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Morning Has Broken
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I Morn-ing has bro - ken like the first morn - ing;
2 Sweet the rain’s new fall, sun - lit from heav - en,
3 Mine 18 the sun - light!  Mine is the morn -  Ing,
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black-bird  has spo - ken like the first bird.
like the first dew - fall on the first grass.
borm of  the one light E - den saw play!
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Praise for the sing - ing! Praise for the morn - ing!
Praise for the sweet - ness of the wet gar - den,
Praise with e - la - tion, praise ev - ’ry morn - ing,
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Praise for them, spring - ing fresh from the  Word!
sprung In com - plete -  ness where God’s feet  pass.
God’s re - cre - a -  tion of the new day!

Text: Eleanor Farjeon, 1881-1965
Music: BUNESSAN, Gaelic tune

Text © Miss E. Farjeon Will Trust, admin. David Higham Associates

Duplication in any form prohibited without permission or valid license from copyright administrator.
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Come Down, O Love Divine
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1 Come down,O Love di - wvine; seek thou this soul of mine
2 Oh, let 1t free - ly burn, tll world-ly pas - sions turn
3 Let ho-ly char - 1 - ty mine out-ward ves - ture be,
4 And so the yearn - Ing strong, with which the soul will  long,
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and vis - it it with thine own ar - dor glow - ing;
to dust and ash - es in its heat con - sum - ing;
and low - li - ness be - come mine in - ner cloth - ing—
shall far out-pass the powr of hu - man tell - ing;
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O Com-fort - er, draw  near; with - iIn  my heart - pear
and let thy glo - rious light shine ev -er on sight,
true low - li - ness of heart, which takes the hum - bler part,
no soul can guess Love's grace till it  be-come place
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and kin - dle it, thy ho - ly flame be - stow - ing.
and clothe me round, the while my path il - lum - ing
and o'er its own short - com-ings weeps with loath - ing.
where - in  the Ho - ly  Spir - it makes a dwell - ing.

Text: Bianco da Siena, d. 1434: tr. Richard E. Littledale, 1833-1890

Music: DOWN AMPNEY, Ralph Vaughan Williams, 1872-1958
Music from The English Hymnal, outside the USA © Oxford University Press 1906. All rights reserved.

Duplication in any form prohibited without permission or valid license from copyright administrator.
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Let the Vineyards Be Fruitful
Offering Song
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Let the vine - yards be fruit - ful, Lord, and
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fill to the brim  our cup of  bless - ing. Gath-er a
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har - vest from the seeds that were sown, that we may be fed  with the
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bread of life. Gath-er the hopes and the dreams of  all; u-
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nite them with the prayers we of - fer. Grace our ta - ble  with your
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and give us a fore - taste of the feast to come.

pres - ence,

Text: John W. Arthur, 1922-1980

Music: Liturgy of Jov, James M. Capers, b. 1948
Text © 1978 Lutheran Book of Worship, admin. Augsburg Fortress and music © 1993 Augsburg Fortress.

Duplication in any form prohibited without permission or valid license from copyright administrator.
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For the Beauty of the Earth
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| For the beau-ty of the earth, for the beau-ty of the skies,
2 For the won-der of each hour of the day and of the night,
3 For the joy of ear and eye, for the heart and mind’s de - light,
4 For the joy of hu-man love, broth-er, sis - ter, par - ent, child,
5 For each per-fect gift of thine, peace on earth and joy 1in heav'n;
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for  the love which from our birth o-ver and a-round wus lies:
hil and vale and tree and flow’r, sun and moon and stars of light:
for ~ the mys-tic har-mo-ny link-ing sense to sound and sight:
friends on  earth and friends a - bove; for all gen - tle thoughts and mild:
for  thy - self, best gift di-vine, to our world so free - ly giv'n:
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Christ, our ~ God, to thee we raise this our sac-ri-fice of  praise.

Text: Folliott S. Pierpoint, 18351917, alt.
Music: DIX, Conrad Kocher, 17861872



