
O Beautiful, for Spacious Skies 
1 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 crown thy good with *brotherhood 
from sea to shining sea! 
2 O beautiful for heroes proved 
in liberating strife, 
who more than self their country loved, 
and mercy more than life! 
America! America! 
God mend thine every flaw; 
confirm thy soul in self-control, 
thy liberty in law! 
3 O beautiful for patriot dream 
that sees beyond the years 
thine alabaster cities gleam, 
undimmed by human tears! 
America! America! 
May God thy gold refine 
till all success be nobleness 
and every gain divine! 

Open My Eyes, that I may See 
1 Open my eyes, that I may see 
glimpses of truth thou hast for me. 
Place in my hands the wonderful key 
that shall unclasp and set me free. 
Silently now I wait for thee, 
ready, my God, thy will to see. 
Open my eyes; illumine me, 
Spirit divine! 
2 Open my ears, that I may hear 
voices of truth thou sendest clear. 
And while the wave notes fall on my ear, 
everything false will disappear. 
Silently now I wait for thee, 
ready, my God, thy will to see. 
Open my ears; illumine me, 
Spirit divine! 
3 Open my mouth, and let me bear 
gladly the warm truth everywhere. 
Open my heart, and let me prepare 
love with thy children thus to share. 
Silently now I wait for thee, 
ready, my God, thy will to see. 
Open my heart; illumine me, 
Spirit divine! 

Be Thou My Vision 

1 Be thou my vision, O Lord of my heart; 
naught be all else to me, save that thou art; 
thou my best thought, by day or by night, 
waking or sleeping, thy presence my light. 

2 Be thou my wisdom, and thou my true Word; 
I ever with thee and thou with me, Lord; 
thou my soul’s shelter, and thou my high tower; 
raise thou me heavenward, O Power of my power. 

3 Riches I heed not, nor vain, empty praise; 
thou, mine inheritance, now and always; 
thou and thou only, first in my heart, 
High King of Heaven, my treasure thou art. 

4 High King of Heaven, my victory won, 
may I reach heaven’s joys, O bright heaven’s Sun! 
Heart of my own heart, whatever befall, 
sMll be my vision, O Ruler of all.


