








O praise the Lord, all ye nations: 
Praise Him all ye people. 
O praise the Lord. 
  
For His merciful kindness is great, is great to’ard us. 
And the truth of the Lord endureth forever; 
It endureth forever. 
  
Praise ye the Lord. 
  
O praise the Lord, all ye nations, 
Praise Him all ye people. 
O praise the Lord! 
                                                -- Psalm 117 



Sleet! and hail! and thunder! 
And ye winds that rave, 
Till the sands there under 
Tinge the sullen wave. 
  

Winds, that like a demon 
Howl with horrid note 
Round the toiling seaman, 
In his tossing boat 



  

From his humble dwelling 
On the shingly shore, 
Where the billows swelling 
Keep such a hollow roar 
  
From that weeping woman, 
Seeking with her cries 
Succour superhuman 
From the frowning skies 
 
From the urchin pining 
For his father’s knee 
From the lattice shining, 
Drive him out to sea! 
  
Let broad leagues dissever 
Him from yonder foam; 
O, God! to think man ever 
Comes too near his home! 

--Thomas Hood



See Kay text above 

 



Lord, we shall walk, shall walk in peace. 
We shall walk through the valley in peace. 
If Jesus himself shall lead us, 
We shall walk through the valley in peace. 
  

Lord, we shall walk, shall walk in peace. 
There will be no trials there. 
If Jesus himself shall lead us, 
Lord, we shall walk, shall walk in peace. 

-- Negro Spiritual, arr. Undine Smith Moore 

Sicut cervus desiderat ad fontes 
aquarum, 
ita desiderat anima mea ad te 
Deus. 

As the hart panteth after the 
water brooks, 
so panteth my soul after thee, O 
God. 



 
Sitivit anima mea ad Deum 
vivum: 
quando veniam et apparebo ante 
faciem Dei mei? 
  
Fuerunt mihi lacrymae meae 
panes die ac nocte, 
dum dicitur mihi quotidie, Ubi 
est Deus tuus? 

My soul thirsteth for God, for the 
living God: 
when shall I come and appear 
before God? 

My tears have been my meat day 
and night, 
while they continually say to me, 
Where is thy God? 

  -- Excerpted from Psalm 42, King James Version of 
the Old Testament 



Oh, my Father, I’m coming home, 
I’m leaving all this behind. 
Oh my Father, I want to see you; 
I want to rest within your arms. 
 
And so I’m coming home, 
I’m coming home, 
I’m goin’ to see my Lord! 
  
Coming home,  
I’m coming home, 
I’m goin’ to see my Lord! 
  
Coming home,  
I’m coming home, 
I’m goin’ to see my Lord! 
Want to see my Lord! 
  
I’m coming home, 
I’m coming home, 
I’m goin’ to see my Lord! 
  
Coming home,  
I’m coming home, 
I want to see my Lord! 
  
Oh, my Father, I’m coming home, 
I’m leaving all this behind. 
Oh my Father, I want to see you; 
I want to rest within your arms. 
    -- Hale Smith 



Arise! my beloved, my fair one and come away; 
For lo, the winter is past. 
Flowers appear on the earth, 
The time of singing is here. 
The voice of the dove is heard in our land. 
    -- Song of Solomon, 2:10-12 





1. Passing Love 
Because you are to me a song 
I must not sing you over-long. 
 
Because you are to me a prayer 
I cannot say you everywhere. 
  
Because you are to me a rose — 
You will not stay when summer goes. 
  
2. The Dream Keeper 
Bring me all of your dreams, 
You dreamers, 
Bring me all of your 
Heart melodies 
That I may wrap them 
In a blue cloud-cloth 
Away from the too-rough fingers 
Of the world. 
  
 



3. Winter Moon 
How thin and sharp is the moon tonight! 
How thin and sharp and ghostly white 
is the slim curved crook of the moon tonight! 
  

4. Joy 
I went to look for Joy, 
Slim, dancing Joy, 
Gay, laughing Joy, 
Bright-eyed Joy— 
And I found her  
Driving the butcher’s cart 
In the arms of the butcher boy! 
Such company, such company, 
As keeps this young nymph, Joy! 
  

5. Dreams 
Hold fast to dreams 
For if dreams die 
Life is a broken-winged bird 
That cannot fly. 
  

Hold fast to dreams 
For when dreams go 
Life is a barren field 
Frozen with snow. 
  

6. Walkers with the Dawn 
Being walkers with the dawn and morning, 
Walkers with the sun and morning, 
We are not afraid of night, 
Nor days of gloom, 
Nor darkness— 
Being walkers with the sun and morning. 
  

7. Passing Love 
Because you are to me a song 
I must not sing you over-long. 
  



Because you are to me a prayer 
I cannot say you everywhere. 
  
Because you are to me a rose — 
You will not stay when summer goes. 
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