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Fly me to the moon

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 World!

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 re-creation of the new day!

What a wonderfull world

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 fears relieved.
How precious did that grace appear the hour I first believed!

Through many dangers, toils, and snares, I have already come;
This grace has brought me safe thus far, and grace will lead me home.

The Lord has promised good to me: His word my hope secures.
He will my shield and portion be as long as life endures.

And when this flesh and heart shall fail, and mortal life shall cease,
I shall possess within the veil a life of joy and peace.

When we've been there ten thousand years, bright shining as the sun,
we've no less days to sing God's praise than when we first begun.

Vår Far i himmelen!
La navnet ditt helliges. La riket ditt komme.

La viljen din skje på jorden slik som i himmelen.
Gi oss i dag vårt daglige brød, og tilgi oss vår skyld,

slik også vi tilgir våre skyldnere.
Og la oss ikke komme i fristelse,

men frels oss fra det onde.
For riket er ditt og makten og æren i evighet.

Amen.

Deilig er jorden, prektig er Guds himmel,
skjønn er sjelenes pilgrimsgang! Gjennom de fagre

riker på jorden går vi til paradis med sang.

Tider skal komme, tider skal henrulle,
slekt skal følge slekters gang; aldri forstummer

tonen fra himlen i sjelens glade pilgrimssang.

Englene sang den først for markens hyrder;
skjønt fra sjel til sjel det lød: Fred over jorden,

menneske, fryd deg! Oss er en evig Frelser født!
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