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“IT SOUNDS ALONG THE AGES”   HYMN #187

It sounds along the ages, soul answering to soul;
it kindles on the pages of every Bible scroll;
the psalmist heard and sang it, from martyr lips it broke,
and prophet tongues outrang it till sleeping nations woke.
From Sinai’s cliffs it echoed, it breathed from Buddha’s tree,
it charmed in Athens’ market, it hallowed Galilee;
the hammer stroke of Luther, the Pilgrims’ seaside prayer,
the oracles of Concord one holy word declare.
It calls — and lo, new justice! It speaks — and lo, new truth!
In ever nobler stature and unexhausted youth.
Forever on resounding, and knowing nought of time,
our laws but catch the music of its eternal chime.

“FOR ALL THAT IS OUR LIFE”  HYMN #128

For all that is our life we sing our thanks and praise;
for all life is a gift which we are called to use
to build the common good and make our own days glad.
For needs which others serve, for services we give,
for work and its rewards, for hours of rest and love;
we come with praise and thanks for all that is our life.
For sorrow we must bear, for failures, pain, and loss,
for each new thing we learn, for fearful hours that pass:
we come with praise and thanks for all that is our life.
For all that is our life we sing our thanks and praise;
for all life is a gift which we are called to use
to build the common good and make our own days glad.

“FROM THE CONGO TO THE MISSISSIPPI”
by Playing for Change

From the Congo to the Mississippi
I want to see people living free
From the Congo to the Mississippi
I want to see people living free
I heard it said, I heard it said to me
Be the change in the world you want to see
But oh such a simple truth
Will remain such a mystery
From the Congo to the Mississippi
I want to see people living free
From the Congo to the Mississippi
I want to see people living free
Sung in Kikongo:
Tu vilakana mambi ma ntama
Ma tu lundanga mu mi ntima mieto
E ba nkaka lu zibula mazita
Tua zingila my ntemo ye luzolo
English Translation:
Let's forget all grudges
We've been keeping in our hearts 
Let the ancestors open the knots 
For us to live in light and love
  From the Congo to the Mississippi
I want to see people living free 
From the Congo to the Mississippi
I want to see people living free
I heard it said I heard it said to me
Be the change in the world you want to see
But oh such a simple truth
Will remain such a mystery

“ALL MIXED UP”
Written by Pete Seeger
Sung by Peter, Paul, and Mary
You know this language that we speak
Is part German, Latin and part Greek
Celtic and Arabic all in a heap
Well amended by the people in the street

The Choctaw gave us the word okay
Vamose is a word from Mexico way
And all of this is a hint I suspect
Of what comes next

I think that this whole world
Soon mama, my whole wide world
Soon mama, my whole world
Soon gonna be get mixed up

Soon mama, my whole world
Soon mama, my whole wide world
Soon mama, my whole world
Soon gonna be get mixed up

I like Polish sausage, I like Spanish rice
And pizza pie is also nice
Corn and beans from the Indians here
Washed down by German beer

Marco Polo traveled by camel and pony
He brought to Italy, the first macaroni
And you and I as well we're able
We put it all on the table

I think that this whole world
Soon mama, my whole wide world
Soon mama, my whole world
Soon gonna be get mixed up

Soon mama, my whole world
Soon mama, my whole wide world
Soon mama, my whole world
Soon gonna be get mixed up

There were no red-headed Irishmen
Before the Vikings landed in Ireland
How many Romans had dark curly hair
Before they brought slaves from Africa?

No race of man is completely pure
Nor is anyone's mind, and that's for sure
The winds mix the dust of every land
And so will woman and man

I think that this whole world
Soon mama, my whole wide world
Soon mama, my whole world
Soon gonna be get mixed up

Soon mama, my whole world
Soon mama, my whole wide world
Soon mama, my whole world
Soon gonna be get mixed up

This doesn't mean we will all be the same
We'll have different faces and different names
Long live many different kinds of races
It's a difference of opinion that makes horse races

Just remember the rule about rules, brother
What's right for one could be wrong for the other
And take a tip from La Belle France
Viva la difference

I think that this whole world
Soon mama, my whole wide world
Soon mama, my whole world
Soon gonna be get mixed up

Soon mama, my whole world
Soon mama, my whole wide world
Soon mama, my whole world
Soon gonna be get mixed up

Soon mama, my whole world
Soon mama, my whole wide world
Soon mama, my whole world
Soon gonna be get mixed up
