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Sovereign of All, by R. Furman, to tune #282 Waltham 
 
SOVEREIGN of all the worlds above, 
Your glory, with unclouded rays,  
Shines through the realms of light and love,  
Inspiring angels with Your praise. 
 
These blessed States, at Your command,  
Rose from dependence and distress; 
Prosperity now crowns the land,  
And millions join Your name to bless. 
 
Praise is Your due, eternal King;  
We’ll speak the wonders of Your love;  
With grateful hearts our tribute bring,  
And emulate the hosts above.  
 
O be You still our guardian God;  
Preserve these States from every foe;  
From party rage, from scenes of blood,  
From sin, and every cause of woe.  
 
Here may the great Redeemer reign,  
Display his grace, and saving power;  
Here liberty and truth maintain,  
Till empires fall to rise no more. 
 

Lord with Glowing Heart, by Francis Scott Key (#80, Trinity Hymnal) 
 
Lord, with glowing heart I'd praise thee 
For the bliss thy love bestows, 
For the pard'ning grace that saves me, 
And the peace that from it flows; 
Help, O God, my weak endeavor; 
This dull soul to rapture raise; 
Thou must light the flame, or never 
Can my love be warmed to praise. 
 
Praise, my soul, the God that sought thee, 
Wretched wand'rer far astray; 



Found thee lost, and kindly brought thee 
From the paths of death away; 
Praise, with love's devoutest feeling, 
Him who saw thy guilt-born fear, 
And, the light of hope revealing, 
Bade the blood-stained cross appear. 
 
Praise thy Saviour God that drew thee 
To that cross, new life to give, 
Held a blood-sealed pardon to thee, 
Bade thee look to him and live; 
Praise the grace whose threats alarmed thee, 
Roused thee from thy fatal ease, 
Praise the grace whose promise warmed thee, 
Praise the grace that whispered peace. 
 
Lord, this bosom's ardent feeling 
Vainly would my lips express; 
Low before thy footstool kneeling, 
Deign thy suppliant's prayer to bless: 
Let thy love, my soul's chief treasure, 
Love's pure flame within me raise, 
And, since words can never measure, 
Let my life show forth thy praise. 
 

My Country Is of Thee & Our Native Land, by Smith and Dwight 
 
My country! ' tis of thee,  
Sweet land of liberty,  
Of thee I sing:  
Land where my fathers died!  
Land of the pilgrims' pride!  
From every mountain side Let freedom ring! 
 
Our fathers' God! to thee, 
 Author of liberty,  
To thee we sing:  
Long may our land be bright  
With freedom's holy light; 
Protect us by thy might, 
Great God, our King! 
 
God bless our native land!  
Firm may she ever stand,  



Through storm and night:  
When the wild tempests rave,  
Ruler of wind and wave, 
 Do thou our country save  
By thy great might!  
 
For her our prayer shall rise  
To God, above the skies;  
On him we wait:  
Thou who art ever nigh,  
Guarding with watchful eye, 
To thee aloud we cry,  
God save our land! 

 


