: 

how great thou art, how great thou art! 

When through the woods and forest glades I 

wander, 

I hear the birds sing sweetly in the trees; 

when I look down from lofty mountain grandeur 

and hear the brook and feel the gentle breeze;  

But when I think that God, his Son not sparing, 

sent him to die, I scarce can take it in, 

that on the cross, my burden gladly bearing, 

he bled and died to take away my sin; [Refrain] 

When Christ shall come, with shout of acclamation, 

and take me home, what joy shall fill my heart! 

Then I shall bow in humble adoration 

and there proclaim, "My God, how great thou art!"  

Translator: Stuart K. Hine (1949) 

Author: Carl Gustav Boberg  

 
Scripture References: 

all st. = Ps.121 

st. 3 = Heb. 12: 1-2 

st. 4 = 1 Thess. 4: 16-17 

 
 
 

 

http://hymnary.org/person/Hine_SK
http://hymnary.org/person/Boberg_CG


Laudato Si  

All creatures of our God and King, 

lift up your voice and with us sing:, 

alleluia, alleluia! 

O burning sun with golden beam, 

and shining moon with silver gleam, 

O praise him, O praise him, 

alleluia, alleluia, alleluia! 

O rushing wind so wild and strong, 

white clouds that sail in heaven along, 

alleluia, alleluia! 

New rising dawn in praise rejoice; 

you lights of evening find a voice: 

O praise him, O praise him, 

alleluia, alleluia, alleluia! 

Cool flowing water, pure and clear, 

make music for your Lord to hear: 

alleluia, alleluia! 

Fierce fire, so masterful and bright,  

providing us with warmth and light. 

O praise him, O praise him, 

alleluia, alleluia, alleluia! 

Earth ever fertile, day by day 

bring forth your blessings on our way; 

alleluia, alleluia! 

All flowers and fruits that in you grow, 

let the his glory also show; 

O praise him, O praise him, 

alleluia, alleluia, alleluia!  

And you most kind and gentle death, 

Waiting to hush our latest breath, 

O praise Him! Alleluia! 

you lead to home the child of God, 

And Christ our Lord the way has trod. 

O praise him, O praise him, 

alleluia, alleluia, alleluia! 

All you who are of tender heart, 

forgiving others, take your part; 

alleluia, alleluia! 

All you who pain and sorrow bear, 

praise God and on him cast your care; 

O praise him, O praise him, 

alleluia, alleluia, alleluia! 

Let all things their Creator bless, 

and worship him in humbleness, 

alleluia, alleluia! 

Praise, praise the Father, praise the Son, 

and praise the Spirit, Three in One: 

 

O praise him, O praise him, 

alleluia, alleluia, alleluia! 

Scripture References: 

st. 1 = Job 12:7-10, Ps. 148:3 

st. 2 = Ps. 148:8 

st. 4 = Ps. 148:9 

st. 5 = Ps. 148:11-13 

Great is thy Faithfulness –  

Great is thy faithfulness, O God my Father; 

there is no shadow of turning with thee; 

thou changest not; thy compassions, they fail not. 

as thou hast been thou forever wilt be. 

Refrain: 
Great is thy faithfulness! 

Great is thy faithfulness! 

Morning by morning new mercies I see; 

all I have needed thy hand hath provided. 

Great is thy faithfulness, Lord unto me! 

Summer and winter and springtime and harvest, 

sun, moon, and stars in their courses above 

join with all nature in manifold witness 

to thy great faithfulness, mercy, and love. [Refrain] 

Pardon for sin and a peace that endureth, 

thine own dear presence to cheer and to guide, 

strength for today and bright hope for tomorrow - 

blessings all mine, with ten thousand beside!  

Thomas Chisholm 1866-1960 

 

Eternal Father Strong to Save 

Eternal Father, strong to save, 

Whose arm hath bound the restless wave,  

Who bidd'st the mighty ocean deep 

Its own appointed limits keep; 

Oh, hear us when we cry to Thee, 

For those in peril on the sea!  

O Christ! Whose voice the waters heard 

And hushed their raging at Thy word, 

Who walked'st on the foaming deep, 

And calm amidst its rage didst sleep; 

Oh, hear us when we cry to Thee, 

For those in peril on the sea! 

 



Most Holy Spirit! Who didst brood 

Upon the chaos dark and rude, 

And bid its angry tumult cease, 

And give, for wild confusion, peace; 

Oh, hear us when we cry to Thee, 

For those in peril on the sea!  

William Whiting 1860,  

other verse anonymously added:  
 

Lord, guard and guide the men who fly 

Through the great spaces in the sky. 

Be with them always in the air, 

In darkening storms or sunlight fair; 

Oh, hear us when we lift our prayer, 

For those in peril in the air!  
 

Lord God, our power evermore, 

Whose arm doth reach the ocean floor,  

Dive with our men beneath the sea; 

Traverse the depths protectively. 

O hear us when we pray, and keep 

Them safe from peril in the deep. 
 

Eternal Father, King of birth, 

Who didst create the heaven and earth,  

And bid the planets and the sun 

Their own appointed orbits run; 

O hear us when we seek thy grace 

For those who soar through outer space. 
 

And when at length her course is run,  

Her work for home and country done, 

Of all the souls that in her sailed 

Let not one life in thee have failed;  

But hear from heaven our sailor's cry,  

And grant eternal life on high! 
 

Morning Has Broken 
 

Morning has broken, like the first morning 

Blackbird has spoken, like the first bird 

Praise for the 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 dew fall, 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 re-creation of the new day 

 

Morning has broken, like the first morning 

Blackbird has spoken, like the first bird 

Praise for the singing, praise for the morning 

Praise for them springing fresh from the word.  
 

Eleanor Farjeon, (born Feb. 13, 1881, London- 

died June 5, 1965) 

 
 

Beautiful Savior 
 

Beautiful Savior, King of creation,  

Son of God and Son of Man!  

Truly I'd love Thee, truly I'd serve thee,  

Light of my soul, my Joy, my Crown.  
 

Fair are the meadows, Fair are the woodlands,  

Robed in flow'rs of blooming spring;  

Jesus is fairer, Jesus is purer;  

He makes our sorr'wing spirit sing.  
 

Fair is the sunshine, Fair is the moonlight,  

Bright the sparkling stars on high;  

Jesus shines brighter, Jesus shines purer  

Than all the angels in the sky.  
 

Beautiful Savior, Lord of the nations, 

Son of God and Son of Man!  

Glory and honor, Praise, adoration,  

Now and forevermore be Thine!  
 

Joseph Augustus Seiss (1823–1904)  
 

Scripture References: 
st. 1 = 1 Tim. 1:17, 1 Tim. 6:16, Dan. 7:9, 13, 22 

st. 3 = Isa. 40:28, Isa. 64:6 

st. 4 = Isa. 6:2 

 
National Hymn  
 

God of our fathers, whose almighty hand 

Leads forth in beauty all the starry band 

Of shining worlds in splendor through the skies, 

Our grateful songs before thy throne arise. 
 

Thy love divine hath led us in the past; 

In this free land by thee our lot is cast. 

Be thou our Ruler, Guardian, Guide, and Stay, 

Thy word our law, thy paths our chosen way. 
 

From war's alarms, from deadly pestilence, 

Be thy strong arm our ever-sure defense. 
 

Thy true religion in our hearts increase. 

Thy bounteous goodness nourish us in peace. 

 
Daniel C. Robert 1892 



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 crowned thy good with brotherhood 

From sea to shining sea! 

 

O beautiful for pilgrim feet, 

Whose stern, impassioned stress 

A thoroughfare for freedom beat 

Across the wilderness! 

America! America! 

God mend thine every flaw, 

Confirm thy soul in self-control, 

Thy liberty in law! 

 

O beautiful for heroes proved 

In liberating strife, 

Who more than self their country loved 

And mercy more than life! 

America! America! 

May God thy gold refine, 

Till all success be nobleness, 

And every gain divine! 

 

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! 

 
Katherine Lee Bates  1910 

 

Count Your Blessings  
 

When upon life’s billows you are tempest-tossed, 

When you are discouraged, thinking all is lost, 

Count your many blessings, name them one by one, 

And it will surprise you what the Lord has done.  

 

Count your blessings, name them one by one, 

Count your blessings, see what God has done! 

 

Are you ever burdened with a load of care? 

Does the cross seem heavy you are called to bear? 

Count your many blessings, every doubt will fly, 

And you will keep singing as the days go by. 

 

So, amid the conflict whether great or small, 

Do not be discouraged, God is over all; 

Count your many blessings, angels will attend, 

Help and comfort give you to your journey’s end. 

 
Johnson Oatman (1856-1926) 

 

He’s Blessing Me 
 

He's blessing me, over and over again. 

 He's blessing me, right here where I stand. 

Everytime I turn around He's making a way 

somehow.  

Over and over again He's blessing me. 

 

The Lord is blessing, blessing me right now. 

The Lord is blessing me.  He's making a way 

somehow. 

You may not be able to see just what the Lord is 

doing for me. 

Over and over again, He's blessing me. 
 

Chorus 

 

He's in my walk, oh yes the Lord is blessing me. 

He's in my talk, oh yes the Lord is blessing me. 

He's in my heart and soul, from the crown of my 

head to the pinch of my toes. 

Over and over again, He's blessing me…. 

 
Norris Garner 

 
I Cannot Tell it All 
 

He's done so much for me, 

I cannot tell it all. 

 

He washed my sins away. 

I cannot tell it all. 

 

He walks and talks with me, 

I cannot tell it all. 

 

He gave me victory, 

I cannot tell it all. 

 
Theodore Frye 1899-1963  


